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Ihb  ancestry  of  the  noble  Poet,  a  complete  edition  of  whose  works  is  now 
kt  the  first  time  presented  to  the  public,  forms  a  rery  trifling  element  in 
Ikat  character  which  he  has  left  behind  him;  but  as  erery  thing  relative 
ts  nich  a  man  has  a  certain  degree  of  interest,  it  may  not  be  amiss  to  take 
I  tine  through  the  ilBmily-succession  since  the  Conquest  At  that  time 
diere  were  two  powerful  Barons  of  the  name, — ^Ernest,  who  had  extensi?e 
domains  in  the  Counties  of  York  and  Lincoln,  and  Ralph,  whose  possessions 
hy  in  Nottingham  and  Derby,  and  who  was  the  direct  ancestor  of  the 
isbject  of  the  present  memoir.  The  two  successors  of  Ralph  were  both 
■amed  Hugh;  they  were  great  benefactors  of  the  Church,  and  the  last  of 
them  retired  from  the  world,  and  led  a  monastic  life.  Roger  succeeded 
to  the  second  Hugh,  and  was  in  his  turn  succeeded  by  Robert,  who 
enriched  the  family  by  marrying  Cecilia,  only  daughter  of  Sir  Richard 
Clayton,  of  Clayton  in  the  County  of  Lancaster,  lliis  happened  in  the 
reign  of  Henry  the  Second ;  and  from  that  period,  till  the  time  of  Henry 
the  Eighth,  Clayton  continued  to  be  the  family-residence  of  the  Byrons. 
The  fortunate  Sir  Robert  was  succeeded  by  a  son  of  the  same  name, 
whose  two  sons  again  were  eminentiy  distinguished  for  bravery  in  the 
vam  carried  on  by  Edward  the  First  Sir  John,  the  elder  of  these 
warriors,  became  governor  of  the  castie  of  York;  and  his  son,  also  Sir 
John,  dbtinguished  himself  in  the  wars  in  France  under  Edward  the  Third, 
by  whom  he  was  knighted  at  the  siege  of  Calais.  This  Sir  John  dying 
without  issue,  was  succeeded  by  Sir  Richavd,  and  he  again  by  another 
8ir  John,  who  fought  under  Henry  the  Fifth,  and  received  the  honour  of 
knighthood  as  a  reward  for  his  valour.  His  youngest  son  succeeded  him, 
and  was  succeeded  by  another  Sir  John,  who,  dissatisfied  at  the  conduct 
of  Richard  the  Third,  was  among  the  first  that  joined  Richmond  upon 
his  landing  at  Milford.  He  displayed  great  bravery  at  the  decisive  battle 
•f  Bosworth.  His  prowess  was  not  unrewarded,  for  Henry  bestowed  upon 
him  the  offices  of  Constable  of  the  castie  of  Nottingham,  and  steward  and 
warden  of  Sherwood  Forest.  Having  no  family,  the  lands  descended  to 
his  brother  Nicholas.  It  had  been  throngh  barons  or  knights  of  the  name 
of  John,  that  the  family  had  hitherto  been  chiefly  enriched  and  ennobled; 
and  in  the  reign  of  Henry  the  Eighth,  another  Sir  John  was  made  steward 
•f  Manchester  and  Rochdale,  and  lieutenant  of  the  Forest  of  Sherwood. 
This  Sir  John  was  a  great  favourite  with  Henry,  supporting  him  warmly 
ia  all   his   measures,   and   entering  fully  into  all   his  views,  both  in  his 
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change  of  relig^ion  and  his  changes  of  queens.  In  return  for  this,  when 
the  lands  of  the  chnrch  came  to  be  divided,  he  was  not  forgotten.  The 
church  and  abbey  of  Newstead,  .with  the  manor  of  Papelham,  and  the 
rectory,  with  the  adjoining  lands,  were  given  to  him.  Newstead  Abbey 
was  a  fofilidation  for  regular  canons  of  the  Augustine  order ;  its  situation 
was  beautiful,  and  its  riches  considerable.  Sir  John,  the  son  of  this 
'  expeller  of  the  canons,  and  regainer  back  from  the  church  of  a  good  deal 
more  than  his  ancestors  had  ever  bestowed  upon  it,  was  high  in  favour 
witli  Elizabeth;  and  his  son.  Sir  Nicholas,  having  gained  much  militaiy 
skill  in  the  wars  in  the  Netherlands,  was,  if  not  of  ultimate  service  to 
Charles,  at  least  one  of  the  first,  firmest  and  boldest  supporters  of  the 
royal  cause,  upon  the  breaking  out  of  the  civil  war.  In  consideration  of 
his  services  at  the  battle  of  Edgehill,  he  was  made  governor  of  Chester; 
and  he  defended  that  city  against  the  Parliament-army  for  a  considerable 
time.  Sir  John,  son  of  the  younger  brother  of  this  Sir  Nicholas,  was 
also  a  zealous  royalist.  He  had  been  knighted  by  James  at  his  coronation, 
and  was  appointed  governor  of  the  Tower,  after  the  Commons  had  denoun- 
ced Colonel  Lunsford ;  in  this  situation  he  showed  a  great  deal  of  flrmnesi. 
He  afterwards  became  an  equally  zealous  and  more  fortunate  partisan 
than  his  uncle  Sir  Nicholas.  After  the  battle  of  Newbury,  in  which  he 
played  a  very  conspicuous  part,  he  was,  on  the  24th  of  October  IMS^ 
created  Baron  Byron,  of  Uochdale,  and  appointed  field-marshal  of  ail  the 
king's  troops  in  Worcester,  Salop,  Chcsliire,  and  North  Wales.  His  uncle 
having  been  taken  by  the  Parliament  forces,  he  was  appointed  governor 
of  Chester;  and  having  defeated  Sir  Thomas  Fairfax,  and  performed  some 
other  services  of  importance,  he  was  so  hated  by  the  Parliament,  that 
they  passed  a  special  act,  exempting  him  from  pardon,  and  confiscatiBg 
his  property.  The  king,  however,  in  the  meantime  appointed  him  governor 
to  the  Duke  of  York  (afterwards  James  the  Second),  with  whom  he 
effected  his  escape  to  Holland.  From  Holland  he  passed  into  Flanderii 
with  his  royal  pupil,  and  was  in  the  army  of  Marshal  l^irenne.  He  died 
at  Paris,  in  1^52,  without  issue,  and  was  succeeded  in  his  titles  and 
estates  by  his  brother  Richard.  This  second  Lord  died  in  1679,  and  wu 
succeeded  by  William,  the  third  Lord.  William,  the  fourth  Lord,  was 
thrice  married,  but  his  first  lady  died  of  the  small  pox,  soon  after  their 
marriage;  and  the  three  sons  and  daughters  which  he  had  by  his  second 
lady  all  died  before  liim.  William,  his  eldest  son,  by  a  third  marriage* 
was  born  in  1722,  and  succeeded  him  in  1736.  He  had  been  in  the  navy 
In  his  younger  years,  and  was  a  man  of  considerable  influence  at  court; 
but  being  a  man  of  ungovernable  passions,  he  was,  in  1765,  sent  to  the 
Tower,  under  a  charge  of  having  killed  his  relation,  Mr.  Cliaworth,  in  a 
duel,  which  took  place  under  very  peculiar  circumstances,  at  the  Star 
and  Garter  Tavern,  in  Pall-MalL  The  dispute  which  led  to  this  fatal 
catasfrophe  was  begun  and  ended  in  the  same  room,  and  at  the  same 
meeting,  Lord  Byron  insisting  tliat  they  should  instantly  settle  it  by  the 
Bword,  and  with  such  light  as  one  glimmering  candle  afforded.  Being  the 
more  expert  swordsman  of  the  two,  his  friend  and  neighbour  received  a 
mortal  wound,  although  he  lived  long  enough  to  settle  his  own  affaira, 
and  supply  such  information  as  led  the  Coroners  jury  to  return  a  verdict 
of  wilful  murder  against  his  lordship.  The  trial,  which  excited  an  immense 
degree  of  public  interest  at  the  time,  came  on  at  Westminster-Hall,  before 
tlie  peers.  It  lasted  two  days,  and  ended  by  an  nnanimous  sentence  of 
manslaughter,  pronounced  by  upwards  of  two  hundred  and  fifty  members 
of  the  upper  house.    Upon  being  brought  up  for  judgment*  he  pleaded 
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hb  privilege  «9  e  peer^  and  was  in  consequence  discharged.  lie  died  al 
New^tead^  in  1798.  Jolm,  the  next  brother  to  Lord  WilUam,  and  born 
hi  the  ^ear  after  him,  that  is,  in  1723,  was  a  man  of  a  very  different 
diipoHtion,  although  his  career  in  iife  was  aimost  one  succesHion  of  mis- 
Artnne«.  The  hardships  which  he  met  with,  while  accompanying  Com- 
Biodore  Anson  in  his  expedition  to  tlie  Soutli  Seas,  are  well  known,  from 
his  own  highly  popular  and  affecting^  narrative ;  and  liis  ^^ndsou,  tlie 
poet,  is  supposed  to  have  had  some  of  the  sufferings  of  the  honourable 
John,  afterwards  Commodore  and  Admiral  Byron,  in  his  mind,  when  he 
pie  some  of  the  moat  exquisite  touches  to  his  admirably  painted  picture 
•f  the  tftorm  and  sliipwreck,  in  Don  Juan.  So  unfortunate  was  he,  in 
regard  to  weather,  that  he  was  known  throughout  the  fleet  by  the  name 
of  ""foul  weather  Jack,"  and  the  sailors  had  great  reiuctance  to  go  to  sea 
■adcr  his  command.  Against  the  enemy  lie  had  equally  bad  success ;  not 
Ikat  he  was  deficient  either  in  bravery  or  in  skill,  but  the  weather  was 
always  between  liim  and  the  enemy.  Still  he  was  a  man  who  deserved 
and  enjoyed  the  esteem  of  all  about  liim,  and  was  reckoned  one  of  tlie 
best  aa^al  olficers  of  his  time.  His  only  son,  born  in  1751,  was  known 
by  the  name  of  ^inad  Jack  Ilyron.**  He  was  one  of  tlie  handsomest  men 
•f  the  time ;  but  his  character  was  so  notorious,  that  his  father,  who  had 
procured  for  him  a  commission  in  the  guards,  was  soon  obliged  to  desert 
bin;  to  be  but  seen  in  his  company  was  considered  a  stain.  In  his  twenty- 
peieath  year  he  found  means  to  seduce  Amelia  marchioness  of  Carmarthen, 
wko  had  been  but  a  few  years  married  to  a  husband  ^ith  whom  she  had 
Incd  in  the  most  happy  state  until  she  formed  this  most  unfortunate 
connexion.  The  noise  which  this  faux  pas  occasioned  was  >  er^-  great,  as 
veil  on  account  of  its  own  enormity,  as  of  the  perfect  happiness  which 
had  preTionslj  subsisted  between  the  husband  and  the  wife,  and  of  the 
great  reiuctance  which  the  husband  had  to  believe  in  her  guilt.  That, 
howerer,  was  ultimately  proved  in  a  manner  but  too  convincing ;  and  after 
•ae  fruitless  attempt  at  reclaiming  tlie  lady,  she  was  divorced  by  her 
husband  and  abandoned  to  her  fate.  That  fate  was  both  hasty  and  hard. 
The  friends  brought  about  a  marriage  between  her  and  her  seducer,  which 
after  the  most  brutal  conduct  on  his  part,  and  the  greatest  raiHery  and 
the  keenest  remorse  on  hers,  was  dis^olved  in  two  years  by  her  sinking 
to  the  grave  of  a  broken  heart  In  about  tliree  years  after,  Captain  Byron 
■odght  to  patch  up  his  broken  fortunes  by  matrimony;  and  having  made 
a  conquest  of  Miss  Gordon,  an  Aberdeenshire  heiress,  he  spent  her  for- 
tnnc  in  a  few  years,  and  left  her  and  her  only  child,  the  subject  of  tlus 
■emoir,  in  a  destitute  and  defenceless  state.  He  went  to  France,  to  avoid 
his   creditors,   and   died   at   Valenciennes  in   1791,  little  more* than  three 

Eirs  after  the  birth  of  his  son,  to  whom,  in  the  meantime,  was  given 
mothers  name  of  Gordon. 
Gkobob  GoaDoif  was  born  on  his  mother*s  estate  in  Abcrdeensliire,  on 
the  22d  day  of  January  1788.  As  his  mother  and  himself  were  soon 
afterwarda  deserted  by  his  father,  the  whole  care  of  his  infant  years 
dei'oived  upon  the  mother;  and  considering  the  state  in  which  she  was 
left,  it  is  but  natural  to  suppose  that  she  treated  the  boy  with  every 
bdulgence  within  her  power.  Tenderness  and  indulgence  in  his  early 
years  were  rendered  tlie  more  necesNary,  as,  beMides  ha\ing  one  of  his 
feet  deformed,  he  was  of  a  very  weakly  constitution.  For  these  reasons 
he  was  not  quite  so  early  sent  to  school  as  is  sometimes  tlie  case,  but 
allowed  to  expand  his  lungs  and  strengthen  his  limbs  upon  the  mountains 
•f  the  North.    This  period  of  his  life  passed  unheeded ;  but  we  find  trace 
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of  its  influence  in  many  parts  of  his  works.  The  grandeur  of  nature 
around  him;  the  idea  that  he  was  upon  mountains  which  had  never  been 
permanently  trod  by  the  foot  of  a  conqueror;  the  conversation  of  a  people 
who8c  amusements  at  that  time  consisted  in  a  great  measure  of  the  recital 
of  heroic  exploits  against  invaders,  feats  of  strength,  and  demonstrations 
of  independence,  mingled  with  all  the  wild  goblinHstories  usual  among 
such  a  people  and  in  such  a  place;  and,  above  all^  the  being  left  at 
leisure  and  without  dictation,  to  contemplate  those  scenes  and  listen  to 
those  recitals,  afforded  an  initiatory  education  for  Byron,  far  more  poetieal 
than  that  which  he  could  have  obtained,  had  he  been  nursed  at  the  Abbey 
of  Newstead,  and  nurtured  after  the  fashion  of  its  lords,  in  the  proudest 
times  of  tliat  lilgh  spirited,  but  latterly  wiid  and  wayward  fiunily.  It  may 
be  true,  that  the  licence  of  his  infant  years  may  have  given  to  Byron 
some  of  those  faults  of  which  he  has  been  accused,  as  well  as  many  ei 
those  peculiarities  which  dulness,  to  say  nothing  worse,  has  considered 
as  faults ;  but  it  is  equally  true,  that  to  the  same  origin  must  be  attributed 
those  transcendent  qualities  which  must  throw  all  the  blamed  pecn-r 
liarities  of  his  character  into  the  shade.  Tlie  sublime  rock,  the  dark 
lake,  the  dim  forest,  and  the  dashing  stream  which  the  infant-bard  was 
allowed  to  contemplate,  without  the  foolery  of  man's  accompaniment,  have 
in  each  of  them  a  lyre  strung  by  the  hand  of  Nature  herself;  and  how 
well  he  found  out  their  tones,  and  thought  of  modulating  their  sweetness, 
was  well  proved  by  the  event. 

When  a  few  years*  bracing  upon  the  mountains  had  removed  the  symp- 
toms of  weakness  with  which  George  Gordon  was  born,  he  was  sent  to 
school,  and  there,  though  still  an  infant,  he  showed  that  he  would  one 
day  form  a  character  for  himself.  A  school-fellow  says,  that  he  was 
naturally  kindliearted  and  generous,  though  at  the  same  time  dignified  and 
reserved.  The  class  used  to  jeer  him,  as  boys  are  often  in  the  habit  of 
doing,  upon  the  natural  deformity  of  his  foot;  but  though  it  was  obvious 
that  lie  felt  keenly  upon  these  occasions,  and  had  spirit  sufficient  to 
chastise,  when  he  chose,  the  impertinence  of  boys  much  older  and  stronger 
than  himself,  his  feeling  toward  them  had  more  of  contempt  than  of 
anger  or  peevishness.  During  piay-liours  he  was  often  apart,  and  seemed 
to  be  following  trains  of  speculation  which  had  no  connexion  either  with 
the  class  or  the  school- exercises ;  although,  when  he  pleased,  he  entered 
into  their  sports  with  an  ardour  and  a  zest  far  surpassing  any  of  his  fel- 
lows. As  a  scholar,  there  was  nothing  remarkable  about  him  excepting 
that,  though  he  sought  no  assistance  from  his  teacher  or  his  class-fellows, 
and  seemed  to  derive  as  little  from  the  ordinary  modes  and  means  of 
study,  he  was  not  in  the  least  deficient  in  his  tasks,  especially  those  parts 
of  them  that  depended  more  upon  perception  and  judgment  than  upon 
mere  memory.  » 

While  George   Gordon   was   occupied  in   this,   William,   the  fifth  Lord 
Byron,   departed,   at   Newstead   Abbey,   that   life   which  had  for  so  manj 
years  been  rendered  disagreeable  by  his  want  of  temper.     As  the  son  oi 
Lord  William  had   died   in   the   same   year  in  which  George  Gordon  war 
born,  and  as  the  descent  both  of  the   titles  and   the  estates  was  to  hei' 
male,   George   Gordon   succeeded   to   the  titles   and  estates  of  his  grar 
uncle.     The  old  Lord  died  on  tlie  17th  of  May  1798 ;  and  thus  the  st 
and  prospects  of  the  heir  were  completely  changed,    when   he   was    lit 
more   than  ten    years   old.     Upon   this  change  in  his  fortune, .  Byron  * 
removed  from  the  immediate  care  of  his  mother,    and   placed  as   a   ^ 
under  the  guardianship  of  the  Earl  of  Carlisle,  who  had  married  Isa' 
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ike   nster   of   the   kte   Lord   Byron.    It  was  iiDmediately  resolved  upon, 
Alt  he  should  receive  the  usual  education   which  England   bestows  upon 
kr  titled  sons:  he  was  first  sent  to  one  of  the  ^eat  public  schools,  and 
that  to  one  of  the  universities.     Harrow   was   the  school  which  was 
n.      He  remained  there  during  six  years  and  then  proceeded  to  Trl- 
■ty-CTolIege,  Cambridge.    By  this  time  his  observation  of  the  errors  and 
ikHrdititM  of  many  of  the  usual  systems  pursued  by  men,   and  the  incfli- 
of  the  common  means  adopted   for   their   removal,  induced  him  to 
intiiist;  the   bolt   of  his  first  efibrt   fell   upon   the  deans  and  doc- 
of  Cambridge  with  a  severity  and  a  truth,   which  there  is  too  much 
to  believe  has  obtained  for  him  their  implacable  enmity,   and    still 
csBtfaivea  to  make  them  groan  in  anguish  and  growl  for  revenge. 
^     When  about  nineteen  years  of  age,  Lord  Byron  bade  adieu  to  the  univer- 
>  dtyand  took  up  his  residence  at  the  family-seat,  where  he  arranged,  and  had 
'  fdited  at  Newark,  a  small  collection  of  his  poems,  under  the  title  of  ^^Hours 
rf  Idleness."    The  apology  urged  for  the  appearance  of  tliis  little  volume, 
aaa  the  nsiial  one  of  the   ^^dvice  of  friends;"  and  though  it  has  never 
ken  stated  who  those  friends  were,  it  is  probable  that  Ids  noble,  and,  as 
Umielf  says,   volunteer,  guardian  was  one  of  them,    as  tlie  publication  is 
dedicated  to  him;  a  circumstance  which  the  noble  bard  seems  afterwards 
I   ts  have   regretted.     This   volume   is  not  very  remarkable  for  its  power; 
bat  still,    although  he  had  published  nothing  more,    it  would  have  ranked 
hin  in    the    catalogue,   and   high   in  the  catalogue,  of  those  lost  literati, 
who  would  have  been  men  of  genius  had   it  not  been   for   tlie  weight  of 
the  coronet  Unpretending,  however,  as  was  this  little  volume,  and  obscure 
the  press  from  which  it  issued,  it  appears  to  have  been  in  a  great 
are   the  means   of  letting  its   author   know  tlie   vast  extent   of  his 
ptwers,  and  prompting  him  to  the  profitable  and  vigorous  use  of  them,  at 
N  early  a  period  of  liis  life.  .This  was  effected  too,  in  a  way  which  would 
hve    for  ever   silenced  one  of  a   less  daring  and  undaunted  mind.    The 
ildinburgh-Review,   then  in  all  the   life   and  greenness  of  youth,   had,   by 
oae   of  the   most    bold   and    daring  evolutions  which  ever  was  played  off 
Ml  the  literary  world,   taken  the  top-seat  upon  tlie  bench  of  criticism  by 
itonn,   and  was  condemning   by   wholesale;  while  authors  of  all  classes 
lad  all  descriptions,  except  the  chosen  few  who  composed  or  were  known 
ts  its  coterie,  carried  their  wares  to  market  with  fear  and  trembling.  This 
ftcview,  which  had  generally   been  more   anxious   to   find  a  victim  iihich 
it  could  inunolate,  than  an   idol   whom  it   could  worship,  pounced  upon 
the  ^'Hours    of  Idleness"   with  a  fury  almost   unknown,   or  at  any  rate 
seldom   evinced   even    by   itself.     Genius,    learning,    spirit,    every    thing 
good,  was  denied  him,  and  the  fact  of  his  having  ventured  to  set  forth  a 
booki  in  however  humble  and  unpretending  a  manner,  was  held  up  as  the 
very  acme  of  impudence  and  effrontery.   The  critic  had  his  day;  and  the 
womhippers  at  the  counter   of  Archibald  Constable   and   Cyompany   were 
chuckling  and  saying  to  each  other,    ^^Well,    we  have   done  for  this  same 
George  Gordon,   Lord  Byron,   a  minor.    He  won't  tell  us  any  tiling  more 
about   his    ^^Ilours  of  Idleness."     We  have   given  liim   work   for   twelve 
Bionths  at   the   least,   in  repenting  of  what  he  has  already  done."    Such 
were  the  exultations,  as  stated  by  one  who  heard  them  at  the  time;   but 
they  were  not  without  an  admixture  of  fear.   They  had  succeeded  in  con- 
vincing at  least  themselves  that  Lord  Byron   had   no    talent  and  no  taste 
for  poetry ;   but  if  they  had  heard  of  him  at  all,   they  must  have   heard 
that  he  was  a  youth  of  great  spirit;  and  hence,  though  they  might  reckon 
thcnMelves   quite  safe   from  the   racing  of  Pegasus,   there  might  still  be 
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some  danger  of  that  which  drives  forward  his  wingleaa  namesake  apqn 
earth:  they  were  not  over  fond  of  the  whip;  and  thoug^h  one  of  theh 
number  had  recently  come  scratch-free  out  of  a  duel  in  consequence  of 
a  stipulated  char^ng^  with  paper-bullets,  it  was  by  no  means  clear  that 
Byron,  gratuitously  and  wantonly  as  he  had  been  attacked,  would  be  so 
tender  of  the  critical  flesh.  But  the  bard  took  his  own  way  of  aTenging 
himself^  and  in  his  vindication  inflicted  more  heavy  and  humiiiatlBg 
chastisement  upon  the  critics  than  if  he  had  horsewhipped  them  all,  or 
shot  half  their  number..  That  pen,  with  which  he  had  been  dallying  fa 
his  ^^Hours  of  Idleness,**  he  sharpened  for  business  to  its  keenest  point; 
and  in  brief  space  appeared  ^^English  Bards  and  Scotch  Reviewers,"  fa 
which,  by  the  power  and  polish  of  his  verses,  he  not  only  established  Ms 
own  claim  to  all  those  excellences  of  which  the  critics  had  noted  him 
destitute;  but  covered  them  mth  ridicule  and  confusion  which  they  have 
never  been  able  to  shake  off*.  Nor  was  this  all;  for  amid  the  chastlae* 
roent  of  his  unprovoked  personal  enemies,  there  was  formed  a  general 
attack  upon  the  faults,  and  a  general  scorn  ofrthe  meannesses  of  humn 
nature,  which  would  have  done  credit  to  a  writer  of  matured  experience 
and  confirmed  reputation.  It  is  true,  that  in  this  satire  he  attacked  some, 
whom  he  afterwards  found  did  not  deserve  it;  but  it  is  equally  true  that 
he  attacked  mor^upon  whom  it  was  well  bestowed,  both  at  the  time  and 
since;  and  there  is  not,  in  the  whole  annals  of  satirical  writing,  any  in- 
sti^nce  of  a  satire  written  by  so  young  a  man,  which  is  so  perfect  in  its 
form  and  so  correct  in  its  application.  Lord  Byron,  so  far  from  making 
any  boast  of  this  great  and  happy  elTort,  afterwards  suppressed  it.  Up  to 
the  time  of  majority  he  continued  to  prosecute  his  fancies  alternately  at 
Newstead  and  in  the  metropolis.  At  the  former  place  he  spent  much  of 
his  time  alone,  or  at  least  in  the  society,  or  rather  under  the  care  of  a 
great  Newfoundland  dog,  to  which  he  paid  great  attention  while  alive,  and 
raised  a  monument  when  dead.  During  the  whole  of  this  period  of  hfa 
life, — a  period  which,  under  his  circumstances,  was  exposed  to  peculiar 
dangers  and  temptations,— there  is  nothing  which  appears  to  bring  him 
out  from  the  usual  character  of  young  noblemen,  unless  it  be  higher  mental 
endowments,  and  a  more  dignified  use  of  them;  and  much  as  he  has  been 
blamed  by  wholesale  and  in  the  abstract,  none  of  his  calumniators  have 
been  able  to  adduce  the  requisite  tale  of  well  authenticated  particulara. 
When  the  term  of  his  minority  had  expired,  he  resolved  to  improve 
his  knowledge  of  the  earth  and  of  mankind,  by  travelling  abroad ;  and  ia 
the  state  of  the  middle  and  western  parts  of  Europe  was  such  that  he 
could  not  conscientiously  examine  them,  and  as  the  information  whick 
these  countries  were  calculated  to  afford,  was  not  exactly  that  which 
suited  the  high  and  poetic  turn  of  his  mind,  his  thoughts  were  directed 
to  the  classic  land  of  the  east.  Selecting  as  his  companion,  John  Hob- 
house,  whose  love  of  liberty  and  literature  seemed  congenial  with  hb 
own,  although  their  powers  were  of  a  very  different  order,  he  sailed  firont 
Falmouth  for  Lisbon,  and  having  landed  there,  he  first  examined  all  that 
was  worthy  of  remark  in  that  neighbourhood,  and  then  proceeded,  by  the 
southern  provinces  of  Spain,  for  the  Mediterranean,  where  he  landed 
first  on  the  wild  mountains  of  Albania,  whose  bold  scenery  and  bolder 
inhabitants  appear  to  have  made  a  deep  and  permanent  impression  upon 
Ills  mind.  Ilaving  traversed  the  classic  land  of  Greece,  in  almost  every 
direction,  and  studied  its  scenery,  with  the  eye  of  a  poet  and  a  painter, 
and  its  people  with  the  head  of  a  sage  and  the  heart  of  a  patriot,  he 
returned  to  England,  better  fiirulshed  in  all  the  substantial  fruits  of  travel- 
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Uag  thui    perhaps   any  other  man   who  ever  returned   to  the  shores  of 
the  same  or  of  any  other  country. 

Soon  after  his  return  from  the  Continent,  the  first  and  second  cantos 
•f  Chiide  llaroid  made  their  appearance ;  and  never  did  poetic  work  excite 
freater  astonishment,  or  receive  more  universai  attention  or  more  general 
praise.  The  Edinburgh  Reviewers,  finding  that  their  own  consciences  were 
in  vaison  with  the  common  feeling,  forgot  tlie  mud  in  which  they  had 
been  rolled,  and  hastened  to  pay  their  tribute  to  the  giant  intellect  which 
this  poem  evinced,  considering  that  it  was  the  work  of  one  whom  the 
doctors  had  set  down  as  being  idle  and  dissipated,  and  who,  when  com- 
posing tt,  had  not  completed  his  twenty-third  year.  From  the  time  of 
Harold's  nuking  its  appearance,  Lord  Byron  was,  by  universal  consent,  and 
without  ao  much  as  an  effort  or  even  a  wish  upon  his  own  part,  consi- 
dered as  the  first  poet  of  the  age,  not  only  in  Ids  own  country,  but  in 
tte  world.  Fastidious  persons,  indeed,  showed  some  alarm  at  the  bold- 
aesa  of  some  of  his  doctrines,  and  many  who  believed  in  secret,  cried 
sbune  at  the  publication  of  that  which,  tliough  they  felt  it  to  be  true  in 
kseif^  they  did  not  like  to  see  proclaimed  to  the  world. 

The  keen   and   scrutinising  glance  which  Lord  Byron   had,   during  his 

travels,   cast  upon   the  scenery  and   manners  of  the  East,  and  the  deep 

faapreaaion  which  these  had  made  upon  him,  were  not  tsonfined   to   tliose 

teaches   of  exquisite  painting,    of  indignant  anger,  of  unutterable  despair, 

■ad  of  shadowy  and  almost  viewless  hope,  which  burst  forth  in  the  novel 

Bad  terrible  strains  of  Chiide  Harold ;  for  they  soon  took  a  more  complete 

body  and  a  form  more  perfectly   oriental   in  the   tales   and   fragments  of 

talcs  which  now  followed  each  other,  varied  in  their  style,  but   rapid   in 

thdr   anccession,  and    having  a  sort  of  family  likeness  in  the  daring  of 

their  sentiments  and  the  dreadful  fire  of  their  colouring.    Of  those  four 

, — the  Giaour,  the  Bride  of  Abydos,  the  Corsair,  and  Lara — the  most 

rkable   quality   is  the  vast   creative   power  which  they  display:  not 

of  them,  if  done  into  prose,  would  make  a  couple  of  readable  pages, 

yet  there  is  not  one  of  them  but  contains  genuine  poetry,  and  inuiges 

which  lodge  upon  the  memory  in  spite  of  it,   and  will  not  quit  for  any 

wamfaig^.    The  daring   positions,   as   rapid  and   as    vast  as  the  darting  of 

■glitBiog  from  cloud  to  cloud,  or  the  starting  of  a  meteor  from  sky  to  sky, 

which   harry   one   from  the   sweetness  of  affection    to   the  harshness  of 

craclty,  and  from  the  height   of  tenderness   to   the  depth  of  crime ;   the 

harbaroas  and  cold-blooded  deeds  of  the  oppressor;    the  dark  and  secret 

varidaga  of  revenge  in  the  oppressed,   with  the  fearful  form  which  that 

tikea  when  desperation  and  opportunity  give  it  utterance;  and,  above  all, 

the  exquisitely   affecting   sketches  of  the   clay-cold  form  of  that  Greece 

which  was  animated  by  the   soul  and  warmed  by  the  life-blood   of  free- 

dsai,  while  man  and  while  liberty  were  yet  fresh  and  young,    have  a  vo- 

aad   a  power  of  poetry   in   them  nowhere  else  to  be  found  in  ten 

the  same  compass.    In   each   of  those   four   poems  thje   noble  bard 

a  different  atructure  and  modulation  of  verse,    each  differing  from 

that  IB  Chiide  Harold;   but  he  proved  himself  equally  a  master   and   at 

home  in  them  alL 

Oa  the  second  day  of  January  1815,  Lord  Byron  was  married  to  the 
•aly  daughter  of  Sir  Ralphs  Milbank  Noel,  Bart,  in  the  county  of  Dur- 
ham ;  but  this  marriage,  though  it  will  bring  a  very  considerable  addition 
sf  fortune  to  the  orphan  danghter  of  the  bard,  brought  no  substantial  or 
pcnnanent  happiness  to  the  bard  himself.  To  be  united  to  such  a  man 
tt  Lard  Byroa  was  no  doubt  a  proud  distinction  for  any  lady ;  but  it  was 


X  LIFEOFTHEAUTHOA. 

m  distinction  which  inToived  its  perils.  lOs  heart  was  one  which  was  well 
worth  the  winning,  and  one  which  mig^ht  have  been  won  and  kept  too; 
but  the  event  showed  that  the  heiress  and  only  daughter  of  Sir  Ralph, 
either  had  not  powers  equal  for  the  task,  or  did  not  apply  them  in  the 
proper  manner.  The  cause  of  the  dispute  and  separation  has  never  been 
fully  explained  and  the  less  that  it  is  inquired  into  the  better,  now  that 
Death  has  interposed  his  bar  to  reconciliation ;  but  if  anguish  of  feeling, 
and  depth  of  power  in  the  expression  of  it,  be  any  proofs  of  the  strength 
or  the  sincerity  of  affection,  it  must  be  admitted  that,  whatever  may  liave^ 
been  his  faults  or  his  indiscretions,  the  affection,  even  after  the  rupture, 
appears  to  have  been  strongest  on  the  part  of  Byron.  The  verses  which 
he  wrote  upon  this  occasion  are  well  known  and  generally  remembered, 
his  ^^Farewell "  to  her,  whom  he  still  loved,  being  one  of  the  most  tender| 
and  his  strictures  upon  her,  whom  he  considered  at  least  a  principal  cause 
of  the  separation,  were  amongst  the  most  severe  that  ever  have  been 
given  to  the  world.  The  noble  bard,  ejected,  as  it  were,  from  scenes 
which  once  had  promised  him  the  sweets  of  domestic  peace,  appeared 
again  upon  the  wide  world  an  accomplished  candidate  for  more  extended 
and  imperishable  renown.  He  left  England;  traversed  the  battle-scene  of 
Waterloo  ere  the  bones  of  all  the  warriors  who  had  fallen  in  that  dread- 
ful field  were  hidden  in  the  earth,  or  deprived  of  their  freshness  and 
their  sap.  He  ascended  by  the  banks  of  the  Rliine,  contemplated  the  ma- 
jesty of  the  Alps,  and  the  beauty  of  the  lake  of  Geneva ;  and  soon  after, 
the  third  canto  of  the  pilgrimage  of  Harold  made  its  appearance.  This 
was  one  of  the  most  splendid  of  his  works,  and  one  in  wliich  the  supe- 
riority of  his  genius  over  that  of  every  other  writer  of  the  time  triumphed 
in  great  and  unapproachable  splendour.  About  this  time,  he  had,  besides 
some  minor  pieces,  favoured  the  world  with  the  ^'Prisoner  of  Chillon,** 
'^Manfred,"  and  the  ^^Lament  of  Tasso."  During  his  residence  in  Italy 
Byron  completed  the  pilgrimage  of  the  Childe  in  a  poem  of  the  most 
tender  feeling,  and  the  most  exquisite  taste.  .Under  the  genial  sky  of 
Italy  his  mind  became  a  little  playful,  and  he  published,  in  a  new  and 
lighter  stanza,  the  tale  of  Beppo,  and  the  more  wild  and  romantic  one 
of  Mazeppa.  Here  too,  he  planned  that,  which,  had  he  lived  to  complete 
it,  must  have  been  considered  as  the  most  daring  and  the  most  wonderful 
of  all  his  works, — Don  Juan.  General  in  its  satire,  and  warm  and  glow- 
ing in  its  colouring,  it  excited  a  great  deal  of  clamour,  especially  among 
those  upon  whom,  in  the  execution  of  it,  the  hand  of  the  poet  had  been 
heavy.  Don  Juan  was  the  most  singular  and  the  most  original  poem  that 
had  ever  appeared  in  England.  It  was  made  up  of  the  most  cutting  and  . 
searching  satires,  mixed  with  dissections  of  the  human  heart,  and  delinea- 
tions of  human  passion  and  frailty  which  were  drawn  both  to  and  with 
the  life,  and  therefore  threw  all  those  who  dreaded  exposure  into  the 
most  serious  alarm.  There  was  much  more  both  of  politics  and  of  per- 
sonality in  this  poem  than  in  any  of  his  former  ones,  and  upon  this  account 
the  outcry  against  it  was  more  loud  and  general.  The  stuff  of  immor- 
tality was,  however,  in  the  poem,  and  not  a  few  of  those  who  were 
offended  at  its  appearance  will  probably  find  (if  indeed  they  shall  live  as 
long)  their  only  memorials  in  it,  after  all  which,  good  or  bad,  they  have 
done  for  themselves,  shall  be  forgotten. 

Alternately  with  Don  Juan  a  new  species  of  writing,  or  at  least  one 
which  was  new  to  Lord  Byron,  made  its  appearance,  in  the  shape  of 
dramatic  poems,  and  ^^ysteries,"— that  is,  sacred  dramas.  These,  with  a 
continuation  of  Don  Juan,  as  far  as  sixteen  cantos,  were  the  last  poetical 
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works  of  the  illustrious  bard.  His  attention  was  soon  directed  Into  a  new^ 
and  perhaps  more  g^iorions  channel  than  ever, — a  desire  to  lend  the  whole 
Influence  of  his  powers  to  the  freeing  of  the  stru^glin^  Greeks  from  the 
l^ominy  and  thraldom  of  bondag^e.  Greece  had  been  dear  to  him  from 
the  first  moment  that  he  had  landed  upon  her  shores,  seen  her  beauty 
and  felt  her  degradation;  from  his  own  ener^  and  the  esteem  in  which 
he  was  held  by  the  leadings  patriots  among  the  Greeks,  there  is  little  doubt 
that,  had  his  life  been  preserved,  his  fame,  as  a  hero  of  tlie  most  pure 
and  independent  kind,  would  have  stood  as  high  in  the  estimation  of  the 
present  and  of  future  ages,  as  his  fame  as  a  poet;  but  it  seemed  that  in 
the  mighty  name,  which  he  had  acquired  in  the  latter  capacity,  his  destiny 
was  complete;  and  lest  any  one  man  should  overtop  all  the  world  in  two 
of  the  most  admirable  and  admired  attributes  of  human  intellect  and  ex- 
ertion,  he  was  cut  off  in  the  prime  of  life,  and  at  the  very  commencement 
of  his  heroic  career.  The  circumstances  which  induced  him  to  embark  in 
the  Greek  cause  it  would  be  idle  to  investigate ;  the  advantages  which  they 
wonid  have  derived  from  his  aid,  it  would  be  in  vain  to  guess ;  those  who 
knew  his  heart  can  easily  estimate  the  former ;  and  the  sorrow  of  those  to 
whom  he  is  thus  prematurely  lost  is  the  best  commentary  upon  the  latter. 

Lord  Byron,  while  entering  with  much  ardour,  and  with  well  organized 
assistance,  into  the  service  of  his  favourite  people,  then  engaged  in  a 
straggle  for  liberty,  to  which  every  well  constituted  mind  wished  success, 
was  seized  with  a  rheumatic  fever  at  MisHolonghi  (a  place  where  he  had 
once  before  been  seriously  indisposed)  on  the  ninth  day  of  April  1824,  and 
after  ten  days  of  severe  indisposition,  he  yielded  to  the  universal  lot  of 
man,  upon  the  19th  day  of  the  same  month ,  to  the  unspeakable  grief  of 
his  friends,  both  old  and  new,  and  the  irreparable  loss  of  the  literary 
world.  No  man  could  have  been  more  lamented  tlian  he  was  by  the 
leading  men  among  the  Greek  patriots;  and  the  death  of  no  individual  could 
have  caused  such  a  sensation  in  his  own  country.  When  the  sad  tidings 
arrived,  it  was  circulated  from  man  to  man  in  whispers  barely  audible; 
and  upon  the  following 'day,  so  great  was  the  avidity  to  take  a  fresh  glan<;e 
at  the  writings  of  that  transcendent  genius,  who  was  never  more  to  asto- 
nish them  by  his  boldness  and  sublimity,  melt  them  with  his  tenderness, 
please  them  by  his  wit,  or  delight  them  with  his  beauty,  that,  by  mid-day, 
acarcely  a  volume  of  his  works  could  be  borrowed  in  any  of  the  libraries. 

Although  Byron  has  been  cut  off  in  the  midst  of  his  days,  and  at  the 
coimneucement  of  a  new  branch  of  his  career — a  branch  of  it,  which,  had 
It  been  allowed  to  grow  to  its  full  extent,  would  have  caused  monuments 
to  be  raised  and  paeans  sung  to  his  memory,  wherever  the  light  of  genius 
dawned  or  the  foot  of  freedom  came;  yet  no  man  of  the  age  has  put  in 
00  strong  and  so  successful  claims  to  immortality;  and  had  he  lived  to 
see  Liberty  enthroned  anew  in  his  beloved  Greece,  and  Science  and  Song 
dwelling  again  in  his  adored  Athena,  the  pleasure  and  the  triumph  would 
have  been  too  exquisite  and  too  great  for  mortal  man.  It  was  enough  that 
the  voice  of  his  inspiration  breathed  upon  the  dry  bones  of  that  land  of 
many  wonders  and  of  long  slavery, — that  he  traversed  the  whole  of  Greeee, 
preaching  his  crusade  of  freedom,  not  in  the  cold  words  of  the  lip,  but 
in  the  warm  breathings  of  the  heart,  against  her  barbarian  rulers, — and 
that,  ^hen  his  own  eye  closed,  it  closed  in  sight  of  a  people  among  whom 
was  his  hear^  living  and  dead.  The  world  will  envy  Greece  in  this ;  every 
one  will  wish  that  his  own  air  had  fanned  the  burning  cheek  of  the  bard, 
when  his  heart  gave  its  last  throb  for  the  deliverance  of  man  from  the 
trammels  of  civil  and   intellectnal  slavery.    But  Greece  was   the  land  ap- 
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pointed  by  Heaven  for  this  high  honour.  Let  her  sons  catch,  keep,  and 
exercise  to  its  foil  extent,  that  mighty  spirit  which  proved  too  ^-ast  for 
dweiling  more  tlian  tliirty-six  brief  years  in  the  frame  of  Byron.  Losing 
him  in  his  bodiiy  presence,  let  them  keep  him  in  their  minds.  Let  them 
carry  on  and  complete  the  work  of  their  deliverance;  let  them  build 
Athens  anew,  and  people  her  again  with  the  chosen  spirits  of  the  earth; 
and  when  they  have  done  this,  let  them  raise  upon  the  loftiest  summit 
of  the  Acropolis,  the  monument  of  Lord  Byron,  bearing  the  chiselled 
likeness  of  a  head,  which  found  no  superior  among  their  own  models,  and 
left  no  equal  among  living  men. 


A    CHARACTER    OF    LORD    BYRON. 

BY    SIR    WALTER    SCOTT. 


AhidS|T  the  general  calmness  of  the  political  atmosphere ,   we  have  been 
stunned  from   another   quarter  by   one   of  those    death-notes  which  are 
pealed  at  intervals,    as  from  an  archangel's  trumpet,  to   awaken  the  soul 
of  a  whole  people  at  once.    Lord  Byron ,   who  has  so  long  and  so  amply 
filled  the  highest  place  in  the  public  eye,  has  shared  the  lot  of  humanity. 
His  Lordship  died   at   Missolonghi  on  the   19th   of  April.     Tliat  mighty 
genius  which  walked  amongst  men  as  something  superior  to  ordinary  mor- 
tality,  and  whose   powers  were  beheld   with  wonder,   and  something  ap- 
proacliing  to  terror,  as  if  we  knew  not  whether  they  were  of  good  or  of 
evil,  is  laid  as  soundly  to  rest  as  the  poor  peasant  \%hose  ideas  never  went 
beyond  his  daily  task.    The  voice  of  just  blame  and  of  malignant  censure 
are   at   once   silenced;  and   we   feel   almost  as  if  the  great   luminary  of 
heaven  had  suddenly  disappeared  from  the  sky,  at  the  moment  when  every 
telescope  was  levelled  for  the  examination  of  the  spots  wliich  dimmed  its 
brightness.    It  is  not  now  the  question  what  were  Byron^s  faults,  what  his 
mistakes?  but,  how  is  the   blank  which  he  has  left  in  British   literature 
to  be  filled  up?  Not,  we  fear^  in  one   generation,   which,  among  many 
highly  gifted  persons,    lias  produced  none  who  approach  Byron  in  origin- 
ality, the  first  attribute  of  genius.    Only  tliirty  six  years  old: — so  much 
already  done  for  immortality, — so  much  timcf  remaining,  as  it  seems  to  us 
short-sighted  mortals,   to  maintain  and  to  extend  his  &me,  and  to  atone 
for  errors  in  conduct  and  levities  in  composition ;  who  will  not  grieve  that 
such  a  race  has  been  sliortened,  though  not  always  keeping  the  straight 
path — such  a  light  extinguished,   though  sometimes  flaming  to  daazle  and 
to  bewilder?  One  word  on  this  ungrateful  subject  ere  we  quit  it  for  ever. 
The  errors  of  Lord  Byron  arose  neither  from  depravity  of  heart,  —  for 
nature  had  not  committed  the  anomaly  of  uniting  to  such  extraordinary 
talents  an  imperfect  moral  sense, — nor  from  feelings  dead  to  the  admira- 
tion of  virtue.    No  man  had  ever  a  kinder  heart  for  sympathy,  or  a  more 
open  hand  for  the  relief  of  distress;  and  no  mind  was  ever  more  formed 
for  the  enthusiastic  admiration   of  noble    actions,   provided   he   was  con- 
vinced that  the  actors  had  proceeded  upon  disinterested  principles.    Lord 
Byron  was  totally  free  from  the  curse  and  degradation  of  literature,— ^its 
jealousies,  we  mean,  and  its  envy.    But  his  wonderful  genius  was  of  a 
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oiture  whieh  disdained  restraint  even  when  restraint  was  most  wholesome. 
When  at  school,  the  tasks  in  wliich  he  excelled  were  those  only  wliich  he 
udertook  Toluntarily ;  and  his  situation  as  a  youn^  man  of  rank,  with  strong 
1  pnslon«,  and  in  the  uneontroiled  enjoyment  of  a  considerable  fortiine,  added 
i  to  that  impatience  of  strictures  or  coercion  which  was  natural  to  him.  As  an 
Aithor,  he  refused  to  plead  at  the  bar  of  criticism;  as  a  man,  he  would  not 
nbnit  to  be  morally  amenable  to  the  tribunal  of  public  opinion.  Remonstrances 
from  a  friend,  of  whose  intentions  and  kindness  he  was  secure,  had  often 
great  weight  with  liim;  but  there  were  few  who  could  venture  on  a  task  so 
difficnit.  Reproof  he  endured  with  impatience,  and  reproach  hardened 
him  in  his  error, — so  that  he  often  resembled  the  g^allant  war-steed,  who 
nuhes  forward  on  tlie  steel  that  wounds  him.  In  the  most  painful  crisis 
of  his  prlTste  life  he  evinced  this  irritability  and  impatience  of  censure 
ii  such  a  degree,  as  almost  to  resemble  the  noble  victim  of  the  bull-%ht, 
vhich  is  more  maddened  by  the  squibs,  darts,  and  petty  annoyances  of 
the  unworthy  crowds  beyond  the  Usts,  than  by  the  lance  of  his  nobler^ 
ind,  so  to  speak,  his  more  legitimate  antagonist.  In  a  word,  much  of  that 
ii  which  he  erred  was  in  bravado  and  scorn  of  his  censors,  and  was  done 
with  the  motive  of  Dryden's  despot, 

'^To  show  hif  arbitraiy  power/* 

It  is  needless  to  say  that  his  was  a  false  and  prejudiced  view  of  such 
a  contest ;  and  if  the  noble  Bard  gained  a  sort  of  triumph,  by  compelling 
the  world  to  read  his  poetry,  though  mixed  with  baser  matter,  because  it 
was  Ais ,  he  gave  in  return  an  unworthy  triumph  to  the  unworthy,  besides 
deep  sorrow  to  those  whose  applause,  in  his  cooler  moments,  he  most  valued. 

It  was  the  same  with  his  politics,  which  on  several  occasions  assumed 
a  tone  menacing  and  contemptuous  to  the  constitution  of  his  country; 
while,  in  fact,  Lord  Byron  was  in  his  own  heart  sufficiently  sensible,  not 
only  of  his  privileges  as  a  Briton,  but  of  the  distinction  attending  his  high 
birth  and  rank,  and  was  peculiarly  sensitive  of  those  shades  which  con- 
stitute what  is  termed  the  manners  of  a  gentleman.  Indeed,  notwithstanding 
his  having  employed  epigrams  and  all  the  petty  war  of  wit,  when  such 
would  have  been  much  better  abstained  from,  he  would  have  been  found, 
had  a  collision  taken  place  between  the  aristocratic  parties  in  the  State, 
I  eierting  all  his  energies  in  defence  of  that  to  which  be  naturally  belonged. 
His  own  feeling  on  tliese  subjects  he  has  explained  in  the  very  last  canto 
sf  Dan  Juan;  and  they  are  in  entire  harmony  with  tlie  opinions  nhich 
we  have  seen  expressed  in  his  correspondence,  at  a  moment  when  matters 
appeared  to  approach  a  serious  struggle  in  his  native   country. 

We  are  not,  however,  Byron's  apologists,  for  nowy  alas!  he  needs  none. 
His  excellencies  will  now  be  universally  acknowledged,  and  his  faults  (let 
as  hope  and  believe)  not  remembered  in  his  epitaph.  It  will  be  recollected 
,  what  a  part  he  has  sustained  in  British  literature  since  the  first  appearance 
•f  CkSde-Harold,  —  a  space  of  nearly  sixteen  years.  There  has  been  no 
reposing  under  the  shade  of  his  laurels,  no  living  upon  the  resource  of 
past  reputation ;  none  of  that  coddling  and  petty  precaution ,  which  little 
inthors  call  taking  care  of  their  fame."  Byron  let  his  fame  take  care  of 
itself.  Ilis  foot  was  always  in  the  arena,  his  shield  hung  always  in  the 
Ibts;  and  although  his  own  gigantic  renown  increased  the  difRculty  of  the 
straggle,  since  he  could  produce  notliing,  however  great,  which  exceeded 
the  public. estimates  of  his  genius,  yet  he  advanced  to  the  honourable 
contest  again  and  again  and  again,  and  came  always  off  with  distinction, 
ibnost    always   with   complete    triumph.    xAs   various    in   composition   %.« 
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Shaluipeare  himself  (this  will  be  admitted  by  all  who  are  acquainted  with  hla 
Dan  Juan)  he  has  embraced  every  topic  of  human  life,  and  Munded  every 
string  on  the  divine  harp,  from  its  slightest  to  its  most  powerful  and 
heart-astounding  tones.  There  is  scarce  a  passion  or  a  situation  which 
has  escaped  his  pen ;  and  he  might  be  drawn,  like  Garrick,  between  the 
weeping  and  the  laughing  Muse,  although  Ids  most  powerful  efforts  have 
certainly  been  dedicated  to  Melpomene.  His  genius  seemed  as  prolific  at 
various.  The  most  prodigal  use  did  not  exhaust  his  powers,  nay,  seemed 
rather  to  increase  their  vigour.  Neither  Chtlde  Harold  ^  nor  any  of  the 
most  beautiful  of  Byron's  earlier  tales ,  contain  more  exquisite  morsels  of 
poetry  than  are  to  be  found  scattered  through  the  cantos  of  Don  Juan, 
amidst  verses  which  the  author  appears  to  have  tlirown  off  with  an  effort 
as  spontaneous  as  that  of  a  tree  resigning  its  leaves  to  the  wind.  But 
that  noble  tree  will  never  more  bear  fruit  or  blossom!  It  has  been  cut 
down  in  its  strength,  and  the  past  is  all  tliat  remains  to  us  of  Byron.  We 
can  scarce  reconcile  ourselves  to  the  idea — scarce  think  that  the  voice  is 
tilent  for  ever,  which,  bursting  so  often  on  our  ear,  was  often  heard  with 
rapturous  admiration,  sometimes  with  regret,  but  always  with  the 
deepest  interest: 

All  that^fl  bright  muit  fade. 
The  brighteat  9till  the  fleetest. 

With  a  Strong  feeling  of  awful  sorrow  we  take  leave  of  the  subject. 
Death  creeps  upon  our  most  serious  as  well  as  upon  our  most  idle  em- 
ployments ;  and  it  is  a  reflection  solemn  and  gratifying,  that  he  found  our 
Byron  in  nq  moment  of  levity,  but  contributing  his  fortune,  and  hazarding 
his  life,  in  behalf  of  a  people  only  endeared  to  him  by  their  past  glories, 
and  as  fellow-creatures  suffering  under  the  yoke  of  a  heathep  oppressor. 
To  have  fallen  in  a  crusade  for  freedom  and  humanity,  as  in  olden  times 
it  would  have  been  an  atonement  for  the  blackest  crimes,  may  in  the 
present  be  allowed  to  expiate  greater  follies  than  even  exaggerated 
calumny  has  propagated  against  Byron. 
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Zwlschen  ^en  beiden  Dichtern  bestand  ein  Verhaltniss,  durch  dessen 
sarte  Andeutung  der  Ueberlebende  dem  Abgeschiedenen  ein  wiirdiges 
Denkmal  gesetzt  hat. 

^^Der  deutsche  Dichter,  bis  ins  hohe  Alter  bemiiht  die  Verdienste 
fniherer  and  mitlebender  Miinner  sorgfoldg  und  rein  anzuerkennen, 
indem  er  dies  als  das  sicherste  Mittel  eigener  Bildung  von  jeher 
betrachtete,  musste  wohi  auch  auf  das  grosse  Talent  des  Lords,  bald 
nach  dessen  erstem  Erscheinen,  aufmerksam  werden,  wie  er  denn  auch 
die  Fortschritte  jener  bedeutenden  Leistungen  und  eines  ununterbrocheneii 
Wirkens  unablassig  begleitete.  Hierbei  war  denn  leicht  su  bemerkeii,  dass 
die  allgemeine  Anerkennung  des  dichterischen  Verdienstes  mit  Vermehrung 
und  Steigerung  rasch  auf  einander  folgender  Productionen  in  gleichem 
Haase  fort^iichs.  Auch  ware  die  diesseitige  frolie  Tlieiinahme  hieran 
hochst  vollkonunen  gewesen^  hatte  nicht  der  geniale  Dichter  durch  leiden- 
.schaftliche  Lebensweise  und  inneres  Misbehagen  sich  selbst  ein  so  geist- 
reiches  als  gransenloses  Henrorbringen  und  seinen  Freunden  den  reisenden 
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'   tovn  an  sdnem  hohen  Dascyn  efni^ermarsen  rerkftinmert  Der  dentecho 

Rewimderer  jedoch,   hierdurch   nicht  ^eirrt,  folate    mit   Aufmerksanikeit 
I  cuiem  so  Wtenen  Leben  und  Dichten  ia   aller  seiner  Excentricitat,    die 
frcilieh   am   deato   auffailender  aeyn  muate,    als  ihrea   Gieicheii   in   ver- 
pigenen  Jahrhunderten  nicht  wohl  zu   entdecken  g^cweaen  und   una  die 
Bemeiite  xur  Berechnung  einer  aolchen  Bahn  vdliig^  abgingen.     Indeaaen 
waren   die  Bemiiliung^en  dea  Deutachen   dem  Eng^iander  nicht  unbekannt 
geUieben,  der  daTon  in  aeinen  Gedichten  unzweideutig^e  Beweiae  dariegte, 
iitht    weni^r   aich    durch   Reiaende   mit   manchem    freundlichen    Gru(a 
vcnehmcn  liea.    Sodann  aber  folate,  uberraachend,  gfleichfalla  durch  Ver- 
■itdon^,    daa    Ori^nalbiatt   einer   Dedication   dea  Trauerapiela    Sardana- 
foks  in  den  ehrenreichsten  Anadriicken  und  mit  der  freundlichen  Anfrage, 
fk  aolche  gedachtem   Stiick  vorgedruckt   werden  konnle.     Der   deutache 
■it  aicii  aelbat  und  aeinen  Leiatnngen  im  hohen  Alter  wohibekannte  Dich- 
ter  durfte  den  Inhalt  jener  Widmung  nur  ala  Aeuaaerung^  einea  treClflichen, 
lachfuhienden,  aich  aelbat  aeine  Gegenatande  achaifenden,  unerachopflichen 
{  (Idatea  mit  Dank  und  Beacheidenheit  betrachten ;  auch  fiililte  er  aich  nicht 
I  auufrieden,  ala,  bei  mancherlei  Verapatung^,  Sardnnapal  ohne  ein  solchea 
Vorwort  gedruckt  miirde,  und  fand   aich  achon  glucklich   im  Beaitz   einea 
filhographirten  Fac  aimile,  zu  hochat  werthem  Andenken.     Doch  gab  der 
die  Lord  aeinen  Voraatz  nicht  auf ,    dem   deutachen  Zeit-  und  Geiat-Ge- 
■onen  eine  bedeutende  Freundlichkeit  zu  erweiaen ;  wic  denn  daa  Trauer- 
ipiei  Werner  ein  hochat  achatzbarea  Denkmal  an  der  Stime  fiihrt.     liier- 
■ach  wird  man  denn  wohl  dem  deutachen  Dichtergreiae  zutrauen,  daaa  er 
dnen   ao   grundlich  guten  WiUen,    welcher   una  auf  dieaer   Erde  aelten 
begegnet,  Ton  einem  ao  hoch  gefeierten  Manne  ganz  unTerhofft  erfahrend, 
iich  gleichfalla  bereitete  mit  Klarheit  und  Kraft  auazuaprechen ,  von  wel- 
cher Hochachtung  er  fur  aeinen   uniibertrofTenen  Zeitgenoasen  durchdrun- 
gen,  Ton   welchem  theilnehmendeu  Geffdil  fiir   ihn   er  belebt   aey.     Aber 
iie  Aufgabe  fand  aich  ao  groaa,  und  erachien  immer  groaaer,  jemehr  man 
ihr  naher  trat;  denn  waa  aoU  man  Ton  einem  Erdgebornen  aagen,    deaaen 
Verdienate  durch  Betrachtung   und  Wort   nicht  zu    erachopfen  aind?    Ala 
daher  ein  junger  Mann,  Herr  Sterling,  angenehm  von  Peraon  und  rein  von 
Sitten,   im  Fruhjahr   1823   aeinen   l¥eg  von    Genua   gerade  nach  Weimar 
aahm,    und  auf  einem  kleinen  Blatte  wenig   eigenhandige  Worte  dea  ver- 
ehrten  Mannea  ala  Empfehlung  iiberbrachte ,   ala  nun  bald  darauf  daa  Ge- 
racht  verlautete,   der  Lord  werde  aeinen  groaaen  filnn,   aeine  maunigfal- 
tigen  Krafte,  an  erhabengef&hriiche  Thaten  ijber  Meer  venvenden,  da  war 
licfct  ling^er  zu  zaudern  und  eilig  nachatehendea  Gedicht  geachrieben: 

Ein  freundlich  Wort  konmit,  einea  nach  dem  andern, 
Von  Siidea  her  und  bringt  una  frohe  Stunden; 

Ea  ruft  una  auf  zum  Edelaten  zu  wandern, 

Nicht  iat  der  Geist  doch  iat  der  Fufa  gebunden. 

Wie  aoll  ich  dem,  den  ich  ao  lang'  begieitet. 

Nun  etwaa  Traulich'a  in  die  Feme  aagen? 
Ihm,  der  aich  aelbat  im  Inneraten  beatreitet, 

Stark  angewohnt,  daa  tiefste  Weh  zu  tragen. 

Wohl  aey  ihm  doch,  wenn  er  aich  aelbat  empfindet! 

Er  wage  aelbat  aich  hochbegliickt  zu  nennen, 
Wenn  Muaenkraft  die  Schmerzen  iiberwindet; 

Und  wie  ich  ihn  erkannt,  mog'  er  aich  kennen. 

W9imar,  dm  lit  Jung,  1888. 


XVI 


GOETHE     UNO     BITBON. 


Es  gelaii^te  nucti  Genua,  fand  ihn  aber  nicht  mehr  daselbst;  sclion  war 
der  treffliche  Freund  abgeseg^elt  and  schien  einem  jeden  schon  weit  cnt- 
femt;  dnrch  Stiirine  jedoch  suriickgehalten ,  landete  er  in  LiTorno,  wo 
ihn  das  herzlich  geaendete  gerade  noch  traf ,  um  es  im  Augenblicke  sei- 
ner Abfahrl,  den  24  Jniy  1823,  mil  einem  reinen  schon-gefiihlten  Biatt 
erwiedern  zo  konnen ;  als  werthestes  Zeng^niss  eines  wiirdigen  Verhaltnisses 
iinter  den  kostbarsten  Documenten  Tom  Besitzer  anfzubewahren.  So  sehr 
una  nun  ein  solchea  Biatt  erfreuen  und  riiliren  uud  zu  der  schonaten 
LebenshoiTnung  aufregen  muaate,  so  erhait  ea  gegenw'iriig  durch  daa 
unzeitige  Abieben  dea  liohen  Sciireibenden  den  groaaten  achmerzliclisten 
Wertii,  indera  ea  die  aiigemeine  Trauer  der  Sitten-  und  Dicliterweit  iiber 
aeinen  Verluat  fur  una  ieider  ganz  inabesondere  acharft ,  die  wir  nach 
volibrachtem  groaaen  Bemiilien  liofTen  durften,  den  vorziigiichaten  Geiat, 
den  giiickiicli  erworbenen  Freund  und  zugleicli  den  menacliJicliaten  Sieger, 
peraonlich  zu  begriifaen.  Nun  aber  erhebt  una  die  Ueberzeugung,  daaa 
aeine  Nation,  aua  dem,  theiiweiae  gegen  ihn  aufbrauaenden ,  tadeinden, 
acheitenden  Taumel  plotziich  zur  Nuchternheit  erwachen  und  allgemein 
begreifcn  werde,  daaa  atie  Schaien  und  Schlacken  der  Zeit  und  dea 
Individ uuma ,  durch  weiche  aich  auch  der  beate  hindureh  und  heraua  zu 
arbeiten  hat,  nur  augenbiickiich,  verg&nglich  und  hinfaiiig  geweaen,  wogegen 
der  ataunungawiirdige  Ruhm,  zu  dem  er  aein  Vateriand  fiir  jetzt  und 
kiinftig  erhebt,  in  seiner  Herriichkeit  grilnzenioa  und  in  aeinen  Foigen 
unberechenbar  bleibt.  Gewiaa,  dieae  Nation,  die  aich  ao  vieler  groaaer 
Namen  riihmen  darf,  wird  ihn  veridftrt  zu  denjeuigen  ateilen,  durch  die 
ale  aich  immerfort  aelbat  zu  ehren  hat" 


LORD   BYRON'S   LAST  LINES. 


Tb  time  thif  heart  ahonld  be  unmoved 

Since  others  it  hai  ceased  to  move; 
Yet,  though  1  cannot  be  beloved, 

Still  let  me  love. 

tHjAsLyB  are  in  the  yellow  leaf; 

The  Aowerf  and  fruit*  of  love  are  gone: 
The  worm,  the  canker  and  the  grie^ 

Are  mine  alone. 

The  fire  that  in  my  bosom  preys 

Is  like  to  some  volcanic  iile; 
No  torch  it  kindled  at  his  blaze— 

▲  funeral  pile. 

The  hope,  the  fears,  the  jealous  care. 

The  exalted  portion  of  the  pain 
And  power  of  love  I  cannot  share, 

But  wear  the  chain. 

But  *tb  not  here— it  i§  not  here — 
Such  thoughts  should  shake  my  aonl, 
nor  now— 
Where  glory  seals  the  heroes  bier. 

Or  binds  his  brow. 


The  sword,  the  banner,  and  the  field. 

Glory  and  Greece  around  us  see; 
The  Spartan  borne  upon  his  shield 

Was  not  more  free. 

Awake!  not  Greece — she  is  awake! — 

Awake  my  spirit — think  through  whom 
My  life-blood  t^tes  its  parent  lake- 

And  then  strike  home! 

I  tread  reviving  passions  down. 

Unworthy  Manhood— unto  thee 
Indifferent  should  the  smile  or  frown 

Of  beauty  be. 

If  thou  regret  thy  youth— why  live?— 

The  land  of  honourable  death  . 

Is  here— up  to  the  field,  and  give  i 

Away  thy  breath! 

Seek  out — less  often  sought  than  found —  j 

A  soldier's  grave,  for  thee  the  best; 
Then  look  around,  and  choose  thy  gnmnd, 

And  take  thy  rest. 

Miffo/tingAt,  Fefrrtiary,  1824. 
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CHILDE  HAROLD'S  PILGRIMAGE. 

A     ROMAUPyT. 


L'ttaivm  est  vue  etpece  de  Utiv  dont  ob  n'a  la  qae  la  preniire  pmge ,  qaaad  tat  tt'M. 
vo  foe  SOB  pajs.  Ten  si  feaillete  bb  asses  graad  aombre,  que  1  ai  troovd  efaleneat 
maavaises.  Cet  eiiaaieB  ae  Bi*a  poiat  et^  fafructoeax.  Je  ha'iFsais  ma  patrir. 
Taates  les  {atpertiaeaces  des  peaples  divers ,  panai  lesqaels  J*ai  veca ,  m'oBt 
reeoaeflie  avec  elle.  Qaaad  Je  B*anrais  tir4  d'autrr  b<fB^fice  de  aies  voyages  que 
cdoi-Ia,  je  b>b  regrettenUs  al  les  frais,  ai  les  fatigaes. 

Lb  CosMoroLiTF. 


PREFACE. 


MB  following  Poem  was  written,  for  the 
■mC  fttrt.  amidat  the  icenea  which  itattempta 
lidBacribe.  It  waa  hegnn  in  Albania,  and 
te  parte  relatiTo  to  Spain  and  Portugal  were 
CMBpoaed  from  the  aathor*f  obiervations  in 
Aeae  coantriea.  Thni  mach  it  may  be  necea- 
mrj  to  fta  te  for  the  correctneat  of  the  deacrip- 
doaa.  The  aeenea  attempted  to  be  aietched 
are  in  Spain,  Portugal,  £pinia,  Acamania, 
aad  Greece.  There  for  the  preaent  the  poem 
•tops :  ita  reception  will  determine  whether 
flie  author  may  venture  to  conduct  his  read- 
rrs  to  the  capital  of  theEaat,  through  Ionia 
and  Phrygia:  theae  two  cantoa  are  merely 
eiperimental. 

A  fictitioua  character  ia  introduced  for  the 
sake  of  riving  some  connexion  to  the  piece, 
which.  howcTer,  makes  no  pretention  to  re- 
gularity. It  has  been  aurgeated  to  me  by 
frienda,  on  whoae  opiniona  I  aet  a  high  value, 
that  in  this  fictitioua  character,  ^'Childe  Ha- 
rold, ^  I  may  incur  the  auapicion  of  having 
btended  aome  real  peraonage:  thia  I  beg 
leave,  once  for  all,  to  diaclaim — Harold  ia 
the  child  of  imagination,  for  the  purpoae  I 
have  stated.  In  some  very  trivial  particu- 
lars, and  those  merely  local,  there  might  be 
grounds  for  such  a  notion ;  but  in  the  main 
points,  I  should  hope,  none  whatever. 

It  is  almost  superfluous  to  mention  that 
tbe  appellation  ''Childe,''  as  ''Childe  Wa- 
tcrs,**  ^'Childe  Childers,**  is  used  as  more  ron- 
soaant  with  the  old  structure  of  versiGca- 
tion  which  I  have  adopted.  The  ''Good 
Nigfat,*^  in  the  beginning  of  the  first  canto, 
was  suggested  by  ''Lord  MazwelPs  Good 
Night,"  in  the  Border  Minstrelsy,  edited  by 
Mr.  Scott. 

With  the  different  poems  which  have  been 
published  on  Spanish  subjects,  there  may  be 
found  some  slight  coincidence  in  the  first 
part,  which  treats  of  the  Peninsula,  but  it 
can  only  be  caaoal ;  as,  with  the  erreption 
of  a  few  conclading  stanias ,  the  whole  of 
this  poem  was  written  in  the  Levant. 


The  stanza  of  Spenser,  according  to  one  of 
our  most  successful  poets,  admits  of  every 
variety.  Dr.  Beattie  makes  the  following 
observation :  ''Not  long  ago  I  began  a  poem 
in  the  style  and  stania  of  Spenser,  in  which 
I  propose  to  give  fall  scope  to  my  inclination, 
and  be  either  droll  or  pathetic,  descriptive 
or  sentimental ,  tender  or  satirical ,  as  the 
humour  strikes  me;  for,  if  I  mistake  not, 
the  measure  which  I  have  adopted  admits 
equally  of  all  these  kinds  of  compositions." 
Strengthened  in  my  opinion  by  such  authori- 
ty, and  In^  the  example  of  some  in  the  highest 
order  of  Italian  poets,I  shall  make  BO  apology 
for  attempts  at  similar  variations  in  the  fol- 
lovring  composition;  satisfied  that,  if  they 
are  unsuccessful,  their  failure  must  be  in  the 
execution,  rather  than  in  the  design  sanction- 
ed by  the  practice  of  Ariosto,  Thomson,  and 
Beattie. 

ADDITION  TO  THE  PREFACE. 

I  have  now  waited  till  almost  all  our  period- 
ical journals  have  distributed  their  usual 
portion  of  criticism.  To  the  justice  of  the 
generality  of  their  criticisms  I  have  nothing 
to  object ;  it  would  ill  become  me  to  quarrel 
with  their  very  slight  degree  of  censure, 
when,  perhaps,  if  Uiey  had  been  less  kind 
they  had  been  more  candid.  Retuming,there- 
fore,  to  all  and  each  my  best  thanks  for  their 
liberality,  on  one  point  alone  shall  I  venture 
an  observation.  Amongst  the  many  objections 
justly  urged  to  the  very  indifferent  character 
of  the  "vagrant  Childe"  (whom,  notwith- 
standing many  hints  to  the  contrary,  I  still 
maintain  to  be  a  fictitious  personage) ,  it  has 
l>een  stated,  that  besides  the  anachronism, 
he  is  very  unknightly,  as  the  times  of  the 
Knights  were  times  of  love,  honour,  and  so 
forth.  Now  it  so  happens  tiiat  the  gaad  old 
times,  when  "l*amour  du  bon  vieux  temt,  IVi- 
mour  antique  "  flourished ,  were  the  most 
profligate  of  all  possible  centuries.  Those 
who  have  any  doubts  on  this  subject  may  con- 
sul t  St.  Palaye,  poMnm,  and  more  particu- 
larly vol.  II.  page  09.  The  vows  of  chivalry 
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2 


TO  lANTHE. 


were  no  better  kept  than  any  other  tows 
whatfloerer,  and  the  songs  of  the  Trouba- 
dours were  not  more  decent,  and  certainly 
were  much  less  refined,  than  those  of  OTid. — 
The  ^^Conrs  d'amour,  parlemens  d*amour  ou 
de  courtoisie  et  de  gentilesse ,  '^  had  much 
more  of  love  than  of  courtesy  or  gentleness. — 
See  Roland  on  the  same  subject  with  St.  Pa- 
laye. — Whatever  other  objection  may  be  ur- 

Sed  to  that  most  unamiable  personage  Childe 
faroldjhe  was  sofar  perfectly  knightly  in  his 
attributes — ^^\o  waiter,  but  a  knight  tem- 
plars'—By the  by,  I  fear  that  Sir  Tristram 
^nd  Sir  Lancelot  were  no  better  than  they 
should  be,  although  very  poetical  persona- 
ges and  trtfe  knights  ^^sans  peur,**  though  not 
*^sans  reproche.'' — If  .the  story  of  the  insti- 
tution of  the  '^Garter's  be  not  a  fable,  the 
knights  ofthat  order  have  for  several  centu- 
ries borne  the  badge  of  a  Countess  of  Salis- 
bury, of  indifferent  memory.  So  much  for 
chivalry.  Burke  need  not  have  regretted  that 
its  days  are  oyer,  though  Maria  Antoinette 
was  quite  as  chaste  as  most  of  those  in  whose 
honours  lances  were  shivered,  and  knights 
unhorsed. 


I  Before  the  days  of  Bayard,*  and  down  to 
tho«ie  of  Sir  Joseph  Banks  (the  most  chaste 
and  celebrated  of  ancient  and  modem  times), 
few  exceptions  will  be  found  to  this  state- 
ment, and  I  fear  a  little  investigation  will 
teach  us  not  to  regret  those  monstrous  mum- 
meries of  the  middle  ages. 

I  now  leave  ^^Childe  Harold "  to  live  his 
day,  such  as  he  is;  it  had  been  more  agreea- 
ble, and  certainly  more  easy,  to  have  drawn 
an  amiable  character.  It  had  been  easy  to  var- 
nish over  his  faults,  to  make  him  do  more  and 
express  less,  but  he  never  was  intended  as  an 
example ,  further  than  to  show  that  early 
perversion  of  mind  and  morals  leads  to  satie^ 
of  past  pleasures  and  disappointment  in  new 
ones,  and  that  even  the  beauties  of  nature, 
and  the  stimulus  of  travel  (except  ambition^ 
the  most  powerful  of  all  excitements),  are 
lost  on  a  soul  so  constituted,  or  rather  mis- 
directed. Had  I  proceeded  with  the  Poem, 
this  character  would  have  deepened  as  he 
drew  to  the  close ;  for  the  outline  which  I 
once  meant  to  fill  up  for  him  was,  with  soma 
exceptions,  the  sketch  of  ik  modem  Timoo, 
perhaps  a  poetical  Zeluco. 


TO   lANTHE. 


Not  in  those  climes  where  I  have  late  been 

straying, 
7*hough  Beauty  long  hath  there  been  match- 
less deemed ; 
Not  in  those  Tisions  to  the  heart  displaying 
Forms  which  it  sighs  but  to  have  only 

dreamed, 
Hath  aught  like  thee  in  truth  or  fancy  seemed: 
Nor,  having  seen  thee,  shall  I  vainly  seek 
To  paint  those  charms  which  varied  as  they 

beam'd — 
To  such  as  see  thee  not  my  words  were  weak ; 
To  those  who  gaze  on  thee  what  language 

could  they  speak  ? 

Ah !  may^st  thou  ever  be  what  now  then  art , 
Nor  unbeseem  the  promise  of  thy  spring. 
As  fair  in  form,  as  warm  yet  pure  in  heart. 
Love's  image  upon  earth  without  his  wing. 
And  guileless  beyond  Hope's  imagining! 
And  surely  she  who  now  so  fondly  rears 
Thy  youth,  in  thee,  thus  hourly  brightening, 
Beholds  the  rainbow  of  her  future  years. 
Before   whose  heavenly  hues   all   sorrow 

disappears. 

Young  Peri  of  the  West !— 'tis  well  for  me 
My  Tears  already  doubly  number  thine ; 
My  Waleit  eye  unmor^  may  gaze  on  thee, 
And  safely  view  thy  ripening  beauties  shine; 
Happy,  I  ne'er  shall  see  them  in  decline. 
Happier,  that  while  all  younger  hearts  shall 

bleed. 


Mine  shall  escape  the  doom   thine   eyfs 

assign 
To  those  whose  admiration  shall  succeed, 
But  mix'd  with  pangs  to  Love's  even  love- 
liest hours  decreed. 

Oh!  let  that  eye,  which,  wild  as  the  Gaselle't, 
Now  brightly  bold  or  beautifully  shy. 
Wins  as  it  wanders,  dazzles  where  it  dwells. 
Glance  o'er  this  page,  nor  to  my  Terta 

deny 
That  smile  for  which  my  breast  might  rainl  j 

sigh. 
Could  I  to  thee  be  erer  more  than  friend : 
This  much,  dear  maid,  accord ;  nor  question 

why 
To  one  so  young  my  strain  I  would  commend. 
But  bid  me  with  my  wreath  one  matchleaa 

lily  blend. 

Such  is  thy  name  with  this  my  rerae  en- 
twined ; 
And  long  as  kinder  eyen  a  look  shall  cast 
On  Harold's  page,  lanthe's  here  enshrined 
Shall  thus  be  first  beheld,  forgotten  last : 
My  days  once  number'd,  should  this  homagn 

past 
Attract  thy  fairy  fingers  near  the  lyre 
Of  him  who  hailed  thee,  loveliest  aa  then  ] 

wast. 
Such  is  the  most  my  memory  may  desire ; 
Though  more  than  Hope  can  claim,  could 
I  Friendship  less  require? 


CHILDE   HAROLD  S   PILGRIMAGE. 


A     ROMAUNT. 


CANTO    I. 

t !  inHeJlasdeem'dof  heaYenljbirth, 
nii*d  or  fabled  at  the  minstrerg  will! 
uned  full  oft  by  later  lyres  on  earth, 
■ef  not  call  thee*  from  thy  sacred  hi  11 : 
B  I've  wandered  by  thy  vaunted  rill ; 
^hed   o*er  Delphi^s    long -deserted 

shrine, 
mre  that  feeble  fountain,  all  is  still; 
)  my  shell  awake  the  weary  y'me 
)  lo  plain  a  tale — this  lowly  lay  of 

mine. 

e  in  Albion^  isle  there  dwelt  a  youth, 
n  Virtue's  ways  did  take  delight ; 
t  his  days  in  riot  most  uncouth, 
I  w  i  th  m  i  r th  the  drowsy  ear  of  \  igh  t. 
in  sooth  he  was  a  shameless  wight, 
rn  to  rerel  and  ungodly  glee ; 
hly  things  found  favour  in  his  sight 
cubinrs  and  carnal  companie, 
inting  wassailers  of  high  and  low 

degree. 

arold  was  he  hight :  —  but  whence 

his  name 
ige  long,  it  suits  me  not  to  say ; 
,  that  perchance  they  were  of  fame, 
[»een  glorious  in  another  day : 
id  losel  soils  a  name  for  aye, 
mighty  in  the  olden  time ; 
lat  heralds  rake  from  coffin'd  clay, 
I  prose,  nor  honied  lies  of  rhyme, 
m  evil  deeds,  or  consecrate  a  crime. 

arold  bask'd  him  in  the  noon-tide 

sun, 
g  there  like  any  other  fly ; 
,d  before  his  little  day  was  done 
might  chill  him  into  misery, 
ere  scarce  a  third  of  his  pass'd  by, 
in  adversity  the  Childe  befell ; 
le  fnlncM  of  satiety : 
thed  he  in  his  native  land  to  dwell, 
icm'd^to  him  more  lone  than  Ere- 
mite's sad  cell. 

tragh  Sin's  long  labyrinth  had  run, 
atonement  when  he  did  amiss, 
d  to  many  though  he  loved  but  one, 
oved  one,  alas!  could  ne'er  be  his. 
y  she !  to  'scape  from  him  whose 

kiss 
polintion  unto  aught  so  chaste ; 
had  left  her  charms  for  vulgar 

bliifs,  I 


And  spoil'd  her  goodly  lands  to  gild  hi* 

waste. 
Nor  calm  domestic  peace  had  erer  doign'd 

to  taste. 

And  now  Childe  Harold  waa  sore  sick  at 

heart. 
And  from  his  fellow  bacchanals  would  flee ; 
*Tis  said,  at  times  the  sullen  tear  would  start. 
But  Pride  congeal'd  the  dtop  within  his  eo : 
Apart  he  stalk'd  in  joyless  reverie. 
And  from  his  native  land  resolved  to  go. 
And  visit  scorching  climes  beyond  the  sea ; 
With  pleasure  drugg'd  he  almost  longed  for 

woe. 
And  e'en  for  change  of  scene  would  seek 

the  shades  below. 

The  Childe  departed  from  his  father^  hall : 

It  was  a  vast  and  venerable  pile ; 

So  old,  it  seemed  only  not  to  fall. 

Yet  strength  was  plUar'd  in  each  massr  aisle. 

Monastic  dome !  condemned  to  uses  Tile ! 

Where  Superstition  once  had  made  her  den 

Sow  Paphian  girls  were  known  to  sing  and 

smile; 
And  monks  might  deem  their  time  was  come 

■gen. 
If  ancient  tales  say  true,  nor  wrong  these 

holy  men. 

Yet  oft-times  In  his  maddest  mirthful  mood 
Strange  pangs  would  flash  along  Childe  Ha- 
rold's brow. 
As  if  the  memory  of  some  deadly  feud 
Or  disappointed  passion  lurk'd  below : 
But  this  none  knew,  nor  haply  cared  to  know; 
For  his  was  not  that  open,  artless  soul 
That  feels  relief  by  bidding  sorrow  flow, 
Nor  sought  he  friend  to  counsel  or  condole, 
Whate'er  this  grief  mote  be,   which  he 

could  not  control. 

And  none  did  love  him—though  to  hall  and 

bower 
He  gather'd  revellers  from  far  and  near. 
He  knew  them  flntt'rers  of  the  festal  hour ; 
The  heartless  parasites  of  present  cheer. 
Yea!  none  did  love  hlnh— not  his  lemans 

dear — 
But  pomp  and  power  alone  are  woman^  care. 
And  where  these  are  light  Eros  finds  a  feere ; 
Maidens,  like  moths,   are  ever  caught  by 

glare. 
And  Mammon  wins  his  way  where  Seraphs 

might  despair. 
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Childe  Harold  had  a  mother — not  forgot, 
Though  parting  from  that  mother  he  did 

thun; 
A  sifter  whom  he  lored,  but  saw  her  not 
Before  his  wearj  pilgrimage  begun : 
If  friendf  he  had,  he  bade  adieu  to  none. 
Yet  deem  not  thence  his  breast  a  breast  of 

steel; 
Ye,  who  hare  known  what  *tis  to  doat  upon 
A  few  dear  objects,  will  in  sadness  feel 
Such  partings  break  the  heart  they  fondly 

hope  to  heal. 

His  house,  his  home,  his  heritage,  his  lands, 
The  laughing  dames  in  whom  lie  did  delight, 
Whose  large  blue  eyes,  f ai  r  locks,  and  snowy 

hands. 
Blight  shake  the  saintship  of  an  anchorite. 
And  long  had  fed  his  youthful  appetite ; 
His  goblets  brimmM  with  every  costly  wine. 
And  all  that  mote  to  luxury  invite, 
Without  a  sigh  he  left,  to  cross  the  brine, 
And  traverse  Pay  nim  shores,  and  passEarth^s 

central  line. 

The  tails  were  fiird,  and  fair  the  light  winds 

blew. 
As  fflad  to  waft  him  from  his  native  home ; 
And  fast  the  white  rocks  faded  from  hifl  view. 
And  soon  were  lost  in  circumambient  foam : 
And  then,  it  may  be,  of  his  wish  to  roam 
Repented  he,  but  in  his  bosom  slept 
The  silent  thouf^t ,  nor  from  his  lips  did 

come 
One  word  of  wail ,  whilst  others  sate  and 

wept, 
And  to  the  reckless  gales  unmanly  moaning 

kept. 

But  when  the  sun  was  sinking  in  the  sea 
He  seised  his  harp,  which  he  at  times  could 

string. 
And  strike,  albeit  with  untaught  melody. 
When  deem*d  henostrangeear  was  listening: 
And  now  his  fingers  o*er  it  he  did  fling. 
And  tuned  his  farewell  in  the  dim  twilight. 
While  flew  the  vessel  on  her  snowy  wing. 
And  fleeting  shores  receded  from  his  sight. 
Thus  to  the  elements  he  pour  d  his  last 

''Good  Night.  "* 

''Annu,  adieu!  my  native  shore 

Fades  o*er  the  waters  blue ; 
The  night-winds  sigh,  the  breakers  roar. 

And  shrieks  the  wild  seamew. 
Yon  Sun  that  sets  upon  the  sea 

We  follow  in  his  flight; 
Farewell  awhile  to  him  and  thee. 

My  native  Land — Good  Night ! 

**A  few  short  hours  and  He  will  rise 

To  give  the  Morrow  birth ; 
Aad  I  shall  hail  the  main  and  skies. 

But  not  my  mother  Earth. 


Deserted  is  my  own  good  hall. 

Its  hearth  is  desolate ; 
Wild  weeds  are  gathering  on  the  wall ; 

My  dog  howls  at  the  gate.  ^ 

''Come  hither,  hither,  my  little  page! 

Why  dost  thou  weep  and  wail  ? 
Or  dost  thou  dread  the  billowVrage, 

Or  tremble  at  the  gale  ? 
But  dash  the  tear-drop  from  thine  eye ; 

Our  ship  is  swift  and  strong: 
Our  fleetest  falcon  scarce  can  fly 

More  merrily  along.^* 

"Let  winds  be  shrill,  let  waves  roll  high, 

I  fear  not  wave  nor  wind ; 
Yet  marvel  not.  Sir  Childe,  that  I 

Am  sorrowful  in  mind ; 
For  I  have  from  my  father  gone, 

A  mother  whom  I  love. 
And  have  no  friend,  save  these  alone. 

But  thee — and  one  above. 

"Mv  father  blessM  me  fervently. 

Vet  did  not  much  complain ; 
But  sorely  will  my  mother  sigh 

Till  I  come  back  again.^ — 
'^Enough,  enough,  my  little  lad! 

Such  tears  become  thine  eye ; 
If  I  thy  guileleB§  bosom  had 

Mine  own  would  not  be  dry. 


ti 


Come  hither,  hither,  my  staunch  yeoman 

Why  dost  thou  look  so  pale  ? 
Or  dost  thou  drelid  a  French  foeman  ? 

Or  shiver  at  the  gale  ?  '^— 
"Deem^st  thou  I  tremble  for  my  life? 

Sir  Childe,  I'm  not  so  weak ; 
But  thinking  on  an  absent  wife 

Will  blanch  a  faithful  cheek. 


t( 


My  spouse  and  boys  dwell  near  thy  hall. 

Along  the  bordering  lake, 
And  when  they  on  their  father  rail. 

What  answer  shall  she  make  ?  *' — 
"Enough,  enough,  my  yeoman  good. 

Thy  grief  let  none  gainsay ; 
But  I,  who  am  of  lighter  mood. 

Will  laugh  to  flee  away. 

"For  who  would  trust  the  seeming  sighs 

Of  wife  or  paramour  ? 
Fresh  feres  will  dry  the  bright  blue  eyes 

We  late  saw  streaming  o'er. 
For  pleasures  past  I  do  not  grieve. 

Nor  perils  gathering  near ; 
My  greatest  grief  is  that  I  leave 

No  thing  that  claims  a  tear. 

"And  now  Fm  in  the  world  alone. 

Upon  the  wide,  wide  sea: 
But  why  should  I  for  others  groan. 

When  none  will  sigh  for  me  ¥ 
Perchance  my  dog  will  whine  in  vain. 

Till  fed  by  stranger  hands ; 
Rut  long  ere  I  come  back  again, 

HeM  tear  me  where  he  stands. 
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^' With  thee,  my  bark,  rUnriftlygo 

Athwart  Uie  foaming  brine ; 
Nor  care  what  land  thoa  bear^it  me  to. 

So  not  again  to  mine. 
Welcome,  welcome,  ye  dark-blue  wares ! 

And  when  you  fail  my  fight, 
Welcome,  ye  deferti,  and  ye  cares  I 

My  natire  Land — CSood  Night !  ** 

On,  on  the  vessel  flies,  the  land  is  gone, 
And  winds  are  rude  in  Biscay's  sleepless  hay. 
Four  days  are  sped,  but  with  the  fifth,  anon, 
Xew  shores  descried  make  every  bosom  gay  ; 
And  Cintra's  mountain  greets  them  on  their 

wav. 
And  Tagus  dashing  onward  to  the  deep, 
His  fabled  golden  tribute  bent  to  pay ; 
And  soon  on  board  the  Ln«ian  pilots  leap. 
And  steer  'twixt  fertile  shores  where  yet 

few  rustics  reap. 

Oh.  Christ!  it  is  a  goodly  sight  to  see 
What  Heaven  hath  done  for  this  delicious 

land! 
What  f  mits  of  fragrance  blush  on  erery  tree ! 
What  goodly  prospects  o'er  the  hills  expand ! 
But  man  would  mar  them  with  an  impious 

hand: 
And  when  the  Almighty  lifts  his  fiercest 

scourge 
tiainst  those  who  most  transgress  his  hi^ 

command. 
With  treble  Tengeance  will  his  hot  shafts 

urge 
Ganrs  locust  host ,  and  earth  from  fellest 

foemen  purge. 

What  beauties  doth  Lisboa  first  unfold ! 
Her  image  floating  on  that  noble  tide, 
W  hich  poets  vainly  pave  with  sands  of  gold , 
But  now  whereon  a  thousand  keels  did  ride 
Of  mighty  strength,  since  Albion  was  allied, 
And  to  the  Lurians  did  her  aid  afford : 
A  nation  swoln  with  ignorance  and  pride. 
Who  lick  yet  loathe  the  hand  that  waves  the 

sword 
To  SOTO  them  from  the  wrath  of  Gaul's 

unsparing  lord. 

But  whoso  entereth  within  this  town , 
That,  sheening  far,  celestial  seems  to  be, 
Disconsolate  will  wander  up  and  down, 
*Mid  many  things  unsightly  to  strange  ee ; 
For  hut  and  palace  show  like  filthily : 
The  dingy  deniiens  are  reared  in  dirt ; 
Ne  personage  of  high  or  mean  degree 
DoUi  care  for  cleanness  of  surtout  or  shirt. 
Though  shent  with  Egypt's  plague,   un- 
kempt, unwash'd;  unhurt 

Poor,  paltry  slaves !  yet  bom  Wdst  noblest 

scenes — 
Why  ,\atnre,  waste  thy  wonders  on  such  men? 
Lo !  Cintra's  glorious  Eden  intervenes 
la  variegated  maxe  of  mount  and  glen. 


Ah,  me !  what  hand  can  pencil  guide,  or  pen. 
To  follow  half  on  which  the  eye  dilates 
Through  views  more  dazzling  unto  mortal 

ken 
Than  those  whereof  such  things  the  bard 

relates. 
Who  to  the  awo-stmck  world  unlock'd  Ely- 
sium's gates? 

The  horrid   crags,   by   toppling  convent 

crown'd, 
Tlie  cork-trees  hoar  that  clothe  the  shaggy 

steep. 
The  mountain-moss  by  scorching  skies  im- 

brown'd. 
The  sunken  glen,  whose  sunless  shrubs  must 

weep. 
The  tender  azure  of  the  unruffled  deep, 
The  orange  tints  that  gild  the  greenest 

bough. 
The  torrents  that  from  cliff*  to  valley  leap. 
The  vine  on  high,  the  vrillow-branch  below, 
Mix'd  in  one  mighty  scene,  with  varied 

beauty  glow. 

Then  slowly  climb  the  many-winding  way. 
And  frequent  turn  to  linger  as  you  go, 
From  loftier  rocks  new  loveliness  survey. 
And  rest  ye  at  our  ^^Lady's  house  of  woe ;" 
Where  frugal  monks  their  little  relics  show , 
And  sundry  legends  to  the  stranger  tell : 
Here  impious  men  have  punish'd  been,  and  lo! 
Deep  in  yon  care  Hononus  long  did  dwell. 
In  hope  to  merit  Heaven  by  making  earth 

alleU. 

And  here  and  there ,  as  up  the  crags  you 

»pring, 
Mark  many  rude-carved  crosses  near  the  path: 
Yet  deem  not  these  devotion's  offering — 
These  are  memorials   frail  of  murderous 

wrath: 
For  wheresoe'er  the  shrieking  victim  hath 
Four'd  forth  his  blood  beneath  the  assassin's 

knife 
Some  hand  erects  a  cross  of  mouldering  lath ; 
And  grove  and  glen  with  thousand  such  are 

rife 
Throughout  this'  purple  land,   where  law 

secures  not  life. 

On  sloping  mounds,  or  in  the  vale  beneath. 
Are  domes  where  whilome  kings  did  make 

repair; 
But  now  the  wild  flowers  round  them  only 

breathe; 
Yet  ruin'd  splendour  still  is  lingering  there. 
And  yonder  towers  the  Prince's  palace  fair : 
There  thou  too,  Vathek!  England's  wealth- 
iest son. 
Once  form'd  thy  Paradise,  as  not  aware 
W^hen  wanton  Wealth  her  mightiest  deeds 

hath  done. 
Meek  Peace  voluptuous  lures  was  rrcr  wont 

to  shun. 
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Here  didtt  thou  dwell,  here  fchemef  of  plea- 
sure plan, 
Beneath  yon  mountain'!  ever  beauteous  brow: 
But  now,  as  if  a  thing  nnblest  by  Man, 
Th J  fairy  dwelling  is  as  lone  as  thou ! 
Here  giant  weeds  a  passage  scarce  allow 
To  halls  deserted,  portals  gaping  wide : 
Fresh  lessons  to  the  thinking  bosom,  how 
Vain  are  the  pleasaunces  on  earth  supplied ; 
Swept  into  wrecks  anon  by  Time's  ungentle 

tide! 

Behold  the  hall  where  chiefs  were  late  con- 
vened! 
Oh !  dome  displeasing  unto  British  eye ! 
With  diadem  hight  foolscap,  lo!  a  fiend, 
A  little  fiend  that  scoffs  incessantly, 
There  sits  in  parchment  robe  arrayed,  and  by 
His  side  is  hung  a  seal  and  sable  scroll. 
Where  blazon'd  glare  names  known  to  chi- 
valry. 
And  sundry  signatures  adorn  the  roll. 
Whereat   the  Urchin   points    and  laughs 

with  all  his  soul. 

Convention  is  the  dwarfish  demon  styled 
That  foird  the  knights  in  Marialva's  dome: 
Of  brains  (ifbrains  they  had)  he  them  be- 
guiled. 
And  turned  a  nation's  shallow  joy  to  gloom. 
Here  Folly  dash'd  to  earth  the  victor's  plume. 
And  Policy  regain'd  what  arms  had  lost : 
For  chiefs  like  ours  in  vain  may  laurels 

bloom ! 
Woe  to  the  conqu'ring,  not  the  conquered 

host , 
Since  baffled  Triumph  droops  on  Lusita- 

nia's  coast ! 

And  ever  since  that  martial  synod  met, 
Britannia  sickens,  Cintra!  at  thy  name; 
And  folks  in  office  at  the  mention  fret, 
Amd  fain  would  blush,  if  blush  they  could, 

for  shame. 
How  will  posterity  the  deed  proclaim! 
Will  not  our  own  and  fellow-nations  sneer. 
To  view  these  chiAnpions  cheated  of  their 

fame. 
By  foes  in  fight  overthrown,   yet  victors 

here. 
Where  Scorn  her  finger  points  through  ma- 
ny a  coming  year? 

So  deem'd  the  Childe,  as  o'er  the  mountains 

he 
Did  take  his  way  in  solitary  guise : 
Sweet  was  the  scene ,  yet  soon  he  thought  to 

flee. 
More  restless  than  the  swallow  in  the  skies : 
Though  here  awhile  he  leam'd  to  moralize, 
For  Meditation  fix'd  at  times  on  him ; 
And  conscious  Reason  whisper'd  to  despise 
His  early  youth,  mispent  in  maddest  whim; 
But  as  he  gazed  on  truth  his  aching  eyes 

grew  dim. 


To  horse!  to  horse!  he  quits,  for  ever  quits 
A  scene  of  peace,    though  soothing  to  his 

soul: 
Again  he  rouses  from  his  moping  fits,  j 

But  seeks  not  now  the  harlot  and  the  bowl.       I 
Onward  he  flies,  nor  fix'd  as  yet  the  goal 
Where  he  shall  rest  him  on  his  pilgrimage; 
And  o'er  him  many  changing  scenes  must.-^ 

roll 
Ere  toil  his  thirst  for  travel  can  assuage. 
Or  he  shall  calm  his  breast,  or  learn  ex- 
perience fage. 

Yet  Mafra  shall  one  moment  claim  delay. 
Where  dwelt  of  yore  the  Lusian's  luckless 

queen; 
And  church  and  court  did  mingle  their  array. 
And  mass  and  revel  were  alternate  seen ; 
Lordlingsand  freres — ill  sorted  fry  I  ween ! 
But  here  the  Babylonian  whore  hath  built 
A  dome,  where  flaunts  she  in  such  glorious 

sheen. 
That  men  forget  the  blood  which  she  hath 

spilt , 
And  bow  the  knee  to  Pomp  that  lores  to 

varnish  guilt 

O'er  vales  that  teem  with  fruits,  romantic 

hiUs, 
(Oh,  that  such  hills  upheld  a  freebom  race!) 
Whereon  to  gaze  the  eye  with  joyaunce  fills, 
Childe  Harold  wends  through  many  a  plea- 
sant place. 
Though  sluggards  deem  it  but  a  foolish 

chase, 
And  marvel  men  should  quit  their  easy  chair. 
The  toilsome  way,  and  long,  long  league 

to  trace. 
Oh !  there  is  sweetness  in  the  mountain  air. 
And  Ufa,  that  bloated  Ease  can  never  hope 

to  share. 

More  bleak  to  view  the  hills  at  length  recede. 
And,  less  luxuriant,  smoother  vales  extend: 
Immense  horizon-bounded  plains  succeed ! 
Far  as  the  eye  discerns,  withouten  end, 
Spain's  realms  appear  whereon  her  shepherde 

tend 
Flocks,  whose  rich  fleece  right  well  the  tra- 
der knows — 
Now  must  the  pastor's  arm  his  lambs  defend : 
For  Spain  is  compass'd  by  unyielding  foes. 
And  all  must  shield  their  all ,  or  share 

Subjection's 


Where  Lusitania  and  her  sister  meet. 
Deem  ye  what  bounds  the  rival  realms  divideV 
Or  ere  the  jealous  queens  of  nations  greet. 
Doth  Tayo  interpose  his  mighty  tide  ? 
Or  dark  Sierras  rise  in  craggy  pride  ? 
Or  fence  of  art,  like  China's  vasty  wall? — 
Ne  barrier  wall,  ne  river  deep  aud  wide, 
Ne  horrid  crags,  normountains  dark  and  tall. 
Rise  like  the  rocks  that  partHispania's  land 

from  Gaul. 
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But  them  between  a  silver  streamlet  glides, 
Aad  ftcarce  a  name  distingaisheth  the  brook, 
Thoogh  rival  kingdoms  press  its  verdant 

sides. 
Here  leans  the  idle  shepherd  on  his  crook. 
Aid  racant  on  the  rippling  waves  doth  look. 
That  peaceful  still  *twixt  bitterest  foemen 

flow; 
For  proud  each  peasant  as  the  noblest  duke : 
Well  dloth  the  Spanish  hind  the  difference 

know 
Twut  him  and  Lusian  slave,  the  lowest  of 

the  low. 

Alt  ere  the  mingling  bounds  have  far  been 

passed 
Dark  Gnadiana  rolls  his  power  along 
h  sullen  billows,  murmuring  and  vast, 
8s  noted  ancient  roundelays  among. 
Whilome  upon  his  banks  did  legions  throng 
Of  Moor  and  knight,  in  maiM  splendour 

drest: 
Here  ceaaed  the  swift  their  race,  here  sunk 

the  strong ; 
The  Paynim  turban  and  the  Christian  crest 
llix*4  OD  the  bleeding  stream,  by  floating 

hosts  oppressed. 

OHl,  lovely  Spain !  renownM,  romantic  land! 
Where  is  that  standard  which  Pelagio  bore. 
When  Cava's  traitor-sire  first  called  the  band 
Ihal  dyed  thy  mountain  streams  with  Go- 
thic gore? 
Where  are  those  bloody  banners  which  of 

yore 
Waved  o*er  thy  sons,  victorious  to  the  gale. 
And  drove  at  last  the  spoilers  to  their  shore? 
fted  gleam'd  the  cross,  and  waned  the  cres- 
cent pale, 
Afiric^s  echoes  thrilPd  with  Moorish 

matrons*  wail 


not  each  ditty  with  the  glorious 

tale? 

Ak!  iiicli,  alas!  the  heroes  amplest  fate ! 
•  Hkea  granite  moulders  and  when  records 

fail, 
A  peasants  plaint  prolongs  his  dubious  date. 
Pride!  bend  thine  eye  from  heaven  to  thine 

estate. 
See  how  the  Miriity  shrink  into  a  song ! 
I  Gia  ITolome,  Pillar,  Pile  preserve  thee 
I  great? 

I   Ormnst  thou  tmstTradition^s  simple  tongue, 
I    WkcD  Flattery  sleeps  with  thee,  and  History 

does  thee  wrong? 

Avake,  jesoBf  of  Spain!  awake!  advance! 

Is!  CSiivalry,  yowr  ancient  goddess,  cries, 

itt  wieldj  not,  as  of  old,  her  thirsty  lance, 

*    Str  shakaa  her  crimnon  plumage  in  the 

skies: 
.Vw  on  the  amoke  of  blazing  bolts  she  flies, 
lad  speaks  in  thunder  through  yon  engine*ii 

roar: 


In  every  peal  she  ealls — *^Awake  I  arise !  ^ 
Sav,  is  her  voice  more  feeble  than  of  yore, 
When  her  war-song  was  heard  on  Andaln- 

sia^s  shore? 

Hark !  heard  yon  not  those  hoofs  of  dreadful 

note? 

Sounds  not  the  clang  of  conflict  on  the  heath? 

Saw  ye  not  whom  the  reeking  sabre  smote ; 

Xor  saved  your  brethren  ere  they  sank  be- 
neath 

Tyrants  and  tyrants'  slaves?— the  fires  of 

death. 

The  bale-fires  flash  on  high: — from  rock  to 

rock 

Each  volley  tells  that  thousands  cease  to 

breathe ; 

Death  rides  upon  the  sulphury  Siroc, 

Red  battle  stamps  his  foot,  and  nations 

feel  the  shock. 

Lo !  where  the  Giant  on  the  mountain  stands. 
His  blood-red  tresses  deep'nin^  in  the  sun. 
With  death-shot  glowing  in  his  fiery  hands. 
And  eye  thatscorcheth  all  it  glares  upon ; 
Restless  it  rolls,  now  fixM,  and  now  anon 
Flashing  afar, — and  at  his  iron  feet 
Destruction  cowers  to  mark  what  deeds  are 

done; 
For  on  this  mom  three  potent  nations  meet. 
To  shed  before  his  shrine  the  blood  he 

deems  most  sweet. 

By  Heaven !  it  is  a  splendid  sight  to  see 
(For  one  who  hath  no  friend,  no  brother 

there) 
Their  rival  scarfs  of  mixM  embroidery. 
Their  various  arms  that  glitter  in  the  air! 
What  gallant  war-hounds  rouse  them  from 

their  lair. 
And  gnash  their  fangs,  loud  yelling  for  the 

prey! 
All  join  the  chase,  but  few  the  triumph  share ; 
The  Grave  shall  bear  the  chiefest  pnxe  away. 
And  Havoc  scarce  for  Joy  can  number  their 

array. 

Three  hosts  combine  to  offer  sacrifice ; 
Three  tongues  prefer  strange  orisons  on  high; 
Three  gaudy  standards  flout  the  pale  blue 

skies; 
The  shouts  are  France,  Spain,  Albion,  Vic- 
tory ! 
The  foe,  the  victim,  and  the  fond  ally 
That  fights  for  all,  but  ever  fights  in  vain. 
Are  met — as  if  at  home  they  could  not  die-^ 
To  feed  the  crow  on  Talavera^s  plain. 
And  fertilise  the  field  that  each  pretends 

to  gain. 

There  shall  they  rot — Ambition's  honoured 

fools! 
Yes,  Honour  decks  the  turf  that  wraps  their 

clay! 
Vain  Sophistry!  in  the8«>  behold  the  tools, 


8 


CHILDE  HAEOLD^S 


St.  4S-51. 


PIIiGaiMAGE.        Caito  I. 


The  broken  toolt,  that  tyrants  catt  awaj 
By  my  riada,  when  they  dare  to  pave  their  way 
With  homan  hearts — to  what? — a  dream 

alone. 
Can  despots  compass  anght  that  hails  their 

sway? 
Or  call  with  tmth  one  span  of  earth  their  own, 
Save  that  wherein   at  last  they  crumble 

bone  by  bone? 

Oh,  Albneral  glorious  field  of  g^ief! 

As  o'er  thy  plain  the  Pilgrim  pricked  his 

steed. 
Who  could  foresee  thee ,  in  a  space  so  brief, 
A  scene  where  mingling  foes  should  boast 

and  bleed ! 
Peace  to  the  perishM !  may  the  warrior's  meed 
And  tears  of  triumph  their  reward  prolong ! 
Till  others  fall  where  other  chieftains  lead 
Thy  name  shall  circle  round  the  gaping 

throng, 
And  shine  in  worthless  lays,  the  theme  of 

transient  song ! 

Enough  of  Battle's  minions !  let  them  play 
llieir  game  of  lives,  and  barter  breath  for 

fame: 
Fame  that  will  scarce  reanimate  their  clay. 
Though  thousands  fall  to  deck  some  single 

name. 
In  sooth  'twere  sad  to  thwart  their  noble  aim 
Who  strike,  blest  hirelings!  for  their  coun- 
try's good, 
And  die,  that  living  might  have  proved  her 

shame ; 
Perish'd,  perchance,  in  some  domestic  feud. 
Or  in  a  narrower  sphere  wild  Rapine's  path 

pursued. 

Full  swiftly  Harold  wends  his  lonely  way 
Where  proud  Sevilla  triumphs  unsubdued  : 
Yet  is  she  free — the  spoiler's  wish'd-for  prey! 
Soon,  soon  shall  Conquest's  fiery  foot  intrude. 
Blackening  her  lovely  domes  with  traces 

rude. 
Inevitable  hour!  'Gainst  fate  to  strive 
Where  Desolation  plants  her  famished  brood 
Is  vain,  orllion.  Tyre  might  yet  survive. 
And  Virtue  vanquish  all,  and  Murder  cease 

to  thrive. 

But  all  unconscious  of  the  coming  doom. 

The  feast,  she  song,  the  revel  here  abounds ; 

Strange  modes  of  merriment  the  hours  con- 
sume. 

Nor  bleed  these  patriots  with  their  country's 

wounds : 

Not  here  War's  clarion,  but  Love's  rebeck 

sounds ; 

Here  Folly  still  his  votaries  enthralls ; 

And  young-ryed  Lewdness  walks  her  mid- 
night rounds : 

Girt  with  the  silent  crimes  of  Capitals^ 

Still   to  the  last  kind  Vice  clings  to  the 

totfring  walls. 


Not  so  the  rustic — with  his  trembling  mato 
He  lurks,  nor  easts  his  heavy  eye  afar. 
Lest  he  should  view  his  vineyard  desolate. 
Blasted  below  the  dun  hot  breath  of  war. 
No  more  beneath  soft  Eve's  consenting  star 
Fandango  twirls  his  jocund  castanet: 
Ah,  monarchs !  could  ye  taste  the  mirth  ye 

mar. 
Not  in  the  toils  of  Glory  would  ye  fret ; 
The  hoarse  dull  drum  would  sleep,  and 

Man  be  happytyet 

How  carols  now  the  lusty  muleteer? 

Of  love,  romance,  devotion  is  his  lay. 

As  whilimie  he  was  wont  the  leagues  to 

cheer. 
His  quick  bells   wildly  jingling   on   the 

way? 
No !  as  he  speeds,  he  chaunts :  ^' Viv  A  el  Rey !  ** 
And  checks  his  song  to  execrate  Godoy, 
The  royal  wittol  Charles,  and  curse  the  day 
When  first  Spain's  queen  beheld  the  black- 
eyed  boy. 
And  gore-faced  Treason  sprung  from  her 

adulterate  joy. 

On  yon  long,  level  plain,  at  distance  crown'd 
With  crags,  whereon  diosc  Moorish  turrets 

rest. 
Wide  icatter'd  hoof-marks  dint  the  wounded 

ground; 
And,  scathed  by  fire,  the  green  sward's  dark- 

en'd  vest 
Tells  that  the  foe  was  Andalusia's  guest: 
Here  was  the  camp,  the  watch-flame,  and 

the  host, 
Here  the  bold  peasant  storm'd  the  dragon's 

nest; 
Still  does  he  mark  it  with  trinraphant  boast. 
And  points  to  yonder  clifis,  which  oft  were 

won  and  lost. 

And  whomsoe'er  along  the  path  you  meet 
Bears  in  his  cap  the  badg^e  of  crimson  hue. 
Which  tells  you  whom  to  shun  and  whom  to 

greet: 
Woe  to  the  man  that  walks  in  public  view 
Without  of  loyalty  this  token  true : 
Sharp  is  the  knife,  and  sudden  is  the  stroke; 
And  sorely  would  the  Gallic  foeman  rue. 
If  subtle  poniards,  wrapt  beneath  the  cloke. 
Could  blunt  the  sabre's  edge,  or  clear  the 

cannon's  smoke. 

At  every  turn  Morena's  dusky  height 
Sustains  aloft  the  battery's  iron  load; 
And,  far  as  mortal  eye  can  compass  sight. 
The  mountain-howitzer,  the  broken  road. 
The  bristling  palisade<  the  fosse  o'er-flow'd. 
The  station'd  bands,  the  never-vacant  watch. 
The  magaxine  in  rocky  durance  stow'd. 
The  holster'd  steed  beneath  the  shed   of 

thatch. 
The  ball-piled  pyramid,  the  ever-blazing 

matrli. 
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li  tke  deedii  to  coon; — but  he  whOM  nod 
mbled  feebler  defpoto  from  their  nwajr 
neat  panteth  ere  he  lifts  the  rod ; 
e  oMiDieat  deigneth  to  delaj: 
vlll  his  legions  sweep  through  these 

their  way; 
¥est  nrnst  own  die  Scoorger  of  the 

world, 
ainf  how  sad  will  be  thy  reckoning-day, 
soars  Ganl's  Vnltare,  with  his  wings 

nnfurPd, 
bon  shalt  view  thy  sons  in  crowds  to 

Hades  hnrPd. 

inst  they  fall  ?  the  young,  the  proud, 

the  brave, 

rell  one  bloated  ChiePs  unwholesome 

reign? 

p  between  submission  and  a  grave? 

#e  of  rapine  and  the  fall  of  Spain  ? 

9th  the  Power  that  man  adores  ordain 

doom,  nor  heed  the  snppl  iant*s  appeal  ? 

Jiat  desperate  Valour  acts  in  vain? 

minsel  sage,  and  patriotic  Zeal, 

ctermn's  skill,  Youth's  fire,  and  Man- 
hood's heart  of  steel  ? 

nr  this  the  Spanish  maid,  aroused, 
I  on  the  willow  her  unstrunr  guitar, 
ill  nnsex'd,  the  Anlace  hath  espoused, 
the  loud  song,  and  dared  the  deed  of 

war? 
le,  whom  once  the  semblance  of  a  scar 
rd,  an  owlet's  lammchill'd  with  dread, 
iews  thecolomaHKatteringbay'netjar, 
alchion  flash,  and  o'er  the  yet  warm 

dead 
I  with  Minerva's  step  where  Mars  might 

quake  to  tread. 

lo  shall  marvel  when  you  hear  her  tale, 
lad  yon  known  her  in  her  softer  hour, 
d  her  black  eye  that  mocks  her  coal- 
black  veil, 
1  her  light,li vely  tones  in  Lady's  bower, 
her  long  locks  that  foil  the  painter's 

power, 
dry  form,  with  more  than  female  graee, 
e  won  Id  you  deem  that  Saragoia's  tower 
Id  her  smile  in  Danger's  Gorgon  face, 
the  closed  ranks,  and  lead  in  Glory's 

fearful  chase. 

over  sinks — she  sheds  no  ill-timed  tear; 

•hief  is  slain — she  fills  his  fatal  post ; 

fellows  flee — she  checks  their  base  ca- 
reer; 

'iae  retires — she  heads  the  sallying  host: 

can  appease  like  her  a  lover's  ghost  ? 

can  avenge  so  well  a  leader's  nil? 

t  maid  retrieve  when  man's  flush'd  hope 

is  lost? 

hang  so  fiercely  on  the  flying  GanI, 

I  bra  woman's  hand,  before  n  batter^ 

wall? 


Yet  are  Spain's  maids  no  race  of  Amaions, 
But  fonn'd  for  all  the  witching  arts  of  love : 
Though  thus  in  arms  they  emulate  her  sons. 
And  in  the  horrid  phalanx  dare  to  move, 
Tis  but  the  tender  fierceness  of  the  dove 
Pecking  the  hand  that  hovers  o'er  her  mate : 
In  softoess  as  in  firmness  far  above 
Remoter  females,  famed  for  sickening  prate; 
Her  mind  is  nobler  sure,   her  charms  per- 

cliance  as  great. 

The  seal  Love's  dimpling  finger  hath  im- 

prefiscd 
Denotes  how  soft  that  chin  which  bears  his 

touch: 
Her  lips,  whose  kisses  pout  to  leave  their  nest, 
Bid  man  be  valiant  ere  he  merit  such : 
Her  glance  how  wildly  beautiful !  how  much 
Hath  Phoebus  woo'd  in  vain  to  spoil  her 

cheek. 
Which  glows  yet  smoother  from  his  amorous 

cluteh! 
Who  round  the  North  for  paler  dames  would 

seek? 
How  poor  their  forms  appear!  how  languid, 

wan,  and  weak! 

Mateh  me,ye  climM!  which  poets  love  to  land ; 
Mateh  me,  yeharams  of  the  land,  where  now 
I  strike  my  strain,  far  distant,  to  applaud 
Beauties  that  ev'n  a  cynic  must  avow ; 
Mateh  me  those  Henries,  whom  ye  scarce 

allow 
To  taste  the  gale  lest  Love  should  ride  the 

wind. 
With  Spain's  dark  -  glancing  daughters — 

deign  to  know. 
There  your  wise  Prophet's  paradise  we  find, 
His  black-eyed  maids  of  Heaven,  angelic- 
ally kind. 

Oh,  thou  Parnassus !  whom  I  now  survey, 
Not  in  the  phren^  of  a  dreamer's  eye. 
Not  in  the  fabled  landscape  of  a  lay. 
But  soaring  snow-clad  through  thy  native 

In  the  wild  pomp  of  mountain-migest^' ! 
What  marvel  if  I  thus  essay  to  sing? 
The  humblest  of  thy  pilgrims  passing  by 
Would  gladly  woo  thine  Echoes  with  his 

siring. 
Though  from  thy  heights  no  more  one  Muhc 

will  wave  her  wing. 

Oft  have  I  dream'd  of  Thee !  whose  glorious 

name 
Who  knows  not,  knows  not  man's  divincst 

lore: 
And  now  I  view  thee,  'tis,  alas !  with  shame 
That  I  In  feeblest  accente  must  adore. 
When  I  recount  thy  worshippers  of  yore 
I  tremble,  and  can  only  bend  the  knee ; 
Nor  raise  my  voice,  nor  vainly  dare  to  soar, 
But  gaae  beneath  thy  cloudy  canopy 
I  In  silent  joy  to  think  at  lant  1  look  on  Tlice ! 
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flnppier  in  thifl  than  niightieet  bardu  have 

ueen, 
Whose  fate  to  distant  homed  confined  their 

lot, 
Shall  I  nnmoyed  behold  the  hallowed  scene. 
Which  others  rave  of,  thouf^h  they  know  it 

not? 
Though  here  no  more  Apollo  haunts  hi8g:rol. 
And  thou,  theMuties'sent,  art  now  their  grave, 
Some  gentle  Spirit  still  pervades  the  npot, 
Sighs  in  the  gale,  keeps  silence  in  the  cave, 
And  glides  with  glassy  foot  o'er  yon  melo- 
dious wave. 

Of  thee  hereafter. — Even  amidst  my  strain 
I  turn'd  aside  to  pay  my  homage  here; 
Forgot  the  land,  the  sons,  the  maids  of  Spain, 
Her  fate,  to  every  freebom  bosom  dear, 
And  haird  thee,  not  perchance  without  a  tear. 
Now  to  my  theme — but  from  thy  holy  haunt 
Let  me  some  renmant,  some  memorial  bear ; 
Yield  me  one  leaf  of  Daphne's  deathless  plant. 
Nor  let  thy  votary^s  hope  be  deem'd  an  idle 

vaunt. 

But  ne*er  didst thou,fair Mount!  when  Greece 

was  young, 
See  round  thy  riant  base  a  brighter  choir. 
Nor  e'er  did  Delphi,  when  her  priestess  song 
The  Pythian  hymn  with  more  than  mortu 

fire. 
Behold  a  train  more  fitting  to  inspire 
The  song  of  love,  than  Andalusia^s  maids, 
Narst  in  the  flowing  lap  of  soft  desire : 
Ah !  that  to  these  were  given  such  peaceful 

shades 
As  Greece  can  still  bestow,  though  Glory  fly 

her  glades. 

Fair  is  proud  Seville;  let  her  country  boast 
Her  strength,  her  wealth,  her  site  of  ancient 

days; 
But  Cadiz,  rising  on  the  distant  coast. 
Calls  forth  a  sweeter,  though  ignoble  praise. 
Ah,  Vice!  how  soft  are  thy  voluptuous  ways! 
While  boyish  blood   is  mantling  who  can 

*scape 
The  fascination  of  thy  magic  gaze  ? 
A  Cherub-hydra  round  us  dost  thou  gape, 
And  mould  to  every  taste  thy  dear  delusive 

shape. 

WTien  Paphosfell  by  Time— accursed  Time! 
The  queen  who  conquers  all  mhst  yield  to 

thee — 
The  Pleasures  fled,  but  sought  as  warm  a 

clime; 
And  Venus,  constant  to  her  native  sea. 
To  nought  else  constant,hither  deign'd  to  flee; 
And  fix'd  her  shrine  within  these  walls  of 

white: 
Though  not  to  one  dome  circnmscribeth  she 
Her  worship,  but,  devoted  to  her  rite, 
A  thousand  altars  rise,   for  eier  blaiing 

bright 


From  morn  till  night,  from  night  till  start- 
led Mom 
Peeps  blushing  on  the  RevePs  laughing  crew. 
The  song  is  heard,  the  rosy  garland  worn. 
Devices  quaint,  and  frolics  ever  new. 
Tread  on  each  others  kibes.    A  long  adieu 
He  bids  to  sober  joy  that  here  sojourns  : 
Nought  interrupts  the  riot,  thougli  in  lien 
Of  true  devotion  monkish  incense  bums. 
And  Love  and  Prayer  unite,  or  rule  the  hoar 

by  turns. 

The  Sabbath  comes,  a  day  of  blessed  rest ; 
What  hallows  it  upon  this  Christian  shore? 
Lo !  it  is  sacred  to  a  solemn  feast : 
Hark !  heard  you  not  the  forest-monarch's 

roar? 
Crashing  the  lance,  he  snuffs  the  spouting 

gore 
Of  man  and  steed,  o'erthrown  beneath  his 

horn; 
The  thronged  Arena  shakes  with  shouts  for 

more; 
Yells  the  mad  crowd  o'er  entrails  freshly  torn. 
Nor  shrinks  the  fenuile  eye,  nor  ev'n  affects 

to  mourn. 

The  seventh  day  this ;  the  jubilee  of  man. 
London !  right  well  thou  know'st  the  day  of 

prayer: 
Then  thy  sprace  citisen,  wash'd  artisan. 
And  smug  apprentice  gulp  their  weekly  air: 
Thy  coach  of  hackney,  whiskey,  one^iorse 

chair. 
And  humblest  gig  through  sundry  suburbs 

whirl. 
To  Hampstead,    Brentford,    Harrow  make 

repair ; 
Till  the  tired  jade  the  wheel  forgets  to  hurl. 
Provoking  envious  gibe  from  each  pedestrian 

Churl. 

Some  o'er  thy  Thamis  row  the  ribbon'd  fair, 
Others  along  the  safer  Turnpike  fly  ; 
Some  Richmond-hill  ascend,  some  scud  to 

Ware, 
And  many  to  the  steep  of  Highgate  hie. 
Ask  ye,  Boeotian  shades!  the  reason  why? 
'TIS  to  the  worship  of  the  solemn  Horn, 
Grasp'd  in  the  holy  hand  of  Mystery, 
In  whose  dread  name  both  men  and  maids  are 

sworn, 
And  consecrate  the  oath  with  draught,  and 

dance  till  mom. 

All  have  their  fooleries — not  alike  are  thine. 
Fair  Cadiz,  rising  o^er  the  dark  blue  sea ! 
Soon  as  the  matin-bell  proclairaeth  nine. 
Thy  saint  adorers  count  the  rosary : 
Much  is  the  Viaein  teased  to  shrive  them  free 
(Well  do  I  ween  the  only  virgin  there) 
From  crimes  as  numerous  as  her  beadsmen  be: 
Then  to  the  crowded  circus  forth  they  fare, 
Youag,  old,  high,  low,  at  once  the  same 

diversion  share. 
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Tk9  lisli  areeped,  the  tpacioiii  mrea  elear*d, 
TlioaMadt  on  thoiuandi  piled  are  seated 

round; 
Lnig'ere  tlir  first  lood  trumpet's  note  is  heard, 
\t  Tecaat  space  for  lated  wight  is  found  : 
Here  done ,  grandees ,  hut  ciiiefly  dames 

ahonnd. 
Skilled  ia  the  ogle  of  a  roguish  eje. 
Yet  erer  well  inclined  to  heiQ  the  wound ; 
Soae  through  their  cold  disdain  are  doomed 

to  die, 
if  aooB-etmek  bards  complain,  by  Love's 

sad  archerj. 

Hash'd  is  the  din  of  tongues — on  gallant 

steeds. 
With  milh-whitc  crest,  gold  spur,  and  light- 

poiaed  lance, 
Fsar  caraliers  prepare  for  venturous  deeds, 
lad  lowly  bending  to  the  lists  advafice ; 
Rich  are  their  scarfs,  their  chargers  featly 

prance: 
If  ia  the  dangerous  game  they  shine  to-day. 
The  crowd's  load  shout  and  ladies'  lovely 

glance, 
Brst  prize  of  better  acts,  they  bear  away, 
had  all  that  kings  or  chiefs  e'er  gain  tiieir 

toils  repay. 

beastly  sheen  and  gaudy  cloak  array 'd, 
Retail  afoot,  the  light-limb'd  Matadore 
StRads  in  the  centre,  eager  to  invade 
The  lord  of  lowing  herds ;  but  not  before 
The  ground,  with  cautious  tread,  in  travers- 
ed o'er, 
Icstangfat  unseen  should  lurk  to  thwart  his 

speed: 
Hif  anas  a  dart,  he  fights  lioof,  nor  more 
Cis  maa  achiei  e  without  the  friendly  steed, 
Alas!  tao  oft  condemn'd  for  him  to  bear  and 

bleed. 

Thrire  sounds  the  clarion;  lo!  the  signal  falls, 
Tht  den  expands,  and  Expectation  mute 
Gapes  round  the  silent  Circle's  peopled  walls. 
Bouttda  with  one  lashing  spring  the  mighty 

brute, 
Aad,  wildly  staring,  spurns,  with  sounding 

foot. 
The  mid,  nor  blindly  rushes  on  his  foe: 
Here,  there,  he  points  his  threatening  front 

to  suit 
Bis  first  attack,  wide  wavini^  to  and  fro 
His  aagry  tail ;  red  rolls  his  eye's  dilated 

glow. 


Sadden  he  stops;  his  eye  is  fiz'd :  away, 
Avay,  Uion  heedless  boy !  prepare  the  spear : 
Sww  is  thy  time,  to  perish,  or  display 
The  skill  that  yet  may  check  his  mad  career. 
With  well-timed  croupe  the  nimble  coursers 

veer; 
(Hi  feams  the  bull,  but  not  uasrathed  he  goes ; 
Streams  fiwm  his  flank  the  i-rimjon  torrent 

rlear: 


He  flies^he  wheels,  distracted  with  his  throes; 
Dart  followHdart ;  lance,  lance ;  loud  bellow- 

iogs  speak  his  woes. 

A§pin  he  comes ;  nor  dart  nor  lance  avail. 
Nor  the  wild  plunging  of  the  tortured  horse; 
Though  man  and  man's  avenging  arms  assail , 
Vain  are  his  weapons,  vainer  in  his  force. 
One  gallant  steed  is  stretch'd  a  mangled 

corse; 
Another,  hideons  dight !  unseam'd  appears, 
His  gory  chest  unveils  life*s  panting  source. 
Though  death-struck  still  his  feeble  frame 

he  rears. 
Staggering,  but  stemming  all,  his  lord  nu- 

harm'd  he  bears. 

FoiTd,  bleeding,  breatliless,  furious  to  the 

last, 
Full  in  the  centre  standi  the  bull  at  bay, 
'Mid  woundfl,  and  clinging  darts,  and  lances 

brast. 
And  foes  disabled  in  the  brutal  fray : 
And  now  the  Matadorcii  around  him  play, 
Shake  the  red  cloak,    and  poise  the  ready 

brand: 
Once  more  through  all  he  bursts  his  thunder- 
ing way — 
Vain  rage  I    the  mantis  quits  the  conynge 

hand, 
Wrupti  his  fierce  eye — 'tis  past — he  sinks  upon 

the  sand ! 

Where  his  vast  neck  just  mingles  with  the 

spine, 
Sheatlied  in  his  form  the  deadly  weapon  lies. 
He  st<»ps — he  starts — disdaining  to  decline  : 
Slowly  he  falls,  amidst  triumphant  cries. 
Without  a  groan,  nithout  a  struggle,  dies. 
The  decorated  car  appears — on  high 
The  corse  is  piled — sMeet  sight  for  \ulgar 

eyes — 
Four  steeds  that  spurn  the  rein, as  swift  as  shy , 
Hurl  the  dark  bulk  along,   scarce  seen  m 

dashing  by. 

Such  the  ungentle  sport  that  oft  invites 
The  Spanish  maid,  and  cheers  the  Spanish 

swain. 
Nurtured  in  blood  betimes,  his  heart  delig:lits 
In  vengeance,  gloating  on  another's  pain. 
What  private  feuds  the  troubled    village 

stain ! 
Thongh  now  one  phalanx'd  host  should  meet 

tlie  foe. 
Enough,  nlaA !  in  hnmble  humcM  remain. 
To  meditate  'gainst  friends  the  secret  blow. 
For  some  slight  cause  of  wrath,  whence  life's 

warm  stream  must  flow. 

But  Jealousy  has  fled :  his  bars,  his  bolts. 
His  withered  c^ntinel.  Duenna  sage ! 
And  all  whereat  the  generous  soul  revolts. 
Which  the  stem  dotard  dcem'd  he  could 

encage. 


St.  82-87. 


12       CHILDE  HAROLDS 

HftTe  pait'd  to  darlcnera  with  the  yanithM 

age. 
IVho  late  so  free  at  Spanish  girls  were  seen  . 
(Ere  War  nurose  in  his  Yolcanic  rage), 
n  ith  hraided  tresses  bounding  o*er  the  n|^ii, 
While  on  the  gay  dance  shone  Night^slorer- 

loying  Queen  ? 

Oh !  many  a  time,  and  oft,  had  Harold  loyed, 
Or  dreamed  he  loved ,   since  Rapture  is  a 

dream; 
But  now  his  wayward  bosom  was  unmored^ 
For  not  yet  had  he  drunk  of  Lethe^s  stream ; 
And  lately  had  he  leamM  with  truth  to  deem 
Love  has  no  gift  so  grateful  as  his  wings : 
How  fair,  how  young,   how  soft  soever  he 

seem. 
Full  from  the  fount  of  Joy^s  delicious  springy 
Some  bitter  o*er  the  flowers  its  bubbling  ve- 
nom flings. 

Yet  to  the  beauteous  form  he  was  not  blind. 
Though  now  it  moved  him  as  it  moves  the 

wise; 
Not  that  Philosophy  on  such  a  minid 
£*cr  deigned  to  bend  her  chastely-awful  eyes : 
But  PwMion  raves  herself  to  rest,  or  flies ; 
And  Vice^  that  digs  her  own  voluptuous  tomb. 
Had  buried  long  his  hopes,  no  more  to  rise : 
Pleasure's   palled   victim!    life -abhorring 

gloom 
Wrote  on  his  faded  brow  curst  Cain's  un- 
resting doom. 

Still   he  beheld,    nor  mingled   with  the 

throng; 
But  viewed  them  not  with  misanthropic  hate: 
Fain  would  he  now  have  join'd  the  dance,  the 

song; 
But  who  may  smile  that  sinks  beneath  his 

fiite? 
Nought  that  he  saw  his  sadness  could  abate : 
Yet  once  he  struggled  'gainst  the  demon's 

sway. 
And  as  in  Beauty's  bower  he  pensive  sate, 
PourM  forth  this  unpremeditated  lay. 
To  charms  as  fair  as  those  that  soothed  his 

happier  day. 

TO    INEZ. 

NiT,  smile  not  at  my  sullen  brow, 

Alas!  I  cannot  smile  again; 
Yet  heaven  avert  that  ever  thou 

Shouldst  weep,  and  haply  weep  in  vain. 

And  dost  thou  ask,  what  secret  woe 
I  bear,  corroding  joy  and  youth? 

And  wilt  thou  vainly  seek  to  know 
A  pang,  even  thou  must  fail  to  soothe  Y 

It  is  not  fove,  it  is  not  hate. 
Nor  low  Ambition's  honours  lost. 

That  bids  me  loathe  my  present  state, 
4nd  fly  from  all  I  priced  the  most: 


PILGRIMAGE. 


Canto  I. 


It  is  that  weariness  whieh  springs 
From  all  I  meet,  or  hear,  or  see: 

To  me  no  pleasure' Beauty  brings; 
Thine  eyes  have  scarce  a  charm  for  me. 

It  is  that  settled,  ceaseless  gloom 
The  fabled  Hebrew  wanderer  bore; 

That  will  not  look  beyond  the  tomb. 
But  cannot  hope  for  rest  before. 

What  Exile  from  himself  can  flee? 

To  Zones,  though  more  and  more  remote. 
Still,  still  pursues,  where-e'er  1  be, 

The  blight  of  life— the  demon.  Thought 

Yet  odiers  rapt  in  pleasure  seem. 
And  taste  of  all  that  I  forsake; 

Oh!  may  they  still  of  transport  dream. 
And  ne'er,  at  least  like  me,  awake ! 

Through  many  a  clime  'tis  mine  to  go. 
With  many  a  retrospection  curst; 

And  all  my  solace  is  to  know, 

Whate'er  betides,  I've  known  the  worst 

What  is  that  worst?  Nay  do  not  ask- 
In  pity  from  the  search  forbear: 

Smile  on — nor  venture  to  unmask 

Man's  heart,  and  view  the  Hell  that's  there. 


Adieu,  fairCadia,  yea,  a  long  adieu! 
Who  may  forget  how  well  thy  walls  have 

stood? 
When  all  were  changing  thou  alonewerttrue. 
First  to  be  free  and  last  to  be  subdued : 
And  if  amidst  a  scene,  a  shock  so  rude. 
Some  native  blood  was  seen  thy  streets  to  die; 
A  traitor  only  fell  beneath  the  feud: 
Here  all  were  noble,  save  Nobility; 
None  hugg'd  a  Conqueror's  chain,  save  fiiUen 

Chivalry ! 

Such  be  the  sons  of  Spain,  and  strange  her 

fate! 
They  fight  for  freedom  who  were  never  free ; 
A  kingless  people  for  a  ner^^eless  state. 
Her  vassals  combat  when  their  chieftains  flee. 
True  to  the  veriest  slaves  of  l*reachery : 
Fond  of  a  land  which  gave  them  nought  but 

life. 
Pride  points  the  path  that  leads  to  Liberty ; 
Back  to  the  struggle,  baffled  in  the  strife. 
War,  war  is  still  the  cry,  *'War  even  to  the 

knife!" 

Ye,  who  would  more  of  Spain  and  Spaniards 

know. 
Go,  read  whate'er  is  writ  of  bloodiest  strife : 
Whate'er  keen  Vengeance  urged  on  foreign 

foe 
Can  act,  is  acting  there  against  man's  life : 
From  flashing  scimitar  to  secret  knife. 
War  mouldetli  there  each  weapon  to  hi^ 

need — 
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J  he  gmuni  the  ibter  uid  the  wife, 
7  he  Buie  each  cunt  opprestor  bleed, 
J  radi  foe«  dewrre  the  most  remorte- 

letfl  deed! 


I 


nnm  there  ft  tear  of  pity  for  tiie  dead  ? 

UA  o*er  the  imTafe  of  the  reeiing  plain ; 

Iftk  on  the  hands  with  female  slaofffater  red ; 

TWn  to  the  doge  resign  the  nnbuned  ilain, 

Ilea  to  the  rultare  let  each  corse  remain ; 
\   Albrit  unworthy  of  the  prey-bird*s  maw, 
I    let  their  bleached   bones,  and  blood's  an- 
>  bleaching  stain, 

Iflig  marie  the  battle-field  with  hideous  awe: 
'   Ibas  only  may  oar  sons  conceive  the  scenes 

we  saw! 


Kir  yet,  alas!  the  dreadftil  work  is  done, 
Fioh  legiona  poor  adown  the  Pyrenees; 
It  deepens  still,  the  work  is  scarce  began, 
!Kw  mortnl  eye  the  distant  end  foresees. 
Filial  nations  gase  on  Spain ;  if  freed,  she 

frees 
Ivethui  her  fell  Piiarros  once  enchain'd: 
Sfrttgc   reiribation!  now  Colnmbia's  ease 
lipairs  the  wrongs  that  Quito's  sons  sus- 
tained, 
Ibile  o'er  the  parent  clime  prowls  Murder 

onrestrain'd. 


Uk  all  the  blood  at  Talavera  shed, 
Xst  all  the  manrels  of  Barossa's  fight, 
Sit  Albaera,  lavish  of  the  dead, 
live  won  for  Spain    her  well    asserted 

right 
Wbn  dudl  her  Olive-Branch  be  free  from 

blight? 
When  shall  ahe  breathe  her  mm  the  blush- 
ing toil  ? 
Hsvmaay  a  doabtful  day  shall  sink  in  night, 
tn  the  Frank  robber  turn  him  from  his  spoil, 
kai  Freedom's  stranger-tree  grow  native  of 

the  soil! 

ia4  thou,  my  friend !—  since  uuBTailing  woe 
fiteils  Droni  ay  heart,  and  mingles  witti  the 

strain — 
Had  the  award  laid  thee  with  the  mighty  low. 
Pride  night  forbid  eyen  Friendship  to  com- 
plain : 
Bat  thne  onlanrel'd  to  descend  in  vain. 
By  all  forgotten,  saye  the  lonely  breast, 
hid  adz  anbleeding  with  the  boasted  slain, 
Wkile  Glory  crowns  so  many  a  meaner  crest! 
Wkat  hadst  then  done  to  sink  so  peacefully 

to  rest? 

Ok,  known  the  eariiest,  and  esteem'd  the  most! 
Bear  to  a  heart  where  nought  was  left  so 

dear! 
IWngfa  to  ny  hopeless  days  for  erer  lost, 
h  dreanM  deny  me  not  to  see  thee  here! 
Aid  Mom  in  secret  shall  renew  the  tear 
Or  Gonseioosnesa  awaking  to  her  woes, 
Ud  Fancy  horer  o*cr  thy  bloodless  bier, 


Till  my  frail  frame  return  to  whence  it  rose. 
And  moum'd  and  mourner  lie  united  in 

repose. 

Here  is  one  fytte  of  Harold's  pilgrimage : 
Ye  who  of  hun  may  further  seek  to  know. 
Shall  find  some  tidings  in  a  future  page. 
If  he  that  rhjmeth  now  may  scribble  moc. 
li  tliis  too  much  ?  stem  Critic !  say  not  so : 
Patience !  and  yc  shall  hear  what  he  beheld 
In  other  lands,  where  he  was  doom'd  to  go : 
Lands  that  contain  the  monuments  of  Eld, 
Ere  Greece  and  Grecian  arts  by  barbarous 

hands  were  quell'd. 


CANTO    II. 

CoHB,  blae-eyed  maid  of  heaven ! — but  thou, 

alas! 
Didst  never  yet  one  mortal  song  inspire — 
Goddess  of  Wisdom !  here  thy  temple  was, 
And  is,  despite  of  war  and  wasting  fire. 
And  years,  that  bade  thy  worship  to  expire : 
But  worse  than  8teel,and   flame,and  ages 

slow, 
Is  the  dread  sceptre  and  dominion  dire 
Of  men  who  ncTer  felt  the  sacred  glow 
That  thoughts  of  thee  and  thine  on  polish'^ 

breasts  bestow. 

Ancient  of  days!  august  Athena !  where. 
Where  are  thy  men  of  might?  thy  grand  in 

soul? 
Gone — glimmering  through  the  dream  of 

things  that  were: 
First  in  the  race  that  led  to  Glory's  goal. 
They  won,  and  pass'd  away — is  this  the 

whole  ? 
A  school-boy's  tale,  thewonderof  anhour! 
The  warrior's  weapon   and    the   sophist's 

stole 
Are  sought  in  vain,  and  o'er  each  mouldering 

tower. 
Dim  with  the  mist  of  years,  grey  flits  the 

shade  of  power. 

Son  of  the  morning,  rise !  approach  you  here! 
Come — but  molest  not  yon  defenceless  urn : 
Look  on  this  spot — a  nation's  sepulchre! 
Abode  of  gods,  whose  shrines  no  longer  bum . 
Even  gods  must  yield — religions  take  their 

turn: 
'Twas  Jove's — 'tis  Mahomet's — and    other 

creeds 
Will  rise  with  other  years,  till  man  shall 

learn 
Vainly  his  incense  soars ,  hi«  victim  bleeds ; 
Poor  child  of  Doubt  and  Death,  whose  hope 

is  built  on  reeds. 

Round  to  the  earth,he  1  i  fts  his  eye  to  heaven — 
U*t  not  enough,  unhappy  thing!  to  know 
Thou  art?  Is  this  a  boon  so  kindlj^  given. 
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That  being,  thou  wouldft  be  again,  and  go, 
Thoa  know*0t  not,  reci*8t  not  to  what  re- 
gion, so 
On  earth  no  more,  but  minjrled  with  the  skies? 
Still  wilt  thou  dream  on  fdtnre  joy  and  woe? 
Regard  and  weigh  yon  dnst  before  it  flies : 
That  little  urn  saith  more  than  thousand 

homilies. 

Or  burst  the  ranish'd  Hero's  lofty  mound ; 
Far  on  the  solitary  shore  he  sleeps: 
He  fell,  and  falling  nations  monm'd  around; 
But  now   not  one  of  saddening  thousands 

weeps, 
Nor  warlike-worshipper  his  vigil  keeps 
Where  demi-gods  appeared,  as  records  tell. 
Remove  yon  skull  from  out   the  scattered 

heaps: 
Is  that  a  temple  where  a  God  may  dwell? 
Why  even  the  worm  at  last   disdains  her 

shattered  cell! 

Look  on  its  broken  arch,  its  ruiuM  wall. 
Its  chambers  desolate,  and  portals  foul : 
Yes,  this  was  once  Ambition's  airy  hall, 
The  dome  of  Thought ,  the  palace  of  the 

Soul: 
Behold  througheach  lack-lustre,eyeless  hole. 
The  gay  recess  of  Wisdom  and  of  Wit 
And   Passion's   ho0t,    that  never   brook 'd 

control : 
Can  all,  saint,  sage,  or  sophist  ever  writ. 
People  this  lonely  tower,  this  tenement  refit? 


Well  didst  thou  speak,  Athena's  wisest  son ! 
^'All  that  we  know  is,  nothing  can  be  known.** 
Why  should  we  shrink  from  what  we  cannot 

shun? 
Each  has  his  pang,  but  feeble  sufferers  groan 
With  brain-bom  dreams  of  evil  all  their  own. 
Pursue  what  Chance  or  Fate  proclaimeth 

best; 
Peace  waits  us  on  the  shores  of  Acheron : 
There  no  forced  banquet  claims  the  sated 

guest. 
Bat  Silence  spreads  the  couch  of  ever  wel- 
come rest. 

Yet  if,  as  holiest  men  have  deem'd,  there  be 
A  land  of  souls  beyond  that  sable  shore. 
To  shame  the  doctrine  of  the  Sadduce* 
And  sophists,  madly  vain  of  dubious  lore ; 
How  sweet  it  were  in  concert  to  adore 
With  those  who  made  our  mortal  labours 

light ! 
To  hear  each  voice  we  fear'd  to  hear  no  more! 
Behold  each  mighty  shade  reveal'd  to  sight , 
The  Bactrian,  Samian  sage,   and  all  who 

taught  the  right! 

There,  thou!— whose  love  and  life  together 

fled. 
Have  left  me  here  to  love  and  li?e  in  vain — 
Twined  with  my  heart,  and  can  I  deem  thee  | 

dead. 


When  busy  Memory  flashes  on  my  brain  f 
Well — I  will  dream  that  we  may  meet  again. 
And  woo  the  vision  to  my  vacant  breast: 
If  aught  of  yonngRemembrance  then  remaia,  - 
Be  H8  it  may  Immaturity's  be}ici>t. 
For  me  twere  bliss  enough  to  know  thy  spirit 

blest! 

Here  let  me  sit  upon  this  massy  stone. 
The  marble  column's  yet  uncihaken  base ; 
Here,  son  of  Saturn !  was  thy  fav'rite  throao: 
Mightiest  of  many  such !  Hence  let  me  traea 
That  latent  grandeur  of  thy  dwelling-place. 
It  may  not  be:  nor  even  can  Fancy's  ej« 
Restore  what  Time  hath  labour'd  to  delMA? 
Yet  these  proud  pillars  claim  no  passing 

sigh. 
Unmoved  the  Moslem  sits,  the  light  Greek 

carols  by. 

But  who,  ofall  the  plunderers  of  yon  fane 
On  high,  where  Pallas  linger'd,  loth  to  flee 
The  latest  relic  of  her  ancient  reign; 
The  last,  the  worst,  dull  spoiler,  who  was  iMf 
Blush,  Caledonia!  such  thy  son  could  bet 
England!  I  joy  no  child  he  was  of  thine: 
Thy  free-bom  men  should  spare  what  once 

was  free; 
Yet  they  could  violate  each  saddening  shrine. 
And  bear  the^e  altars  o'er  the  long-reluctant 

brine. 

But  most  the  modem  Pict's  ignoble  boast. 
To  rive  what  Goth,  and  Turk,  and  Time 

hath  spared: 
Cold  as  the  crags  upon  his  native  coast. 
His  mind  as  barren  and  his  heart  as  hard. 
Is  he  whose  head  conceived,   whose  hand 

prepared. 
Aught  to  displace  Athena's  poor  remains: 
Her  sons  too  weak  the  sacred  shrine  to  guard, 
Yet  felt  some  portion  of  their  mother's  pains. 
And   never  knew,  till  then,  the  weight  of 

Despot's  chains. 

What !  shall  it  e'er  be  said  1;y  British  tongue, 
Albion  was  happy  in  Athena's  tears? 
Though  in  thy  name  the  slaves  her  bosom 

wrung. 
Tell  not  the  deed  to  blushing  Europe^;  ears ; 
The  ocean-queen,    the  free  Britannia  bean 
The  last  poor  plunder  Arom  a  bleeding  land : 
Yes,   she,   whose  gen'rous  aid   her  name 

endears, 
Tore  down  those  remnants  with  a  Harpy's 

hand. 
Which  envious  Eld  forbore,  and  tyrants  left 

to  stand. 

Where  was  thine  Aegis,  Pallas !  that  appall'd 
Stem  Alaric  and  Havoc  on  their  way? 
Where  Peleus'  son?   whom  Hell   in  vain 

enthrall'd. 
His  shade  from  Hades  upon  that  dread  day. 
Bursting  to  light  in  terrible  array! 
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Alt !  couM  not  Pinto  gpare  the  chief  once 

more, 
Titrftre  •  oecond  robber  from  his  prey? 
Uf  he  wandered  on  the  Styg^ian  shore, 
W  now  preeerred  the  walls  he  loved  to 

shield  before. 


e. 


CiU  ii  tiie  heart,  fair  Greece!  that  looks  on 

thee, 
5» feels  as  lorers  o^er  the  duAt  they  loved ; 
Ml  is  the  eye  that  will  not  weep  to  see 
"<    Aj  walls  denced,  thy  mouldering  shrines 

removed 
KBritisli  hands,  which  it  had  best  behoved 
n  gnard  tboae  relics  ne^er  to  be  restored. 
>g    Gbnt  be  the  honr  when  from  their  isle  they 

roved, 
'^    lid  sace  again  thy  hapless  bosom  gored, 
M  natch'd  thy  shrinking  Gods  to  n(»rtheni 

climes  abhorred ! 

Id vhereia  Harold?  shall  I  then  forget 
Tsarge  the  gloomy  wanderer  o'er  the  wave? 
Ullfe  rerk'd  he  of  all  that  men  regret ; 
Ss  lored-one  now  in  feign*d  lament  could 

rave; 

ISsfricad  the  parting  hand  extended  gare, 
bi  the  cold  stranger  passed  to  other  climes : 
I    Ind  is  his  heart  whom  charms  may  not 
I  enslave ; 

I    ht  Harold  felt  not  as  in  other  times, 
hi  left  withont  a  sigh  the  land  of  war  and 

crimes. 

I    Be  that  has  saiPd  upon  the  dark  blue  sea, 
!    hi  viewed  at  times,  I  ween,  a  full  fair  sight, 
\   Vhsa  the  fresh  breeie  is  fair  as  breese 

may  be, 
I  Tke  white  sail  set,  the  gallant  frigate  tight; 
I   ImIs,  spires,  and  strand  retiring  to  the  right, 
Ihe  glorious  main  eipnnding  o-er  the  bow. 
The  conToy  spread  like  wild  swans  in  their 

flight. 

The  dullest  sailer  wearing  bravely  now, 
Ss  gaily  curl  the  waves  before  each  dashing 

prow. 

And  oh,  the  little  warlike  world  within ! 
The  well- reeved  guns,  the  netted  canopy. 
The  hoarse  command,  the  busy  humming  din, 
Wkea,  at  a  word,  the  tops  are  mann'd  on 

high: 
Bark  to  the  Boatswain^s  call,  the  cheering 

cry! 
While  through  the  seaman's  hand  the  tackle 

glides ; 
Orschoel-boyMidshipmanthat,  standing  by, 
i    Strains  his  shrill  pipe  as  good  or  ill  betides, 
lad  well  the  docile  crew  that  skilful  urchin 

guides. 

Vhite  is  the  glassy  deck,  withont  a  stain. 
Where  on  the  watch  the  staid  Lieutenant 

walks : 
Look  on  that  part  which  sacred  doth  remain 


For  the  lone  chieftain,  who  miyestic  stalks. 
Silent  and  fear'd  by  all — ^not  oft  he  talks. 
With  aught   beneath   him,   if  he   would 

presence 
That  strict  restraint,  which  broken,  erer 

balks 
Conquest   and  Fame:   but  Britons   rarely 

swerve 
From  Law,  however  stem,  which  tends  their 

strength  to  nerve. 

Blow  !  swiftly  blow,  thou  keel-compelling 

gale! 
I'ill  the  broad  sun  withdraws  his  lessening 

Then  must  tiie  pennant-bearer  slacken  sail. 
That  lagging  barks  may  make  theirlazy  way. 
Ah!  grievance  sore,  and  listless  dull  delay. 
To  waste  on  sluggish  hulks   the  sweetest 

breeze! 
What  leagues  are  lost  before  the  dawn  of  day. 
Thus  loitering  pensive  on  the  willing  seas, 
The  flapping  sail  hauFd  down  to  halt  for 

logs  like  these ! 

The  moon  is  up ;  by  Heaven  a  lovely  eve ! 
Long  streams  of  light  o^er  dancing  waves 

expand ; 
Now  lads  on  shore  may  sigh,  and  maids  be- 
lieve : 
Such  be  our  fate  when  we  return  to  land ! 
Meantime  some  rude  Arion^s  restless  hand 
Wakes  the  brisk  harmony  that  sailors  love ; 
A  circle  there  of  merry  listeners  stand. 
Or  to  some  well-known  measure  featly  move. 
Thoughtless,  as  if  on  shore  they  still  were 

free  to  rove. 

Through  Ca1pe*s  straits  survey  the  steepy 

shore; 
Europe  and  Afric  on  each  otlier  gaze! 
Lands  of  the  dark-eyed  Maid  and  dusky 

Moor 
Alike  beheld  beneath  pale  Hecate's  blaic: 
How  softly  on  tJie  Spanish  shore  she  plays. 
Disclosing  rock,  and  slope,  and  forest  brown, 
Distinct,  though  darkening  with  her  waning 

phase ; 
But  Mauritania's  giant- shadows  frown. 
From  mountain-cliff  to  coast   descending 

sombre  down. 

*Tis  night,  when  Meditation  bids  us  feel 
We  once  have  loved,  though  love  is  at  an  end: 
The  heart,  lone  mourner  of  its  baffled  zeal, 
I'hough  friendless  now,  will  dream  it  had 

a  friend. 
Who  with  the  weight  of  years  would  w  ish 

to  bend. 
When  Youth  itself  sunives  young  Loye  and 

JoyY 
Alas!  when  mingling  souls  forget  to  blend. 
Death  hath  but  little  left  him  to  destroy! 
Ah !   happy  years !    onre  more  who  would 

not  be  a  bov? 


10      CHILDE  HAROLDS 


St.M— 68. 


PILGRIMAGE. 


Camto  n. 


Thai  bending  o*er  tlie  TeMerg  laving  fide, 
To  gaze  on  Dian^f  wave-reflected  sphere ; 
Tiie  soul  forgets  her  schemes  of  Ilope  and 

Pride, 
And  flies  onconscions  o*er  each  backward 

year. 
None  are  so  desolate  bat  something  dear. 
Dearer  than  self,  possesses  or  possessM 
A  thought,  and  claims  the  homage  of  a  tear; 
A  flashing  pang !  of  which  the  weary  breast 
Woald  still,  albeit  in  Tain,  the  heavy  heart 

divest. 

To  sit  on  rocks,  to  mase  o*er  flood  and  fell, 
To  slowly  trace  the  forest^s  shady  scene. 
Where  things  that  own  not  man^s  dominion 

dwell. 
And  mortal  foot  hath  ne^er,  or  rarely  been ; 
To  climb  the  trackless  mountain  all  unseen, 
With   the  wild  flock  that  never  needs  a 

fold; 
Alone   o*er  steeps  and   foaming'  falls    to 

lean  * 
This  is  not  solitude ;  'tis  but  to  hold 
Ckinverse  with  Nature's  charms,  and  view 

her  stores  nnroll'd. 

But  midst  the  crowd,  the  hum,  the  shock  of 

men. 
To  hear,  to  see,  to  feel,  and  to  possess. 
And  roam  along,  the  world's  tired  denizen, 
With  none  who  bless  us,  none  whom  we  can 

bless; 
Minions  of  splendour  shrinking  from  distress! 
None  that,  with  kindred  consciousness  en- 
dued. 
If  we  were  not,  would  seem  to  smile  the  less 
Of  all  that  flatter'd,  followed,  sought  and 

sued; 
This  is  to  be  alone;  this,  this  is  solitude ! 

More  blest  the  life  of  godly  Eremite, 
Such  as  on  lonely  Athos  may  be  seen, 
Watching  at  Eve  upon  the  giant  height, 
IVhich  looks  o'er  waves- so  blue,  skies  to 

serene. 
That  he  who  there  at  such  an  hour  hath 

been 
Will  wistful  linger  on  that  hallow'd  spot; 
Then  slowly  tear  him  from  the  'witching 

scene. 
Sigh  forth  one  wish  that  such  had  been  his 

lot. 
Then  turn  to  hate  a  world  he  had  almost 

forgot. 

Pass  we  the  long,  unvarying  course,  the 

track 
Oft  trod,  that  never  leaves  a  trace  behind ; 
Pass  we  the  calm,  the  gale,  the  change,  the 

tack. 
And  each  well  known  caprice  of  wave  and 

wind ; 
Pass  we  the  joys  and  sorrows  sailors  find, 
Coop'd  in  their  winged  sea-girt  citadel; 


The  foul,  the  fiiir,  the  contrary,  the  kind* 
As  breezes  rise  and  fall  and  billows  swell. 
Till  on  some  Jocund  morn — lo,  land!  and  all 

is  well. 

But  not  in  silence  pass  Calypso's  isles. 
The  sister  tenants  of  the  middle  deep ; 
There  for  the  weary  utill  a  haven  smiles , 
Though  the  fair  goddess  long  hath  ceased  to 

weep. 
And  o'er  her  clifis  a  f^itless  watch  to  Koep 
For  him  who  dared  prefer  a  mortal  bride : 
Here,  too,  his  boy  essay'd  the  dreadful  leap 
Stem  Mentor  urged  from  high  to  yonder  tid^ 
While  thus  of  both  bereft,  the  nymph-quecll 

doubly  sigfa'd. 

Her  reign  is  past,  her  gentle  glories  gone : 
But  trust  not  this ;  too  easy  youth,  beware! 
A  mortal  sovereign  holds   her  dangeroua 

throne. 
And  thou  may'stfind  a  new  Calypso  thero. 
Sweet  Florence!  could  another  ever  shara 
This  wayward,  loveless  heart,  it  would  he 

thine : 
But  check'd  by  every  tie,  I  may  not  dare 
To  cast  a  worthless  offering  at  thy  shriso. 
Nor  ask  so  dear  a  breast  to  feel  one  pang 

for  mine. 

Thus  Harold  deem'd,  as  on  that  lady's  ejs 
He  look'd,  and  met  its   beam   without  a 

thought, 
Save  Admiration  glancing  harmless  by: 
Love  kept  aloof,  albeit  not  fkr  remote, 
Who  knew  his  votary  often  lost  and  caught, 
But  knew  him  as  his  worshipper  no  more. 
And  ne'er  again  the  boy  his  bosom  sought : 
Since  now  he  vainly  urged  him  to  adore, 
Well  deem'd  the  little  God  his  ancient  sway 

was  o'er. 

Fair  Florence  found,    in  sooth  with  some 

amaze, 
One  who,  'twas  said,  still  sigh'd  to  all  he 

saw. 
Withstand,  unmoved,  the  lustre  of  her  gaze. 
Which  others  hnil'd  with  real,  or  mimic  awe, 
Tlieir  hope,  their  doom,  their  punishment, 

their  law; 
All  that  gay  Beauty  from  her  bondsmen 

claims : 
And  much  she  marvell'd  that  a  youth  so  raw 
Nor  felt,  nor  feign'd  at  least,  the  oft-told 

flames, 
Which,  though  sometimes  they  frown,  yet 

rarely  anger  dames. 

Little  knew  she  that  seeming  marble-heart, 
Now  mask'd  in  silence  or  withheld  by  pride, 
Was  not  unskilful  in  the  spoiler's  art, 
And  spread  its  snares  licentious  far  and 

wide; 
Nor  from  the  base  pursuit  had  turn'd  aside, 
As  long  as  aught  was  worthy  to  pursue: 
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Bat  Harold  on  rach  arte  no  more  relied ;   |  Childe  Harold  saiPd  and  pa«g*d  the  barren 

And  had  he  dAittftd   an   thatu*.  «>vm  on  hInM.  spot 


And  had  he  doated  on  those  eyes  so  bine, 
Yet  nerer  would  he  join  the  lover*s  whining 

crew. 

Not  much  he  kens,  I  ween,  of  woman's  breast. 

Who  thinis  that  wanton  thing  is  won  by 

sighs ; 

What  careth  she  for  hearts  when  once  pos- 
sessed ? 

Do  proper  homage  to  thine  idoPs  ejes ; 

But  not  too  humbly,  or  she  will  despise 

Yhee  and  thy  suit,  though  told  in  moTing 

tropes: 

Disguise  eren  tenderness,  if  thou  art  wise ; 

BriskConfidence  still  best  with  woman  copes; 

Piqae  her  and  soothe  in  turn,  soon  Passion 

crowns  thy  hopes. 

Tfs  an  old  lesson;  Time  approves  it  true, 
And  those  who  know  it  best,  deplore  it  most ; 
When  all  is  won  that  all  desire  to  woo. 
The  paltry  prise  is  hardly  worth  the  cost : 
I  oaUi  wasted,  minds  degraded,  honour  lost. 
These  are  thy  fruiU,succes8ful  Passion!  these! 
If,  kindly  cruel,  early  Hope  is  crost, 
StiU  to  the  last  it  rankles,  a  disease, 
Ktl  to  be  cared  when  Loye  itself  forgete 

to  please. 

Away !  nor  let  me  loiter  in  my  fong. 
For  we  haTe  many  a  mountain-path  to  tread. 
And  many  raried  shore  to  sail  along. 
By  pensiye  Sadness,  not  by  Fiction,  led — 
Climes,  fair  withal  as  eyer  mortal  head 
faaagiiied  in  ite  little  schemes  of  thought ; 
Or  e'er  in  new  Utopias  were  ared, 
To  teach  man  what  he  might  be,  or  he  ought ; 
If  that  corrnpted  thing  could  eyer  such  be 

taught. 

Dear  Nature  is  the  kindest  mother  still. 
Though  alway  changing,  in  her  aspect  mild; 
From  her  bare  bosom  let  me  take  my  fill, 
Her  neyer-wean'd,  though  not  her  favoorM 

child. 
Oh!  ahe  is  fairest  in  her  features  wild, 
Wlwre  nothing  polish'd  dares  pollute  her 

path: 
To  me  hr  day  or  night  she  eyer  smiled, 
Thawgh  I  haye  mark*d  her  when  none  other 

hath. 
Ami  MNight  her  more  and  more,  and  loyed 

her  best  in  wrath. 


Where  sad  Penelope,  o'erlook'd  the  waye ; 
And   onward   yiewM  the  mount,   not  yet 

forgot. 
The  loyer's  refuge,  and  the  Lesbian's  graye. 
Dark  Sappho!  could  not  yerse  immortal  saye 
That  breast  imbued  with  such  immortal  fire? 
Could  she  not  live  who  life  eternal  gaye? 
If  life  eternal  may  await  the  lyre, 
That  only  Heayen  to  which  Earth's  child- 

ren  may  aspire. 

Twas  on  a  Grecian  autump's  gentle  eye 
Childe  Harold  haiPd  Leucadia's  cape  afar; 
A  spot  he  long'dt4>  see,  nor  cared  to  leaye: 
Oft  did  he  mark  the  scenes  of  yanish'd  war, 
Actium,  Lepanto,  fatal  Trafalgar; 
Mark  them  unmoyed ,  for  he  would  not 

delight 
(Bom  beneath  some  remote  inglorious  star) 
In  themes  of  bloody  fray,  or  gallant  fight. 
But  loathed  the  brayo's  trade,  and  laugh'd 

at  martial  wight. 

But  when  he  saw  the  eyening-star  a1>ove 
Lencadia's  far-projecting  rock  of  woe. 
And  haird  the  last  resort  of  fruitless  love. 
He  felt,  or  deemM  he  felt,  no  common  glow : 
And  as  the  stately  yessel  glided  slow 
Beneath  the  shadow  of  that  ancient  mount. 
He  watch'd  the  billows'  melancholy  flow, 
And ,  sunk  albeit  in  thought  as  he  was  wont, 
More  placid  seem'd  his  eye ,  and  smoodi 

his  pallid  front. 

Mom  dawns ;  and  with  it  stem  Albania's 

hills, 
Dark  Suli's  rocks,  and  Pindus'  inland  peak. 
Robed  half  in  mist,   bedew'd  with  snowy 

rills, 
Array'd  in  many  a  dun  and  purple  streak. 
Arise;  and,  as  the  clouds  along  them  break. 
Disclose  the  dwelling  of  the  mountaineer : 
Here  roams  the  wolf ,  the  eagle  whets  his 

beak. 
Birds,  beasts  of  prey,  and  wilder  men  ap- 
pear. 
And  gathering  storms  around  conyulse  the 

closing  year. 

Now  Harold  felt  himself  at  length  alone. 
And  bade  to  Christian  tongues  a  long  adieu ; 
Now  he  adyentured  on  a  shore  unknown. 
Which  all  admire,  but  many  dread  to  yiew : 
His  breast  was  arm'd  'gainst  fate,  his  wante 

were  few ; 
Peril  he  sought  not,but  ne'er  shrank  to  meet. 
The  scene  was  sayage,bnt  the  scene  was  new; 
This  made  the  ceaseless  toil  of  trayel  tweet. 
Beat  back  keen  winter's  blast,  and  welromed 

summer's  heat. 

Here  the  red  cross,  for  still  the  cntss  is  here^ 


6f  Albania !  where  Iskander  rose, 
of  the  yoong,  and  beacon  of  the  wise, 
I  he,  his  name-sake,  whose  oft-baffled  foes 
frmn  his  deeds  of  chiyalrous  emprice: 
land  of  Albania!  let  me  bend  mine  eyes 
Oi  thee,  thon  mgged  nurse  of  sayage  men  ! 
Hie  cro—  deaeends,  thy  minarete  arise, 
Aad  the  pale  rresrent  sparkles  in  the  glen, 

Thravffh  nany]  a  rypress-gn>ye  within  each  I  Here  the  red  cross,  for  still  the  cn»ss  Is  here., 

city's  ken.  I  Though  sadly  icofTd  %l\iif  l3kv<b  v\t^vi\&«\««^N 
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ForgeU  that  pride  to  pamperM  Prietthood 

dear; 
Churchman  and  votary  alike  despised. 
Fonl  Superstition  !  howsoeVr  disguised. 
Idol,  saint,  virgin,  prophet,  crescent,  cross, 
For  whatsoever  symbol  thou  art  prized, 
Thou  sacerdotal  gain,  hut  general  loss! 
Who  from  true  worship^s  gold  can  separate 

thy  dross? 

Ambracia^s  gulph  hehold,where  once  was  lost 
A  world  for  woman,  lovely,  harmless  thing ! 
In  yonder  rippling  bay,  their  naval  host 
Did  many  a  Roman  chief  and  Asian  king 
Todouhtful  conflict,certain  slaughter  bring: 
Look  where  the  second  Cesar's  tniphies  rose! 
Now,  like  the  hands  that  rear'd  them,  wi- 
thering : 
Imperial  Anarchs ,  doublinfl:  human  woes ! 
Goo !    was  thy  gJitbc    ordain'd  for  such  to 

win  and  lose? 


From  the  dark  harriers  of  that  rugged  clime. 
Even  to  the  centre  of  Illyria's  vales, 
Childe  Harold  passM  o'er  many  a  mount 

sublime. 
Through  lands  scarce  noticed  in  historic 

tales; 
Yet  in  famed  Attica  such  lovely  dales 
Are  rarely  seen :  nor  can  fair  Tempo  boast 
A  charm  they  know  not ;  loved  Parnassus 

fails, 
Tlio*  classic  ground  and  consecrated  most. 
To  match  some  spots  that  lurk  within  this 

lowering  coast. 

He  passed  bleak  Pindus,  Acherusia's  lake , 
And  left  the  primal  city  of  the  land, 
And  onwards  did  his  further  journey  take 
To  greet  Albania's  chief,  whose  dread  com- 
mand 
Is  lawless  law ;  for  with  a  bloody  hand 
He  sways  a  nation,  turbulent  and  bold : 
Yet  here  and  tliere  some  daring  mountain- 
hand 
Disdain  his  power,  and  from  their  rocky  hold 
Hurl  their  defiance  far,  nor  yield,  unless  to 

gold. 

Monastic  Zitza !  from  thy  shady  brow, 
Thou  smiill.but  favoured  spot  of  holy  ground! 
Where'er  we  gaze,  around,  abote,  below, 
W^hat  rainbow  tints,  what  magic  charms  are 

found ! 
Rock,  river,  forest,  mountain,  all  abound. 
And  bluest  skies  that  harmonize  the  whole: 
Beneath,  the  distant  torrent's  rushing  sound 
Tells  where  the  volumed  cataract  doth  roll 
Betweeji  those  hanging  rocks,  that  shock  yet 

please  the  soul. 

Amidst  the  grove  that  crowns  yon  tufted  hill. 
Which,  were  it  not  for  many  a  mountain  nigh , 
Rising  in  lofty  ranks,  and  loftier  still, 
Might  well  itself  be  deem'd  of  dignity. 


The  convenes  white  walls  glisten  fair  on 

high: 
Here  dwells  the  caloyer,  nor  rude  is  he, 
\or  niggard  of  his  cheer;  tlie  passer  by 
Is  welcome  still;  nor  heedles:}  will  he  flee 
From  hence,  if  he  delight  kind  Xatare*a 

sheen  to  see. 

Here  in  the  sultriest  season  let  him  reat. 
Fresh  is  the  green  beneath  those  aged  treea  | 
Here  winds  of  gentlest  wing  will  fan  idl 

breast. 
From  heaven  itself  he  may  inhale  the  breeie  : 
The  plain  is  far  beneath — oh !  let  him  seiae 
Pure  pleasure  while  he  can ;  the  scorchiag 

ray 
Here  pierceth  not,  impregnate  with  disease: 
Then  let  his  length  the  loitering  pilgrim  lay. 
And  gaze,  untired,  the  mom,  the  noon,  tli« 

eve  away. 

Dusky  and  huge,  enlarging  on  the  sight, 
Nature's  volcanic  amphitlieatre. 
Chimera's  alps  extend  from  left  to  right  i 
Beneath,  a  living  valley  seems  to  stir; 
Flocks  play,  trees  wave,  streams  flow,  thtf 

mountain-fir 
Nodding  above:  behold  black  Acheron! 
Onre  consecrated  to  the  sepulchre. 
Pluto!  if  this  he  hell  I  look  upon. 
Close  shamed  Elysium's  gates,  my  shade 

shall  seek  for  none! 

Ne  city's  towers  pollute  the  lovely  view ; 
Unseen  is  Yanina,  though  not  remote, 
Veil'd  by  the  screen  of  hills:  here  men  are 

few. 
Scanty  the  hamlet,  rare  the  lonely  cot; 
But,  peering  down  each  precipice,  tliegoat 
Browseth;  and,pensive  o'er  his  j>ratt4;r'd  flock, 
The  little  shepherd  in  his  white  capote 
Doth  lean  his  boyish  form  along  the  rock, 
Or  in  his  cave  awaits  the  tempest's  short- 
lived shock. 

Oh!  where,  Dodona!  is  thine  aged  grove, 
Prophetic  fount,  and  oracle  divine? 
What  valley  echoed  the  response  of  Jove? 
What  trace  remaineth  of  the  thunderer's 

shrine? 
All,  all  forgotten — and  shall  man  repine 
Tliat  his  frail  bonds  to  fleeting  life  are  broke? 
Cease,  fool !  the  fate  of  gods  may  well  be 

thine : 
Wouldst  thou  survive  the  marble  or  the  oak  ? 
When  nations,  tongues,  and  worlds  must  sink 

beneath  the  stroke! 

Epims'  bounds  recede,  and  mountains  fail ; 
Tired  of  up-gazing  still,  the  wearied  eye 
Reposes  gladly  on  as  smooth  a  rale 
As  ever  Spring  yclad  in  grassy  dye : 
E'vn  on  a  plain  no  humble  beauties  lie. 
Where  some  bold  river  breaks  the  long 

expanse. 
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Midf  along  the  banks  are  wa?Ing^  li>g^ 

sliadlowa  in  the  gla«8y  waten  dances 

1  the  moon-beam  tfleep  in  uiidnifi^lit's 

Bolenin  tranre. 

!n  had  sank  behind  vast  Tomerit, 
09  wide  and  tierce  came  roaring  by ; 
ides  of  wonted  night  were  gatliering 

yet, 
Awn  the  fltcep  banis  winding  warily, 
Flarold  «nw,  like  ineteora  in  the^ky, 
ttering*  minarets  of  Tcpalen, 
rails  o>rlook  the  stream  ;  and  draw- 
ing nigh, 
rd  the  bu^y  hum  of  irarrior-men 
g  the  breeze    that  sighed  along  the 

lengthening  glen. 

*d  the  «acred  Ilaram^s  silent  tower, 
demeath  the  wide  overarching  gate 
d  the  dwelling  of  this  chief  of  power, 
ill  around  proclaimed  his  high  estate, 
no  rommon  pomp  the  despot  sate, 
busy  preparations  shook  the  court, 
eunuchs,  soldiers,  guests,  and  san- 

tons  wait ; 
,  a  palace,  and  without,  a  fort: 
ten   of  every  clime  appear  to  make 

resort. 

caparit<on''d,  a  ready  row 
ed  horse,  and  many  a  warlike  store 
the  wide  extending  court  below  : 
strange  groups  adornM  the  corridor; 
-times  through  the  Area*s  echoing  door 
ligh-capp^d  Tartar  spurrM  his  steed 

away: 
ark,  the  Greek,  the  Albanian,  and 

the  Moor, 
ning'led  in  their  many-hued  array, 
the  deep  war-drum*s  sound  announced 

the  close  of  day. 

ild  Albanian  kirtled  to  his  knee, 
hawl-girt  head  and  ornamented  gun, 
ild-embroiderM  garments,  fair  to  see ; 
nnuon-scarfed  men  of  Macedon ; 
elhi  with  his  cap  of  terror  on, 
DoLed  glaiTe;  the  lively,suppleGreek; 
rarthy  \ubia*s  mutilated  son ; 
eard<^  Turk  that  rarely  deigns   to 

speak, 
'  of  all  around,  too  potent  to  be  meek, 

ix*d  conspicnont :    some  recline  In 

groups,  ^ 
ng  the  motley  scene  that  yaries  round; 
some  grave  Moslem  to  devotion  stoops, 
«ne  that  smoke,  and  some  that  play, 

are  found ; 
leAlbanian  proudly  treads  the  ground; 
rhifpering  there  the  Greek  is  heard 

to  prate ; 
from  the  mosque  the  nightly  solemn 

iiound , 


The  Muezzin^s  call  doth  shake  the  minaret, 
'^  There  is  no  god  but  God! — to  prayer — lo! 

God  is  groat!  ^^ 

Just  at  this  season  Raniazani's  fast 
Through  the  long  day  its  penance  did  main- 
tain: 
But  when  the  lingering  twilight-hour  was 

paot, 
Rerel  and  feast  ansnmed  the  rule  again : 
Now  all  was  bustle,  and  the  menial  train 
Prepared  and  spread  the  plenteous  board 

within ; 
The  vacant  gallery  now  seemed  made  in  vain. 
But  from  the  cliambers  came  the  mingling 

din, 
As  page  and  slave  anon   were  passing  out 

and  in. 

Here  woman ^s  voice  is  never  heard :  apart. 
And  scarce  permitted,   guarded,  vcird,  to 

move. 
She  yields  to  one  her  person  and  her  heart. 
Tamed  to  her  cage,  nor  feels  a  wish  to  rove: 
For,  not  unhappy  in  her  master^s  love, 
And  joyful  in  a  mother's  gentlest  cares. 
Blest  cares !  all  other  feelings  far  above ! 
Herself  more  sweetly  rears  the  babe  she 

bears , 
Who  never  quits  the  breast,  no  meaner 

passion  shares. 

In  marble-paved  pavilion,  M'here  a  spring 
Of  living  water  from  the  centre  rose. 
Whose  bubbling  did  a  genial  freshness  fling. 
And  soft  voluptuous  couches  breathed  repose, 
Au  reclined,  a  man  of  war  and  woes ; 
Yet  in  his  lineaments  ve  cannot  trace, 
WhileGentleness  her  mi  Ider  radiance  throws 
Along  that  aged  venerable  face. 
The  deeds  that  lurk  beneath,  and  stain  him 

with  disgrace. 

It  is  not  that  yon  hoary  lengthening  beard 
111  suits  the  passions  which  belong  to  youth ; 
Love  conquers  age — so  Hafiz  hath  averr'd, 
So  sing«  tlie  Teian,  and  he  sings  in  sooth — 
But  crimes  that  scorn  the  tender  voice  of 

Ruth, 
Beseeming  all  men  ill,  but  most  the  man 
In  years ,  have  marked  him  with  a  tiger*s 

tooth; 
Blood  follows  blood,   and,  through  their 

mortal  span, 
In  bloodier  acts  conclude  those  who  with 

IiIcmhI  began. 

'Mid  many  things  most  new  to  car  and  eye 
The  pilgrim  rested  here  his  weary  feet, 
And  gazed  around  on  Moslem  luxury. 
Till  quickly  wearied  with  that  spacious  seat 
Of  Wealth   and  Wantonncns,   the  choice 

retreat 
Of  sated  Grandeur  from  the  rity^s  noise : 
And  were  it  hiunblor  it  in  sooth  were  sweet ; 
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But  Peac-e  abhorreth  artificial  Joys , 
AndPiea«iire,  leagued  with  Pomp,  the  zeflt  of 

both  destroy!. 

Fierce  are  Albania's  children,  yet  they  lack 
Not  virtues,  were  those  virtues  more  mature. 
Where  is  the  foe  that  erer  saw  their  back  ? 
Who  can  so  well  the  toil  of  war  endure  Y 
Their  native  fastnesses  not  more  secure 
Than  they  in  doubtful  time  of  troublous 

need: 
Their  wrath  how  deadly!  but  their  friend- 
ship sure. 
When  Gratitude  or  Valour  bids  them  bleed. 
Unshaken  rushing  on  where'er  their  chief 

may  lead. 

CShilde  Harold  saw  them  in  their  chieftain's 

tower 

Thronging  to  war  in  splendour  and  success ; 

And  after  view'd  them,  when,  within  their 

power, 

Himself  awhile  the  victim  of  distress ; 

That  saddening  hour  when  bad  men  hollier 

press : 

But   these  did  shelter  him  beneath  their 

roof, 

When  less  barbarians  would  have  cheer'd 

him  less. 

And  fellow-countr3rmen  have  stood  aloof — 

In  aught  that  tries  the  heart  how  few  with- 
stand the  proof! 

It  chanced  that  adverse  winds  once  drove 

his  bark 

Full  on  the  coast  of  Suli's  shaggy  shore. 

When  all  around  was  desolate  and  dark; 

To  land  was  perilous,  to  sojourn  more ; 

Yet  for  awhile  the  mariners  forbore. 

Dubious  to  trust  where  treachery  might 

lurk: 

At  length  they  ventured  forth,though  doubt- 
ing sore 

That  those  who  loathe  alike  the  Frank  and 

Turk 

Might  once  again  renew  their  ancient  but- 
cher-work. 

Vain  fear !  the  Suliotes  stretch'd  the  wel- 
come hand. 

Led  them  o'er  rocks  and  past  the  dangerous 

swamp , 

Kinder  than  polish'd  slaves  though  not  so 

bland , 

And  piled  the   hearth,   and  wrung  their 

gannents  damp, 

And  fiird  the  bowl,  and  trimm'd  the  cheer- 
ful lamp. 

And  spread  their  fare;  though  homely,  all 

they  had: 

Such   conduct   bears  Philanthropy's  rare 

stamp — 

To  rest  the  weary  and  to  soothe  the  sad. 

Doth  lesson  happier  men ,   and  shames  at 

least  the  bad. 


It  came  to  pass,  that  when  he  did  address 
Himself  to  quit  at  length  this  mountain-land. 
Combined  marauders  half-way  barr'd  egress. 
And  wasted  for  and  near  with  glaive  and 

brand; 
And  therefore  4id  he  take  a  trusty  band 
To  traverse  Acamairia's  forest  wide. 
In  war  well  season 'd,and  with  labours  tann'd. 
Till  he  did  greet  white  Achelous'  tide. 
And  from  his  further  bank  iEtolia's  woldt 

espied. 

Where  lone  Utraikey  forms  its  circling  cove. 
And  weary  waves  retire  to  gleam  at  rest. 
How  brown  the  foliage  of  the  green  hill's 

grove. 
Nodding  at  midnight  o'er  the  calm  bay^ 

breast. 
As  winds  come  lightly  whispering  from  the 

west. 
Kissing,  not  ruffling,  the  blue  deep's  serene : 
Here  Harold  was  received  a  welcome  guest, 
Nor  did  he  pass  unmoved  the  gentle  scene. 
For  many  a  joy  could  he  from  Night's  soft 

presence  glean. 

On  the  smooth  shore  the  night-fires  brightily 

blazed. 
The  feast  was  done,  the  red  wine  circling 

fast. 
And  he  that  unawares  had  there  ygased 
With  gaping  wonderment  had  stared  aghast; 
For  ere  night's  midmost,  stillest  hour  was 

past 
The  native  revels  of  the  troop  began ; 
Each  Palikar  his  sabre  from  him  cast. 
And  bounding  hand  in  hand,   man  iink'd 

to  man. 
Yelling  their  uncouth  dirge,  long  dannced 

the  kirtled  clan. 

Childe  Harold  at  a  little  distance  stood 
And  view'd 'but  not  displeased,  therevelrie, 
Nor  hated  harmless  mirth,  however  rude : 
In  sooth,  it  was  no  vulgar  sight  to  see 
Their  barbarous,yet  their  not  indecent,glee, 
And,  as  the  flames  along  their  faces  gleam'd. 
Their  gestures  nimble,  dark  eyes  flashing 

free. 
The  long  wild  locks  that  to  their  girdles 

stream'd , 
While  thus  in  concert  they  this  lay  half  sang, 

half  scream'd ; 

Tavbovroi!  Tambourgi!  thy '1  arum  afar 
Gives  hope  to  the  valiant,and  promise  of  war; 
All  the  sons  of  the  mountains  arise  at  the  note, 
Chiiuariot,  Illyrian,  and  dark  Suliote ! 

Oh!  who  is  more  brave  than  a  dark  Suliote, 
In  his  snowy  camese  and  his  shaggy  capote  f 
To  the  wolf  and  the  vulture  be  leaves  his 

wild  flock, 
And  descends  to  the  plain  like  the  stream 

from  the  rock. 
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9M  the  MNis  of  Chimgri,  who  ne^^er  forglTe 
The  fan  It  of  a  friend,  hid  an  enemj  live? 
Let  tho«e  guns  to  unerring  each  vengeance 

forego? 
Whatmark  iito  fairai  the  breast  of  a  foe? 

Karedonia  sends  forth  her  invincible  race; 

Fir  a  time  they  abandon  the  cave  and  the 

chase: 

Bat  thoae  tcarfs  of  hlood-red  shall  he  red- 
der, before 

The  sahre  is  sheathed  and  the  battle  is  o*er. 

Ihea  the  pirates  of  Parga  that  dwell  bjr 

the  waves, 

Aii  teach  the  pale  Franks  what  it  b  to  be 

slaves. 

Shall  leave  on  the  beach  tlic  long  galley 

and  oar, 

kai  track  to  his  covert  the  captive  on  shore. 

I  Mk  not  the  pleasures  that  riches  supply, 
■7  sabre  shall  win  what  the  feeble  must 

buy; 
Ul  win  the  young  bride  with  her  long 

flowing  hair, 
lid  many  a  maid  from  her  mother  shall 

tear. 

1  Isre  the  fair  face  of  the  maid  in  her  youth, 

Bar  careaeee  shall  lull  me,  her  music  shall 

soothe ; 

Let  her  bring  from  her  chamber  her  many- 
toned  lyre. 

And  sing  na  a  song  on  the  fall  of  her  sire. 

IcBember  the  moment  when  Previsa  fell, 

Ike  shrieks  of  the  conquered,  the  conquer- 
ors* yell ; 

The  roofs  that  we  fired ,  and  the  plunder 

we  shared. 

The  wealthy  we  slaughter^,  the  lovely  we 

spared. 

I  talk  not  of  mercy,  I  talk  not  of  fear ; 
He  neither  most  know  who  would  serve  the 

% izier : 
Suee  the  days  of  our  prophet  the  Crescent 

ne^er  saw 
A  duef  ever  glorious  like  Ali  Pashaw. 

Dark  Mn<:htar  his  son  to  the  Danube  is  sped, 

Let  the  yellow-hair'dGiaours  view  his  horse- 
tail with  dread ; 

When  his  Delhls  come  dashing  in  blood 

o^er  the  banks. 

Saw  few  shall  escape  from  the  Muscovite 

ranks! 

Sclietar !  unsheathe  then  our  chiefs  scimitan 
Tanbourgi!  thy  'larum  gives  promise  of 

war. 
Ye  monntains ,  that  sec  us  descend  to  the 

shore, 
Shall  view  na  aa  victors,  or  view  us  no  more ! 


Fair  Greece !  sad  relic  of  departed  worth ! 
Immortal,  though  no  more ;  though  fallen, 

great! 
Who  now  shall  lead  thy  scatter^  children 

forth. 
And  long  accustomed  bondage  uncreate  ? 
Not  such  thy  sons  who  whilome  did  await. 
The  hopeless  warriors  of  a  willing  doom. 
In  bleak  Thermopyls's  sepulchral  strait — 
Oh !  who  diat  gallant  spirit  shall  resume. 
Leap  from  Eurota's  banks,  and  call  thee  from 

the  tomb? 

Spirit  of  freedom !  when  on  Phyle's  brow 
Thou  sat'st  with  Thrasybulus  and  his  train, 
Couldst  thou  forebode  the  dismal  hoar  which 

now 
Dims  the  green  beauties  of  thine  Attic  plain]? 
Not  thirty  tyrants  now  enforce  the  chain, 
But  every  carle  can  lord  it  o'er  thy  land ; 
Nor  rise  thy  sons,  but  idly  rail  in  vain. 
Trembling  beneath  the  scourge  of  Turkish 

hand, 
From  birth  till  death  enslaved ;  in  word,  in 

deed  unmanned. 

In  all,  save  form  alone,how  changed!  and  who 
That  marks  the  fire  still  sparkling  in  each 

eye. 
Who  but  would  deem  their  bosoms  bum'd 

anew 
W^ith  thy  unquenched  beam,  lost  Liberty ! 
And  many  dream  withal  the  hour  is  nigh 
That  gives  them  back  their  fathers'  heritage: 
For  foreign  anns  and  aid  they  fondly  sigh. 
Nor  solely  dare  encounter  hostile  rage. 
Or  tear  their  name  defiled  from  Slavery's 

mournful  page. 

Hereditary  bondsmen !  know  ye  not 

Who  would  be  free  tliemselves  must  strike 

the  blow? 
By  their  right  arms  the  conquest  must  be 

wrought  ? 
Will  Gaul  or  Muscovite  redress  ye?  no! 
True,  they  may  lay  your  proud  despoilers 

low. 
But  not  for  you  will  Freedom's  altars  flame. 
Shades  of  the  Helots !  triumph  o'er  your  foe ! 
Greece!  change  thy  lords,  thy  state  is  still 

the  same: 
Thy  glorious  day  is  o'er,  but  not  thine  years 

of  shame. 

Tlie  city  won  for  Allah  from  the  Giaour, 
The  Giaour  from  Othman's  race  again  may 

wrest; 
And  the  Serai's  impenetrable  tower 
Receive  the  fiery  Frank,  her  former  gne^t; 
Or  Wahab's  rebel  brood  who  dared  divest 
The  prophet's  tomb  of  all  its  pious  spoil. 
May  wind  theirpath  of  blood  along  theWest; 
But  ne'er  will  freedom  seek  this  fat<'.d  soil. 
But  slave  succeed  to  slave  through  vears  of 

endless  toil. 
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Yet  mark  their  mirtli — ere  lenten  days  begin, 
Tliat  penance  wliicli  their  holy  rites  prepare 
To  slirii  e  from  man  iiis  weight  of  mortal  sin. 
By  daily  abstinence  and  nightly  prayer; 
Rut  ere  his  sackcloth  garb  Repentance  wear, 
Some  days  of  joyaonce  are  decreed  to  ail. 
To  take  of  pleasaance  each  his  secret  share, 
In  motley  robe  to  dance  at  masking  ball. 
And  join  the  mimic  train  of  merry  Carnival. 

And  whose  more  rife  with  merriment  than 

thine.t 
Oh  Stamboul !  once  tlie  empress  of  their 

reign? 
Though  turbans  now  pollute  Sophia^s  shrine, 
And  fireece  her  Tcry  altars  eyes  in  rain : 
(Alas!  her  woes  will  still  perrade  my  strain!) 
Gay  were  her  minstrels  once,  for  free  her 

throng, 
All  felt  the  common  joy  they  now  must  feign, 
\of  oft  iVe  seen  such  sight,  nor  heard  such 

song. 
As  woo'd  the  eyejand  thrill'd  the  Bospho- 

rus  along. 

Loud  was  the  lightsome  tumnlt  of  the  shore. 
Oft  Music  changed ,  but  never  ceased  her 

tone. 
And  timely  echoed  back  the  measured  oar, 
And  rippling  waters  made  a  pleasant  moan : 
The  Queen   of  tides  on   high   consenting 

shone. 
And  when   a  transient  breeze  swept  o*er 

the  wave, 
^was ,   B8  if  darting  from  her  hearenly 

throne , 
A  brighter  glance  her  form  reflected  gave, 
Till  sparkling  billows  seem'd  to  light  the 

banks  they  lave. 

Glanced  many  alight  caique  along  the  foam. 
Danced  on  the  shore  the  daughters  of  the 

land , 
\e  thought  had  man  or  maid  of  rest  or  home, 
While  many  a  languid  eye  and  thrilling 

hand 
Exchanged    the    look   few    bosoms    may 

withstand. 
Or  gently  prest,  returned  the  pressure  still: 
Oh  Love !  young  Lovfi !  bound  in  thy  rosy 

band. 
Let  sage  or  cynic  prattli  as  he  will, 
Theie  hours,  and  only  these,  redeem  Lifers 

year?  of  ill ! 

But,  midst  the  throng  in  merry  masquerade. 
Lurk  there  no  hearts  that  throb  with  secret 

pain, 
Even  through    the  closest   searment  half 

betray'd  f 
To  sQch  the  gentle  murmurs  of  the  main 
Seem  to  re-echo  all  tliey  mourn  in  vain  ; 
To  such  the  gladness  of  the  gnnieHome  crowd 
Is  source  of  wajrward  thought  and  stem 

disdain : 


flow  do  they  loathe  the  laughter  idly  load. 
And  long  to  change  the  robe  of  revel  for 

the  shroud ! 

This  must  he  feel,the  true-bom  son  ofCreece, 
If  Greece  one  true-born  patriot  slill  can 

boast: 
Not  such  as  prate  of  war ,  but  skulk  in  peace. 
The  bondman^s  peace,  who  sighs  for  all  he 

lost. 
Yet  with  smooth  smile  his  tyrant  can  accost. 
And  wield  the  slavish  sickle,  not  the  sword : 
Ah !  Greece !  they  love  thee  least  who  owe 

thee  most; 
Their  birth,  their  blood,  and  tliat  sublime 

record 
Of  hero-sires,  who  shame  thy  now  degen- 
erate horde! 

When  riseth  Lacedemon's  hardihood. 
When  Thebes  Epaminondas  rears  again, 
When    Athens*  children    are  with  hearts 

endued, 
When  Grecian  mothers  shall  give  birth  to 

men. 
Then  may^st  thou  be  restored ;  but  not  till 

then. 
A  thousand  years  scarce  serve  to  form  a  stale; 
An  hour  may  lay  it  in  the  dust :  and  when 
Can  man  its  shatterM  splendour  renovate. 
Recall  its  virtues  back,  and  vanquish  Time 

and  Fate? 

And  yet  how  lovely  in  thine  age  of  woe. 
Land  of  lost  gods  and  godlike  men !  art  thou! 
Thy  vales  of  ever-green,  thy  hills  of  snow 
Pniclaim  theeNature's  varied  favourite  now: 
Thy  fanes,  thy  temples  to  thy  surface  bow. 
Commingling  slowly  with  heroic  earth. 
Broke  by  the  share  of  every  rustic  plough : 
So  perish  monuments  of  mortal  birth. 
So  perish  all  in  turn ,   save  well-recrorded 

W^orth ; 

Save  where  some  solitary  column  monms 
Above  its  prostrate  brethren  of  the  cave : 
Save  where  Tritonia's  airy  shrine  adorns 
Colonna's  cliff,  and  gleams  along  the  wave; 
Save   o'er    some  warrior's  half- forgotten 

grave. 
Where  the  gray  stones  and  unmolested  grass 
Ages,  but  not  oblivion,  feebly  brave, 
\lhile  strangers  only  not  regardless  pass. 
Lingering  like  me,  perchance,  to  gaze,  and 

sigh  ''Alas!  ** 

Yet  are  thy  skies  as  blue,  thy  crags  as  wild; 
Sweet  are  thy  groves,  and  verdant  are  thy 

fields, 
T^ine  olive  ripe  as  when  Minerva  smiled. 
And  still  his  honied  wealth  Ilymettus  yields; 
There  the  blithe  bee  his  fragrant  fortress 

builds. 
The  frevborn  wanderer  of  thy  mountain-air; 
Apollo  still  thy  long,   long  summer  gilds, 
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StilJ  io  his  beam  IMendeli's  marlilef  glare ; 
Art.  Glurr,  Freedom  fail,  but  Nature  still 

is  fair. 

WhereVr  ire  tread  'tis  haunted,  holj  ground; 
No  earth  of  thine  is  lost  in  Tulgar  mould. 
But  one  vast  reabn  of  Wonder  spreads  around, 
And  all  the  BInse's  tales  seem  truly  told. 
Till  tlie  sense  aches  with  gazing  to  behold 
The  scenes  our  earliest  dreams  have  dwelt 

U|»on: 
Each  hill  and  dale ,  each  deepening  glen 

and  wold 
Defies  the  power  which  crush*d  thy  temples 

gone: 
Age  ahakes  Athena^s  tower,  but  spares  gray 

.   Marathon. 

The  sun,  the  soil,  but  not  the  slaicthe  same; 
Unchanged  in  all  except  its  foreign  lord — 
Preserrea  aliie  its  bounds  and  boundless 

fiune 
TheBattle-field,  wherePersia^s  victim  horde 
Fir«t   bow'd  beaeath  the  brunt  of  Hellas' 

sword, 
As  OD  the  mom  to  distant  Glory  dear. 
When  Marathon  became  a  magic  word; 
Which  atter*d,  to  the  hearer's  eye  appear 
The  caup,  the  host,  the  light,  the  conquer- 
or's career, 

The  flyiDg  Mede,  his  shaftless  broken  bow ; 
The  fiery  Greek ,  his  red  pursuing  spear ; 
Moontainf  above,  Earth's,  Ocean's  plain 

below  ; 
Death  in  the  front.  Destruction  in  the  rear! 
Sach  was  the  scene — what  now  remaineth 

here? 
What  Micred  trophy  marks  the  hallowed 

ground. 
Recording  Freedom's  smile  and  Asia's  tear? 
The  rifled  urn,  the  violated  mound, 
The  dnstthy  courser's  hoof,  rude  stranger ! 

spuruff  around. 

Vet  to  the  remnants  of  thy  splendour  past 
Shall  pilgrims,  pensive,  but  unwearied, 

throng  $ . 
Long  shall  the  Toyager,with  th'  Ionian  blast, 
Hail  the  bright  clime  of  battle  and  of  song ; 
Long  shall  thine  annals  and  immortal  tongue 
Fill  with  thy  fame  the  youth  of  many  a 

shore ; 
Boast  of  the  aged !  lesson  of  the  young ! 
Which  sages  renerate  and  bards  adore. 
As  F^las  and  the  Muse  unveil  their  awful 

lore. 

Hie  parted  bosom  clings  to  wonted  home. 
If  angfat  that's  kindred  cheer  the  welcome 

hearth ; 
Re  that  is  lonely  hither  let  him  roam. 
And  gaze  complacent  on  congenial  eartli. 
Grrere  is  no  lightsome  land  of  social  mirth ; 
Bat  he  whom  Sadness  sootheth  may  abide, 


And  scarce  re^t  the  region  of  his  birth. 
When  wandering  slow  by  Delphi's  sacred 

side , 
Or  gnsiug  oY^rthe  plains  where  Greek  and 

Persian  died. 

Let  such  approach  this  consecrated  land. 
And  pass  in  peace  along  the  magic  waste : 
But  spare  its  relics — let  no  busy  hand 
Deface  the  scenes,  already  how  defaced! 
Xut  for  such  purpose  were  tJiese  altars  placed: 
Revere  the  remnants  nations  once  revered : 
So  may  our  country's  name  be  undisgraced. 
So  may'st  thou  pnisper  where  thy  youth 

was  rear'd , 
By  every  honest  joy  of  love  and  life  en- 

dear'd ! 

For  thee,  who  thus  in  too  protracted  song 
Hast  soothed  thine  idlesse  witli  inglorious 

lays , 
Soon  shall  thy  voice  be  lost  amid  the  throng 
Of  louder  minstrels  in  these  later  days : 
To  such  resign  the  strife  for  fading  bays — 
111  may  such  contest  now  the  spirit  move 
Which  heeds  nor  keen  reproach  nor  partial 

praise; 
Since  cold  each  kinder  heart  that  might 

approve , 
And  none  are  left  to  please  when  none  are 

left  to  love. 

Thou  too  art  gone,  thou  loved  and  lovely 

one! 
Wliom  youth  and  youth's  affection  bound 

to  me; 
Who  did  for  me  what  none  beside  have  done, 
jVor  shrank  from  one  albeit  unworthy  thee. 
W^hat  is  my  being?  thou  hast  ceased  to  be! 
Nor  staid  to  welcome   here  thy   wanderer 

home. 
Who  mourns  o'er  hours  which  we  no  more 

shall  see- 
Would  they  had  never  been,  or  were  to  come! 
Would  he  had  ne'er  returned  to  find  fresh 

cause  to  roam! 

Oh !  ever  loving,  lovely,  and  beloved ! 

How  selfish  Sorrow  ponders  on  the  past. 

And  clings  to  thoughts  now  better  far  re- 
moved ! 

ButTime  shall  tear  thy  shadow  from  me  last. 

All  thou  could'st  have  of  mine,  stern  Death ! 

thou  hast; 

The  parent,  friend,  and  now  the  more  than 

friend : 

Xe'er  yet  for  one  thine  arrows  flew  so  fast. 

And  grief  with  grief  con  tinning  still  to  blend. 

Hath  snatch'd  the  little  joy  that  life  had 

yet  to  lend. 

Then  must  I  plunge  again  into  the  crowd. 
And  follow  all  that  Peace  disdains  to^ekV 
Where  Revel  calls,  and  Laughter,  vainly 

loud , 
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False  to  the  heart,  distorts  the  hollow  cheek, 
To  leaTe  the  flagging  spirit  doubly  weak ; 
Still  o^er  the  features,  which  perforce  they 

cheer. 
To  feign  the  pleasure  or  conceal  the  pique, 
Smiles  form  the  channel  of  a  future  tear. 
Or  raise  the  writhing  lip  with  iU-dissembled 

sneer. 

What  is  the  worst  of  woes  that  wait  on  age  ? 
What  stamps  the  wrinkle  deeper  on  the 

brow? 
To  yiew  each  loved  one  blotted  from  life's 

And  be  alone  on  earth,  as  I  am  now. 
Before  the  Cliastener  humbly  let  me  bow, 
0*er  hearts  divided  and  o'er  hopes  destroyed : 
Roll  on,Taiu  days !  full  reckless  may  ye  flow, 
Since   Time  hath  reft  whatever  my  soul 

enjoyed. 
And  with  the  ills  of  Eld  mine  earlier  years 

alloy'd. 


CANTO    III. 

^  Afin  que  cette  appliettioH  voas  forcAt  de  p«B- 
ser  a  autre  chose;  il  n^y  a  en  v^rite  ae  rem^e 
que  celni-la  et  le  temps." 

Lreitre  uu  Hoi  de  Prufse  a  d^Alembert^ 
Sept.  7,  ins. 

Is  thy  face  like  thy  mother's,  my  fiiir  child ! 
Ada !  sole  daughter  of  my  house  and  heart  ? 
When  last  I  saw  thy  young  blue  eyes  they 

smiled. 
And  then  we  parted, — not  as  now  we  part, 
But  with  a  hope. — 

Awaking  with  a  start. 
The  waters  heare  around  me ;  and  qn  high 
The  winds  lift  up  their  voices :  I  depart, 
Whither  I  know  not;  but  the  hour's  gone  by. 
When  Albion's  lessening  shores  could  grieve 

or  glad  mine  eye. 

Once  more  upon  the  waters  !  yet  once  more ! 
And  the  waves  bound  beneath  me  as  a  steed 
That  knows  his  rider.     Welcome,  to  their 

roar! 
Swift  be  their  guidance,  wheresoe'er  it  lead! 
lliough  the  strain'd  mast  should  quiver  as  a 

reed. 
And  the  rent  canvas  fluttering  strew  the  gale. 
Still  must  I  on ;  for  I  am  as  a  weed. 
Flung  from  the  rock,  on  Ocean's  foam,  to  sail 
Where-e'er  the  surge  may  sweep,  the  tem- 
pest's breath  prevail. 

In  my  youth's  summer  I  did  sing  of  One, 
The  wandering  outlaw  of  hin  own  dark  mind; 
AgaJB  I  seize  the  theme  then  but  begun. 
And  hear  it  with  me,  as  the  rushing  wind 
B«*ars  the  cloud  onwards :  in  that  Tale  I  find 


The  farrows  of  long  thought,  and  dried-np 

tears. 
Which,  ebbing,  leave  a  sterile  track  behind, 
O'er  which  allheaYily  the  journeying  years 
Plod  the  last  sands  of  life,  —  where  not  a 

flower  appears. 

Since  my  young  days  of  passion — joy,or  pain, 
Perchance  my  heart  and  harp  have  lost  a 

string. 
And  both  may  jar :  it  may  be,  that  in  vain 
I  would  essay  as  I  have  sung  to  sing. 
Yet,  though  a  dreary  strain,  to  this  I  ding; 
So  that  it  wean  me  from  the  weary  dream 
Of  selfish  grief  or  gladness — so  it  fling 
Forgetfulness  around  me — it  shall  seem 
To  me,  though  to  none  else,  a  not  ungrate- 
ful theme. 

He,  who  grown  aged  in  this  world  of  woe. 
In  deeds,notyears,piercing  the  depths  of  life. 
So  that  no  wonder  waits  him ;  nor  below 
Can  love,  or  sorrow,  fame,  ambition,  strife. 
Cut  to  his  heart  again  with  the  keen  knife 
Of  silent,  sharp  endurance :  he  can  tell 
Why  thought  seeks  refuge  in  lone  caves,  yet 

rife 
With  airy  images,  and  shapes  which  dwell 
Still  unimpair'd,  Uiough  old,  in  the  soul's 

haunted  cell. 

'TIS  to  create,  and  in  creating  live 
A  being  more  intense,  that  we  endow 
With  form  our  fancy,  gaining  as  we  give 
The  life  we  image,  even  as  I  do  now. 
What  am  I  ?  Nottiing ;  but  not  so  art  thou. 
Soul  of  my  thought!  with  whom  I  traverse 

earth , 
Invisible  but  garJng,  as  I  glow 
Mix'd  with  thy  spiritblendcd  with  thy  birth. 
And  feeling  still  with  thee  in  my  crush'd 

feelings'  dearth. 

Yet  must  I  think  less  wildly: — 1  have  tliought 
Too  long  and  darkly,  till  my  brain  became. 
In  its  own  eddv  boiling  and  o'erwrought, 
A  whirling  gulf  of  phantasy  and  flame : 
And  thus,  untaught  in  youth  my  heart  to 

tame. 
My  springs  of  life  were  poison'd.  'TIS  too 

late! 
Yet  am  I  changed ;  though  still  enough  the 

same 
In  strength  to  bear  what  time  can  not  abate. 
And  feed  on  bitter  fruits  without  accusing 

Fate. 

Something  too  much  of  this: — but  now  tis 

past, 
And  the  spell  closes  with  its  silent  seal. 
Long  absent  Harold  re-appears  at  last; 
He  of  the  breast  which  fain  no  more  would 

feel. 
Wrung  with  the  wounds,  which  kill  not  'but 

ne'er  heal ; 
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TflC  Haw,  who  duuiges  all,  had  altered  him 
h  loal  and  aspect  at  in  age :  yean  f  teal 
Pin  from  the  nuiid  ai  Tigonr  from  tiie  limb  ; 
Aid!  life's  eochanted  enp  bat  sparklet  near 

the  brim. 

ffii  had  been  qnaff'd  too  quicklj9.and  he 

found 

Tie  drego  were  wormwood ;  but  he  fiU'd 

again, 

kai  from  a  parer  fount,  on  holier  groond, 

iai  deemM  itt  tpring  perpetual;  but  m  vain! 

SdlJ  roQiid  him  clung  inTisiblj  a  chain 

lildeh  gmli'd  for  erer,  fettering  though  un- 
seen. 

Aid  hemrj  thoa|^  it  clanli'd  not;   worn 

with  pain. 

Winch  pined  although  it  spoke  not,  and 

grew  keen, 

EtteriDg  with  CTeiy  ttep  h«  took,  through 

many  a  tceae. 

Secare  in  guarded  coldness,  he  had  mix'd 
A^ain  in  fancied  safety  with  his  kind. 
And  deem'd  his  spirit  now  so  Brmly  fix'd 
Aad  sheathed  with  an  invulnerable  mind, 
That,  if  no  joy,  no  sorrow  lurk'd  behind ; 
Aad  he,  at  one,  might  midst  the  many  stand 
Uiheeded,  tearching  through  the  crowd  to 

find 
Fit  specnlation !  such  as  in  strange  land 
He  found    in  wonder-works   of  God    and 

Nature's  hand. 

Bat  who  can  Tiew  die  ripen'd  rose,  nor  seek 
Ts  wear  it  f  who  can  curiously  behold 
Tke  tmoothnets  and  the  sheen  of  beauty's 

cheek, 
Ssr  feel  the  heart  cav  never  all  grow  old? 
Who  can  contemplate  Fame  through  clouds 

unfold 
The  star  which  rises  o'er  her  steep,nor  climb? 
Harold,  once  more  within  the  vortex  roll'd 
Oa  with  the  giddy  circle,  chasing  Time, 
Yet  with  a  nobler  aim  than  in  his  youth's 

fond  prime. 


Bat  ooon  he  knew  himself  the  most  unfit 
Of  men  to  herd  with  Man  ;  with  whom  he 

held 
Little  in  common ;  untaught  to  submit 
Hit  thonghts  to  others,   though  his  soul 

was  quell'd 
h  yonth  by  his  own  thoughts ;  still  uncom- 

pell'd. 
He  would  not  yield  dominion  of  his  mind 
To  spirits  against  whom  his  own  rebell'd; 
Proud  though  in  desolation ;  which  could 

find 
A  life  within   itself,  to  breathe  without 

mankind. 

Where  rote  the  mountains,   there  to  him 

were  friends; 
Where  roll'd  the  orean,thereon  was  his  home; 


Where  a  blue  sky,  and  glowing  clime,  ex* 

tends. 
He  had  the  passion  and  the  power  to  roam , 
The  desert,  forest,  cavern,  breaker's  foam; 
Were  unto  him  companionship  ;  they  spake 
A  mutual  language,  clearer  than  the  tome 
Of  his  land's  tongue ,  which  he  would  oft 

forsake 
For  Nature's  pages  glass'd  by  sunbeams  on 

the  lake. 

Like  the  Chaldean,  he  could  watch  the  stars, 
Till  he  had  peopled  them  with  beings  bright 
As  their  own  beams ;  and  earth,  and  earth- 

bom  jars. 
And  human  frailties,  were  forgotten  quite : 
Could  behave  kept  his  spirit  to  that  flight 
He  had  been  happy ;  but  this  clay  will  sink 
Its  spark  immortal,  envying  it  the  light 
To  which  it  mounts,  as  if  to  break  the  link 
That  keeps  us  from  yon  heaven  which  woos 

us  to  its  brink. 

Rut  in  Man's  dwellings  he  became  a  thing 
Restless  and  worn,  ana  stem  and  wearisome, 
Droop'd  as  a  wild-bom  falcon  with  dipt 

To  whom  theboundless  air  alone  wore  home: 
Then  came  his  fit  again,  which  to  o'ercome, 
As  eagerly  the  barr'd-up  bird  will  beat 
His  breast  and  beak  against  his  wiry  dome 
Till  the  blood  tinge  his  plumage,  so  the  heat 
Of  his  impeded  soul  would   through  hit 

bosom  eat. 

Self-exiled  Harold  wanders  forth  again. 
With  nought  of  hope  left ,   but  with  lest 

of  gloom ; 
The  very  knowledge  that  he  lived  in  vain. 
That  all  was  over  on  this  side  the  tomb, 
Had  made  Despair  a  smilingness  assume, 
WhicJk.9   though  'twere  wild ,  —  as  on  the 

plunder'd  wreck 
When  mariners   would  madly  meet  their 

doom 
With  draughts  intemperate  on  the  sinking 

deck, — 
Did  yet  inspire  a  cheer,  which  he  forbore 

to  check. 

Stop  ! — for  thy  tread  is  on  an  Empire's  dust! 
An  Earthquake's  spoil  is  sepulchred  below ! 
Is  the  spot  mark'd  with  no  colossal  bnst? 
Nor  column  trophied  for  triumphal  show? 
None  ;  but  the  moral's  truth  tells  simpler  so, 
As  the  ground  was  before,  thus  let  it  be  ; — 
How  that  red  rain  hath  made  the  harvest 

grow ! 
And  is  this  all  the  world  has  gain'd  by  thee. 
Thou  first  and  last  of  fields  !  king-making 

Victory  f 

And  Harold  stands  upon  this  place  of  skulls. 
The  grave  of  France,  the  deadly  Waterloo! 
How  in  aahour  the  power  which  gave  annuls 

4 


CmLDE  HAROLD^S 


St.  I9^tt. 


PILGRIMAGE.       Cavm  UI. 


Iti  giffti,  transferrins  fame  at  fleetinff  too ! 
In  '^pride  of  place  ^  here  lait  the  eagle  flew. 
Then  tore  with  bloody  talon  the  rent  plain, 
Pierced   by  the  shaft   of  banded  nations 

through; 
Ambition's  life  and  labours  all  were  vain ; 
He  wears  the  shattered  links  of  the  world's 

broken  chain. 

Fit  retribution !  Gaul  may  champ  the  bit 
And  foam  in  fetters ; — but  is  Earth  more  free? 
Did  nations  combat  to  make  One  submit ; 
Or  league  to  teach  all  kings  true  sovereignty? 
What!  shall  reriying  Thraldom  again  be 
The  patch'd-up  idol  of  enlightened  days? 
Shall  we,  who  struck  the  Lion  down,  shall  we 
Pay  the  Wolf  homage?    proffering  lowly 

gaie 
And  servile  knees  to  thrones  ?   No ;  prove 

before  ye  praise ! 

If  not,  o^er  one  fallen  despot  boast  no  more ! 
In  vain  fair  cheeks  were  furrowed  with  hot 

tears 
For  Europe's  flowers  long  rooted  up  before 
The  trampler  of  her  vineyards ;  in  vain  years 
Of  death,  depopulation,  bondage,  fears, 
Have  all  been  borne,  and  broken  by  the 

accord 
Of  roused-np  millions :  all  that  most  endears 
Glory,  is  when  the  myrtle  wreathes  a  sword 
Such  as  Harmodius  drew  on  Athens'  tyrtmt 

lord. 

There  was  a  sound  of  revelry  by  night. 
And  Belgium's  capital  had  gather'd  then 
Her  Beauty  and  her  Chivalry,  and  bright 
The  lamps  shone  o'er  fair  women  and  brave 

men; 
A  thousand  hearts  beat  happily;  and  when 
Music  arose  with  its  voluptuous  swell. 
Soft  eyes  look'd  love  to  eyes  which  spake 

again, 
And  all  went  merry  as  a  marriage-bell ; 
But  hush!  hark !  a  deep  sound  strikes  like  a 

rising  knell! 

Did  ye  not  hear  it? — No;  'twas  but  the  wind. 

Or  tlie  car  rattling  o'er  the  stony  street ; 

On  with  the  dance !  let  joy  be  nnronfined ; 

No  sleep  till  morn  when  Youth  and  Pleasure 

meet 

To  chase  the  glowing  Hours  with  flying 

feet^ 

Bat,  hark ! — that  heavy  sound  breaks  in  once 

more. 

As  if  the  clouds  its  echo  would  repeat ; 

And  nearer,  clearer,  deadlier  than  before ! 

Arm!  Arm!  it  is — it  is — the  cannon's  open- 
ing roar! 

Within  a  window'd  niche  of  that  high  hall 
Sate  Brunswick's  fated  chieftain ;   he  did 

hear 
That  sound  the  first  amidst  the  festival. 


And  caught  its  tone  with  Death's  prophetic 

ear: 
And.  when  they  smiled  because  he  deem'd  it 

near. 
His  heart  more  truly  knew  that  peal  too  well 
Which  stretch'd  his  father  on  a  bloody  bier. 
And  roused  the  vengeance  blood  alone  could 

quell : 
He  rush'd  into  the  field,  and,  foremost  fight- 
ing, fell. 

Ah !  then  and  there  was  hurrying  to  and  fro. 
And  gathering  tears,  \ind  tremblings  of  dis- 
tress. 
And  cheeks  all  pale,  which  but  an  hour  ago 
Blush'd  at  the  praise  of  their  own  loveliness; 
And  there  were  sudden  partings,   such  as 

press 
The  life  from  out  young  hearts,  and  choking 

sighs 
Which  ne'er  might  be  repeated ;  who  could 

guess 
If  ever  more  should  meet  those  mutual  eyes. 
Since  upon  nights  so  sweet  such  awful  mom 

could  rise? 

And  there  was  mounting  in  hot  haste:  the 

steed. 
The  mustering  squadron,  and  the  clattering 

car. 
Went  pouring  forward  with  impetuous  speed. 
And  swiftly  rorming  in  the  ranks  of  war ; 
And  the  deep  thunder  peal  on  peal  afar ; 
And  near,  the  beat  of  the  alarming  drum 
Roused  up  the  soldier  ere  the  morning  star ; 
While   tlurong'd  the  citixens  with   terror 

dumb. 
Or  whispering,  with  white  lips — ^^The  foe ! 

They  come!  they  come!** 
• 

And  wild  and  high  the  ^'Cameron's  gathe- 
ring" rose! 
The  war-note  of  Lochiel,   which  Albya'a 

hills 
Have  heard,  and  heard,  too,  have  her  Saxon 

foes : — 
How  in  the  noon  of  night  that  pibroch  thrills. 
Savage  and  shrill !    But  with  the  breath 

which  fills 
Hieir   mountain- pipe,  so   fill   the  mount- 
aineers 
With  the  fierce  native  daring  which  instils 
The  stirring  memory  of  a  thousand  years. 
And  Evan's,   Donald's  fame  rings  in  each 

clansman's  c^rs! 

And  Ardennes  waves  above  them  her  green 

leaves. 
Dewy  with  nature^s  tear-drops,  tm  they  pass. 
Grieving,  if  aught  inanimate  e'er  grieves. 
Over  the  nnretnming  brave, — alas ! 
Ere  evening  to  be  trodden  like  the  grass 
Which  now  beneath  them,  bnt  above  shall 

grow 
In  its  next  verdure,  when  this  fiery  mats 


Casto  IU.      CHILDK  HAROLDIS     St.  28—87. 


PUiGRIlllilGE. 


» 


Of  liTiagTaliHir,  rolling  on  the  foe 
And  buraing  with  liigil  hope,  shall  moulder 

cold  and  low. 

ImU  Booa  heheld  then  full  of  luity  life, 
LmI  ere  in  Beauty**  circle  proudly  gay. 
The  midnight  brought  the  signal-eound  of 

•trife. 
The  mom  the  manhalling  in  armf, — the  day 
Battlers  magnificentlv-«tem  array! 
The  thundrr^loudt  rfoge  o*er  it,  which  when 

rent 
The  earth  i^  covered  thick  with  other  clay. 
Which  her  own  clay  shall  cover,  heap'd  and 

pent, 
Rider  and  horee, — friend,  foe, — in  one  red 

burial  blent! 

Their  praise  is  hymnM  by  loftier  harps  than 

mine; 
Yet  one  I   would  s(>lert  from  that  proud 

^       throng, 
Putly  because  they  blend  me  with  his  line, 
Aad  partly  that  I  lud  his  sire  some  wrong. 
And  partly  that  bright  names  will  hallow 

song; 
Aad  his   was  of  the   braiest,   and  when 

diowerM 
The  death-bolts  deadliest  the  tliinn'd  files 

along, 
EfcB  where  the  thickest  of  war*s  tempest 

lower'df 
They  reached  no  nobler  breast  than  thine, 

young,  gallant  Howard! 

Ibere  haTO  been  tears  and  breaking  hearts 

for  thee. 
And  mine  were  nothing,  had  I  such  to  give; 
liat  when  I  stood  beneath  the  fresh  green 

tree. 
Which  ItTing  waves  where  thou  didst  cease 

to  live, 
.    And  saw  around  me  the  wide  field  revive 
'    With  fntits  and  fertile  promise,   and  the 

Spring 
CsBW  forth  her  work  of  gladness  to  contrive, 
With  all  her  reckless  birds  upon  the  wing, 
I  turned  from  all  she  brought  to  those  she 

could  not  bring. 

I  turned  to  thee,  to  thousands,  of  whom  each 
•tad  oae  as  all  a  ghastly  gap  did  make 
la  his  own  kind  and  kindred,  whom  to  teach 
Forgetfalness  were  mercy  for  their  sake ; 
rbe  Archangel's  trump,  not  Glory's,  must 

awake 
These  whom  they  thirst  for;    though  the 

sound  of  Fame 
May  for  a  moment  soothe,  it  cannot  slake 
The  fever  of  vain  longing,  and  the  name 
]$•  honoured  but  assumes  a  stronger,  bitterer 

claim. 

I 


'I'he,  tree  will  wither  long  before  it  fiall ; 
The  hull  drives  on,  though  mast  and  sail  be 

torn; 
The  roof-tree  sinks,  but  moulders  on  the  hall 
In  massy  hoariness;  the  ruin*d  wall 
Stands  when  its  wind-worn  battlements  are 

gone; 
The  bars  survive  the  captive  they  enthral ; 
The  day  drags  through  though  storms  keep 

out  the  sun ; 
And  thus  the  heart  will  break,  yet  brokenly 

live  on : 

Even  as  a  broken  mirror,  which  the  gluM 
In  every  fragment  multiplies;   and  makes 
A  thousand  images  of  one  that  was. 
The  same,  and  still  the  more,  the  mure  it 

breaks; 
And  thuN  the  heart  will  do  which  not  forxakes. 
Living  in  shattor*d  guise,  and  still,  and  cold. 
And  bloodies,  with  its  sleepless  sorrow  achei» 
Yet  withers  on  till  all  without  is  old. 
Shewing  no  visible  sign,  for  such  things  are 

untold. 

lliere  is  a  very  life  in  our  despair. 

Vitality  of  poison, — a  quick  root 

Which  feeds  these  deadly  branches;   for  it 

were 
As  notJiing  did  we  die ;  but  Life  will  suit 
lt<i(*lf  to  Sorrow's  most  detested  fruit. 
Like  to  the  apples  on  the  Dead  Sea's  shoro. 
All  ashes  to  the  taste:   Did  man  compute 
Existence  by  enjoyment,  and  count  o'er 
Such  hours  'gainst  years  of  life, — say,  would 

he  name  three-'score? 

The  Psalmist  number'd  out  the  years  of  man: 
lliey  are  enough ;  and  if  thy  talc  be  true, 
lliou,  who  didst  grudge  him  even  tliat  fleet- 
ing spnn , 
More  than  enough,  thou  fatal  Waterloo! 
Millions  of  tongues  record  thee,  and  anew 
Their  children's  lips  shall  echo  them,  and 

say— 
^^Here,  where  the  sword  united  nations  drew, 
''Our  countrymen  were  warring  on  that  day! " 
And  this  is  much,  and  all  which  will  not 

pass  away. 

There  sunk  the  greatest,  nor  the  worst  of  men. 
Whose  spirit  antithetically  mixt 
One  moment  of  the  mightiest,   and  again 
On  little  objects  with  like  firmness  fixt. 
Extreme  in  all  things !  hadst  thou  been  be- 
twixt ; 
Thy  throne  had  still  been  thine,  or  never 

been; 
For  daring  made  thy  rise  as  fall :  thou  seek'st 
Even  now  to  re-assume  the  imperial  mien, 
And  shake  again  the  world,  the  Thunderer 

of  the  scene! 


They  mourn  ,    but  smile   at  lengtli ;    and,    Conqueror  and  raptive  of  the  enrtli  art  thou ! 

SHDuliag,   mourn :  |  She  trembles  at  thee  still,  and  thy  wild  name 
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Was  ne'er  more  bruited  in  men's  minds  than 

now 
That  thou  art  nothing,  save  the  jest  of  Fame, 
Who  woo'd  thee  once,  th  j  vassal,  and  became 
The  flatterer  of  thy  fierceness,    till   thou 

wert 
A  god  unto  thyself;  nor  less  the  same 
To  the  astounded  kingdoms  all  inert, 
l¥ho  deem'd  thee  for  a  time  whatever  thou 

didst  assert. 

Oh,  more  or  less  than  man — in  high  or  low. 
Battling  with  nations,  flying  from  the  field  ; 
Now  making  monarchs*  necks  thy  footstool, 

now 
More  than  thy  meanest  soldier  taught  to 

yield ; 
An  empire  thou  conldst  crush,   command, 

rebuild. 
But  govern  not  thy  pettiest  passion,  nor, 
however  deeply  in  men's  spirits  skilFd, 
Look  through  thine  own,  nor  curb  the  lust 

of  war. 
Nor  learn  that  tempted  Fate  will  leave  the 

loftiest  star. 

Yet  well  thy  soul  hath  brook*d  the  turning 

tide 
With  that  untaught  innate  philosophy. 
Which,  be  it  wisdom,  coldness,  or  deep  pride, 
Is  gall  and  wormwood  to  an  enemy. 
When  the  whole  host  of  hatred  stood  hard  by. 
To  watch  and  mock  thee  shrinking,  thou  hast 

smiled 
With  a  sedate  and  all-enduring  eye; — • 
When  Fortune  fled  her  spoiFo  and  favourite 

child. 
He  stood  nnbow*d  beneath  the  ills  upon  him 

piled. 

Sager  than  in  thy  fortunes;  for  in  them 
Ambition  stoel'd  thee  on  too  far  to  show 
That   just    habitual    scorn    which    could 

contemn 
Men  and  their  thoughts;  'twas  wise  to  feel, 

not  so 
To  wear  it  ever  on  thy  lip  and  brow. 
And  spurn  the  instruments  thou  wert  to  use 
Till  they  were  tum'd  unto  thine  overthrow : 
Tis  but  a  worthless  world  to  win  or  lose ; 
So  hath  it  proved  to  thee,  and  all  such  lot 

who  choose. 

If,  like  a  tower  upon  a  headlong  rock. 
Thou  hadst  been  made  to  stand  or  fall  alone. 
Such  scorn  of  man  hadhelp'd  to  brave  the 

shock ; 
But  men's  thoughts  were   the  sleps  which 

paved  thy  throne, 
TTkeir  admiration  thy  best  weapon  shone ; 
The  part  of  Philip's  son  was  Uime,   not  Uien 
(Unless  aside  thy  purple  had  been  thrown) 
liike  stern  Diogenes  to  mork  at  men ; 
For  sceptred  cynics  earth  were  far  too  wide 

a  den. 


But  quiet  to  quick  bosoms  is  a  hell. 
And  there  hath  been  thy  heme ;  there  is  a  fire     i 
And  motion  of  the  soul  which  will  not  dwell     i 
In  its  own  narrow  being,  but  aspire 
Beyond' the  fitting  medium  of  desire; 
And,  but  once  kind  led,  quenchless  evermore,     < 
Preys  upon  high  adventure,  nor  can  tire 
Ofaught  but  rest;  a  fever  at  the  core, 
Fatal  to  him  who  bears,   to  all  who  ever    . 

bore. 

This  makes  the  madmen  who  have  made  men    | 

mad 
By  their  contagion ;  Conquerors  and  Kings, 
Founders  of  sects  and  systems,  to  whom  add^ 
Sophists,   Bards,   Statesmen,  all  unquiet 

things 
Which   stir  too  strongly  the   soul's  secret 

springs. 
And  are  themselves  the  fools  to  those  they 

fool; 
Envied,  yet  how  unenviable!    what  stings 
Are  theirs!    One  breast  laid  open  were  a 

school 
Which  would  unteach  mankind  the  lusl  to 

shine  or  rule: 

Their  breath  is  agitation,  and  their  life 
A  storm  whereon  they  ride,  to  sink  at  last. 
And  yet  so  nursed  and  bigoted  to  strife. 
That  should  their  days,  surviving  perils  past^ 
Melt  to  calm  twilight,  they  feel  overcast 
With  sorrow  and  supineness,  and  so  die ; 
Even  as  a  flame  unfed,  which  runs  to  waste 
With  its  own  flickering,  or  a  sword  laid  by 
Which  eats  into  itself,  and  rusts  ingloriously. 

He  who  Rseends  to  mountain-tops,  shall  find 
The  loftiest  peaks  most  wrapt  in  clouds  and 

snow; 
He  who  surpasses  or  subdues  mankind. 
Must  look  down  on  the  hate  of  those  below. 
Though  high  abm>e  the  sun  of  glory  glow. 
And  far  beneath  the  earth  and  ocean  spread. 
Round  him  are  icy  rocks,  and  loudly  blow 
Contending  tempests  on  his  naked  head. 
And  thus  reward  the  toils  which  to  those 

summits  led. 

Away  with  these!  true  wisdom's  world  will  be 
Within  Its  own  creation,  or  in  thine. 
Maternal  Nature!  for  who  teems  like  thee. 
Thus  on  the  banks  of  thy  migestic  Rhine? 
There  Harold  gazes  on  a  work  divine, 
A  blending  of  all  beauties;  streams  and 

dilli}, 
Fruit,   foliage ,   crag ,    wood  ,    corn-field, 

mountain,  vine. 
And  chieflets  castles  breathing  stem  fare- 
wells 
From   gray  but  leafy  walls,  where  Ruin 

greenly  dwells. 

And  there  they  stand,  as  stands  a  lofty  mind, 
.Worn,  but  unstooping  to  the  baser  crowd. 
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All  traantlcM,  rave  to  the  crannying  wind, 
Or  holding'  dark  commnnion  witft  the  cloud. 
There  waf  a  day  when  they  were  yoang 

and  proud, 
BuDem  on  high,  and  battles  pansM  below ; 
Bat  they  who  fought  are  in  a  bloody  ihroud, 
iad  those  which  waved  are  shredless  dust 

ere  now, 
Aad  the  bleak  battlements  shall  bear  no 

future  blow. 

Bracath    these  battlements,  within  those 

walls. 
Power  dwelt  amidst  her  passions;  in  proud 

state 
Eurh  rohher-chief  upheld  his  armed  halls, 
Dsing  his  evil  will,  nor  less  elate 
Thaa  mightier  heroes  of  a  longer  date. 
What  want  these  outlaws  conquerors  should 

have? 
Bat  History's  purchased  pag^e  to  call  them 

great? 
1  wider  space,  an  ornamented  grave  ? 
TVsir  hopea  were  not  less  warm,  their  souls 

were  full  as  brave. 

h  dieir  baronial  feuds  and  single  fields. 
What  deeda  of  prowess  unrecorded  died! 
Aid   Love,  which   lent  a  blazon  to  their 

shields, 
With  emblems  well   devised  by  amorous 

pride, 
nueagh  All  the  mail  of  iron-hearts  would 

glide ; 
Bit  still    their  flame  was  fierceness,  and 

drew  on 
Keen  contest  and  destruction  near  allied, 
Asdnmny  a  tower  for  some  fair  mischief  won, 
Siw  die  discoloured  Rhine  beneath  its  ruin 

run. 

Batllion,  exulting  and  abounding  river! 
Ibking  thy  waves  a  blessing  as  they  flow 
Threagh  banks  whose  beauty  would  endure 

for  ever 
Could  man  bat  leave  thy  bright  creation  so, 
W  it*  fkir  promise  from  the  surface  mow 
With  the  sharp  scythe  of  conflict, — then  to 

see 
Hiy  valley  of  sweet  waters,  were  to  know 
Earth   paved   like   IIea%'en;    and  to  seem 

such  to  me 
i^vea  aow  what  wants  thy  stream? — that 

it  should  Lethe  be. 

A  thousand  battles  have  assailM  thy  banks. 
Bat  theae  aad  half  their  fame  have  passed 

away, 
Aad  Slaughter  heapM  on  hif^  his  weltering 

ranks ; 
IWr  Tery  gravea  are  gone,  and  what  are 

they? 
Hiy  tide  washed  down  the  blood  of  yesterday, 
M  all  was  stainless,  and  on  thy  clear  stream 
Glasi*d  with  its  dancing  light  the  sunny  ray ; 


Rut  o*er  the  blackened  memory^s  blighting 

dream 
Thy  waves  would  vainly  roll,  all-sweeping 

as  they  seem. 

Thus  Harold  inly  said,  and  passed  along, 
:  Yet  not  insensibly  to  all  which  here 
Awoke  the  jocund  birds  to  early  song 
In  glens  which  might  have  made  even  exile 

dear: 
lliough  on  his  brow  were  graven  lines  au- 
stere. 
And  tranquil  sternness  which  had  ta^en  the 

place 
Of  feelings  fierier  far  but  less  severe, 
Joy  was  not  always  absent  from  his  face. 
But  o^er  it  in  such  scenes  wonld  steal  witli 

transient  trace. 

Nor  was  all  love  shut  from  him,  though  his 

days 
Of  passion  had  consumed  themselves  to  dust. 
It  is  in  vain  that  we  would  coldly  gaxe 
On  such  as  smile  upon  us ;  the  heart  must 
Leap  kindly  back  to  kindness,  though  disgust 
Hath  wean'd  it  from  all  worldlings :  thus  he 

felt. 
For  there  was  soft  remembrance,  and  sweet 

trust 
In  one  fond  breast,  to  which  his  own  would 

melt, 
And  in  its  tenderer  hour  on  that  his  bosom 

dwelt. 

And  he  had  leamM  to  love, — I  know  not  why  ^ 
For  this  in  such  as  him  seems  strange  of 

mood, — 
The  helpless  looks  of  blooming  infancy. 
Even  in  its  earliest  nurture;  what  subdued. 
To  change  like  this,  a  mind  so  far  imbued 
With  scorn  of  man ,  it  little  boots  to  know; 
Rut  thus  it  was ;   and  though  in  solitude 
Small  power  the  nipped  affections  have  to 

grow. 
In  him  this  glowM  when  all  beside  had 

ceased  to  glow. 

And  there  was  one  soft  breast,  as  hath  been 

said. 
Which  unto  his  was  bound  by  stronger  ties 
Than  the  church  links  withal ;  and,  though 

unwed. 
That  love  was  pure,  and,  far  above  disguise. 
Had  stood  the  test  of  mortal  enmities 
Still  undivided,  and  cemented  more 
By  peril,  dreaded  most  in  female  eyes ; 
But  this  was  firm,  and  from  a  foreign  shore 
Well  to  that  heart  might  his  these  absent 

greetings  pour! 


The  castled  crag  of  Drachenfels 
Frowns  o*er  the  wide  and  winding  Rhine, 
Whose  breast  of  waters  broadly  swells 
Between  the  banks  which  bear  thovine; 
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And  hills  ail  rich  with  bioMom'd  treeg, 
And  fields  which  promise  com  and  wine, 
And  scattered  cities  crowning  these, 
Whose  far  white  walls  along  them  shine, 
Have  strewM  a  scene,  which  I  should  see 
With  double  joy  wert  thou  with  me  I 

And  peasant  girls,  with  deep  blue  eyes, 
And  hands  which  offer  early  flowers. 
Walk  smiling  o'er  this  paradioe; 
Above,  the  frequent  feudal  towers 
Through  green  leaver  lift  their  walls  of  gray. 
And  many  a  rock  which  steeply  lours. 
And  noble  arch  in  proud  decay, 
liook'o'er  this  vale  of  vintage-bowers; 
But  one  thing  want  these  banks  of  Hhine, — 
Thy  gentle  hand  to  clasp  in  mine ! 

I  send  the  lilies  given  to  me ; 
Though  long  before  thy  hand  they  touch, 
1  know  that  they  must  withered  be. 
But  yet  reject  them  not  as  such; 
For  1  have  cherished  them  as  dear, 
Because  they  yet  niay  meet  thine  eye. 
And  guide  thy  soul  to  mine  even  here. 
When  thou  behold'st  them  drooping  nigh, 
And  know*st  them  gathered  by  the  Hhine, 
And  offered  from  my  heart  to  thine! 

The  river  nobly  foams  and  flows. 
The  charm  of  this  enchanted  ground, 
And  all  its  thousand  turns  disclose 
Some  fresher  beauty  varying  round ; 
The  haughtiest  breast  its  wish  might  bound 
Through  life  to  dwell  delighted  here; 
Nor  could  on  earth  a  spot  be  found 
To  nature  and  to  me  so  dear. 
Could  thy  dear  eyes  in  following  mine 
Still  sweeten  more  these  banks  of  Rhine ! 


Bj  Coblents,  on  a  rise  of  gentle  ground 
There  is  a  small  and  simple  pyramid. 
Crowning  the  summit  of  the  verdant  mound ; 
Beneath  its  base  are  heroes'  ashes  hid. 
Our  enemy's, — but  let  not  that  forbid 
Honour  to  Marceau !  o'er  whose  early  tomb 
Tears,  big  tears,  gush'd    from  the  rough 

soldier's  lid. 
Lamenting  and  yet  envying  such  a  doom. 
Falling  for  France,  whose  rights  he  battled 

to  resume. 

Brief,  brave,  and  glorious  was  his  young 

career, — 
His  moaneri  were  two  hosts,   his  friends 

and  foes; 
And  fitly  may  the  stranger  lingering  here 
Pray  for  his  gallant  spirit's  bright  repose ; 
For  he  was  Freedom's  champion,  one  of  those. 
The  few  in  number,  who  had  not  o'crstept 
The  charter  to  chastise  which  she  bestows 
On  such  an  wield  her  weapons ;  he  had  kept 
The  whiteness  of  his  soul,  and  thus  men  o^er ; 

him  wept.  i 


Here  Ehrenbreitstein,  with  her  shatter'd  wal  I 
Black  with  the  miner's  blast,upon  her  height 
Yet  shows  of  what  she  was,  when  shell  and 

ball 
Rebounding  idly  on  her  strength  did  light; 
A  tower  of  victory !  from  whence  the  flight 
Of  baffled  foes  was  watch'd  along  the  plain : 
But  Peace  destroy'd  what  War  could  never 

blight. 
And  laid  those  proud  roofs  bare  to  Summer's 

rain — 
On  which  the  iron-shower  for  years  had 

pour'd  in  vain. 

Adieu  to  thee,  fair  Rhine!   How  long  de- 
lighted 
The  stranger  fain  would  linger  on  his  way ! 
Thine  is  a  scene  alike  where  souls  united 
Or  lonely  Contemplation  thus  might  stray; 
And  could  the  ceaseless  vultures  cease  to 

prey 
On  self-condenming  bosoms,  it  were  here. 
Where  Nature,  nor  too  sombre  nor  too  gay. 
Wild  but  not  rude,  awful  yet  not  austere. 
Is  to  the  mellow  Earth  as  Autumn  to  the  year. 

Adieu  to  thee  again  !  a  vain  adieu ! 

There  can  be  no  farewell  to  scene  like  thine; 

The  mind  is  colour'd  by  thy  every  hue ; 

And  if  reluctantly  the  eye9  resign 

Their  cherish'd  gaxe  upon  thee,  lovelyRhine! 

'TIS  with  the  wankful  glance  of  parting- 
praise; 

More  mighty  spots  may  rise — more  glaring 

shine. 

But  none  unite  in  one  attaching  maze 

The  brilliant,  fair,  and   soft, — the  glories 

of  old  days. 

The  negligently  gn^and,  the  fruitful  bloom 
Of  coming  ripeness,  the  white  city's  sheen. 
The  rolling  stream,  the  precipice's  gloom. 
The    forest's    growth,    and   Uothic  walls 

between. 
The  wild  rocks  shaped  as  they  had  turrets 

been 
In  mockery  of  man's  art;  and  these  withal 
A  race  of  faces  happy  as  the  scene. 
Whose  fertile  bounties  here  extend  to  all. 
Still  springing  o'er  thy  banks,  though  Em- 
pires near  them  fair 

But  these  recede.    Above  me  are  the  Alp 
The  palaces  of  Nature,  whose  vast  walls 
Have  pinnacled  in  clouds  their  snowy  scalp 
And  throned  Eternity  in  icy  halls 
Of  cold  sublimity,  where  forms  and  falls 
The  avalanche — the  thunderbolt  of  snow! 
All  that  expands  the  spirit,  yet  appals. 
Gather  around  these  summits,  as  to  sW 
How  Earth  may  pierce  to  Heaven,  yetT 

vain  man  be 

But  ere  these  match  less  heights  I  dare  tfl 
There  is  a  spot  should  not  be  pass'd  in  vi 
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the  proad,tlie  patriot  field!  where  man 
ize  on  ghaitly  trophies  of  tiie  ilain, 
Mh  for  those  who  conquer*d  on  that 

plain; 
irgund  J  bequeathed  his  tombless  host, 
heap,  through  ages  to  remain, 
^I^es  their  monument; — the  Stygian 

coast 
Ichred  they  roam 'd,  and  shrieked  each 

wandering  ghost. 

MTaterloo  with  Cannae^s  carnage  vies, 
ind  Marathon  twin-names  shall  stand, 
rcre  true  Glory's  stainless  i^ictories, 
f  the  unambitious  heart  and  hand 
tmd,  brotherly,  and  civic  band, 
oaght  champions  in  no  princely  cause 
(-entaird  Corruption;    they  no  land 
to  bewail  the  blasphemy  of  laws 
\  kings'  rights  divine,  by  some  Dra- 
conic clause. 

ine  wall  a  lonelier  column  rears 
and  grief-worn  aspect  of  old  days, 
t  last  remnant  of  the  wreck  of  years, 
)kfi  as  with  the  wild-bewilder'd  g^e 
to  stone  converted  by  amaze, 
11    with  consciousness,  and  there  it 

stands 
;  a  marvel  that  it  not  decays, 
the  coeval  pride  of  human  hands, 
i  Aventicum,  hath  strew'd  her  sub- 
ject lands. 

jere — oh!  sweet  and   sacred   be  the 

name! — 
-the  daughter,  the  devoted — gave 
uth  to  Heaven;  her  heart,  b€»neath  a 

claim 
t  to  Heaven's,  broke  o'er  a  father's 

grave. 
is   sworn   'gainst   tears,  and   hers 

would  crave 
ie  she  lived  in ;  but  the  judge  was  just, 
en  she  died  on  him  she  could  not  save. 
tomb  was  simple  and  without  a  bust, 
dd  within  their  urn  one  mind,  one 

heart,  one  duet. 

ese  are  deeds  which  should  not  pass 

away, 
ones  that  must  not  wither,  though 

the  earth 
I  her  empires  with  a  just  decay, 
■lavers  and  the  enslaved,  their  death 

and  birth; 
rh,  the  mountain-m^esty  of  worth 
be,  and  shall,  survivor  of  its  woe, 
im  its  immortality  look  forth 
lanV  face,  like  yonder  Alpine-snow, 
hably  pure  beyond  all  things  below. 

-man  woos  me  with  it«  rr^-stal  face, 
rror  where  the  stars  and  mountains 

view 


The  still  nest  of  their  aspect  in  each  trace 
Its  clear  depth  yielda  of  their  far  height  and 

hue: 
There  is  too  much  of  man  here,  to  look 

through 
With  a  fit  mind  the  might  which  I  behold; 
But  soon  in  me  shall  Loneliness  renew 
Ihoughts  hid,  but  not  less  cherish'd  than 

of  old. 
Ere  mingling  with  the  herd  had  penn'd  me 

in  their  fold. 

To  fly  ftrom,  need  not  be  to  hate,  mankind; 
All  are  not  fit  with  them  to  stir  and  toil. 
Nor  is  it  discontent  to  keep  the  mind 
Deep  in  its  fountain,  lest  it  overboil 
In  the  hot  throng,  where  we  become  the  spoil 
Of  our  infection,  till  too  late  and  long 
We  may  deplore  and  struggle  with  the  coil. 
In  wretched  interchange  of  wrong  for  wrong 
'Midst  a  contentions  world,  striving  where 

none  are  strong; 

There,  in  a  moment,  we  may  plunge  our  years 
In  fatal  penitence,  and  in  the  blight 
Of  our  own  soul  turn  all  our  blood  to  tears. 
And  colour  things  to  come  with  hues  of 

Night; 
The  race  of  life  becomes  a  hopeless  flight 
To  those  that  walk  in  darkness :  on  the  sea, 
The  boldest  steer  but  where  their  ports 

invite. 
But  there  are  wanderers  o'er  Eternity 
Whose  bark  drives  on  and  on,  and  anchor'd 

ne'er  shall  be. 

Is  it  not  better,  then,  to  be  alone. 
And  love  Earth  only  for  its  earthly  sake? 
By  the  blue  rushing  of  the  arrowy  Rhone. 
Or  the  pure  bosom  of  its  nursing  lake. 
Which  feeds  it  as  a  mother  who  doth  make 
A  fair  but  froward  infant  her  own  care, 
Kissing  its  cries  away  as  these  awake ; — 
Is  it  not  better  thus  our  lives  to  wear. 
Than  join  the  crushing  crowd,  doom'd  to 

inflict  or  bear  f 

I  live  not  in  myself,  but  I  become 
Portion  of  that  around  me ;  and  to  me. 
High  mountains  are  a  feeling,  but  the  hum 
Of  human  cities  torture :  I  can  see 
N'othing  to  loathe  in  nature,  save  to  be 
A  link  reluctant  in  a  fleshly  chain, 
Class'd  among  creatures,  when  the  soul  can 

flee. 
And  with  the  sky,  the  peak,  the  heaving 

plain 
Of  ocean,  or  the  stars,  mingle,  and  not  in 

vam. 

And  thus  I  am  absorb'd,  and  this  is  life : 
1  look  upon  the  peopled  desart  past. 
As  on  a  place  of  agony  and  strife. 
Where,  for  some  sin,  to  Sorrow  I  was  cast. 
To  art  and  safler,  but  remount  at  last 
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With  a  fresh  pinion ;  which  I  feel  to  fpring. 
Though  yonng,  yet  waxing   vigoroiu,  ai 

tlie  blast 
Which  it  would  cope  with,   on  delighted 

wing. 
Spuming  the  clay-cold  bondf  which  round 

our  being  cling. 

And  when,  at  length,  the  mind  shall   be 

all  free 
From  what  it  hates  in  this  degraded  form. 
Reft  of  its  carnal  life,  save  what  shall  be 
Existent  happier  in  the  flj  and  worm, — 
When  elements  to  elements  confonn. 
And  dust  is  as  it  should  be,  shall  I  not 
Feel  all  I  see,  less  daxiling,  but  more  warm  ? 
The  bodiless  thought?  the  Spirit  of  each 

spot? 
Of  which,  eren  now,  I  share  at  times  the 

immortal  lot? 

Are  not  the  mountains,  waves,  and  skies, 

a  part 
Of  me  and  of  mj  soul,  as  I  of  them? 
Is  not  the  love  of  these  deep  in  my  heart 
With  a  pure  passion?  should  I  not  contemn 
All  objects,  if  compared  with  these?  and  stem 
A  tide  of  suffering,  rather  than  forego 
Such  feelings   for  the  hard  and  worldly 

phlegm 
Of  those  whose  eye§  are  only  turned  below, 
Gazing  upon  the  ground,    with   thoughts 

which  dare  not  glow? 

But  thi  I  is  not  my  theme ;  and  I  return 
To  that  which  is  immediate,  and  require 
Those  who  find  contemplation  in  the  urn. 
To  look  on  One,  whose  dust  was  once  all  fire, 
A  native  of  the  land  where  1  respire 
The  clear  air  for  a  while — a  passing  guest. 
Where  he  became  a  being, — ^whose  desire 
Was  to  be  glorious  ;  'twas  a  foolish  quest, 
The  which  to  gain  and  keep  he  sacrificed 

all  rest. 

Here  the  telf-torturing  sophist,  wild  Rous- 
seau, 
The  apostle  of  affliction,  he  who  threw 
Enchantment  over  passion,  and  from  woe 
Wrung  overwhelmmg  eloquence,  first  drew 
The  breath  which  made  him  wretched ;  yet 

he  knew 
How  to  make  madness  beautiful,   and  cast 
O'er  erring  deeds  and  thoughts  a  heavenly 

hue 
Of  words,  like  sunbeams,  daizling  as  they 

past 
llie  eyes,  which  o'er  them  shed  tears  feel- 
ingly and  fast. 

His  love  was  passion's  essence — as  a  tree 
On  fire  by  lightning;  with  ethereal  flame 
Kindled  he  was  and  blasted;  fot  to  be 
Thus,  and  enaraonr*d.  were  in  him  the  same. 
But  his  was  not  the  love  of  living  dame. 


Nor  of  the  dead  who  rise  upon  our  dreami,  i 
But  of  ideal  beauty,  whirJi  became 
In  him  existence,  and  o'erflowing  teems 
A  long  his  burning  page,  distempcr'd  though  '■ 

it  seems. 

Thi9  breathed  itself  to  life  in  Julie,  tki»       * 
Invested  her  with  alL  that's  wild  and  sweet;  i 
This  hallow 'd,  too,  the  memorable  kiss 
Which  eveiy  mom  his  fever'd  lip  would 

greet  t 

From  her's,  who  but  with  friendship  his 

would  meet;  i 

But  to  that  gentle  touch  through  brain  and 

breast  i 

Flash'd  the  thrill'd  spirit's  love-derouriiig  i 

heat; 
In  that  absorbing  sigh  perchance  more  blest,  i 
Than  vulgar  minds  may  be  with  all  they  i 

seek  poetest.  , 

His  life  was  one  long  war  with  self-sought 

foes^ 
Or  friends  by  him  self-banish'd ;  for  his  mind  j 
Had  grown  Suspicion's  sanctuary,  and  chose 
For  its  own  cruel  sacrifice  the  kind, 
'Gainst  whom  he  raged  with  fury  ttrange  . 

and  blind.  j 

But  he  was    phreniied, — wherefore,  wIm  . 

iftay  know  ? 
Since  cause   might  be  which  skill  eoaUl  j 

never  find; 
But  he  was  phrenzied  by  disease  or  woe,      j 
To  that  worst  pitch  of  all<  which  wears  a  , 

reasoning  show. 

For  then  he  was  inspired,  and  from  him  came, 
As  from  the  Pythian's  mystic  cave  of  yore,  . 
Those  oracles  which  set  the  world  in  flame,  \ 
Nor  ceased  to  bum  till  kingdoms  were  no 

more: 
Did  he  not  this  for  France  ?  which  lay  before 
Bow'd  to  the  inborn  tyranny  of  years, 
Broken  and  trembling  to  the  yoke  she  bore. 
Till  by  the  voice  of  him  and  his  compeers. 
Roused  up  to  too  much  wrath  which  follows 

o'ergrowB  fears. 

They  made  themselves  a  fearful  monument! 
The  wreck  of  old  opinions — things  whieh 

grew 
Breathed  from  the  birth  of  time:   the  veil 

they  rent. 
And  what  behind  it  lay,  all  earth  shall  view. 
But  good  with  ill  they  also  overthrew. 
Leaving  but  ruins,  wherewith  to  rebuild 
Upon  the  same  foundation,  and  renew 
Dungeons  and    thrones,   which   the   same 

hour  re-fill'd. 
As  heretofore,  because  ambition  was  self- 

will'd. 

But  this  will  not  endure,  nor  be  endured! 
Mankind  have  felt  their  strength,  and  made 

it  felt. 
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TknrBiif:lil  fanrc  ued  it  better,  but,  allured 
By  tbeir  aew  Tigvior,  ttemly  have  they  dealt 
Oa  ooe  anotlwr;  pity  eeaied  to  melt 
WiCh  her  oaee  aatnnl  charitiet.  Bat  they, 
Wbe  in  oppreafioa't  daritaeM  caTed  had 

dwelt, 
TWy  were  not  eaglef,noiiriih*d  with  the  day; 
What  manrel  then,  at  timet,  if  they  mistook 

their  prey? 

What  deep  wovadf  ever  cloted  without  a 

•car? 
The  henri*a  bleed  longest  and  but  heal  to 


Thai  which  diificnret  it;  and  they  who  war 
With  their  own  nopei,  and  have  been  Tan- 

qnithM,  bear 
fikaee,  hnt  not  enbmiMion :  in  hii  lair 
Fb'd  Faaeion  holds  his  breath,  nntil  thehonr 
VUch  ahnll  atone  for  yean:  none  need 

despair: 
It  cane,  it  cometh,  and  will  come, — the 

power 
Te  pudah  or  fotgiTO— in  one  we  shall  be 

slower. 

Omr,  placid  Leman !  thy  contrasted  lake. 
With  the  wild  world  I  dwelt  in,  is  a  thing 
Wlseh  wnnMme,  with  ito  stillness,  to  forsake 
lBth*o  tronbled  waters  fbr  a  pnrer  spring. 
Tib  qnict  sail  is  as  a  noiseless  wing 
To  wnft  nse  tnm  distraction;  once  I  loyed 
Tsm  oceanic  roar,  but  thy  soft  mnrmoring 
8iaada  aweet  as  if  a  sister*s  Toice  reproTod, 
IWt  I  with  stem  delights  should  e*er  haye 

been  so  moyed. 

It  is  the  hush  of  night,  and  all  between 
Thy  HME^gin  and  the  mountains,  dusk,  yet 

clear, 
■ellowed  and  adngling,  yet  distinctly  seen, 
live  darken^  Jura,   whose  capt  lieights 

appear 
fiedpitevslT  steep;  and  drawing  near, 
Itee  WMtLc.  •  liriiv  fn|g>mne«  from  the 

shore. 
Of  iewers  yet  ffresh  with  childhood ;  on 

the  ear 
Ibepa  the  light  drip  of  the  suspended  oar. 
Or  chirye  the  grassliopper  one  good-night- 
carol  more; 

He  is  an  eveaiBg-rereller,  who  males 
His  life  aa  iafancy,  and  sings  his  fill ; 
Af  interrals,  some  bird  from  out  the  brakes 
StDta  into  Toice  a  momeat,  then  is  still. 
Ilwie  aeems  a  floating  whisper  on  the  hill, 
ikt  thnt  is  fancy,  for  the  starlight-dews 
All  flileatlT  their  tears  of  love  instil. 
Weeping  tJiemselTes  away,  till  they  infase 
Deep  into  Nature's  breast  the  spirit  of  her 

hues. 

Te  start!  which  are  the  poetry  of  hraven ! 
Via  yon  r  bright  leaves  we  would  read  the  fkte 


Of  men  and  empires, — *tis  to  be  forgtTen^ 
That  in  our  aspirations  to  be  great. 
Our  destinies  overleap  their  mortal  state. 
And  claim  a  kindred  with  you ;  for  ye  are 
A  beauty  and  a  mystery,  and  create 
In  us  such  love  and  reverence  from  afar. 
That  fortune,  fame,  power,  life,  have  aamed 

themselves  a  star. 

All  heaven  and  earth  are  still— though  not 

in  sleep. 
But  breathless,  as  we  grow  when  fBeliag 

most ; 
And  sUent,as  we  stand  in  thoughts  too  deep: — 
All  heaven  and  earth  are  still :    from  the 

high  host 
Of  stars,to  the  lullM  lake  and  mounCaia-coast, 
All  is  concentered  in  a  life  iatense. 
Where  not  a  beam,  nor  air,  nor  leaf  is  lost. 
But*  hath  a  part  of  being,  and  a  sense 
Of  that  which  is  of  all  Creator  and  defence. 

Then  stirs  the  feeling  Infinite,  so  felt 
In  solitude,  where  we  are  ieatt  alone ; 
A  truth,  which  through  our  being  then 

doth  melt 
And  purifies  from  self:  it  is  a  tone. 
The  soul  and  source  of  music,  which  nmkes 

known 
Eternal  harmony,  and  sheds  a  charm. 
Like  to  the  fabled  Cytherea*s  lone. 
Binding  all   things  with  beauty;— *twould 

disarm 
The  spectre  Death,  had  he  substantial  power 

to  harm. 

Not  vainly  did  the  early  Persian  make 
His  altar  the  high  places  and  the  peak 
Of  earth -o^ergaiing  monntaias,  and  thus 

take 
A  fit  and  unwall^d  temple,  there  to  seek 
The  Spirit,in  whose  honour  shrines  are  weak, 
Uprear*d    of  human   hands.     Come,  and 

compare 
Columns  and  idol-dwellings,  Goth  or  Greek, 
With  Naturals  realms  of  worship,  earth 

and  air. 
Nor  fix  oa  foad  abodes  to  circumscribe  thy 

prayer! 

The  sky  is  changed ! — and  such  a  change ! 

Oh  night. 
And  storm,  and  darkaess,  ye  are  wond^rons 

strong. 
Yet  lovely  in  your  strength,  as  Is  the  light 
Of  a  dark  eye  in  woman !  Far  along. 
From  peak  to  peak,    the    rattling   crags 

among 
Leaps  the  live  thunder !  Not  ftrom  one  lone 

cloud. 
But  every   mountain   now  hath  found   a 

tongue. 
And  Jura  answers,  through  her  misty  shroud. 
Back  to  the  Joyous  Alps,  who  call  to  her 

aloud! 
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And  thit  ii  in  the  night: — Most  glorioai 

niglit! 
Then  wert  not  tent  for  si  umber!  let  me  be 
A  tharer  in  thT  fierce  and  far  delight,— 
A  portion  of  ine  tempeft  and  of  thee! 
How  the  lit  lake  tthinei,  a  phosphoric  tea. 
And  the  big  rain  comes  dancing  to  the  earth ! 
And  now  again  'tis  black, — and  now,  the  glee 
Of  the  loud  hills  shakes  with  its  mountain- 
mirth. 
As  if  they  did  rejoice  o'er  a  young  earth- 
quake's birth. 

Now,  where  the  swift  Rhone  rleayes  his  way 

between 
Heights  which  appear  as  lovers  who  haye 

parted 
In  hate,  whose  mining  depths  so  interrene. 
That  they  can  meet  no  more,  though  broken- 
hearted, * 
Though   in   their  souls,  which  thus  each 

other  thwarted. 
Love  was  the  very  root  of  the  fond  rage 
Which  blighted   their  life's  bloom,   and 

then  departed: — 
Itself  expired,  but  leaving  them  an  age 
Of  years  all  winters, — ^war  within  them- 

■elvei  to  wage. 

^ow,  where  the  quick  Rhone  thus  hath 

cleft  his  way. 
The  mightiest  of  the  storms  hath  ta'en  his 

stand: 
For  here,  not  one,  but  many,  make  their  play. 
And   fling  their  thunder^bolts  from  hand 

to  hand, 
riashin^  and  cast  around:  of  all  the  band, 
The   brightest  through  these  parted  hills 

hath  fork'd 
His  lightnings, — as  if  he  did  understand. 
That  in  such  gaps  as  desolation  work'd, 
There  the  hot  shaft  should  blast  whatever 

therein  lurk'd. 

Skyi  mountains,  river,  winds,  lake,  light- 
nings! ye! 

With  night,  and  clouds,  and  thunder,  and 

a  soul 

To  make  these  felt  and  feeling,  well  may  be 

Things  that  have  made  me  watchful ;  the 

fur  roll 

Of  your  departing  voices  is  the  knoll 

Of  what  in  me  is  sleepless,— if  I  rest. 

But  where  of  ye,  oh  tempests!  is  the  goal? 

Are  ye  like  those  within  the  human  breast? 

Or  do  ye  find,  at  length,  like  eagles,  some 

high  nest? 

Could  I  embody  and  unbosom  now 

That  which  is  most  within  me, — could  I 

wreak 
My  thoughts  upon  expression,  and  thus  throw 
Soul,  heart,  mind,  passions,  feelings,  strong 

or  wc«k. 
All  that  I  would  have  sought,  and  all  I  seek. 


Bear,  know,  feel,  and  yet  breathe — into 

one  word, 

And  that  one  word  were  Lightning,  I  would 

•peak; 

But  as  it  is,  I  live  and  die  unheard. 

With  a  most  voiceless  thought,  sheathing 

it  as  a  sword. 

The  mom  is  up  again,  the  dewy  morn. 
With  breath  all  incense,  and  with  cheek 

all  bloom. 
Laughing  the  clouds  away  with  playftil 

scorn. 
And  living  as  if  earth  contain'd  no  tomb, — 
And  glowing  into  day:  we  may  resume 
The  march  of  our  existence:  and  thus  I, 
Still  on  thy  shores,  fair  Leman !  may  find 

room 
And  food  for  meditation,  nor  pass  by 
Much,  that  may  give  us  pause,  if  ponder'd 

fittingly. 

Clarens!  sweet  Clarens,  birth-place  of  deep 

Love! 
Thine  air  is  the  young  breath  of  passionate 

thought ; 
Thy  trees  take  root  in  Love ;  the  snows  above 
The  very  Glaciers  have  his  colours  caught, 
And  sun-set  into  rose-hues  sees  them  wrought 
By  rays  which  sleep  there  lovingly:  the  rocks, 
The  permanent  crags ,  tell  here  of  Love, 

who  sought 
In  them  a  refuge  from  the  worldly  shocks, 
Which  stir  and  sting  the  soul  with  hope  thai 

woos,  thenmoeks. 

Clarens!   by  heavenly  feet  thy  paths  are 

trod, — 
Undying  Love's,  who  here  ascends  a  throne 
To  which  the  steps  are  mountains;  where 

the  god 
Is  a  pervading  life  and  light, — so  shown 
Not  on  those  summits  solely,  nor  alone 
In  the  still  cave  and  forest ;  o'er  the  flowtr 
His  eye  is  sparkling,  and  his  breath  hatll 

blown. 
His  soft  and  summer  breath,  whose  tender 

power 
Passes  the  strength  of  storms  in  their  most 

desolate  hour. 

All  things  are  here  of  kirn ;  from  the  black 

*  pines. 

Which  are  his  shade  on  high,  and  the  loud 

roar 
Of  torrents,  where  he  listeneth,  to  the  vines 
Which  slope  his  green  path  downward  to 

the  shore. 
Where  the  bow'd  waters  meet  him,and  adore. 
Kissing  his  feet  with  murmurs;    and  the 

wood. 
The  covert  of  old  trees,  with  trunks  all  hoar. 
But  light  leaves,  young  as  joy,  stands  where 

it  stood, 
Oflering  tohim,  and  his,  a  populous  solitude. 
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4  p^pmlovfl  •olitnde  of  beei  and  bird*, 
M  fairy-fofm'd  and  many-colonr^d  thingn, 
Wb*  wonhip  him  with  notes  more  tweet 

than  wordt, 
kai  innorrntlj  open  their  glad  win^, 
Fcirleas  and  fall  of  life ;  the  gu*h  of  tpringt. 
Aid  fall  of  lofty  foontains,  and  the  bend 
Of  •tirriii^  braachei ,  and  the  bad  which 

brings 
The  0wif teat  thought  of  beauty,  here  extend, 
Kiagliiig,    and  made  by  Love,   unto  one 

mighty  end. 

He  who  hath  lored  not,  here  would  learn 

that  lore, 
hai  mahe  hi^  heart  a  spirit ;  he  who  knows 
Ihat  leader  mystery,  will  love  the  more, 
Fsr  this  ia  Lara's  reeess,  where  Tain  mrn*s 


lad  the  world's  waste,  hare  driven  him  far 

from  those. 
Per  tis  his  nature  to  advance  or  die ; 
He  ftaada  not  stilK  but  or  drcayp,  or  grows 
hta  a  bouadless  blessing,  which  may  vie 
Vilh  Iha  imamrtal  lights,  in  ite  eternity ! 

Twas  aot  for  ictioa  chose  Rousseau  this 

spot, 
PlHpliafr  it  with  affections ;  but  he  found 
k  vaa  iIm  acene  which  passion  must  allot 
1^  tlM  miad's  purified  beings;  twas  thr 

ground 
Wbsva  earlyLore  his  Psyche's  zone  unbound. 
Awl  hailow'd  it  with  loveliness :  'tis  lone, 
AbA  wonderful,  and  deep,  and  hath  a  sound, 
AadacBse,  and  sight  of  sweetness ;  here  the 

Rhone 
Hith  spread  himself  a  couch,  the  Alps  have 

rear'd  a  throne. 

LsBsaaae !  and  Femey !  ye  have  been  the 

abodes 

Of  names  which  unto  you  beqneath'd  a  name; 

■artau,  who  sought  and  found,  by  danger- 
ous roads, 

A  path  to  perpetuity  of  fame : 

Ihey  were  gigantic  minds,  and  their  steep 

aim, 

Was,  Utan-like,  on  daring  doubto  to  pile 

Tlbaaghto  which  should  call  down  thunder, 

and  the  flame 

Of  HcaToa,  again  assaii'd,  if  Heavea  the 

while 

Oa  maa  aad  maa's  research  coald  deign  do 

mora  tluin  smile. 

« 

The  aaa  was  fire  and  fickleaess,  a  child, 
Vsst  Bsatable  in  wishes,  but  in  mind, 
'A  wit  aa  varioas,— gay ,  pave,  sage,  or 

wild, — 
RiftariaB,  hard,  philosopher  eombiaad ; 
He  maltiplied  himself  among  nMakind, 
Tie  Proteaa  of  their  toleats :  bat  his  own 
haothed  oaoat  ia  ridicule, — which,  as  the 

wiad. 


Blew   where   it  linted,  laying  all    thingf 

prone, — 

Now  to  o'erthrow  a  fool,  and  now  to  shake 

a  throne. 

The  other,    deep  and  slow,    exhausting 

thought. 
And  hiving  wisdom  with  each  studioas  year. 
In  meditation  dwelt,  with  learning  wrought. 
And  shaped  his  weapon  with  an  edge  severe. 
Sapping  a  solemn  creed  with  solemn  sneer ; 
Hie  lord  of  irony,— that  master-spell, 
Which  stung  his  foes  to  wrath,  which 

grew  from  fear. 
And  doom*d  him  to  the  zealot's  ready  If  ell. 
Which  answers  to  all  doubts  so  eloquently 

well. 

Yet,  peace  be  with  their  ashes, — for  by  them. 
If  merited,  the  penalty  is  paid ; 
It  is  not  ours  to  judge, — far  less  condemn ; 
The  hour  must  come  when    such  things 

shall  be  made 
Known  unto  all, — or  hope  and  dread  allay 'd 
By  slamber,  oa  one  pillow, — in  the  dust. 
Which,  thus  mttch  we  are  sure,  most  lie 

decay 'd; 
And  when  it  shall  revive,  as  is  our  trust. 
Twill  be  to  be  forgiven,  or  suffer  what  is 

just. 

Rut  let  me  quit  man's  works,  again  to  read 
His  Maker's,  spread  around  me,  and  suspend 
This  page,  which  from  my  reveries  I  feed. 
Until  it  seems  prolonging  without  end. 
The  clouds  above  me  to  the  white  Alps  tend. 
And  I  must  pierce  them,  and  survey  whate'er 
May  be  permitted,  as  my  steps  rbeiid 
To  their  most  great  and  growing  region, 

where 
The  earth  to  her  embrace  compels  the  powers 

of  air. 

Italia!  too,  Italia!  looking  on  thee. 
Full  flashes  on  the  soul  the  light  of  ag^, 
Since  the  fieree  Carthaginian  almost  won 

thee, 
To  the  last  halo  of  the  chiefs  and  sages. 
Who  glorify  thv  consecrated  pages ; 
Tliou  wert  the  throae  and  grave  of  empires; 

stiU, 
The  fount  at  which  the  panting  miad  as- 
suages 
Her  thirst  of  knowledge ,  quaffing  there 

her  fill. 
Flows  from  the  eternal  source  of  Rome*s 

imperial  hill. 

Thus  far  I  have  proceeded  in  a  theme 
Renew'd  with  no  kind  auspieen : — to  fei^l 
We  are  not  what  we  have  been,  and  to  deem 
We  are  not  what  we  should  be, — aad  to  steel 
The  heart  against  itself ;  and  to  conceal. 
With  a  proud  caution,  love,  or  hate,  or 

aught, — 
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Ffttfion  or  feeling,  purpose,  rrief  or  seal, — 
Which  if  the  tj rant-spirit  or  onr  thou|^t, 
is  a  ftem  task  of  soul: — No  matter, — ^it  if 

taught. 

Andforihefewordf,  thus  woven  into  fong, 
It  may  he  that  they  are  a  harmleff  wile, — 
The  colouring  of  the  fcenef  which  fleet  along, 
Which  I  would  seise,  in  paffing,  to  beguile 
My  breaft,  or  that  of  otherf ,  for  a  while. 
Fame  if  the  thirf t  of  Youth^ — ^but  I  am  not 
So  young  af  to  regard  men's  frown  or  fmile, 
Af  loff  or  guerdon  of  a  gloriouf  lot; 
I  stood  and  ftand  alone, — remember'd  or 

forgot. 

1  hare  not  lored  the  world,  nor  the  world  me; 
1  have  not  flattered  its  ranli  breath,  nor  bow'd 
To  Its  idolatries  a  patient  knee, — 
Nor  coined  my  cheek  to  smiles, — nor  cried 

aloud 
In  worship  of  an  echo ;  in  the  crowd 
They  could  not  deem  me  one  of  such;  I 

stood 
Among  them,  but  not  of  them ;  in  a  shroud 
Of  thoughts  which  were  not  their  thoughts, 

and  still  could, 
Had  I  not  filed  my  mind,  which  thus  itself 

subdued. 

1  have  not  loved  the  world ,  nor  the  world 

me, — 
But  let  us  part  fliir  foes;  1  do  believe. 
Though  I  have  found  tiiem  not,  that  there 

may  be 
Words  which  are  things, — hopes  which  will 

not  deceive, 
And  virtues  which  are  merciful,  nor  weave 
Snares  for  the  failing:  I  would  also  deem 
0*er  others*  griefs  that  some  sincerely  grieve; 
Hint  two,  or  one,  are  almost  what  they 

seem, — 
lliat  goodness  is  no  name  and  happiness 

no  dream. 

My  daugiiter!  with  thy  name   thbi  song 

begun — 
My  daughter !  with  thy  nsme  thus  much 

shall  end — 
I  see  thee  not, — I  hear  thee  not,— but  none 
Can  be  so  wrapt  in  thee ;  thou  art  the  friend 
To  whom  the  shadows  of  far  years  extend: 
Albeit  my  brow  thou  never  should'st  behold. 
My  voice  shall  with  thy  future  visions  blend. 
And  reach  into  thy  heart,— when  mine  is 

cold, — 
A  token  and  a  tone,  even  from  thy  father's 

mould. 

To  aid  thy  mind*sdevelopement, — to  watch 
Thy  dawn  of  little  joys, — to  sit  and  see 
Almost  thy  very  growth,— to  view  thee  catch 
Knowledge  of  objects, — wonders  yet  to  thee! 
1  o  hold  thre  lightly  on  a  gentle*^  knee. 
And  print  on  thy  soft  cheek  a  piirent't  kiss , — 


This,  It  should  teem,  waf  not  refcrfod  (br  me;    ^ 
Yet  this  was  in  my  nature: — as  it  is, 
I  know  not  what  is  there,  yet  somethliig 

like  to  this. 


Yet,  though  dull  Hate  as  duty  should  be 

taught, 
I  know  that  thou  wilt  love  me;  though  my 

name 
Should  be  shut  from  thee,  as  a  spell  still 

fraught 
With  desolation,— and  a  broken  claim: 
lliough    the   grave  closf^  between  us,— 

twere  the  same, 
I  know  thai  thou  wilt  love  me ;  though  to 

drain 
My  blood  from  out  thy  being,  were  an  aim, 
And  an  attainment,— all  would  be  In  vain,— 
Still  thou  wonld'st  love  me,  still  that  more 

than  life  retain. 

The  child  of  love, — though  bom  im  bit- 
terness. 
And  nurtured  In  convulsion.    Of  thy  sire 
These  were  the  elements, — and  thine  no  lest. 
As  yet  such  are  around  thee, — ^but  thy  fire 
Shall  be  more  tempered,  and  thy  hope  far 

higher. 
Sweet  be  thy  cradled  slumbers !  O'er  the  sea, 
And  from  the  mountains  where  I  now  respire. 
Fain  would  I  waft  such  blessing  upon  tiiee, 
As,  with  a  tig^,  I  deem  thou  might'st  have 

been  to  me  I 


CANTO    IV. 

Vinto  ho  ToflrsBS,  Iiombsrdis,  Romsfsa, 
Qnel  nonte  che  divide,  e  qael  she  teffrm 
lulia,  e  ua  sure  c  raltro,  eke  Is  !»«■«• 
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TO 

JOHN    HOBHOUSfi,    £SQ. 

MY  DEAR  H0BH0U8B, 

Aftbu  an  interval  of  eight  years  be- 
tween the  composition  of  the  first  and  last 
cantos  of  Childe  Harold,  the  conclusion  of 
the  poem  is  about  to  be  submitted  to  the 
public.  In  parting  with  so  old  a  friend 
it  is  not  extraordinary  that  I  should  recur 
to  one  still  older  and  better, — to  one  who 
has  beheld  the  birth  and  death  of  the  other, 
and  to  whom  I  am  far  more  indebted  for 
the  social  advantages  of  an  enlightened 
friendship,  than — though  not  ungrateful — I 
ran ,  -or  rould  be,  to  Childe  Harold ,  for 
any  public  favour  reflected  thnmrii  the 
poem  on  the  poet, — to  one ,  whom  I  have 
known  long,  and  accompanied  far,  whom 
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f  kmte  fMwd  wmkefttl  over  my  ilckneti  and 
kM  in  my  Mrrow,  glad  in  mj  prosperity 
mi  film  in  my  adTenity,  trae  m  counsel 
mi  tmnty  in  peril — to  a  friend  often  tried 
nd  nerer  found  wanting; — ^to  yonnelf. 

in  oo  doing,  Irecnr  from  fiction  to  truth, 
mi  in  dodicating  to  yon  in  its  complete,  or 
ttL  Icaot  concluded  state,  a  poetical  work 
vUcb  it  the  longest,  the  most  thoughtful 
md  comprehensiTe  of  my  compositions ,  I 
wuk  to  do  iMMHrar  to  myself  hy  the  record 
sf  muiy  yemra  intimacy  with  a  man  of  leam- 
isg,  off  telent,  of  steadiness,  and  of  honour, 
b  IS  not  for  minds  like  ours  to  give  or  to 
neeiire  ilattoiy ;  yet  the  praises  of  sincerity 
havo  crer  been  permitted  to  the  Toice  of 
ftfifdsiiip ,  and  it  is  not  for  you,  nor  even 
for  atiien  ,  but  to  reliere  a  heart  which 
kas  not  ekewhere,  or  lately,  been  so  much 
M'titamed  to  the  encounter  of  good-will 
■i  to  withstand  the  shock  firmly,  that 
I  that  Attempt  to  commemorate  your  good 
^palitiea ,  or  rather  the  adrantages  which 
Ikane  deriTed  from  their  exertion.  Etcu 
Iks  rcevnence  of  the  date  of  this  letter, 
Iks  wmivorsary  of  the  most  unfortunate 
iay  of  mj  past  existence,  but  which 
owMt  poison  my  future  while  I  retain  the 
msoffve  of  your  friendship,  and  of  my  own 
fKaldeo,  will  henceforth  hare  a  moreagree- 
ihle  recollection  for  both ,  inasmuch  as  it 
will  rcfltind  us  of  this  my  attempt  to  thank 
Tsa  for  an  indefatigable  regard,  such  as 
kw  men  haTe  experienced,  and  no  one  could 
ciperience  without  tiiinking  better  of  his 
iprcies  and  of  himself. 

It  has  been  our  fortune  to  truTcrse  to- 
irHher,  at  various  periods,  the  countries  of 
rkiralrr,  history,  and  fable — Spain,  Greece, 
Asia  Minor ,  and  Ital j  :  and  what  Athens 
md  Constantinople  were  to  us  a  few  years 
ifto,  Venice  and  Home  hare  been  more  re- 
cmtly.  The  poem  also,  or  the  pilgrim,  or 
kolh^  iuiTe  accompanied  me  from  first  to 
last ;  and  perhaps  it  may  be  a  pardonable 
TanitT  which  induces  me  to  reflect  with 
cemplaceacy  on  a  composition  which  in  some 
degree  connects  roe  with  the  spot  where 
it  was  produced,  and  the  objects  it  would 
bin  describe;  and  however  unworthy  it 
■ay  be  deemed  of  those  magical  and  me- 
miiable  abodes,  however  short  it  may  fall 
•f  onr  distant  conceptions  and  immediate 
laipmniens ,  yet  as  a  mark  of  respect  for 
wimt  is  venerable,  and.  a  feeling  for  what  is 
gloffions,  it  has  been  to  mc  a  source  of  plea- 
fare  in  the  production ,  and  1  part  with  it 
vith  n  kind  of  regret,  which  I  hardly  sus- 

Cd  that  events  could  have  left  me  for 
inary  objects. 
With  regard  to  the  conduct  of  the  last 
cmto  there  will  be  found  less  of  the  pilgrim 
than  in  any  of  the  preceding,  and  that  little 
dightly,  if  at  all,  separated  from  the  author 
fpeairing  in  his  own  person.    The  fact  is, 


that  I  had  become  weanr  of  drawing  a  line 
which  every  one  seemed  determined  not  to 
perceive :  like  the  Chinese  in  Goldsmith's 
'^  Citixen  of  theWorld,'*  whom  nobody  would 
believe  to  be  a  Chinese,  it  was  in  vain  that 
I  asserted,  and  imagined,  that  I  had  drawn 
a  distinction  between  the  author  and  the 
pilgrim;  and  the  verv  anxiety  to  preserve 
this  difference,  and  disappointment  at  find- 
ing it  unavailing,  so  far  crushed  my  efforts 
in  the  composition,  that  I  determined  to  ^ 
abandon  it  altogether — and  have  done  so.The  ' 
opinions  which  have  been,  or  may  be,  formed 
on  that  subject,  are  now  a  matter  of  in- 
difference; Uie  work  is  to  depend  on  itself, 
and  not  on  the  writer;  and  the  author,  who 
has  no  resources  in  his  own  mind  beyond 
the  reputation  ,  transient  or  permanent, 
which  is  to  arise  from  his  literary  efforts, 
deserves  the  fiite  of  authors. 

In  the  course  of  the  following  canto' it  was 
my  intention ,  either  in  the  text  or  in  the 
notes,  to  have  touched  upon  the  present  state 
of  Italian  literature,  and  perhaps  of  man- 
ners. But  the  text,  within  the  limits  I  pro- 
posed, I  soon  found  hardly  sufficient  for  the 
labyrinth  of  external  objects  and  the  con- 
sequent reflections;  and  for  the  whole  of  the 
notes,  excepting  a  few  of  the  shortest,  I  am 
indebted  to  yourself,  and  these  were  neces-. 
sarily  limited  to  the  elucidation  of  the  text. 

It  is  also  a  delicate,  and  no  very  grate- 
ful task,  to  dissert  upon  the  literature  and 
manners  of  a  nation  so  dissimilar;  and  re- 
quires an  attention  and  impartiality  which 
would  induce  us, — though  perhaps  no  inat- 
tentive observers,  nor  ignorant  of  the  lang- 
uage or  customs  of  the  people  aiaongst  whom 
we  have  recently  abode, — to  distrust,  or  at 
least  defer  our  judgment,  and  more  nar- 
rowly examine  our  information.  The  state 
of  literary ,  as  well  as  political  party ,  ap- 
pears to  run,  or  to  have  run,  so  high,  that 
for  a  stranger  to  steer  impartially  between 
them  is  next  to  impossible.  It  may  be 
enough  then ,  at  least  for  my  purpose ,  to 
quote  f^om  their  own  beautiful  language — 
^^Mi  pare  che  in  un  paese  tutto  poetico, 
chc  vanta  la  lingua  la  piii  nobiie  cd  msiemo 
la  pifi  dolce ,  tutte  le  vie  diverse  si  pos- 
sono  tentare ,  e  che  sinche  la  patria  di 
Alfieri  e  di  Monti  non  ha  perdnto  Tantico 
valore ,  in  tutte  essa  dovrebbe  essere  la  pri- 
ma.'^  Italy  has  great  names  still — Canova, 
Monti,  Ugo  Foscolo,  Pindomonti,  Visconti, 
Morel li,  Cicogiiara,  Albrisxi,  Mexsofanti, 
Mai,  Mustoxidi,  Aglietti,  and  Vacra,  will 
secure  to  the  present  generation  an  honour- 
able place  in  most  of  the  departments  of 
Art,  Science,  and  Relies  Lettres ;  and  in  some 
the  very  highest; — £un»po— the  World — 
ban  but  one  Canova. 

It  has  been  somewhere  said  by  Alfieri, 
that  *•*"  La  pianta  uomo  nasce  piii  robusta  in 
Italia  che  in  qualunque  altra  terrace  chc 


88  CHILDE  HAROLDS  St.  1-7.  PILGHUUGE.        Cahto  IV. 

gli  ftesf i  atroci  delitti  che  yi  si  qonunettono  She  IooIm  a  sea-XJybele,  frt»h  from  ocean, 

ne  9ono  una  prova.**    Without  suhscrihing  Rising  with  her  tiara  of  proud  towers 

to  the  latter  part  of  his  proposition,  a  dan-  At  airy  distanc;e,  with  mfgestic  motion, 

gerons  doctrine,  the  truth  of  which  may  be  A  ruler  of  the  waters  and  their  powers : 

disputed  on  better  grounds,  namely,  that  And  such  she  was; — her  daughters  had  tlieir 
the  Italians   are  in  no    respect  more  fe-  dowers 

rocious  than  their  neighbours  ,  that  man  From  spoilt  of  nations,  and  tlie  exhaustless 
must  be  wilfully  blind,  or  ignorantly  heed>  £ast 

less,  who  is  not  struck  with  the  extraor-  FourM  in  her   lap  all  gems  in  sparkling 
dinary  capacity  of  this  people,  or,  if  such  a  showers. 

^  word  be  admissible ,  their  capabilitiea,  the  In  purple  was  die  robed,  and  of  her  feast 

facility  of  their  acquisitions ,  the  rapidity  Moaarchs  partook,  and  deemed  their  dignity 
of  their  conceptions,  the  fire  of  their  genius,  increased, 

their  sense  of  beauty ,  and  amidst  all  the 

disadrantages  of  repeated  revolutions ,  the  In  Venice  Tasso's  echoes  are  no  more, 

desolation  of  battles  and  the  despair  of  ages,  And  silent  rows  the  soufless  gondolier; 

their  still  unquenched^^longing  after  immor-  Her  palaces  are  crumbling  to  the  shore, 

tality  ,** — the  immortality  of  mdependence.  And  music  meets  not  always  now  the  ear: 

And  when  we  ourselTcs,  in  riding  round  Those  days  are  gone — ^butBeautystillishera. 

the  walls  of  Rome,  heard  the  simple  la-  States  fall,arts  fade— but  Nature  doth  not  die,, 

ment  of  the  labourers*  chorus,"RomaI  Roma!  Nor  yet  forget  how  Venice  once  was  dear, 

Roma !  Roma  non  h  pid  come  era  prima,"  The  pleasant  place  of  all  festifrity, 

it  was  difficult  not   to  contrast  this  me-  The  revel  of  the  earth,  the  masque  of  Italyl 
lancholy  dirge  with  the  bacchanal  roar  of 

the  songs  of  exultation  still  yelled  from  the  But  unto  us  she  hath  a  spell  beyond 

London  taverns,  over  the  carnage  of  Mont  Her  name  in  story,  and  her  long  array 

St.  Jean,  and  the  betrayal  of  Genoa,  of  Ofmightyshadows,whose  dim  forms  despond 

Italy,  of  France,  and  of  the  world,  by  men  Above  the  dogeless  city*s  vanished  sway ; 

whose  conduct  you  yourself  have  exposed  Ours  is  a  trophy  which  will  not  decay 

in  a  work  worthy  of  the  better  days  of  our  With  the  Rialto;  Shy  lock  and  the  Moor, 

history.    For  me.  And  Pierre,  can  not  be  swept  or  worn  away — 

»*NoB  mo  vera  in«i  eorda  The  keystones  of  the  arch!  tho'all  wereo*er, 

*H>ve  la  tvriNi  di  sue  daaee  assorda.**  For  US  repeopled  were  the  solitary  shore. 

What  Italy  has  gained  by  the  late  trani-  r.n.    ..  -  *  -     '  »   j  .    . 

fer  of  nations,  it  were  useless  for  English-  Jh*  ^}^  ?f  ^^  mind  are  not  of  cUy ; 

men    to    inqnjre,    till    it   becomes    asrer-  Essen tialljr  immortal,  thej- create 

tikined  that  England  has  acquired  something  ^^  nMiltiply  in  us  a  brighter  ray 

more  than   a  permanent  army  and  a  tns-  And  more  beloved  ei^tence:  that  which  Fate 

pended  Habeas  Corpus;  it  is  enough  for  them  Prohibit*  to  dull  life,  m  this  our  state 

to  look  at  home.   For  what  they  have  done  Of  mortal  bondage,  by  these  spirits  supplied, 

abroad,  and  especially  in  the  South,  "Verily  ^'"'  «"*••/  *«»  replaces  what  we  hate; 

they  wiU  have  their  reward,"  and  at  no  very  Watering  the  heart  whose  early  flowers  have 
distant  period.  ^^^ ' 

Wishing  you,  my  dear  Hobhoute,  a  safe  ^"«*  with  a  fresher  growth  replenishing  tha 
and  agreeable  return  to  that  country  whose  void, 

real  welfare  can  be  dearer  to  none  than  to  _    _   .     _         _  _  ,       ^ 

yourself,  I  dedicate  to  you  this  poem  in  its  Sl?*^*L"  ^  "  «^  of  our  youth  and  age, 

completed  state;  and  repeat  once  more  how  V^^^}  fn>mHope,  the  last  from  Vacancy; 

truly  I  am  ever  And  this  worn  feeling  peoples  many  a  page, 

.r  II*.  And,  may  be ,  that  which  grows  benealh 

lonr  oblisred  ^       ^        ^  ^o 

vw«i|^i;u  ,       ^    -.     J  mine  eve: 

.     And  affectionate  friend.  Yet  there  are  things  whose  strong  reality 

BYRON.  Outshines  our  fairy-land ;  in  shape  and  hnea 
More  beautiful  than  our  fantastic  sky. 
And  the  strange  constellations  which  thf 
I  STOOD  in  Venice,  on  the  Bridge  of  Sighs;  Muse 

A  palace  and  a  prison  on  each  hand :  0*er  her  wild  universe  is  skilful  to  difliisr 
I  saw  from  out  the  wave  her  structures  rise 

4s  from  the  stroke  of  the  enchanter*s  wand :  I  saw  or  dreamM  of  such , — but  let  them  f 

A  thousand  years  their  cloudy  wings  expand  They  came  like  truth,  and  disappeared 
Around  me,  and  a  dying  Glory  smiles  dreams; 

O'er  the  far  times,  whi^n  many  a  nubjert  land  And  whatsoe'er  they  were — are  now  bn 

f<ook'd  to  the  winged  Lion'*  marble  piles,  I  could  replace  them  if  I  would,  still  U 

Where  Venice  sate  in  statr.  throned  on  her  Mymindwithmanyaformwiiichaptlyw 

hundred  isles!  Such  as  1  sought  for,  and  at  moments  fc 
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Lft  these  too  go — ^for  waking  ReaMn  deems 
Sirh  oTer-wcening  phantasies  unsound, 
Aid  other  Toices  speak ,  and  other  sij^ts 

surround. 

rve  taai^C  ne  other  tongues — and  in  strange 

eyes 
BiTO  made  me  not  a  stranger;  to  the  mind 
Which  i«  itself,  no  changes  bring  surpri^ie; 
Kor  is  it  harsh  to  niake,  nor  hard  to  find 
A  coantrr  with — aj ,  or  without  mankind  ; 
Tei  was  I  bom  where  men  are  pn>ud  to  be, 
9tst  withont  cause;  and  should  I  leave  behind 
The  ia violate  island  of  the  sage  and  free, 
And  seek  me  oat  a  home  bj  a  remoter  sea, 

Perhaps  I  loTed  it  well :  and  should  I  lay 
■▼  aAes  IB  a  soil  which  is  not  mine, 
Mj  spirit  shall  resume  it—  if  we  may 
I'ibsMljetf  choose  a  sanctuary.     I  twine 
Mj  hepea  of  being  remember^   in  my  line 
With  my  land's  lanpiage :  if  too  fond  and  far 
These  aspirations  in  their  scope  incline , — 
If  HT  fanae  siionld  be,  as  my  fortunes  are, 
OrhMtj  growth  and  blight,  and  dull  Oblir- 

ion  bar 

Kjmme  from  oat  the  temple  where  the  dead 
Ar  hoBonrM  by  the  nations — let  it  be — 
AiA  ligiit  the  laurels  on  a  loftier  head ! 
kai  be  the  Spartan's  epitaph  on  me — 
"lyaita  Imtli  many  a  worthier  son  than  he.'' 
laatinie  I  seek  no  sympathies,  nor  need ; 
Tke  tfaoms  which  I  have  reap'd  are  of  the  tree 
IplmteA, — they  hare  torn  me, — and  I  bleed : 
I  Aeald  hsre  known  what  fruit  would  spring 

from  such  a  seed. 


1W  ip— selcss  Adriatic  moums  her  lord ; 
Aid,  amraal  marriage  now  no  more  renew'd, 
The  Baeeatanr  lies  rotting  un  restored, 
.^Eq^ieeted  garment  of  her  widowhood ! 
8t  Mark  yet  sees  his  Lion  where  he  stood 
teadf  Imt  in  DMiekery  of  his  wither'd  power, 
Over  the  proud  Place  where  anEmperor  sued, 
AsdaMinmrehsgaied  and  envied  in  the  hour 
Whm  Veaice  was  a  queen  with  an  unequall'd 

dower. 

He  Saabiaa  sued ,  and  now  the  Austrian 

reigns— 
AiEMparor  tramples  where  anEmperor  knelt; 
UigdaaM  are  shrunk  to  provinces,and  chains 
CImk  over  sceptred  cities ;  nations  melt 
fnm  power's  high  pinnacle,  when  they  haye 

felt 
TbesvBahlBe  for  awhile,  and  downward  go 
Like  iaawiae  loosen'd  ft-om  the  mountain's 

belt: 
Ok  fSsr  one  hour  of  blind  old  Dandolo ! 
IkWtogmumaa  chief,  Byjumtium's  con- 
quering foe. 

tore  St.  Mark  still  glow  his  steeds  of  brass, 
Ihrir  giMod  eollan  glittering  In  the  san ; 


But  is  not  Doria's  menace  come  to  pass? 
Are  they  noibridledf — Venire ,  lost  and  won, 
Her  thirteen  hundred  years  of  freedom  done. 
Sinks,  1  ike  a  sea-weed,  into  whence  she  rose ! 
Better  be  whelm'd  beneath  the  waves ,  and 

shun, 
Even  in  destruction's  depth,  her  foreign  foes. 
From  whom  submission  wrings  an  infamous 

repose. 


In  youth  she  was  all  glory, — a  new  Tyre,— 
Her  Tcry  by-word  sprung  from  victory, 
The  ''Planter  of  theLion,'Vhirh  through  fire 
And  blood  she  bore  o'er  subject  earth  and  sea; 
ITiough  making  many  slaves ,  herself  still 

free. 
And  Europe's  bulwark  'gainst  the  Ottomite ; 
Witnci^s  Troy's  rival,  Candia !  ^'ouch  it,  ye 
Immortal  waves  that  saw  Lepanto's  fight ! 
For  ye  are  names  no  time  nor  tyranny  can 

blight. 

Statues  of  glass — all  shivered — the  long  file 
Of  her  dead  Doges  are  declined  to  dust; 
But  where  they  dwelt,  the  vast  and  sumptu- 
ous pile 
Bespeaks  the  pageant  of  their  splendid  trust; 
Their  sceptre  broken,  and  their  sword  in  rust. 
Have  yielded  to  the  stranger:  empty  halls. 
Thin  streets,and  foreign  aspects,such  as  must 
Too  oft  remind  her  who  and  what  enthrals. 
Have  flung  a  desolate  cloud  o'er  Venice' 

lovely  wallsJ 

When  Athens'  armies  fell  at  Syracuse, 
Andfetter'd  thousands  bore  the  yoke  of  war, 
Redemption  rose  up  in  the  Attic  Muse, 
Her  voice  their  only  ransom  from  afar : 
See!  as  they  chant  the  tragic  hymn,  the  car 
Of  the  o'ermaster'd  rictor stops,  the  reins 
Fall  from  his  hands — his  idle  scimitar 
Starts  from  its  belt — he  rends  his  captive's 

chains. 
And  bids  him  thanh  the  bard  for  freedom  and 

his  strains. 

Thus,Venice,if  no  stronger  claim  were  thine. 
Were  all  thy  proud  historic  deeds  forgot, 
Tliy  choral  memory  of  the  Bard  divine. 
Thy  loveofTasso,  should  have  cut  the  knot 
Which  ties  thee  to  thy  tyrants;  and  thy  lot 
Is  shameful  to  the  nations, — most  of  all, 
Albion !  to  thee :  the  Ocean-queen  should  not 
Abandon  Ocean's  children ;  in  the  fall 
Of  Venice  think  of  thine,  despite  thy  watery 

wall. 

I  loved  her  from  my  boyhood — she  to  me 
Was  as  a  fairy-city  of  the  heart. 
Rising  like  water-columns  from  the  sea, 
Of  joy  the  sojourn,  and  of  wealth  the  mart; 
And  Otway,  RadclifTe,  Schiller,Shakspeare*s 

art, 
Had  stamp'd  her  image  in  me,  and  even  so. 
Although  I  found  her  thus,  we  did  not  part. 
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Perchance  eren  dearer  In  her  day  of  woe, 
Than  when  she  was  a  keaat,  a  luanrel,  and 

a  nhow. 

I  can  repeople  with  the  past — and  of 
The  present  there  U  itill  for  eye  and  thought. 
And  meditation  chaiten*d  down,  enough ; 
And  more,  it  may  he,  than  I  hoped  or  tought ; 
And  of  the  happiest  moments  which  were 

wrought 
Within  the  weh  of  my  existence,  some 
From  thee,  fair  Venice !  hare  their  colours 

caught : 
There  are  some  feelings  Time  can  not  be- 
numb, 
Nor  Torture  shake,  or  mine  would  now  be 

cold  and  dumb. 

But  from  their  nature  will  the  tanncn  grow 
Loftiest  on  loftiest  and  least  sheltered  rocks. 
Rooted  in  barrenness,  where  nought  below 
Of  soil  supports  them  Against  the  Alpine 

shocks 
Of  eddying  storms;  yet  springs  the  trunk, 

and  mocks 
The  howling  tempest,  till  its  height  and 

frame 
Are  worthy  of  the  mountains  from  whose 

blocks 
Of  bleak,  gray,  granite,  into  life  it  came. 
And  grew  a  giant  tree ;— -the  mind  may  grow 

the  same. 

Existence  may  be  borne,  and  the  deep  root 
Of  life  and  sufferance  make  its  firm  abode 
In  bare  and  desolated  bosoms :  mute 
The  camel  labours  with  the  heuTiest  load. 
And  the  wolf  dies  in  silence, — not  bestow'd 
In  Tain  should  such  example  be;  if  they. 
Things  of  ignoble  or  of  sarage  mood. 
Endure  and  shrink  not,  we  of  nobler  clay 
Hay  temper  it  to  bear, — it  is  but  for  a  day. 

All  suffering  doth  destroy ,  or  is  destroyed. 
Even  by  the  sufferer ;  and  in  each  erent 
Ends:--Some,  with  hope  replenished  and 

rebuoy^d. 
Return  to  whence  they  came— with  like 

intent. 
And  weave  their  web  again ;  some  bow*d 

and  bent. 
Wax  gray  and  ghastly,  withering  ere  their 

time, 
And  perish  with  the  reed  on  which  they  leant; 
Some  seek  doTotion,  toil,  war,  good  or  crime, 
According  as  their  souls  were  form'dtosink 

or  climb : 

But  ever  and  anon  of  griefs  subdued 
Tiiere  comes  a  token  like  a  scorpion's  sting, 
Scarce  seen,but  with  fresh  hi  ttemess  imbued; 
And  slight  withal  may  be  the  things  which 

bring 
Back  on  the  heart  the  weight  which  it  would 

fling 


Aside  1[or  erer:  it  may  be  a  sOnnd — 

A  tone  of  music, — summer's  eve — or  sprang, 

A  flower — the  wind — the  ocean — which  shaill 

wound. 
Striking  the  electric  chain  wherewith  we 

are  darkly  bonad ; 

And  how  and  why  we  know  not,  aor  eaa 

trace 
Home  to  its  cloud  this  lightning  of  Hkt 

mind. 
But  feel  the  shock  renewed,  nor  can  efihee 
The  blight  and  blackening  which  it  leares 

behind. 
Which  out  of  things  familiar,  undesigned. 
When  least  we  deem  of  such,  calls  up  to  view 
The  spectres  whom  no  exorcism  can  bind. 
The  cold — the  changed — perchance   the 


ThemoumM,theloTed,  the  lost — too  many  I 

-^yet  how  few ! 

But  my  soul  wanders ;  I  demand  it  back 
To  meditate  amongst  decay,  and  stand 
A  ruin  amidst  ruins ;  there  to  track 
Fallen  states  and  buried  g^reatness,  o'er  a  land 
Which  was  the  mightiest  in  it^  old  command. 
And  is  the  loveliest,  and  must  erer  be 
The  master-mould  of  Nature's  heavenly 

hand: 
Wherein  were  cast  the  heroic  and  the  Ikea, 
The  beautiful,  the  brave — the  lords  ofeardi 

and 


The  commonwealth  of  kings ,  the  mea  of 

Rome! 
And  even  since,  and  now,  fair  Italy  I 
Thou  art  the  garden  of  the  world,  the  home 
Of  all  Art  yields,  and  Nature  can  decree; 
Even  in  thy  desert,  what  is  like  to  theef 
Thy  very  weeds  are  beautiful,  thy  waste 
More  rich  than  other  climes'  fertility ; 
Thy  wreck  a  glory,  and  thy  ruin  graced 
With  an  inunaculate  charm  which  canaal 

be  defaced. 

The  Moon  is  up ,  and  yet  it  is  not  night— 
Sunset  divides  the  sky  with  her — a  sea 
Of  glory  streams  along  the  Alpine-height 
Of  blue  Frlnli's  mountains ;  Heaven  is  Area 
From  clouds,  but  of  all  colours  seems  to  be 
Melted  to  one  vast  Iris  of  the  West, 
Where  the  Day  joins  the  past  Etenity ; 
While,  on  the  other  hand,  meek  Dian's  crest 
Floats  through  the  axure  air — an  island  of 

the  blest ! 

A  single  star  is  at  her  side,  and  reigns 
With  her  o'er  half  the  lovely  heaven ;  but 

still 
Yon  sunny  sea  heaves  brightly,  and  remain* 
Roll'd  o'er  the  peak  of  the  fair  Rhctianhill, 
As  Day  and  Night  contending  were,  until 
Nature  reclaim'd  her  order  : — gently  flows 
The  deep-dyedBrenta, where  their  hues  instil 
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mu  parple  of  a  new-born  tom, 
ivaminpoBlierfltreain,  andrlaM'd 

withiii  it  glow*, 

Ui  the  free  of  hearen,  which,  from 

afar, 
two  apon  the  waten ;  all  its  haet, 
s  rich  rantet  to  the  rtfing  gtar, 
igical  Tariety  diffuM : 
they  change ;  a  paler  shadow  itrewf 
!e  o*er  the  monntains ;  parting  day 
>  the  dolphin,   whom  each  pang 

imbues 
lew  eojoiir  as  it  gasps  away, 
•tin  loreiiest,  till — *tis  gone — and 

all  is  gray. 

a  tomb  la  Arqaa; — rearM  in  air 
in  their  sareophagns,  repose 
10  of  Laara*s  lover :  here  repair 
niliar  with  his  well-sung  woes, 
rimj  of  his  genins.    He  arose 
i  iangmage ,  and  his  land  reclaim 
I  doll  yoke  of  her  bi^rbaric  foes  t 
f  the  tree  which  bws  his  lady's 

name 
melodions  tears,  he  gare  himself 

to  fame. 

p  his  dast  in  Arqaa,  where  he  died ; 
Btain-Tillage  where  hb  later  days 
wm  the  Tale  of  years ;  and  *tis  tMr 

pride—- 
it  pride— and  let  it  be  their  praise, 
to  the  passing  stranger's  gave 
lion  and  his  sepulchre;  both  plain 
srably  simple,  such  as  raise 
;  more  accordant  with  his  strain 
a  pyramid  form'd  his  monumental 

fane. 

oolt  quiet  hamlet  where  he  dwelt 
that  complexion  which  seems  made 
e  who  their  mortality  have  felt, 
;ht  a  refuge  from  their  hopes  decayed 
ep  umbrage  of  a  green  hill's  shade, 
■hows  a  distant  prospect  far  away 
cities,  now  in  Tain  display'd, 
can  lure  no  further;  and  the  ray 
ht  tan  can  make  sufficient  holiday, 

Mg  the   monntains,   leaTcs,   and 

flowers; 
liog  in  the  brawling  brook ,  where- 

by. 

ite  carrent ,  glide  the  sauntering 

hours 
calm  languor,  which,  though  to 

the  eye 
t  seem,  hath  its  morality, 
lociety  we  learn  to  Hto, 
;nde  should  teach  us  how  to  die ; 
la  flatterers ;  Tanity  can  giTO 
iw  aid ;  alone — man  with  his  God 

must  strive : 


Or,  it  may  be,  with  denmai,  who  impair 
The  strength  of  better  thou(^ts,  and  seek 

their  prey 
In  melancholy  bosoms,  such  as  were 
Of  moody  texture  from  thair  earliest  day « 
And  loTod  to  dwell  in  darimess  and  dismay. 
Deeming  themselves  predestined  to  a  doom 
Which  IS  not  of  the  pangs  that  pass  away  $ 
Blaking  the  sun  like  blood,  the  earth  a  tomb. 
The  tomb  a  hell,  and  hell  itself  a  nuirkier 

gloom. 

Ferrara!  in  thy  wide  and  grass-grown  streett, 
Whose  symmetry  was  aot  for  solitude. 
There  seems  as  'twere  a  curse  upon  the  seats 
Of  former  soToreigns,  and  the  aatiqae  brood 
Of  Este ,  which  for  many  an  age  made  good 
Its  strength  within  thy  walls,and  was  of  yore 
Patron  or  tyrant,  as  the  changing  mood 
Of  petty  power  impell'd ,  of  those  who  wore 
The  wreath  which  Dante's  brow  alone  had 

worn  before. 

And  Tasso  is  their  glory  and  their  shame. 
Hark  to  his  strain !  and  then  sunrey  his  cell  f 
And  see  how  dearly  eam'd  Torquato's  fame. 
And  where  Alfonso  bade  his  poet  dwell: 
The  miserable  desuot  could  not  quell 
The  insulted  mind  he  sought  to  quench, 

and  blend 
With  the  surrounding  maniacs,  in  the  hell 
Where  he  had  plung'd  it.  Glorv  without  end 
Scatter'd  the  clouds  away — and  on  that  name 

attend 

Hie  tears  and  praises  of  all  time ;  while  thine 
Would  n>t  in  its  oblivion — in  the  sink 
Of  worthless  dust,  which  from  thy  boasted 

line 
Is  shaken  into  nothing;  but  the  link 
Tliou  formest  in  his  fortunes  bids  us  think 
Of  thy  poor  malice,naming  thee  with  scorn-— 
Alfonso!  how  thy  ducal  pageants  durink 
From  thee !  if  in  another  station  bom. 
Scarce  fit  to  be  the  slave  of  him  thou  mad'tot 

to  mourn  s 

ITufu!  form'd  to  eat,  and  be  despised,  and  die, 
Even  as  the  beasts  that  perish,  save  that  thou 
Hadst  a  more  splendid  trough  and  wider  sty: 
He  t  with  a  glory  round  his  furrow'd  brow, 
Which  emanated  then,  and  daisies  now 
In  face  of  all  his  foes,  the  Gruscan  quire. 
And  Boileau,  whose  rash  envy  could  allow 
No  strain  which  shamed  his  country's  creak- 
ing lyre. 
That  whetstone  of  the  teeth— monotony 

in  wire  I 

Peace  to  Torquato's  lignred  shade !  'twaM  his 
In  life  and  death  to  be  the  mark  where  Wrong 
Aim'd  with  her  poison'd  arrows ;  but  to  miss. 
Oh,  victor  unsurpass'd  in  modem  song! 
£ach  year  brings  forth  its  millions;  but 

how  long 
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The  tide  of  generaitionfl  thM  roll  on, 
And  not  the  irhole  conihin*d  and  coantleas 

throng 
Compose  a  mind  like  thine?  though  all  in  one 
Condensed  their  scatter^  rays,  they  would 

not  form  a  sun. 

Great  as  thon  art,  yet  parallePd  hy  those. 
Thy  countrymen,  hefore  thee  bom  to  shine. 
The  Bards  of  Hell  and  Chivalry :  first  rose 
The  Tuscan  father^s  coviedy  divine; 
Then,  not  unequal  to  the  Florentine, 
The  southern  Scott,  the  minstrel  who  call'd 

forth 
A  new  creation  with  his  magic  line. 
And,  like  the  Ariosto  of  the  North, 
Sang   ladye-love  and  war,    romance  and 

knightly  worth. 

The  lightning  rent  from  Ariosto's  bust 
The  iron-crown  of  lanrePs  mimic'd  leaves  : 
N'or  was  the  ominous  clement  unjust. 
For  the  true  laurel  -  wreath  which  Glory 

weai-es 
Is  of  the  tree  no  bolt  of  thunder  cleaves. 
And  the  false  semblance  but  disgraced  his 

brow; 
Yet  still,  if  fondly  Superstition  grieves. 
Know,  that  the  lightning  sanctifies  below 
Whatever  it  strikes; — yon  head  is  doubly 

sacred  now. 

Italia!  oh  Italia!  thou  who  hast 
'I'hc  fatal  gift  of  beauty,  which  became 
A  funeral  dower  of  present  woes  and  past, 
On  thy  sweet  brow  is  sorrow  ploughM  by 

shame. 
And  annals  graved  in  characters  of  flame. 
Oh  God !  that  thon  wert  in  thy  nakedneij0 
Less  lovely  or  more  powerful,  and  could^st 

claim 
Thy  right,and  awe  the  robbers  back  who  press 
To  shm!  thy  blood,  and  drink  the  tears  of 

thy  distress ; 

Then  might*st  thon  more  appal ;  or ,  less 

desired , 
Be  homely  and  be  peaceful,  undeplored 
For  thy  destructive  charms  ;  then  ,  still 

nn  tired, 
Would  not  be  seen  the  armed  torrents  pourM 
Down  the  deep  Alps ;  nor  would  the  hostile 

horde 
Of  many-nation*d  spoilers  from  the  Po 
Quaff  blood  and  water;  nor  the  stranger^s 

sword 
Be  thy  sad  weapon  of  defence,  and  so, 
•Victor  or  vanquished,  thou  the  slave  of 

friend  or  foe. 

Wandering  in  youth,!  traced  the  path  of  him. 
The  Roman  friend  of  Homers  least-mortal 

mind. 
The  friend  of  Tally  :  as  my  bark  did  skim 
The  bright  blue  waters  with  a  fanning  wind. 


Came  Megara  before  me,  and  behind 
^gina  lay,  Piraeus  on  the  right. 
And  Corinth  on  the  left;  1  lay  reclined 
Along  the  prow,  and  saw  all  these  unite 
In  ruin ,   even  as  he  had  seen  the  desolate 

sight; 

For  Time  hath  not  rebuilt  them,  but  up> 

reared 
Barbaric  dwellings  on  their  shattered  site. 
Which  only  make  more  mourned  and  more 

endeared 
The  few  last  rays  of  their  far-scatter*d  light. 
And   the  crushed  relics  of  their  vanished 

might. 
The  Roman  saw  these  tombs  in  his  own  age. 
These  sepulchres  of  cities,  which  excite 
Sad  wonder,  and  his  yet  surviving  page 
The  moral  lesson  bears ,  drawn  from  such 

pilgrimage. 

That  page  is  now  before  me,  and  on  mine 

Hit  country's  ruin  added  to  the  mass 

Of  perished  states  he  moum'd  in  their  decline. 

And  I  in  desolation :  all  that  was 

Of  then  destruction  is ;  and  now,  alas ! 

Rome — Rome  imperial,  bows  her  to  the 

titorm. 
In  the  same  dust  and  blackness ,  and  we  pass 
The  skeleton  of  her  Titanic  form, 
Wrecks  of  another  world,  whose  ashes  still 

are  warm. 

Yet,  Italy!  thniugh  every  other  land 
lliy  wrongs  should  ring,   and  shall,  from 

side  to  side; 
Mother  of  Arts!  as  once  of  arms;  thy  hand 
Was  then  our  guardian,  and  is  still  our  guide; 
Parent  of  our  Religion!  whom  the  wide 
Nations  hai  c  knelt  to  for  the  keys  of  heaven! 
Europe,  repentant  of  her  parricide, 
Shall  yet  redeem  thee,  and,  all  backward 

driven. 
Roil  the  barbarian   tide,   and  sue  to  be 

forgiven. 

But  Amo  wins  us  to  the  fair  white  walls. 
Where  the  Etrurian  .itliens  claims  and  keeps 
A  softer  feeling  for  her  fairy-halls. 
Girt  by  her  theatre  of  hills,  she  reaps 
Her  com,  and  Mine,  and  oil,  and  Plenty  leaps 
To  laughing  life ,  with  her  redundant  horn. 
Along  the  banks  where  smiling  Arno  sweeps 
Was  modem  Luxury  of  Commerce  born. 
And  buried  Learning  rose,   redeemed  to  a 

new  mom. 

There,too,the  Goddess  loves  in  stone,and  fills 
The  air  around  with  beauty ;  we  inhale 
The  ambrosial  aspect,  which,  beheld,  instils 
Part  of  its  immortalitv ;  the  veil 
Of  heaven  is  half  undrawn  ;  within  tlie  po' 
We  stand,  and  in  that  form  and  face  beho 
What  Mind  can  make,  when  Nature's  m 

Mould  foil; 
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ind  Co  the  fond  idolatort  of  old 
Katy   the  innate  flaidi  which  uiirh  a  tout 

could  mould: 

U>  ^aze  and  turn  awa>',and  know  not  where, 
Duzled  and  drunk  with  beautyUill  the  heart 
lUclri    with    itt    fulnew;    there — for  ever 

therc^ — 
Chained  Co  the  chariot  of  triumphal  Art, 
H c  «tand  aa  captivei ,  and  would  not  depart. 
Anav  ! — then*  need  noword^,   nor  fermn 

preciie. 
The  paltry  jargo"*  ®^  ^®  marble  mart, 
Where  Pedantry  ffulU  Folly — ^we  ha«e  eyes: 
Moed   pube—and  breast  confirm  the  Oardan 

Shepherded  prize. 

lppcar*deC  thou  not  to  Pari«  in  thi«  gui«e  ? 
Or  to  more  deeply  blest  Anchite*  ?  or, 
h  all  Ihy  perfect  goddefls-thip ,  when  lien 
Before  thee  thy  own  vanquish 'dJUird  of  War? 
hwi  gazing  in  thy  face  as  toward  a  star, 
Laid  OD  thy  lap,  his  eyes  to  thee  upturn, 
Fcfdini^   on  thy   sweet  cheek!   while   tliy 

lips  arc 
Wilh  Ia%a-kisses  melting  while  they  bum. 
Showered  oo  his  eyelids,  brow,  and  mouth, 

as  from  an  urn  If 

Glswing  and  circomfosed  in  speechless  love. 
Tkeir  fuU  divinity  inadequate 
Thai  feeling  to  expreM,  or  to  improve. 
The  gods  become  as  mortals,  and  man's  fate 
Has  mimients  like  their  brightest;  but  the 

weight 
Of  earth  recoiU  upon  us ; — let  it  ^o ! 
We  can  recal  such  visions,  and  create. 
From  what  has  been  or  might  be,    tilings 

which  grow 
hCo  thy  ataCne's  form,  and  look  like  gods 

below. 

t  leave  io  learned  fingers  and  wise  hands. 
The  arCiat  and  his  ape,  to  teach  and  tell 
How  well  his  omnoisseurship  underHtands 
The  graceful  bend,  and  the  voluptuous  swell: 
Let  theee  doMrribe  the  undescribable : 
1  waald  BoC  their  vile  breath  \ihould  criNp 

the  stream 
Wherein  that  imago  shall  for  eter  dwell ; 
The  onraflled  mirror  of  the  loneliest  dream 
That  ever  left  the  tky  on  the  deep  soul  ti» 

beam. 

h  Santa  Croce's  holy  precincts  lie 

.Ithee  which  make  it  holier,  dust  which  is 

Kvrn  in  it«elf  an  immortality. 

Though  there  were  nothing  save  the  past, 

and  this, 
Tkr  parCirle  of  those  sublimities 
Which  have  relaps'd  to  chaos :— here  repose 
Aii^eloV,  Aifieri'a  bones,  and  his. 
The  aCarry  Galileo's,  with  his  w«ieti; 
Here Blachiavelli^s  earth,  returned  to  whence 

it  rose. 


These  are  four  minds,    which,    like  tlie 

elements, 
Mifclit  furnish  forth  creation: — ^llaly  ! 
Time,  which  hath  wronged  thee  with  ten 

thousand  rents 
Of  thine  imperial  garment,  shall  deny. 
And  hath  denied,  t(»  every  other  sky, 
Spirit«  which  soar  from  ruin : — thy  decay 
Is  still  impregnate  with  divinity, 
Which  gilds  it  with  revivifying  ray ; 
Such  as  the  great  of  yore,  Canova  is  to-day. 

But  where  repose  the  all  Etruscan  three — 
Dante,  and  Petrarch,  and,  scarce  less  than 

they , 
llie  Bard  of  Prose,  creative  spirit  I  he 
Of  the  Hundred  Talcs  of  love — where  did 

they  lay 
Their  bones,  distinguished  from  our  fM>ramon 

clay 
In  death  as  life?  Are  they  resolved  t4»dust. 
And  have  their  country's  marbles  nought 

to  say? 
Could  not  her  quarries  furnish  forth  one 

bust? 
Did  they  not  toiler  breast  their  filial  earth 

entrust? 

lingrateful  Florence!  Dante  sleeps  afar, 
LikeScipio,  buried  by  tlic  upbraiding  shore; 
Thy   factions,    in  their  worse  than  civil 

war, 
Proscribed  the  bard  whose  name  for  ev  eruiore 
Tlieir  children's  children    would  in  vain 

adore 
With  tlie  reiuonte  of  ag^s;  and  the  eri»wn 
Which  Petran>h*ii  laureut-brow  supremely 

wore, 
Vpon  a  far  and  fon*ig;^n  noil  had  grown. 
His  life,  his  fame,  his  grave,  though  rifle<l  — 

not  thine  o\in. 

Boccaccio  to  his  parent  earth  bequeathed 
His  duiit,  —and  lies  it  not  her  Great  among, 
W  itii  many  a  sweet  and  solemn   rttquiem 

breathed 
OVr  him  vilio  fonii'd   the  Tus4:an's  Hiren* 

tongue  ? 
That  uiUNie  in  iti^elf.  MiioHe  Mouiidi*  arc  Kon^^. 
The  poetry  of  ripeecli  ?  No;  — e\en  hirf  tomb 
I  pt4>ru,  murtt  bear  tlie  li^a*na  bigotV  wr«»ng, 
NomoreainidHt  the  meaner  dead  find  room, 
\or  claim  a  passing  sigh ,  because  it  told 

for  whom! 

And  Santa  C/rore  wantn  their  mighty  dust ; 
Vet  for  thii4  want  more  noted,  as  of  ^  ore 
The  r»*:>Hr'M  pageant,  shorn  of  Brut uh^  buHt 
Did  butof  Kiune's  lief«( Son. remind  her  more : 
Happier  Ua^ennu!  on  thy  hoary  Hhore, 
FortrcriH  of  falling  empfre  !  honoured  wleeps 
llie  iinmortul  exile;  -Aripni,  too,  herstore 
OftiMiel'ul  relies  proudly  elaimiiand  keeps. 
While  Florence  vainly    begs  her  banished 

dead  and  weeps. 
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Vlhai  is  her  pjTamid  of  preciom  ftonei  f 
Of  porphyry,  jasper,  agiUe,  and  all  hoes 
Of  gem  and  marble,  to  encrust  the  bones 
Of  merchant-dukes  ?  the  momentary  dews 
Which,  sparkling  to  the  twiiight-stars,infii8e 
Freshness  in  the  green  turf  that  wraps  the 

dead. 
Whose  names  are  mausoleums  of  the  Muse, 
Are  gently  pre^t  with  far  more  reverent  tread 
llian  eter  paced  the  slab  which  paves  the 

princely  head. 

There  he  wore  things  to  greet  the  heart  and 

eyes 
In  Amo's  dome  of  Art's  most  princely  shrine, 
Where  Sculpture  with  her  rainbow -sistor 

Ties; 
There  be  more  marvels  yet — ^but  not  for  mine; 
For  I  have  been  accustomed  to  entwine 
My  thoughts  with  Nature  rather  in  the  fields, 
Than  Art  in  galleries :  though  a  work  divine 
Calls  for  my  spirit's  homage,  yet  it  yields 
Less  than  it  feels,  because  the  weapon  which 

it  wields 

Is  of  another  temper,  and  I  roam 
Py  Thrasimene's  lake,  in  the  defiles 
Fatal  to  Roman  rashness,  more  at  home; 
For  there  the  Carthaginian^  warlike  wiles 
Come  back  before  me,  as  his  skill  beguiles 
The  host  between  the  mountains  and  the 

shore. 
Where  Courage  falls  in  her  despairing  files, 
Aud  torrents,  swoln  to  rivers  with  their  gore, 
Reek  through  the  sultry  plain,  with  legions 

scattered  o'er. 

Like  to  a  forest  fell'd  by  mountain-winds ; 
And  such  a  storm  of  battle  on  this  day. 
And  such  the  i^reniy,  whose  convulsion 

blinds 
To  all  save  carnage,  that,  beneath  the  fray, 
An  Earthquake  reel'd  unheededly  away ! 
None  felt  stem  Nature  rocking  at  his  feet. 
And  yawning  forth  a  grave  for  those  who  lay 
Upon  their  bucklers  tor  a  winding-sheet ; 
Such  is  the  absorbing  hate  when  warring 

nations  meet! 

The  Earth  to  them  was  as  a  rolling  bark 
Which  bore  them  to  Eternity ;  they  saw 
The  Ocean  round,  but  had  no  time  to  mark 
'llie  motions  of  their  vessel ;  Nature's  law. 
In  them  suspended,  reck'd  not  of  the  awe 
Which  reigns  when  mountains  tremble,  and 

the  birds 
Plunge  in  the  clouds  for  refuge  and  with- 
draw 
From  their  down-toppling  nests ;   and  bel- 
lowing herdi< 
Stumble  o*er  heaving  plains,  and  man's  dread 

hath  no  words. 

Far  other  scene  is  Thrasimcne  now ; 

Her  lake  a  sheet  of  silYer^  and  her  plain    | 


Rent  by  no  rava^  save  the  gentle  plough;    \ 
Her  aged  trees  nse  thick  as  ofire  the  slain 
Lay  where  their  roots  are;  but  a  brook    : 

haUi  ta'en— 
A  little  rill  of  scanty  stream  and  bed — 
A  name  of  blood  from  that  day's  sanguine    i 

rain; 
And  Sanguinetto  tells  ye  where  the  dead 
Made  the  earth  wet,  and  tom'd  the  unwil- 
ling waters  red. 

But  thou,  Clitumnus !  in  thy  sweetest  wave 
Of  the  most  living  crystal  that  was  e'er 
The  haunt  of  river-nymph,  to  gase  and  lave .  - 
Her  limbs  where  nothing  hid  them,  thou 

dost  rear 
Thy  grassy  banks  whereon  the  milk-white 

steer 
Graces ;  the  purest  god  of  gentle  waters ! 
And  most  serene  of  aspect,  and  most  clear; 
Surely   that   stream  was  unprofaned   by 

slaughters — 
A  mirror  and  a  bath  for  Beautv's  youngest 

daughters ! 

And  on  thy  happy  shore  a  temple  still. 
Of  small  and  delicate  proportion,  keeps, 
Upon  a  mild  declivity  of  hill. 
Its  memory  of  thee ;  beneath  it  sweeps 
Thy  current's  calnmess ;  oft  from  out  it  leapt 
The  finny  darter  with  the  glittering  scales. 
Who  dwells  and  revels  in  Oiy  glassy  deeps: 
While,  chance,  some  scatter'd  water-lily 

sails 
Down  where  the  shallower  wave  still  tellt 

its  bubbling  tales. 

Pass  not  unblest  the  Genius  of  the^  place ! 
If  through  the  air  a  xephyr  more  serene 
Win  to  the  brow ,  'tis  his ;  and  if  ye  trace 
Along  his  nuirgin  a  more  eloquent  gjeen. 
If  on  the  heart  the  freshness  of  the  scene 
Sprinkle  its  coolness,  and  flrom  the  dry  dust 
Oif  weary  life  a  moment  lave  it  clean 
With  Nature's  baptism, — tis  to  him  ye  must 
Pay  orisons  for  this  suspension  of  disgust. 

Hie  roar  of  waters! — from  the  headlong 

height 
Velino  cleaves  the  wave-worn  precipice ; 
The  fall  of  waters !  rapid  as  the  li^t 
The  flashing  mass  foams  shaking  the  abyss ; 
The  hell  of  waters !  where  they  howl  and  hiss. 
And  boil  in  endless  torture;  while  the  sweat 
Of  their  great  agony,  wrung  out  from  this 
Their  Phlegethon,  curls  round  the  rocks 

of  jet  ' 

That   gird  the  gulf  around,    in  pitiless 

horror  set. 

And  mounts  in  spray  the  skies,  and  thence 

again 
Returns  in  an   unceasing   shower,   which 

round. 
With  ite  uncmptied  cloud  of  gentle  rain. 
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emml  Ipril  to  Uie  ground, 
'  ic  all  one  rmendd:-- how  profound 
If!  sad  how  the  giut  olement 
r^ek   lo   rock  leaps  with   delirioni 

hoand, 
igr  thoclifis,  which,  downward  worn 

and  rent 
ia  fierce  fbotstops,  yield  in  chaans 

a  fearful  vent 

broad  column  which  rolls  on,  and 

shows 
ke  the  fountain  of  an  Infant  sea 
MD  die  womb  of  nionUtains  by  the 

throes 
w  world,  than  only  thus  to  be 
>f  riTers,  which  flow  rushinglv, 
BBj  wiudings,  through  the  vale: — 

Look  back! 
ere  it  comes  like  an  eternity, 
sweep  down  all  things  in  its  track, 
1^  the  eye  with  dread, — a  matchless 

cataract. 


!i 


beautiful !  but  on  the  verge, 
de  to  side,  beneath  the  guttering 

mom, 
site,  amidst  the  infernal  surge, 
>pe  upon  a  death-bed,  and,  unworn 
ly  dyes,  while  all  around  is  torn 
dlatracted  waters,  bean  serene 
liant   hues   with   all  their  beams 

unshorn : 
ilinr,  *mid  the  torture  of  the  scene, 
ratchliig  Bfadness  with  unalterable 

mien. 

•re  upon  the  woody  Apennine, 
imt  Alps,  which — had  I  not  before 
OB  their  mightier  parents,   where 

the  pine 
nore  shaggy  summits,  and  where  roar 
nndcring  lanwine — might  be  wor- 
shipped more; 
are  seen  the  soaring  Jungfrau  rear 
rer-trodden  snow,  and  seen  the  hoar 
s  of  bleak  Mont-Blanc  both  far  and 

near, 
Ghintari  heard  the  thunder-hills  of 

fear, 

rorerannian  mountains  of  old  name; 
Parnassus  seen  the  eagles  fly 
irita  of  the  spot,  as  *tii'ere  for  fame, 
I  they  soared  unutterably  high: 
kM  on  Ida  with  a  Trojan's  eye ; 
Olympus,  Aetna,  Atlas,  made 
tills  seem  things  of  lesser  disunity, 
re  the  lone  Soracte's  height,  displayed 
9  in  anew,  which  asks  the  lyric- Ro- 
man's aid 

remrnbrance,  and  from  out  the  plain 
like  a   long-swept  wave  about  to 

break. 


And  on  the  curl  hangs  pausing:  not  In  vain 
May  he,  who  will,  his  recollections  rake 
And  quote  in  classic  raptures,  and  awake 
The  hills  with   Latian  echoes;  I  abhorr'd 
Too  much,  to  conquer  for  the  poet's  sake, 
Ibe  driird  dall  lesson,  forced  down  word 

by  word 
In  my  repugnant  youth,  with  pleasure  to 

record 

Anght  that  recals  the  daily  drug  which 

tum'd 
My  sickening  meomry ;  and,  though  Time 

hath  taught 
My  mind  to  meditate  what  then  it  leam'd. 
Yet  such  the  fix'd  inveteracy  wrought 
By  the  impatience  of  my  early  thought, 
Inat,  w  ith  the  freshness  wearing  out  before 
My  mind  could  relish  what  it  might  have 

sought. 
If  free  to  choose,  I  cannot  now  restore 
Its  health;  but  what  it  dien  detested,  still 

abhor. 

Then  farewell,  Horace ;  whom  I  hated  so, 
j\ot  for  thy  faults,  but  mine ;  it  is  a  curse 
To  understand,  not  feel  thy  lyric  flow. 
To  comprehend,  but  never  love  thy  verse. 
Although  no  deeper  Moralist  rehearse 
Our  little  life,  nor  Bard  prescribe  his  art. 
Nor  livelier  Satirist  the  conscience  pierce. 
Awakening  without  wounding  the  touched 

heart. 
Yet  fare  thee  well — upon  Soracte's  ridge 

we  part. 

Oh  Rome !  my  country !  city  of  the  soul ! 
The  orphans  of  the  heart  must  turn  to  thee. 
Lone  mother  of  dead  empires !  and  control 
In  their  shut  breasts  their  petty  misery. 
What  are  our  woes  and  sufferance  f  Come 

and  see 
The  cypress,  hear  the  owl,  and  plod  your  way 
O'er  steps  of  broken  thrones  and  temples.  Ye ! 
Whose  agonies  are  evils  of  a  day — 
A  world  IS  at  our  feet  as  fragile  as  our  clay. 

The  Niobe  of  nations !  there  she  stands. 
Childless  and  crownless,  in  her  voiceless  woe; 
An  empty  urn  within  her  wither'd  hands. 
Whose  holy  dust  was  scattered  long  ago ; 
The  Scipios'  tomb  contains  no  ashes  now ; 
The  very  sopulchres  lie  tenantless 
Of  their  heroic  dwellers :  dost  thou  flow. 
Old  Tiber!  through  a  marble- wilderness? 
Rise,  with  thy  yellow  waves,  and  mantle 

her  distress ! 

The  Goth,  the  Christian,  Time,  War,  Flood, 

and  Fire, 
Have  dealt  upon  theseven-hiird  city's  pride; 
She  saw  her  glories  star  by  star  expire. 
And  up  the  steep  barbarian  monarchs  ride. 
Where  the  ear  climb'd  the  capitol ;  far  and 

wide 
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Temple  and  tower  went  down ,  nor  left  a 

f  itc :  — 
Chaoi  of  rains !  who  thall  trace  the  Toid, 
O'er  the  dim  fragments  cast  a  lunar  light. 
And  say,  ^^here  was,  oris,'*  where  all  is 

donhl  J  night  ¥ 

The  dotthle  night  of  ages,  and  of  her, 
Night's  daughter,  Ignorance,  hath  wrapt 

and  wrap 
All  round  as ;  we  but  feel  our  way  to  err : 
The  ocean  hath  his  chart,  the  stars  their 

map, 
,  And  Knowledge  spreads  them  on  her  ample 

lap; 
But  Rome  is  as  the  desert,  where  we  steer 
Stumbling  o'er  recollections ;  now  we  clap 
Our  hands  and  cry  '^Eureka!  *'  it  is  clear — 
When  but  some  false  mirage  of  rain  rises 

near. 

Alas!  the  lofty  city !  and  alas  I 
The  trebly  hundred  triumphs !  and  the  day 
When  Brutus  made  the  dagger's  edg^e  surpass 
The  conqueror's  sword   in  bearing  fame 

away! 
Alas«  for  Tully's  TOice,  and  Virgil's  lay. 
And  Livy 's  pictured  page! — but  these  shall  be 
Her  resurrection ;  all  beside — decay. 
Alas,  for  Earth,  for  never  shall  we  see 
That  brightness  in  her  eye  she  bore  when 

Rome  was  free! 

Oh  thoa,  whose  chariot  roU'd  on  Fortune's 

wheel. 
Triumphant  Sy  Ila !  Thou,  who  didst  subdue 
Thy  country's  foes  ere  thou  would  pause  to 

feel 
Thewrath  of  thy  own  wrongs,  or  reap  the  due 
Of  hoarded  Yengeance  till  thine  eagles  flew 
0'er.prostrateAsia;-thou,who witli  thy  frown 
Annihilated  senates — Roman,  too. 
With  all  thy  vices,  for  thou  didst  lay  down 
With  an  atoning  smile  a  more  than  earthly 

crown — 

The  dictatorial  wreath,— couldst  thou  divine 
To  what  would  one  day  dwindle  that  which 

made 
Thee  more  than  mortal  ?  and  that  so  supine 
By  aught  than  Romans  Rome  should  thus  be 

laidV 
She  who  was  named  Eternal,  and  array 'd 
Her  warriors  but  to  conquer — she  who  veil'd 
Earth  with  her  haughty  shadow,  and  dis- 
play'd. 
Until  the  o'er-canopied  horizon  fail'd. 
Her  rushing  wings  —  Oh!  she   who  was 

Almigthy  hail'd! 

I^t »  ^  Sylla  was  first  of  victors ;  but  our  own 
llic  sagest  of  usurpers,  Cromwell;  he 
Too  swept  oiT  senates  while  ho  hew'd  the 

tlinme 
Down  to  a  block — immortal  rebel !  Sec 


W^hat  crimes  it  costs  to  be  a  moment  free 
And  famous  through  all  ages !  but  beneath 
His  fate  the  moral  lurks  of  destiny  ; 
His  day  of  double  victory  and  death 
Beheld  hiiu  win  two  realms ,  and ,  happier, 

yield  his  breath. 

The  third  of  the  same  moon  whose  former 

course 
Had  all  but  crown'd  him,  on  the  selfsame  day 
Deposed  him  gently  from  his  throne  of  force. 
And  laid  him  with  the  earth's  preceding 

clay. 
And  show'd  not  Fortune  thus  how  fame  and 

sway. 
And  all  we  deem  delightful,  and  consume 
Our  souls  to  compass  through  each  ardi\oai 

way. 
Are  in  her  eyes  less  happy  than  the  tomb? 
Were  they  but  so  in  man's,  how  different 

were  his  doom ! 

And  thou,  dread  statue!  yet  existent  in 
The  austercst  form  of  naked  mi^esty. 
Thou  who  behe Ides t,  'mid  the  assassins' dia. 
At  thy  bathed  base  the  bloody  Caesar  lie. 
Folding  his  robe  in  dying  dignity. 
An  ofiering  to  thine  altar  from  the  queen 
Of  gods  and  men,  great  Nemesis !  did  he  die. 
And  thou,  too,  perish,  Pompey  ?  have  ye  been 
Victors  of  countless  kings,  or  puppets  of  a 

scene? 

And  thou,  the   thander-stricken  nnrse  of 

Rome! 
She-wolf!  whose  brazen-imaged  dugs  impart 
Tlie  milk  of  conquest  yet  within  the  dome 
Where,  as  a  monument  of  antique  art. 
Thou  standest: — Mother  of  the  mighty  heart. 
Which  the  great  founder  siick'd  from  thy 

wild  teat, 
Scorch'd  by  the  Roman  Jove's  etherial  dart. 
And  thy  limbs  black  with  lightning — doat 

thou  yet 
Guard  thine  inunortal  cubs,  nor  thy  fond 

charge  forget? 

Thou  dost; — but  all  thy  fostor-babet  are 

dead — 
The  men  of  iron;  and  the  world  hath  rearM 
Cities  from  out  their  sepulchres:  men  bled 
In  imitation  of  the  things  they  fear'd 
And  fought  and  conquer'd,  and  the  same 

course  steer'd. 
At  apish  distance ;  but  as  yet  none  have, 
]\or  could,  the  same  supremacy  have  near'd. 
Save  one  vain  man,  who  is  not  in  the  grave. 
But,  vanquish'd   by   himself,  to  his  own 

slaves  a  slave — 

The  fool  of  faUe  dominion — and  a  kind 
Of  bastard-Cuesar,  following  him  of  old 
With  steps  unequal ;  for  the  Roman's  mind 
Was  model  I'd  in  a  less  terrestrial  mould. 
With  passions  fiercer,  yet  a  judgment  cold, 


Casto  IV.    CaHLDE  HAROLDS        St.01-.100. 


PILGRIMAGK. 


4Y 


kai  mn  iBmortel  inttiBct  which  redeemM 
The  frmilties  of  a  heart  fo  loft,  yet  bold, 
Alcide*  vith  the  digtafT  now  he  §eein*d 
It  Clcopatra*t  feet, — and  now  himself  he 

beam'd, 

kd  caae — and  law — and  conquered!  But 

the  man 
Vho  would  hare  tamed  his  eagles  down  to 

flee, 
like  a  tisin'd  falcon,  in  the  Gallic  ran. 
Which  he«  in  sooth,  long  led  to  irictorj. 
With  a  deaf  heart  which  nefer  seemed  to  be 
Ali^tenrr  to  itself,  was  strangely  framed; 
With  bat  one  weiJcest  weakness — vanity, 
C«^aellish  in  ambition — still  he  atmrd — 
At  wfaatf  can  he  avonrh— or  answer  what 

he  ciaim'd  ? 

Aid  woald   be  all  or  nothing — nor  could 

wait 
Ftr  the  sure  grave  to  level  him ;  few  years 
lUd  iix*d  him  with  the  Caesars  in  his  fatu, 
Ok  whom  we  tread :  For  this  the  conqueror 

rears 
The  arch  of  triumpli !  and  for  this  tlie  tears 
Ui  blood  of  earth  flow  on  as  they  have 

flow'd, 
U  aaiveraal  deluge,  which  appears 
Vilhout  an  ark  for  wretched  nuin^s  abode, 
isi  ebbs  bat  to  reflow ! — Renew  thy  rain- 
bow, God! 

What  from  this  barren  being  do  we  reap  ? 
0«r  senses  narrow,  and  our  reason  frail, 
Ufe  short,    and  truth  a  gem  which  loves 

the  deep, 
M  all  things  weighM  in  custom^s  falsest 

tealv. ; 
OpiaioB  an  omnipotence, — whose  veil 
katles  thMB  earth  w  ith  darhness,  until  right 
hd  wrong  are  accidents,  and  men  grow  pale 
bit  tlieir  own  judgments  should  become  too 

bright, 
Ui  their  free  thoughts  be  crimes,  and  earth 

have  too  much  light. 

ki  ihas  they  plod  in  sluggish  misery, 
I  Isitiag  from  sire  to  son,  nnd  age-  to  age, 
head  of  their  trampled  nature,  and  so  die, 
'Ki^acathiDg  their  hereditary  rage 
Ts  the  new  race  of  inborn  slaves,  who  wage 
tir  far  their  chains,  and  rather  than  be 

free, 
heed  gladiator-like,  and  still  engage 
Within  the  same  arena  where  they  see 
Their  fellows  fall  before,  like  leaves  of 

the  same  tree 

I  ipak   not   of   men''s   creeds — they    rest 

between 
^  ud  his  Maker — but  of  things  allowed, 
1     h«r'4,   and  known, — and  daily,   hourly 

seen — 
.     IV  yoke  that  is  upon  us  doubly  bowM, 


And  the  intent  of  tyranny  avow'd, 

The  edict  of  Earth's  rulers,  who  are  grown 

The  apes  of  him  who  humbled  once  the 

proud. 
And  sliook  them  from   their  slumbers  on 

flic  throne; 
Too  glorious,   were  this  all   his  mighty 

arm  had  done. 

Can  tyrants  but  by  tyrants  conquered  be. 
And  Freedom  find  no  champion  and  no  child 
Such  as  Columbia  saw  arise  when  she 
Sprung  forth  a  Pallas,  arm'd  and  undefiledf 
Or  must  such  minds  be  nonripli'd  in  the  wild. 
Deep  in  the  unpnined  forest,  ^mid^t  the  roar 
Of  cataracts,  where  nursing  Nature  smiled 
On  infant  Washington  ?  Has  Earth  no  more 
Such  seeds  within  her  breast,  or  Europe  no 

such  shore? 

But  France  got  drunk  with  blood  to  vomit 

crime. 
And  fatal  have  her  Saturnalia  been 
To  Freedom's  cause,  in  e\  ery  age  and  clime; 
Because  the  deadly  days  which  we  have  seen. 
And  vile  Ambition,  that  built  up  between 
Man  and  his  hopen  an  iidamantinc  wail. 
And  the  base  pageant  last  upon  the  scene. 
Are  grown  the  pretext  for  the  eternal  thrall 
Which  nips  life's  tree,  and  dooms  man's 

worst — his  second  fall. 

Yet,  Freedom!   yet  thy   banner,  torn,  but 

flying. 
Streams  like  the  thunder-storm  against  the 

wind; 
Thy  trumpet-voice,  though  broken  now  and 

dying. 
The  loudest  still  the  tempest  leaves  behind; 
I'hy  tree  hath  lost  its  blofisoms,  and  the  rind, 
Chopp'd  by  the  axe,  looko  rough  and  little 

worth. 
But  the  sap  lasts, —  and  utill  the  seed  we  find 
Sown  deep,  even  in  the  bosom  of  the  North ; 
So  shall   a  better  spring  le^is  bitter  fruit 

bring  forth. 

There  is  a  stem  round  tower  of  other  davs, 
F^irm  as  a  fortress,  with  lU  fence  of  stone. 
Such  w  an  army's  baffled  sti-ength  delays, 
Standing  with  half  its  battlements  alone. 
And  with  two  thousand  years  of  ivy  grown, 
The  garland  of  eternity',  where  wave 
The  green  leaves  over  all  by  time  o'er- 

thrown ; — 
What  was  this  tower  of  strength  ?  within 

its  cave 
What  treasure  lay  so  locked,  so  hid¥ — A 

woman's  grave. 

But  who  was  she,  the  lady  of  the  dead, 
Tomb'd  in  a  palace  V  Was  she  chaste  and  fair? 
Worthy  a  king's— or  more — a  Roman's  bed? 
What  race  of  chiefs  and  heroes  did  she  bear! 
What  daughter  of  her  beauties  was  the  heir? 
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How  lived — how  loved — ^howdiedfheY  Wat 

■he  not 
So  honour^ — and  conipicuoasly  there, 
Where  meaner  relics  mof  t  not  dare  to  rot, 
Placed  to  commemorate  a  more  than  mortal 

lot? 

Was  the  at  those  who  lore  their  lords,  or  they 
Who  love  the  lords  of  others?  snch  have  heen. 
Even  in  the  olden  time  Rome's  annals  say. 
Was  she  a  matron  of  Cornelia's  mien. 
Or  the  light  air  of  Egypt's  graceful  qneen, 
Profuse  of  joy — or  'gainst  it  did  she  war,  • 
Inveterate  in  virtue?  Did  she  lean 
To  the^  soft  side  of  the  heart,  or  wisely  bar 
Love  from  amongst  her  griefs? — ^for  snch 

the  affections  are. 

Perchance  she  died  in  youth:  it  may  be, 

bow'd 
With  woes  far  heavier  than  the  ponderous 

tomb 
That  weigh'd  upon  her  gentle  dust,  a  cloud 
Might  gather  o'er  her  beauty,  and  a  gloom 
In  her  dark  eye,  prophetic  of  the  doom 
Heaven  gives  its  favourites — early  death; 

yet  shed 
A  sunset-charm  around  her,  and  illume 
With  hectic  light,  the  Hesperus  of  the  dead. 
Of  her  consuming  cheek  the  autumnal  leaf- 
like  red. 

Perchance  she  died  in  age — surviving  all. 
Charms,  kindred,  children — with  the  sil- 

ver-jpray 
On  her  long  tresses,  which  ought  yet  recal, 
It  may  be,  still  a  something  of  the  day 
When  they  were  braided,  and  her  proud 

array 
And  lovely  form  were  envied,  praised,  and 

eyed 
By  Rome — ^But  whither  would  Conjecture 

stray? 
Thus  much  alone  we  know — Metella  died. 
The  wealthiest  Roman's  wife;  Behold  his 

love  or  pride  I 

I  know  not  why — but  standing  thus  by  thee 
It  seems  as  if  1  had  thine  inmate  known. 
Thou  tomb !  and  other  days  come  back  on  me 
With  recollected  music,  though  the  tone 
Is  changed  and  solemn,  like  the  cloudy  groan 
Of  dying  thunder  on  the  distant  wind; 
Yet  could  I  seat  me  by  this  ivied  stone 
Till  I  had  bodied  forth  the  heated  mind 
Forms  from  the  floating  wreck  which  Ruin 

leaves  behind ; 

And  from  the  planks,  far  shatter'd  o'er  the 

rocks, 
Built  me  a  little  bark  of  hope,  once  more 
To  battle  with  the  ocean  and  tiie  shocks 
Of  the  loud  breakers,  and  the  ceaseless  roar 
Which  rushes  on  the  solitary  shore 
Where  all  lies  founder'd  that  was  ever  dear: 


Buteould  I  gather  from  the  wave-worn  store 
Enough  for  my  rude  boat,  where  should  I 

steer? 
There  woos  no  home,  nor  hope,  nor  life, 

save  what  is  here. 

Then  let  the  winds  howl  on !  their  harmony 
Shall  henceforth  be  ray  music,  and  the  night 
The  sound  shall  temper  with  the  owlet's  cry. 
As  I  now  hear  them,  in  the  fading  light 
Dim  o'er  the  bird  of  darkness'  native  site. 
Answering  each  other  on  the  Palatine, 
With  their  large  eyes,  all  glistening  gray 

and  bright, 
And  sailing  pinions. — Upon  sueh  a  shrine 
What  are  our  petty  gnefs? — let  me  not 

number  mine. 

Cypress   and   ivy,   weed   and  wall-flower 

grown 
Matted  and  mass'd  togetlier,  hillocks  heap'd 
On  what  were  chambers,  arch  crush'd,  co- 
lumn strown 
In  fragments,  choked-up  vaults,  and  frescos 

steep'd 
In  subterranean  damps,  where  the  owl  peep'd. 
Deeming  it  midnight: — Temples,  baths,  or 

halls? 
Pronounce  who  can;  for  all  that  Learning 

reap'd 
From  her  research  hath  been,  that  these  are 

walls — 
Behold  the  Imperial  Mount!  'tis  thus  the 

mighty  fiEills. 

There  is  the  moral  of  all  human  tales.; 
'TIS  but  the  same  rehearsal  of  the  past : 
First  Freedom,  and  then  Glory — when  that 

fails. 
Wealth,  vice,  corruption, — ^barbarism  at  last. 
And  History,  with  all  her  volumes  vast. 
Hath  but  one  page, — 'tis  better  written  here. 
Where  gorgeous  Tyranny  had  thus  amass'd 
All  treasures,  all  delights,  that  eye  or  ear. 

Heart,  soul  could  seek,  tongue  ask Away 

with  words !  draw  near. 

Admire,  exult — despise — ^laugh,  weep, — 

for  here 
There  is  such  matter  for  all  feeling: — Man ! 
Thou  pendulum  betwixt  a  smile  and  tear. 
Ages  and  realms  are  crowded  in  this  span, 
TtkiB  mountain,  whose  obliterated  plan 
The  pyramid  of  empires  pinnacled. 
Of  Glory's  gewgaws  shining  in  the  van 
Till  the  sun's  rays  with  added  flame  were 

fill'dl 
Where  are  its  golden  roofs?  where  those 

who  dared  to  build? 

Tully  was  not  so  eloquent  as  thou. 
Thou  nameless  column  with  the  buried  baaei 
What  are  the  laurels  of  the  Caesar's  brow? 
Crown  me  withivr  trmn  his  dwelling-place. 
Whose  arch  or  pillar  meets  me  in  the  face. 
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ntu  or  Tn^'ftf  No— tif  that  of  Time: 
Triampii,  arch,  pillar,  all  he  doth  displace 
8c«ffin^;  and  apottolic  ftataes  climb 
Ta  cnuh  the  imperial  am,  whote  aihes 

slept  sublime, 

fciied  in  air,  die  deep-blue  sky  of  Rome, 
lad  loekinit  to  the  stars :  they  had  contained 
i  spirit  which  with  these  would  find  a  home, 
1^  laat  of  thoae  who  o'er  the  whole  earth 

reign'd. 
He  Roman  glebe,  for  after  none  sustain^, 
■atyieided  back  his  conquests: — he  was  more 
Thui  a  mere  Alexander,  and,  unstainM 
Widi  Itoaaehold-blood  and  wine,  serenely 

wore 
His  ooreielgn  Tirtnet — still   we  Trajan's 

name  adore. 


IS  the  rock  of  Triumph,  the  high 

place 
BlMffv  Rome  embraced  her  heroes  ?  where 

the  steep 
Ttrpeiaa?  fittest  goal 'of  Treason's  rare^ 
The  promontory  whence  the  Traitor's  Leap 
Cired  all  ambition.  Did  the  conquerors  heap 
Their  spoils  here?  Yes;  and  in  yon  field 

below, 
Adumsud  years  of  silenced  factions  sleep — 
Tke  Forum,  where  the  immortal  accents 

glow. 
Aid  still  the  eloquent  air  breathes — bums 

with  Cicero ! 


The  field  of  freedom,  faction,  fame,  and 
^  blood : 

Here  a  proud  people's  passions  were  exhaled, 
front  the  first  hour  of  empire  in  the  bud 
Te  that  when  further  worlds  to  conquer 

faird ; 
Bat  long  before  had  Freedom's  face  been 

veil'd, 
I     And  Anarchy  assumed  her  attributes; 
Till  ereffj  lawless  soldier  who  assail'd 
Trod    on   the   trembling    senate's   slavish 

mutes. 
Or  raised  thcTenal  Toice  of  baser  prostitutes. 
» 

Then  tarn  we  to  her  latest  tribune's  name, 
Frsm  her  ten  thousand  tyrants  turn  to  thee, 
Redeemer  of  dark  centuries  of  shame — 
Tke  friend  of  Petrarch — ^hope  of  Italy — 
Riensi !  last  of  Romans!  While  the  tree 
Of  Freedom's  withered  trunk  puts  forth  a 

leiif, 
Cren  for  thy  tomb  a  garland  let  it  be — 
Tke   forum's  champion,  and   the  people's 

chief — 
Her  new-bom  Xnma  thou — with  reign,  alas! 

too  brief. 

^nria!  sweet  creation  of  some  heart 
Which  found  no  mortal  resting-place  so  fair 
As  thine  ideal  breast;  whatc'er  thou  art 
Or  wert, — a  young  Aurora  of  the  air , 


The  nympholepsy  of  some  fond  despair; 
Or,  it  mieht  be,  a  beauty  of  the  earth, 
Who  found  a  more  than  common  Totary  them 
Too  mnoh  adoring ;  whatsoe'er  thy  birth. 
Thou  wert  a  beautiful  thought,  and  softly 

bodied  forth. 

The  mosses  of  thy  fountain  still  are  sprink  led 
With  thine  Elysian  water-drops;  the  face 
Of  thy  cave-guarded  spring,  with  years  un- 

wrinkled, 
Reflects  the  meek-eyed  genius  of  the  place. 
Whose  green,  wild  margin  now  no  more  erase 
Art's  works;  nor  must  the  delicate  waters 

sleep, 
Prison'd  in  marble;  bubbling  from  the  base 
Of  the  cleft  statue,  with  a  gentle  leap 
The  rill  runs  o'er,  and  round,  fera,  flowers, 

and  ivy,  creep 

Fantastically  tangled ;  the  green  hills 
Are  clothed  with  early  blossoms,  through 

the  grass 
The  quick-eyed  lizard  rustles,  and  the  bills 
Of  summer-  birds  sing  welcome  as  ye  pass ; 
Flowers  fresh  in  hue ,  and  many  in  their 

class, 
Implore  the  pausing  step,  and  with  their  dyes 
Dance  in  the  soft  breeze  in  a  fairy  mass; 
The  sweetness  of  the  violet's  deep-blue  eyes, 
Kiss'd   by  the   breath   of  heaven,    seems 

colour 'd  by  its  skies. 

Here  didst  thou  dwell,  in  this  enchanted 

cover, 
Egeria!  thy  all  heavenly  bosom  beating 
For  the  far  footsteps  of  thy  mortal  lover; 
The  purple  Midnight  veil'd   that  mystic 

meeting 
With  her  most  starry  canopv,  and  seating 
Thvself  by  thine  adorer,  what  befelV 
This  cave  was  surely  shaped  out  for  the 

greeting 
Of  an  enamour'd  Goddess,  and  the  cell 
Haunted  by  holy  Love — the  earliest  oracle! 

And  didst  thou  not,  thy  breast  to  his  replying. 
Blend  a  celestial  with  a  human  heart; 
And  Love,  which  dies  as  it  was  born,  in 

sighing, 
Share   with   immortal    transports?    could 

thine  art 
Make  tliem  indeed  immortal,  and  impart 
The  purity  of  heaven  to  earthly  joys. 
Expel  the  venom  and  not  blunt  the  dart — 
The  dull  satiety  which  all  destroys — 
And  root  from  out  the  soul  the  deadly  weed 

which  cloys? 

Alas!  our  young  afi*ections  run  to  waste. 
Or  water  but  the  desert;  whence  arise 
Kut  weeds  of  dark  luxuriance,  tares  of  haste. 
Rank  at  the  core,t]iough  tempting  to  the  eyes, 
Flowers  whose  wild   odours   breathe   but 

agonies, 
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And  trees  whose  gain<  are  piiison  ;  such  the 

plants 
Which  spring  ben;iatliher  steps  as  Passion 

flies 
O'er  the  world's  wiIdemess,aod  vainly  pants 
for  some  celestial  fruit  forbidden  to  our 

wants. 

Oh  Love !  no  habitant  of  earth  thou  art — 
An  unseen  seraph,  we  believe  in  thee, 
A  faith  whose  martyrs  are  the  broken  heart. 
But  never  yet  hath  seen  ,  nor  e'er  shall  see 
I'he  naked  eye ,  thy  form ,  as  it  should  be ; 
The  mind  has  made  thee,    as  it  peopled 

heaven , 
Even  with  its  own  desiring  phantasy, 
And  to  a  thought  such  shape  and  image  given. 
As  haunts  the  unquench'd  soul — parch'd — 
wearied — wrung — and  riven. 

Of  its  own  beauty  is  the  mind  diseased. 
And  fevers  into  false  creation :— where. 
Where  are  the  forms  thesculptor's  soul  hath 

seized  ¥ 
In  him  alone.    Can  Nature  show  so  fair  ? 
Where  are  the  charms  and  virtues  which  we 

dare 
Conceive  in  boyhood  and  pursue  as  men, 
The  unreached  Paradise  of  our  despair, 
Which  o*er-informs  the  pencil  and  the  pen. 
And  overpowers  the  page  where  it  would 

bloom  again  ? 

Who  lov.es,  raves — *tis  youth's  frenzy — but 

the  cure 
Is  bitterer  still;  as  charm  by  charm  unwinds 
Whicli  robed  our  idols  ,  and  we  sec  too  sure 
Nor  worth  noir  beauty  dwells  from  out  the 

mind's 
Ideal  shape  of  such,  yet  still  it  binds 
The  fatal  spell,  and  still  it  draws  us  on. 
Reaping  the  whirlwind  from  the  oft-sown 

winds ; 
The  stubborn  heart,  its  alchemy  begun. 
Seems  ever  near  the  prize, — wealthiest  when 

most  undone. 

We  wither  from  our  youth,  we  gasp  away — 
Sick — sick;   unfound   the  boon — unslaked 

the  thirst. 
Though  to  the  last,  in  verge  of  our  decay. 
Some  phantom  lures,    such  as  we  sought 

at  first— 
But  all  too  late, — so  are  we  doubly  curst. 
liOve,  fame,  ambition,  avarice — ''tis  he  same. 
Each  idle — and  all  ill — and  none  the  worst — 
Tor  all  are  meteors  with  a  different  name. 
And  Death  the  sable  smoke  where  vanishes 

the  flame. 

Few— none— find  what  they  love  or  could 

have  loved. 

Though  accident,  blind  contact,  and  the 

strong 

Necessity  of  lovinjir^  have  removed 


Antipatliies — but  to  recur,  ere  long, 
Envcnom'd  with  irrevocable  wrong; 
And  Circumstance,  that  unspirituaJ  god 
And  miscreator,  mnke^  and  helps  along 
Our  coming  evils  with  a  crutch-like  rod. 
Whose  touch  turns  Hope  to  dust, — the  dust 

we  all  have  trod. 

Our  life  is  a  false  nature — 'tis  not  in 
The  harmony  of  things, — this  hard  decree. 
This  uneradicable  taint  of  sin, 
This  boundless  upas,  this  all-blasting  tree. 
Whose  root  is  earth ,   whose  leaves   and 

branches  be 
The  skies  which  rain  their  plagues  onmeu 

like  new — 
Disease,  death,  bondage — all  the  woes  we 

sec — 
And  worse ,   the  woes  we  see  not — which 

throb  through 
The  immedicable  soul ,   with  heart-aches 

ever  new. 

Vet  let  us  ponder  boldly — 'tis  a  base 

Abandonment  of  reason  to  resign 

Our  right  of  thought— our  last  and  only 

place 
Of  refuge ;  this,  at  least,  shall  still  be  mine : 
Thougli  from  our  birth  the  faculty  divine 
Is  chain'd  and  tortured — cabin'd ,  cribbVI, 

confine^!. 
And  bred  in  darkness,  lest  the  truth  should 

shine 
Too  brightly  on  the  unprepared  mind. 
The  beam  pours  in,  for  time  and  skill  will 

couch  the  blind. 

Arches  on  arches !  as  it  were  that  Rome, 
Collecting  the  chief  trophies  of  her  line. 
Would  build  up  all  her  triumphs  in  one 

dome , 
Her  Coliseum  stands ;  the  moonbeams  shine 
As  'twere  its  natural  torches,  for  divine 
Should  be  the  light  which   streams  here, 

to  illume 
I'his   long-explored    but  still   exhanstless 

mine 
Of  contemplation  ;  and  the  azure  gloom 
Of  an  Italian  night,  where  the  deep  skies 

assume 

Hues  which  have  words,  and  speak  to  ye 

of  heaven. 
Floats  o'er  this  vast  and  wondrous  monu- 
ment. 
And  shadows  forth  its  glory.   There  is  given 
Unto  the  things  of  earth,  which  time  hath 

bent, 
A  spirit's  feeling,  and  where  he  hath  leant 
His  hand,  but  broke  his  scythe ,    there  is 

a  power 
And  magic  in  the  ruined  battlement. 
For  which  the  palace  of  the  present  hour 
Must  yield   its  pomp ,  and  wait  till  ages 

are  its  dower. 
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Oh  Time !  the  bieaatilier  of  the  dead, 
isomer  of  the  rain,  comforter 
iad  only  healer  when  the  heart  hath  hied — 
rime  j  the  corrector  where  our  judgmenti 

err. 
The  te#t  of  truCh,  love, — «ole  philosopher, 
Fur  bII  hcMide  are  tophift§ ,  from  thy  thrift. 
Which  ne^er  lose*  though  it  doth  defer — 
TioM!,  the  avenger!  unto  thee  I  lift 
My  hamlf,  and  eyef,  and  heart,  and  crave 

of  thee  a  gift : 

Aaudft  this  wreck,  where  thou  ha«t  made 

a  shrine 
Aai  temple  more  divinely  desolate, 
Aaoag  fhy  mightier  offerings  here  are  mine, 
Btiaa  of  years — though  few,    yet  full  of 

fate : — 
If  thoa  haiit  ever  seen  me  t<»o  elate, 
Hf«r  me  not;   but  if  calmly  I  have  home 
G«ed ,  and  reterved  my  pnde  against  the 

hate 
\lhich   shall  not    whelm  me,    let  me  not 

have  worn 
This  iron   in  my  soul  in  vain — shall  they 

not  mourn? 

isd  thon  9  who  never  yet  of  human  wrong 
Lsst  the  nnbalanced  scale,  ereat  Nemesis ! 
Here,  whtne  the  ancient  paid  tliee  homage 

long— 
TImni  ,  who  didst  call  the  Furies  from  the 

abyss , 
And  round  Orestes  hade  them  howl  and  hiss 
For  that  unnatural  retribution— just , 
Had  it  hut  been  from  hands  less  near — in 

this 
Thy  former  realm  I  call  thee  from  the  dust! 
Dsit  thon  not  hear  my  heart  ?T~Awakc!  thou 

shalt  and  must. 

It  is  not  that  I  may  not  have  incurred 
Fsr  m  J  ancestral  faults  or  mine  the  wound 
1  bleed  withal,  and,  had  it  -been  cMinferrM 
With  a  just  weapon ,  it  had  flowed  unbound  ; 
But  now  my  blood  shall  not  sink  in  the 

gniund ; 
Ts  thee  I  do  devote  it — Ihou  shalt  take 
The  vengeance,  which  shall  yet  be  sought 

and  found. 

Which  if  I  have  not  taken  for  the  sake 

Bat  let  that  pass — I  sleep,  but  thou  shalt 

yet  awake. 

Aid  if  my  voice  break  forth,  *tis  not  tliat 

now 
I  ihrink  from  what  is  sufler^d  :  let  him  speak 
Who  hath  beheld  decline  upon  my  brow. 
Or  seen  my  mindV  convulsion  leav  e  it  weak ; 
Bnt  in  this  page  a  record  will  I  seek. 
Xst  in  the  air  shall  these  my  words  disperse, 
Though  I  be  ashes ;  a  far  hour  shall  wreak 
The  derp  prophetic  fulnetis  of  this  verse. 
And  pile  on  human  heads  the  mountain  of 

luy  rurse ! 


That  curse  shall  be  Forgiveness. — Have  I 

not — 
Hear   me,  my  motlier  Karth!    behold  it, 

Heaven ! — 
Have  1  not  had  to  wrestle  with  my  lot? 
Have  1  not  suffered  things  to  be  forgiven  ? 
Have  1  not  had  my  brain  sear'd,  my  heart 

riven , 
Hopes  sapped,   name  blighted.   Lifers  life 

lied  away? 
And  only  not  to  desperation  driven. 
Because  not  altogether  ol  such  clay 
As  rots  into  the  souls  of  those  whom  I  survey. 

From  mighty  wrongs  to  petty  perfidy 
Have  I  not  seen  what  human  thingscould  do? 
Fnuu  the  loud  roar  of  foaming  calumny 
To  the  small  whisper  of  the  as  paltry  few, 
And  subtler  venom  of  the  reptile  crew. 
The  tlanus- glance  of  whose  significant  eye. 
Learning  to  lie  with  silence ,    would  aetm 

true. 
And  witliout  utterance ,  save  the  shrug  or 

sigh. 
Deal  round  to  happy  fools  its  spee>chles» 

obloquy. 

But  1  have  lived,  and  have  not  lived  in  vain  : 
My  mind  may  lose  its  force,  my  blood  its  fire. 
And  my  frame  perish  even  in  conquering 

pain. 
Rut  there  is  that  within  nie  which  shall  tire 
Torture  andTime,and  breathe  when  I  expire; 
Something   uneartlily,    which   they  deem 

.not  of, 
Like  the  rememberM  tone  of  a  mute  lyre, 
Shall  on  their  softened  spirits  sink,  and  move 
In  hearts  all  rocky   now  the  late  remorse 

of  love. 

The  seal  is  set. — Now  welcome,  thou  dread 

power ! 
Nameleifs,  yet  thus  omnipotent,  wliirh  here 
Walk^st  in  the  shadow  of  the  midnight-hour 
With  a  deep  awe,   yet  all  distinct  from 

fear; 
Thy  haunts  are  ever  where  the  dead  walls 

rear 
Uteir  ivy  mantles,  and  the  solemn  itrciie 
Derii  es  from  thee  a  sense  so  deep  and  clear 
That  we  become  a  part  of  what  has  been, 
And   grow  unto  the  spot,    all-seeing  but 

unseen. 

And  here  the  buzz  of  eager  nationfi  ran. 
In  murmur'd  pity,  or  lond-roar'd  applause. 
As  man  was  slaughtered  by  his  fellow-man  f 
And  wherefore  slaughtered?  wherefore,  but 

bcranse 
Such  were  the  bloody  Circus'  genial  laws. 
And  the  imperial  pleasure. — Wherefore  not? 
What  matters  where  we  fall  to  fill  the  maws 
Of  worms  — on  battle-plains  or  listed  spot? 
Both  are  but  theatres  where  the  chief  actors 

rot 
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I  tee  before  me  the  Gladiator  lie : 
He  leant  upon  hi§  hand — ^hit  manly  brow 
Congentfl  to  death,  but  conquers  affony, 
And  his  drooped  head  sinkf  gradually  low — 
And  through  hit  tide  the  last  drops,  ebbing 

slow 
From  the  red  gash,  fall  heavy,  one  by  one. 
Like  the  first  of  a  thunder-shower  ;  and  now 
The  arena  swims  around  him — he  is  gone, 
Ere  ceased  the  inhuman  shout  which  hall'd 

the  w  retch  who  won. 

He  heard  it,  but  he  heeded  not — ^his  eyes 
Were  with  his  heart,   and   that  was  fkr 

away ; 
He  recked  not  of  the  life  he  lost  nor  prize, 
But  where  his  rude  hut  by  the  Damibe  lay; 
There  were  his  young  barbarians  all  at  play. 
There  was  their  Dacian  mother — he,  their 

sire. 
Butchered  to  make  a  Roman  holiday — 
All  this  rushed  with  his  blood— Shall  he 

expire 
And   unavenged? — Arise!  ye   Goths,  and 

glut  your  ire ! 

But  here, where  Murder  breathed  her  bloody 

steam; 
And  hero,   where  buzzing  nations  choked 
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le  ways, 

And  roared  or  murmurM  like  a  mountain- 
stream 

Dashing  or  winding  as  its  torrent  strays; 

Here,  where  Uie  Roman  million's  blame  or 

praise 

Was  deatli  or  life,  the  playthings  of  a  crowd. 

My  voice  sounds  much — and  Uill  the  stars' 

faint  rays 

On   the  arena  void — seats  crush'd — walls 

bow'd— 

And  galleries,  where  my  steps  seem  echoes 

strangely  loud. 

A  ruin—yet  what  ruin!  from  its  mass 
Walls,  palaces,  half-cities,  have  been  rear'd; 
Yet  oft  the  enormons  skeleton  ye  pass 
And   marvel  where  the  spoil  could  have 

appeared 
Hath  it  indeed  been  plundered, or  but  clear'd? 
Alas!  developed,  opens  the  decay. 
When  the  colossal  fabric's  form  is  near'd: 
It  will  not  bear  the  brightness  of  the  day. 
Which  streams  too  much  on  all  years,  man, 

have  reft  away. 

But  when  the  rising  moon  begins  to  climb 
Its  topmost  arch,  and  gently  pauses  there; 
When  the  stars  twinkle  through  the  loops 

of  time. 
And  the  low  night-breeze  waves  along  the  air 
The  garland-forest,  which  the  gray  walls 

wear. 
Like  laurels  on  the  bald  first  Ccesar's  head; 
When  the  light  shines  serene  but  doth  not 

glare, 


Then  in  this  magic  circle  rabe  the  dead  t 
Heroes  have  trod  this  spot — 'tis  on  their 

dust  ye  tread. 

^^  While  stands  the  Coliseum,  Rome  shall 

stand; 
'^  When  falls  the  Coliseum,  Rome  shall  fall ; 
''  And  when  Rome  fallt— the  World."  From 

our  own  land 
Thus  spake  the  pilgrims  o'er  this  mighty 

wall  ' 
In  Saxon  times ,  which  we  are  wont  to  call 
Ancient ;  and  these  three  mortal  things  are 

still 
On  their  foundations,  and  unalter'd  all ; 
Rome  and  her  Ruin  past  Redemption's  skill, 
Tlie  World,  the  same  wide  den — of  thievet, 

or  what  ye  will. 

Simple,  erect,  severe,  austere,  sublime — 
Shrine  of  all  saints  and  temple  of  all  gods. 
From   Jove  to  Jesus— spared  and  blest  by 

time; 
Looking  tranquillity ,   while  falls  or  nods 
Arch,  empire,  each  thing  round  thee,  and 

man  plods 
IIU  way  through  thorns  to  ashes — ^glorious 

dome ! 
Shalt  thou   not  last?   Time's  scythe  and 

tyrants'  rods 
Shi%er  upon  thee — sanctuary  and  home 
Of  art  and  piety — Pantheim! — pride  of  Rome! 

Relic  of  nobler  days,  and  noblest  arts ! 
Despuird  yet  perfect,  with  thy  circle  spreads 
A  h(»line3S  appealing  to  all  hearts — 
To  art  a  model ;  and  to  him  who  treads 
Rome  for  the  sake  of  ages,  Glory  sheds 
Her  light  tliroiigh  thy  sole  aperture;  to  those 
Who  worship,here  are  altars  for  their  beads; 
And  they  who  feel  for  genius  may  repose 
TlieireyesOn  honour'd  forms ,  whose  busts 

around  them  cloee. 

There  is  a  dungeon,in  m  hose  dim  drear  light 
What  do  I  gaze  on  t  Nothing :  Look  again ! 
Two   forms  are  slowly   shadow'd   on  my 

sight — 
Two  insulated  phantoms  of  the  brain : 
It  is  not  so;  I  see  them  full  and  plain — 
An  old  man,  and  a  female  young  and  fair, 
F*rcsh  as  a  nursing  mother,  in  whose  vein 
The  blood  is  nectar: — but  what  dotli  she 

there. 
With  her  unmantled  neck,  and  bosom  white 

and  bare? 

F^ull  swells  the  deep  pure  fountain  of  young 

life. 
Where  on  the  heart  and  from  the  heart  we 

took 
Our  first  and  sweetest  nurture ,  when  the 

wife , 
Blest  inio  mother,  in  the  innocent  look. 
Or  ei  en  the  piping  cry  of  lipt*  that  brook 
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lb  patii  and  mmII  snspeiifle ,  a  joy  perceiTes 
Ih  knows  not ,  when  from  out  ita  cradled 

nook 
iKfcts  her  little  bud  |int  forth  its  leaTOs — 
IkU  BMj  the  fmits  be  yet  f — I  know  not — 

Cain  was  Eve's. 

IM  here  youth  offera  to  old  age  the  food, 
Tkr  milk  of  hi«  own  gift: — it  U  her  sire 
Ts  vhom  ehe  renders  back  the  debt  of  blood 
Bsn  « ith  her  birth.  No ;  he  shall  not  expire 
fihiit  in  tho«e  warm  and  lovely  Teins  the  fire 
Of  iKallh  and  holy  feeling  can  provide 
Gmt  ^atore^e  Kile,  whose  deep  stream  rises 

higher 
Tka  Egypt's  riTer : — from  that  gentle  side 
OriiL.  druik  and  live,  old  man  f  Heaven's 

realm  holds  no  such  tide. 

Tk  starry  fable  of  the  milky  way 

Bm  not  tfay  story's  purity;  it  is 

k  cMstellation  of  a  sweeter  ray, 

kd  sacred  Nature  triumphs  more  in  this 

leverse  of  her  decree,  than  in  the  nhymi 

ikere  sparkle  distant  m  orlds  : — Oh,  holiest 

nurse ! 
h  drop  of  that  clear  stream  its  way  shall 

miss 
Tithy  sire**  heart,  replenishing  its  source 
litb  life  ,    MM  our  freed  souls  rejoin  the 

iwiverse. 

Tin  to    the  Mole  which  Hadrian   rear'd 

on  high, 
iaperial  mimic  of  old  Egypt's  piles, 
Cslojsal  cM>py ist  of  deformity , 
Vbose  tra^ell'd  phantasy  from  the  far  Nile's 
EsoffiBOiis  oiodel   doom'd  the  artint's  toilfi 
Ts  build  for  giants,  and  for  his  vain  earth, 
His  shrunken  ashes,  raise  this  dome:  How 

smiles 
The  gaser'e  eye  with  philosophic  mirth, 
Ts  view  the  huge  design  which  sprung  from 

such  a  birth ! 

Bet  lo !  the  dome — the  vast  and  wondrous 

dome. 
To  which  Diana's  marvel  was  a  cell — 
Christ's  mighty  shrine  nbo«c  his  martyr's 

tomb; 
I  ha«e  beheld  the  Ephesian's  miracle — 
hscoinmne  strew  the  wilderness ;  and  dwell 
The  hyaena  and  the  jackall  in  their  shade : 
I  have  beheld  Sophia's  bright  roofs  swell 
Tbeir  glittering  mass  i'  the  sun,  and  have 

survey'd 
lit  sanctuary  the  while  the  usurping  Moslem 

pray*d ; 

lit  thou,  of  temples  old,  or  altars  new, 
Sindett  alone — with  nothing  like  to  thee — 
Iferthieet  of  God ,  the  holy  and  the  true. 
Since  Zion's  desolation,  when  that  He 
Forsook  his  former  city,  what  could  be. 
Of  earthly  structures,  in  his  honour  piled, 


Of  a  sublimer  aspect  Y  Majesty, 

Power,  Glory,  Strength,  and- Beauty,  all 

are  aisled 
In  this  eternal  ark  of  worship  undefiled. 

Enter :  its  grandeur  overwhelms  thee  not; 
And  why  ?  it  is  not  lessen'd ;  but  thy  mind. 
Expanded  by  the  genius  of  the  spot. 
Has  grown  colossal,  and  can  only  find 
A  fit  abode  wherein  appear  enshrined 
Thy  hopes  of  immortality ;  and  thou 
Shalt  one  day ,  if  found  worthy ,  so  defined, 
See  thy  God  face  to  face,  as  thou  dost  now 
His  Holy  of  Holies,  nor  be  blasted  by  his 

brow. 

Thou   movest  —  but  increasing  with  the 

advance. 

Like  climbing  eome  great  Alp,  which  still 

dolh  rise. 

Deceived  by  its  gigantic  elegance ; 

Vastness  which  grows — but  grows  to  har- 
monize— 

All  musical  in  its  immensities; 

Rich  marbles  —  richer  painting — shrines 

where  finme 

The  lamps  of  gold — and   haughty   dome 

which  vies 

In  air  with  Earth's  chief  structures,  though 

their  frame 

Sits  on  the  firm-set  ground — and  this  the 

clouds  must  claim. 

Thou  seest  not  all;  but  piecemeal  thou  must 

break. 
To  separate  contemplation,  the  great  whole; 
And  as  the  ocean  many  bays  will  make, 
'lliat  ask  the  eye — t»o  here  condense  thy  soul 
To  more  immediate  objects,  and  control 
Thy  thoughts  until  thy  mind  hath  got  by 

heart 
Its  eloquent  proportions,  and  unrt>ll 
In  mighty  graduations,  part  by  part\ 
The  glor^'  which  at  once  upon  thee  did  not 

dart. 

Not  by  its  fault — but  thine :  Our  outward 

sense 
Is  but  of  gradual  grasp — and  as  it  is 
Tliat  what  we  have  of  feeling  most  intense 
Outstrips  our  faint  expression  ;  even  so  this 
Outshining  and  o'erwhelming  edifice 
Fools  our  fond  gaze,  and  greatest  of  the  great 
Defies  at  first  our  Nature's  littleness, 
Ti  Ingrowing  with  its  growth,  we  thus  dilate 
Our  spirits  to   the  size  of  that  they  con- 
template. 

Tlien  pause,  and  be  enlightened;  there  is  more 
In  such  a  survey  than  the  sating  gaze 
O  f  wonder  pleased,or  awe  which  would  adore 
The  worship  of  the  place,  or  the  mere  praise 
or  art  and  its  great  ma.<«ters,  who  could  raise 
What  former  time,  nor  skill,  nor  thought 

could  plan ; 
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The  fountain  of  fablimiCy  diiplays 

lU  depth,  and  thence  may  draw  the  mind 

of  man 
lt»  golden  sands,   and  learn   what  great 

conceptions  can. 

Or,  turning  to  the  Vatican,  go  see 
LH(»coon*s  torture-dignifjing  pain — 
A  father's  love  and  mortal's  agony 
With  an  immortars  patience  blending: — 

Vain 
The  struggle;  vain,against  the  coiling  strain 
And  gripe,  and  deepening  of  the  dragon's 

llie  old  man's  clench ;  the  long  enTcnom*d 

chain 
Hi  vets  the  living  links, — the  enormous  asp 
Enforces  pang  on  pang,  and  stifles  gasp  on 

gasp. 

Or  1  iew  the  Lord  of  the  unerring  bow. 
The  Grod  of  life ,  and  poesy ,  and  light — 
llie  Sun  in  human  limbs  arrav'd,  and  lirnw 
Ail  radiant  from  his  triumph  in  the  fight; 
llie  shaft  hath  just  been  shot — the  arrow 

bright 
With  an  immortal's  Tengeance ;  in  his  eye 
And  nostril  beautiful  disdain,  and  might. 
And  miyesty,  flash  their  full  lightnings  by. 
Developing  in   that  one  glance  the  Deity. 

But  in  his  delicate  form — a  dream  of  Love, 
Shaped  by  some  solitary   nymph ,  whose 

breast 
Long'd  for  a  deathless  lover  from  above. 
And  madden'd  in  that  vision — are  exprest 
All  that  ideal  beauty  ever  bless'd 
llie  mind  with  in  its  most  unearthly  mood. 
When   each  conception    was    a  heavenly 

guest — 
A  rav  of  immortalitv — and  stood, 
Starlike,around,until  they  gather'd  to  a  god! 

And  if  it  be  Prometheus  stole  from  heaven 
The  fire  which  we  endure,   it  was  repaid 
By  him  'to  whom  the  energy  was  given 
Which  this  poetic  marble  hath  array 'd 
With  an  eternal  glory — which,  if  made 
By  human  hands ,  is  not  of  human  thought ; 
And  time  himself  hath  hallow'd  it,  nor  laid 
One  ringlet  in  the  dust — nor  hath  it  caught 
A  tinge  af  years ,  but  breathes  the  flame 

with  which  'twas  wrought. 

But  where  is  he;  the  Pilgrim  of  my  song, 
llie  being  who  upheld  it  through  the  past  ? 
Methinks  he  rometh  late  and  tarries  long. 
He  is  no  more — these  breathings  are  his  last; 
His  wanderings  done,  his  visions  ebbing  fast, 
And  he  himself  as  nothing: — if  he  Mas 
Aught  but  a  phantasy ,  and  could  be  class'd 
With  fonns  which  live  and  sufler — let  that 

pass — 
His  shadow  fades  away  into  Destruction's 

mass. 


Which  gathers  shadow,  substance,  life,  and 

all 
lliat  we  inherit  in  its  mortal  shroud. 
And  spreads  the  dim  and  universal  pall 
I'lirough  which  all  things  gniw  phantoms; 

and  the  cloud 
Between  us  sinks  and  all  which  ever  glow'd. 
Till  Glory's  self  is  twilight,  and  displays 
A  melancholy  halo  scarce  allow'd 
To  hover  on  the  verge  of  darkness ;  rays 
Sadder  than  saddest  night ,  for  they  dis- 
tract the  gaze. 

And  send  us  prying  into  the  abyss. 
To  gather  what  we  shall  be  when  the  frame 
Shall  be  resolved  to  something  less  than  this 
Its  wretched  essence ;  and  to  dream  of  lame, 
And  wipe  the  dust  from  oiT  the  idle  name  f 
We  nevermore  shall  hear, — but  nevermore, 
Oh,   happier  thought!   can  we  be  made 

the  same ; 
It  is  enough  in  sooth  that  once  we  bore 
These  fardels  of  the  heart — ^the  heart  whose  < 

sweat  was  gore. 


Hark !  forth  from  the  abyss  a  voice  proceeds,  < 
A  long  low  distant  murmur  of  dread  souad,  ) 
Such  as  arises  when  a  nation  bleeds  i 

With  some  deep  and  immedicable  wound ; 
Through  storm  and   darkness  yawns  the   r 

rending  ground. 
The  gulf  is  thick  with  phantoms ,  but  the 

chief  i 

Seems  royal  still ,  though  with  her  head   i 

discrown'd. 
And  pale,  but  lovely,  with  maternal  grief  t 
She  clasps   a  babe,  to  whom  her  breast 

yields  no  relief. 

Scion  of  chiefs  and  monarchs,  where  art  thuuf   ^ 
Fond  hope  of  many  nations ,  art  thou  dead  f    \ 
Could  not  the  grave  forget  thee,  and  lay  low    , 
Some  less  majestic,  less  beloved  headf 
In  the  sad  midnight,  while  thy  heart  still    : 

bled ,  , 

The  mother  of  a  moment,  o'er  thy  boy,  , 
Death  liush'd  that  pang  for  ever :  with  thee    ] 

fled 
The  present  happiness  and  promised  joy 
Which  fiU'd  the  imperial   isles  so  fall  it 

seem'd  to  cloy. 

Peasants  bring  forth  in  safety. — Can  it  be,  j 
Oh  thou  that  wert  so  happy,  so  adored !  ^ 
Those  who  weep  not  for  kings  shall  weep 

for  thee. 
And  Freedom's  heart,  grown  heavy ,  ceane 

to  hoard 
Her  many  griefs  for  Om ;  for  she  had  poor'd 
Her  orisons  for  thee,  and  o'er  thy  head 
Beheld  her  Iris. — Thou,  too,  lonely  lord. 
And   desolate  consort — vainly  wert  thon   . 

wed ; 
The  husband  of  a  year !  the  father  of  tlio 

dead! 
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Of  «ackrlo(h  was  thy  wedding-gRnnentmade; 
Th J  bridars  froit  ii  aihes :  in  the  dust  ^ 
The  fiair-hair'd  Daughter  of  the  Inles  18  laid. 
The  lo^e  of  millioiu!  How  we  did  entrust 
Fatarity  to  her !  and,  though  it  must 
Darken  above  our  bones ,  yet  fondly  deemM 
Oarchildrenshould  obey  her  child^andbiessM 
Her  and  her  hoped-for  seed,  whose  promise 

seem*d 
Like  stars  to  shepherds^  eyes: — *twas  but  a 

meteor  beam'd. 

Woe  unto  ns,  not  her ;  for  she  sleeps  well : 
The  fickle  reek  of  popular  breath,  the  tongue 
Of  hollow  counsel,  the  false  oraele, 
V^liich  from  the  birth  of  monarchy  hath  rung 
Its  kaell  in  princely  ears,  till  the  o'erstung 
Nations  haTe  armM  in  madness ,  the  strange 

fate 
\lliicJi  tambles  mightiest  sovereigns ,  and 

hath  flung 
Against  their  blind  omnipotence  a  weight 
Within  the  opposing  scale,  which  crushes 

soon  or  late, — 

These  mig^t  have  been  her  destiny ;  but  no, 
Oar  hearts  deny  it :  and  so  young ,  so  fair. 
Good  without  effort ,  great  without  a  foe ; 
Bit  BOW  a  bride  and  mother — and  now  (herd 
Rtm  many  ties  did  that  stern  moment  tear ! 
Ffaa  thy  Stress  to  his  humblest  snbject*s 

breast 
b  liak'd  the  electric  chain  of  that  despair, 
KTheae  ahock  was  as  an  earthquake's,  and 

opprest 
The   land  which  loved  thee  so  that  none 

could  love  thee  best. 


U,  Xemi !  naveUM  in  the  woody  hills 
Si  far,  that  the  uprooting  wind  which  tears 
The  oak  from  his  fonndtttion,and  which  spills 
Tbe  ocean  o'er  its  boundary,  and  bears 
ill  foam  against  the  skies,  reluctant  spares 
The  oral  mirror  of  thy  glasiiy  lake ; 
Asd,  calm  as  cherish'd  hate  Jts  fiiirface  weard 
Aicep  cold  settled  aspect  nought  can  shake. 
Ail  coird  into  itself  and  round ,   as  sleeps 

the  snake. 

Aid  near  Albano's  scarce  divided  wnvcs 
idae  from  a  sister-valley ; — and  aftir 
The  Tiber  winds,  and  the  broad  ocean  laves 
The  Latian  coast  where  sprung  the  Epic  war, 
*Aimm  and  thp  Man,*' whose  reascendingstar 
Isseo^er  an  empire :— but  beneath  thy  right 
Tilly  fvpoeed   from   Rome; — and    where 

yon  bar 
ffgirdling:  mountains  intercepts  the  sight 
Iht  Sabine  farm  was  till'd ,    the  weary 

bard's  delight. 

hi  1  forgpet. — My  pilgrim*s  shrine  is  won, 
ki  he  and  ff  must  part,  so  let  it  be,-^ 
Hitiwk  and  mine  alike  are  nearly  done; 
tit  once  more  let  ns  look  npon  the  sea ; 


The  midland  ocean  breaks  on  him  and  me. 
And  from  the  Alban  Mount  we  now  behold 
Our  friend  of  youth ,  that  ocean ,  which 

whe-n  we 
Beheld  it  last  by  Calpe'ii  rock  unfold 
lliose  waves,  we  follow'd  on  till  the  dark 

Euiine  roll'd 

Upon  the  blue  Symplegades :  long  years — 
Long,  though  not  very  many,  since  have  done 
Their  work  on  both ;   some  suffering  and 

some  tears 
Have  left  us  nearly  where  we  had  begun : 
Yet  not  in  vain  our  mortal  race  liath  run. 
We  ha^ehad  our  reward — and  it  is  here; 
That  we  can  yet  feel  gladden'd  by  the  sun. 
And  reap  from  earth,  sea,  joy  almost  as  dear 
As  if  there  were  no  man  to  trouble  what 

is  clear. 

Oh!  that  the  Desert  were  my  dwelling-place. 
With  one  fair  Spirit  for  my  minister. 
That  I  might  all  forget  the  human  race. 
And,  hating  no  one,  love  but  only  her ! 
Ye  Elements!— in  whose  ennobling  stir 
I  feel  myself  exalted — Can  ye  not 
Accord  me  such  a  being  ?  Do  I  err 
In  deeming  such  inhabit  many  a  spot? 
Though  with  them  to  converse  can  rarely 

be  our  lot. 

There  is  a  pleasure  in  tlie  pathless  woods. 
There  is  a  rapture  on  the  lonely  shore. 
There  is  society,  where  none  intrudes. 
By  the  deep  Sea,  and  music  in  its  roar: 
I  love  not  Man  the  less,  but  Nature  more, 
From  these  our  interi'iews,  in  which  I  steal 
From  all  I  may  be ,  or  have  been  before. 
To  mingle  with  the  Universe,  and  fee] 
Wliat  1  can  ne'er  express ,  yet  can  not  all 

conceal. 

Roll  on,thou  deep  and  dark  blue  ocean — roll! 
Ten  thousand  fleets  sweep  over  thee  in  vain  ; 
Man  marks  the  earth  with  ruin — his  control 
Stops  with  the  shore; — upon  the  watery  plain 
Tlie  wrecks  are  all  thy  deed,nor  doth  remain 
A  shadow  of  man's  ravage,  save  his  o>vn. 
When,  for  a  moment,  like  a  drop  of  rain, 
llesinks  into  thy  depths  with  bubbling  groan. 
Without  a  grave,  unknell'd,  uncoffin*d,  and 

unknown. 

His  steps  are  not  upon  thy  paths, — thy  fields 
Are  not  a  spoil  for  him, — thou  dost  arise 
And  shake  him  from  thee ;  the  vile  litrength 

he  wields 
For  earth's  destruction  thou  dost  all  despise. 
Spurning  him  from  thy  bosom  to  the  skies. 
And  send'st  him ,  shivering  in  thy  playful 

spray 
And  howling,  to  his  Gods,  where  haply  lies 
His  petty  hope  in  some  near  port  or  bay. 
And  dashest  him  again  to  earth:— there  let 

him  lay. 
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The  annamentf  which  thandentrike   the 

walls 
Of  rock-built  cities,  bidding  nations  qoake, 
And  monarchs  tremble  in  mclr  capitals. 
The  oak-lcYiathans,  whose  huge  nbs  make 
Their  clay-creator  the  Tain  title  take 
Of  lord  of  thee,  and  arbiter  of  war : 
These  are  thy  toys,  and,  as  the  snowy  flake. 
They  melt  into  thy  yeast  of  waTes,which  mar 
Alike  the  Armada's  pride,  or  spoils  of  Tra- 
falgar. 

Thy  shores  are  empires,  changed  in  all 

save  thee — 
Assyria,  Greece,  Rome,  Carthage,  what 

are  they? 
Thy  waters  wasted  them  while  they  were 

free. 
And  many  a  tyrant  since ;  their  shores  obey 
The  stranger,  slave,  or  savage;  their  decay 
Has  dried  up  realms  to  deserts : — not  so  tlion; 
Unchangeable  save  to  thy  wild  waves'  play — 
Time  writes  no  wrinkle  on  thine  azure  brow, 
Such  as  creation's  dawn  beheld,  thou  rol- 

lest  now. 

Thou  glorious  mirror,  where  the  Almighty's 

form 
Glasses  itself  in  tempests ;  in  all  time. 
Calm  or  convulsed — in  breeze,  or  gale,  or 

storm. 
Icing  the  pole,  or  in  the  torrid  clime 
Dark-heaving;  —  boundless,  endless,  and 

sublime — 
The  image  of  eternity — the  throne 
Of  the  Invisible ;   even  from  out  thy  slime 
The  monsters  of  the  deep  are  made ;  each  zone 
Obeys  thee;  thou  goeit  forth,  dread,  fa- 
thomless, alone. 


And  I  have  loved  thee,  Ocean!  and  my  joy 
Of  youtfiful  sports  was  on  thy  breast  to  be 
Borne,  like  thy  bubbles,  onward :  from  a  boy 
I  wanton'd  with  thy  breakers — the^*  to  me 
Were  a  delight,  and  if  the  fresiiening  sea 
Made  them  a  terror— 'twas  a  pleasing  fear, 
For  I  was  as  it  were  a  child  of  thee. 
And  trusted  to  thy  billows  far  and  near. 
And  laid  my  hand  upon  thy  nume — as  I  do 

here. 

My  task   is  done — my  song  hath  ceased — 

my  theme 
Has  died  into  an  echo ;  it  is  lit 
Tlie  spell  should  break  of  this  protracted 

dream. 
The  torch   shall   be   extinguish'd    which 

hath  lit 
My  midnight  lamp— and  what  is  writ,  is 

^Tit. — 
Would  it  were  worthier !  but  I  am  not  now 
That  which  I  have  been— and  my  visions  flit 
Less  palpably  before  me — and  the  glow 
Which  m  my  spirit  dwelt,  is  fluttering, 

faint,  and  low. 

Farewell !  a  word  that  must  be,  and  hath 

been — 
A  sound  which  makes  us  linger; — ^yet — 

fnrewell ! 
Ye!  wh6  have  traced  the  Pilgrim  to  the 

scene 
Which  is  his  last,  if  in  your  memories  dwell 
A  thought  which  once  was  his,  if  on  ye  swell 
A  single  recollection,  not  in  vain 
He  wore  his  sandal-shoon  and  scallop-shell; 
Farewell !  with  him  alone  may  rest  the  pain. 
If  such  there  were — with  you^  the  moral  of 

his  strain! 
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A     FRAGMENT    OF    A    TURKISH    TAjLE: 


*H>a«  fktel  remraibraBM— oae  sorrow  that  throwt 
*'Iti  Ueak  akade  alike  o*«r  o«ir  Joys  and  oor  woea — 
*^o  wkieh  Ufe  notkiag  darker  nor  brickter  can  briaf , 
'*For  wkick  Joy  katk  do  balm— and  afluction  no  stiiifr*'* 

Mooas. 
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SAMUEL   ROGERS,  ESQ. 
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BYRON. 

ADVERTISEMENT. 
Tib  Tale  which  these  disjointed  fragments 
■cscBl,  i*  fovnded  upon  circumstances  now 
Iw  I IHMI1  in  the  East  than  formerly; 
atker  becmoae  the  ladies  are  more  circum- 
fect  thsn  ib  the  ^'olden  time ;"  or  because 
it  GhriatUBi  have  better  fortune,  or  fess 


enterprise.  The  stoiy,  when  entire,  con- 
tained  the  adventures  of  a  female  slave,  who 
was  thrown,  in  the  Mussulman  manner, 
into  the  sea  for  infidelity,  and  avenged  by 
a  young  Venetian,  her  lover ,  at  the  time 
the  Seven  Islands  were  possessed  by  the  Re- 
public of  Venice,  and  soon  after  the  Amauts 
were  beaten  back  from  tlie  Morea,  which 
they  had  ravaged  for  some  time  subsequent 
to  the  Russian  invasion.  The  desertion  of 
the  Mainotes,  on  being  refused  the  plunder 
of  Misitra,  led  to  the  abandonpent  of  that 
enterprise  and  to  the  desolation  of  the  Morea, 
during  which  the  cruelty  exercised  on  all 
sides  was  unparalleled  even  in  the  annals 
of  the  faithful. 
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S%  hrcBth  of  air  to  break  the  wave 
That  FoUa  below  the  Athenian's  grave, 
IhaC  tomb  which,  gleaming  o'er  the  cliff, 
First  greets  the  homeward-veering  skiff. 
High  9*er  the  land  he  saved  in  vain; 
WbeB  AbII  such  hero  live  again? 


Fair  clime!  where  every  season  smiles 
Beaignant  o*er  those  blessed  isles. 
Which,   seen  from  far  Colonna's  height, 
lake  glad  the  heart  that  hails  the  sight, 
Aad  lend  to  loneliness  delight 
There  mildly  dimpling.  Ocean's  cheek 
Irfecta  the  tints  of  many  a  peak 
Ciaght  hj  the  laughing  tides  that  lave 
ThM  Eifens  of  the  eastern  wave; 
Aad  if  at  times  a  transient  breeze 
Break  the  blue  crystal  of  the  seas, 
Or  sweep  one  blossom  from  the  trees, 
Bsw  welcome  is  each  gentle  air 
That  wakes  and  wafts  the  odours  there! 
fsr  there — the  Rose  o'er  crag  or  vale, 
Siltaoa  of  the  Nightingale, 
Tke  maid  for  whom  his  melody, 
Hit  thousand  songs  are  heard  on  high, 
JBsoms  blushing  to  her  lover's  tale: 
lis  queen,  the  garden-qneen,  his  Rose, 
TabeBt  by  winds,  unchill'd  by  snowo, 
ftr  from  the  winters  of  the  wc«t, 


By  every  breeze  and  season  blest. 
Returns  the  sweets  by  nature  given 
In  softest  incense  back  to  heaven ; 
And  grateful  yields  that  smiline  sky 
Her  fairest  hue  and  fragrant  sigh. 
And  many  a  summer-floM'cr  is  there. 
And  many  a  shade  that  love  might  share. 
And  many  a  grotto,  meant  for  rest. 
That  holds  the  pirate  for  a  guest ; 
Whose  bark  in  sheltering  cove  below 
Lurks  for  the  passing  peaceful  prow. 
Till  the  gay  mariner's  guitar 
Is  heard,  and  seen  the  evening-star; 
Then  stealing  with  the  muffled  oar. 
Far  shaded  by  the  rocky  shore. 
Rush  the  night-prowlers  on  the  prey, 
And  turn  to  groans  his  roundelay. 
Strange — that  where  Nature  loved  to  trace, 
As  if  for  Gods,  a  dwelling-place. 
And  every  charm  and  grace  hath  Bilx'd 
Within  the  paradise  she  fix'd. 
There  man,  enamour'd  of  distress. 
Should  mar  it  into  wilderness. 
And  trample,  brute-like,    o'er  each  flower 
That  tasks  pot  one  laborious  hour. 
Nor  claims  the  culture  of  his  hand 
To  bloom  along  the  fairy-land. 
But  springs  as  to  preclude  his  care. 
And  sweetly  wnos  him — but  to  spare ! 
Strange — that  where  all  is  peace  beside 
There  passion  riots  in  iicr  pride, 
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And  InMt  and  rapine  wildly  reign 

To  darken  o'er  the  fair  domain.^ 

It  if)  M  though  the  fiends  preraird 

Against  the  seraphs  they  assaird , 

And,  fixM  on  heavenly  thrones,  should  dwell 

The  freed  inheritors  of  hell ; 

So  soft  the  seene,  so  form'd  for  joy. 

So  cwrnt  the  tyrants  that  destroy! 

lie  who  hath  bent  him  o*er  the  dead 
Ere  the  first  day  of  death  is  fled, 
The  first  dark  day  of  nothingness, 
The  last  of  danger  and  distress, 
(Before  Decay^s  effacing  fingers 
Hare  swept  the  lines  where  beauty  lingerv,) 
And  markM  the  mild  angelic  air. 
The  rapture  of  repose  that*s  there, 
llie  fix'd,  yet  tender  traits  that  streak 
The  languor  of  the  placid  cheek. 
And — but  for  that  sad  shrouded  eye. 
That  fires  not,  wins  not,  weeps  not,  now. 
And  but  for  that  chill  changeless  brow. 
Where  cold  Obstmction^s  apathy 
Appals  the  gazing  monmer^s  heart, 
As  if  to  him  it  could  impart 
The  doom  he  dreads,  yet  dwells  upon; 
Yes,  but  for  these,  and  these  alone. 
Some  moments,  ay,  one  treacherous  hour. 
He  still  might  doubt  the  tyraars  power; 
So  fair,  to  calm,  so  softly  seaPd, 
The  first,  last  look  by  death  reTeaPd! 
Such  is  Uie  aspect  of  this  shore ; 
nis  Greece,  but  living  Greece  no  more! 
So  coldly  sweet,  so  deadly  fair, 
We  start,  for  soul  is  wanting  there. 
Hers  is  the  loveliness  in  death. 
That  parts  not  quite  with  parting  breath; 
But  beauty  with  that  fearful  bloom, 
That  hue  which  haunts  it  to  the  tomb, 
Eicpression^s  last  receding  ray, 
A  gilded  halo  hovering  round  decay, 
The  farewell  beam  of  Feeling  past  awar! 
Spark  of  that  flame,  perchance  of  heavenly 

birth. 
Which  gleams,  but  warms   no   more   its 

cherished  earth! 


Clime  of  the  unforgotten  brave! 
Whose  land  from  plain  to  mountain-cave 
Was  Freedom**  home  or  Glory^s  grave ! 
Shrine  of  the  mighty !  can  it  be. 
That  this  is  all  remains  of  thee? 
Approach,  thou  craven  crouching  slave: 
Say,  is  not  this  Thermopylae? 
These  waters  blue  that  round  you  lave. 
Oh  servile  offspring  of  the  free — 
Pronounce  what  sea,  what  shore  is  this? 
The  gulf,  the  rock  of  Salamis ! 
These  scenes,  their  story  not  unknown, 
Arise,  and  make  again  your  own ; 
Snatch  from  the  ashes  of  your  sires 
The  embers  of  their  former  fires; 
And  he  who  in  the  strife  expire* 
Will  add  to  theirs  a  name  of  fear 


That  Tyranny  shall  quake  to  hear. 
And  leave  his  sons  a  hope,  a  fame, 
The^  too  will  rather  die  than  shame: 
For  Freedom's  battle  once  begun. 
Bequeathed  by  bleeding  Sire  to  Son, 
Though  baffled  oft  is  ever  won. 
Bear  witness,  Greece,  thy  living  page, 
Attest  it  many  a  deathless  age! 
While  kings,  in  dusty  darkness  hid. 
Have  left  a  nameless  pyramid, 
I'hy  heroes,  though  the  general  doom 
Hath  swept  the  colunm  from  their  tomb, 
A  mightier  monument  command. 
The  mountains  of  their  native  land! 
There  points  thy  Muse  to  stranger^s  eye 
The  graves  of  those  that  cannot  die! 
^were  long  to  tell,  and  sad  to  trace. 
Each  step  from  splendour  to  disgrace; 
Enough — no  foreign  foe  could  quell 
Thy  soul,  till  from  itself  it  fell ; 
Yes!  Self-abasement  paved  the  way 
To  villain-bonds  and  despot-sway. 

What  can  he  tell  who  treads  thy  shore? 
\o  legend  of  thine  olden  time, 
IVo  theme  on  which  the  muse  might  soar. 
High  as  thine  own  in  days  ofbyore. 
When  man  was  worthy  of  thy  clime. 
The  hearts  within  thy  ralleys  bred. 
The  fiery  souls  that  might  have  led 
Thy  sons  to  deeds  sublime, 
Now  crawl  from  cradle  to  the  grave, 
Slaves — nay,  the  bondsmen  of  a  slave. 
And  calloui,  save  to  crime; 
Stained  with  each  evil  that  pollutes 
Mankind,  where  least  above  the  brutes; 
Without  even  savage  virtue  blest. 
Without  one  free  or  valiant  breavt. 
Still  to  the  neighbouring  ports  they  waft 
Proverbial  wiles,  and  ancient  craft ; 
In  this  the  subtle  Greek  is  found. 
For  this,  and  this  alone,  renowned. 
In  vain  might  Liberty  invoke 
The  spirit  to  its  bondage  broke. 
Or  raise  the  neck  that  courts  the  yoke: 
No  more  her  sorrows  I  bewail. 
Yet  this  will  be  a  mournful  tale. 
And  they  who  listen  may  believe, 
Who  heard  it  first  had  cause  to  grieve. 


Far,  dark,  along  the  blue  tea  glancing. 
The  shadows  of  the  rocks  advmncing. 
Start  on  the  fisher's  eye  like  boat 
Of  island-pirate  or  S^ainote ; 
And  fearful  for  his  light  caique, 
He  shuns  the  near  but  doubtful  creek ; 
Though  worn  and  weary  wiUi  his  toil. 
And  cumber'd  with  his  scaly  spoil. 
Slowly,  yet  strongly,  plies  the  oar. 
Till  Port  Leone's  safer  shore 
Receives  him  by  the  lovely  light 
That  best  become*  an  Eastern  night. 
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lo  thnnderinv  comen  on  blackett  steed, 
tlackenM  bit  and  hoof  of  speed  Y 
ith  the  clattering  fronts  sound 
cavcTn*d  echoes  wake  around 
sh  for  lash,  and  bound  for  bound ; 
fuiun  that  streaks  the  courser^s  side 
I  gathered  from  the  ocean-tide: 
^h  wearj  waves  are  sunk  to  rest, 
e*i  none  within  his  rider^s  breast; 
though  to-morrow's  tempest  lower, 
aimer  than  thy  heart,  young  Giaour ! 
<w  thee  not,  I  loathe  thy  race, 
n  thy  lineaments  I  trace 
:  time  shall  strengthen,  not  efface: 
gh  young  and  pale,  that  sallow  front 
Uhed  by  fiery  passion's  brunt; 
gh  hent  on  earth  thine  otII  eye, 
eteor-like  thou  glidest  by, 
t  well  I  Yiew  and  deem  thee  one 
B  Otliman*s  sons  should  slay  or  shun. 


he  hastened,  and  he  drew 
axe  of  wonder  as  he  flew : 
gh  like  a  demon  of  the  night 
us'd  and  vanish*d  from  mv  sight, 
spect  and  his  air  impressed 
ubled  memory  on  my  breast, 
!oar  upon  my  startl^  ear 

his  dark  courser's  hoofs  of  fear. 
an  liis  steed;  he  nears  the  steep, 

jutting,  riiadows  o'er  the  deep ; 
ind«  around;  he  hurries  by; 
rock  relieres  him  from  mine  eye ; 
rell  1  ween  unwelcome  he 
le  glance  is  fix'd  on  those  that  flee, 
lot  a  star  but  shines  too  bright 
im  who  takes  such  timeless  fligiit. 
ound  along;  but  ere  he  pass'd 
^laace  he  snatch'd,  as  if  his  last, 
ment  check'd  his  wheeling  steed, 
men!  breathed  him  from  his  speed, 
meat  on  his  stirrup  stood — 

looks  he  o'er  the  oliye-wood? 
creacent  glimmers  on  the  hill, 
Moaque^s  high    lamps  are  qnirering 

still : 
gh  too  remote  for  sound  to  wake 
hoea  of  the  fur  tophaike, 
flaahes  of  each  joyous  peal 
em  to  prove  the  Moslem's  seal, 
[ght,  set  Rhamaaani's  sun  ; 
ght,  the  Bairam-feast's  begun; 
gilt — ^but  who  and  what  art  thou 
reig;B  garb  and  fearful  brow? 
rhat  are  these  to  thine  or  thee, 
th<ra  ahonld'st  either  pause  or  flee? 
ood — aome  dread  was  on  his  face. 
Hatred  settled  in  its  place : 
e  not  with  tlie  reddening  flush 
maient  Anger's  darkening  blush, 
ale  as  marible  o'er  the  tomb, 
e  ghastly  whiteness  aids  its  gloom, 
row  was  beat,  his  eye   was  glazed ; 
ised  his  arm,  and  ^errely  raised, 
taraly  shook  his  hand  on  high,- 


As  doubting  to  return  or  fly : 
Impatient  of  his  flight  delay'd. 
Here  loud  his  ra^en  charger  neigh'd — 
Down  glanced  that  hand,  and  grasp'd  his 

blade; 
That  sound  had  burst  his  waking  dream. 
As  Slumber  starts  at  owlet's  scream. 
The  spur  hath  lanced  his  courser's  sides; 
Away,  away,  for  life  he  rides : 
Swift  as  the  hurl'd  on  high  jerreed 
Springs  to  the  touch  his  startled  steed ; 
The  rock  is  doubled,  and  the  shore 
Shakes  with  the  clattering  tramp  no  more ; 
The  crag  is  won,  no  more  is  seen 
His  Christian  crest  and  haughty  mien. 
'Twas  but  an  instant  he  restrain'd 
That  fiery  barb  so  sternly  rein*d ; 
'Twas  but  a  moment  that  he  stood, 
Then  sped  as  if  by  death  pursued; 
But  in  that  instant  o'er  his  soul 
Winters  of  Memory  seem'd  to  roll, 
And  gather  in  that  drop  of  time 
A  life  of  pain,  an  age  of  crime. 
O'er  him  who  loves,  or  hates,  or  fears. 
Such  moment  pours  the  grief  of  years: 
What  felt  he  then,  at  once  opprest 
By  all  that  most  distracts  t^e  breast  f 
That  pause,  which  ponder'd  o'er  his  fate, 
Oh,  who  its  dreary  length  shall  date! 
Tliough  in  Time's   record  nearly  nought, 
It  was  Eternity  to  Thought! 
For  infinite  as  boundless  space 
The  thought  that  Conscience  must  embrace. 
Which  in  itself  can  comprehend 
Woe  without  name,  or  hope,  or  end. 

The  hour  is  past,  the  Giaour  is  gone; 
And  did  he  fly  or  fall  alone? 
Woe  to  that  hour  he  came  or  went! 
The  curse  for  Hassan's  sin  was  sent 
To  turn  a  palace  to  a  tomb : 
He  came,  he  went,  like  the  Simoom, 
That  harbinger  of  fate  and  gloom. 
Beneath  whose  widely-wasting  breath 
The  very  cypress  droops  to  death — 
Dark  tree,  still   sad  when  others'  grief  is 

fled. 
The  only  constant  mourner  o'er  the  dead! 

The  steed  is  vanish'd  from  the  stall ; 
\o  serf  is  seen  in  Hassan's  hall ; 
The  lonely  Spider's  thin  grey  pall 
Waves  slowly  widening  o'er  the  wall ; 
The  Bat  builds  in  his  Haram-bower; 
And  in  the  fortress  of  his  power 
The  Owl  UHurps  the  beacon-tower; 
The  wild-dog  howls  o'er  the  fountain's  brim. 
With  baffled  thirst,  and  famine,  grim; 
For  the  stream  has  shrunk  from  its  marble 

bed. 
Where   the   weeds  and   the  desolate  dust 

are  spread. 
'1*WBS  sweet  of  yore  to  see  it  play 
And  t'haso  the  sultriness  of  dav* 
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As  tprin^ng  high  the  lilver-dew 

In  whirls  fantastically  flew. 

And  flung  luiurious  coolness  round 

The  air,  and  Terdure  o>r  the  ground. 

*Twas  sweet,   when  cloudless  stars  were 

bright. 
To  Tiew  the  waves  of  waterj  light. 
And  hear  its  melody  by  night. 
And  oft  had  Hassan's  Childhood  play'd 
Around  the  Yerge  of  that  cascade ; 
And  oft  upon  his  mother's  breast 
That  sound  had  harmonized  his  rest; 
And  oft  had  Hassan's  Youth  along 
Its  bank  been  soothed  by  Beauty's  song; 
And  softer  seem'd  each  melting  tone 
Of  Musie  mingled  with  its  own. 
But  ne'er  shaU  Hassan's  Age  repose 
Along  the  brink  at  Twilight's  close: 
The  stream  that  fill'd  that  font  is  fled— 
The  blood  that  warm'd  his  heart  is  shed ! 
And  here  no  more  shall  human  Toice 
Be  heard  to  rage,  regret,  rejoice. 
The  last  sad  note  that  swell'd  the  gale 
Was  woman's  wildest  funeral  wail: 
TThat  quenched  in  silence,  all  is  still, 
But  the  lattice  that  flaps  when  the  wind 

,  is  shrill: 

Though  raves  the  gust,  and  floods  the  rain. 
No  hand  shall  close  its  clasp  again. 
On  desert  sands  'twere  joy  to  scan 
The  rudest  steps  of  fellow-man : 
So  here  the  very  voice  of  Grief 
Might  wake  an  Echo  like  relief— 
At  least  twould  say,  ^^all  are  not  gone ; 
There  lingers  Life,  though  but  in  one — " 
For  many  a  gilded  chamber's  there. 
Which  Solitude  might  well  forbear ; 
Within  that  dome  as  yet  Decay 
Hath  slowly  work'd  her  cankering  way — 
But  gloom  is  gather'd  o'er  the  gate, 
Nor  Uiere  the  Fakir's  self  will  wait. 
Nor  there  will  wandering  Dervise  stayt 
For  Bounty  cheers  not  his  delay ; 
Nor  there  will  weary  stranger  halt 
To  bless  the  sacred  >^bread  and  salt." 
Alike  must  Wealth  and  Poverty 
Pass  heedless  and  unheeded  by. 
For  Courtesy  and  Pity  died 
With  Hassan  on  the  mountain-side. 
His  roof,  that  refuge  unto  men, 
Is  desolation's  hungry  den. 
flic  guest  flies  the  hall,  and  the   vassal 

fnim  labour. 
Since  his  turban  was  cleft  by  the  infidel's 

sabre! 


I  hear  the  ■ound  of  coming  feet. 
But  not  a  voice  mine  ear  to  greet ; 
More  near — each  turban  I  can  scan, 
And  silver-sheathed  ataghan; 
The  foremost  of  the  band  is  seen. 
An  Emir  by  his  garb  of  green : 
**Ho !  who  art  thou  ? — this  low  salam 
Replies  of  Moslem  faith  1  am. 


The  burthen  ye  so  gently  bear, 
Seems  one  that  claims  your  utmost  care. 
And,  doubtless,  holds  some  precious  freight. 
My  humble  bark  would  gladly  wait." 

*^Thou  speakest  sooth,  thy  skiff  unmoor. 
And  waft  us  from  the  silent  shore; 
Nay,  leave  the  sail  still  furl'd,  and  ply 
The  nearest  oar  that's  scatter'd  by, 
And  midway  to  those  rocks  where  sleep 
The  channel'd  waters  dark  and  deep. 
Rest  from  your  task — so — bravely  done. 
Our  course  has  been  right  swiftly  run ; 
Yet  'tis  the  longed  voyage,  I  trow. 
That  one  of—  ... 


Sullen  it  plunged,  and  slowly  sank. 
The  calm  wave  rippled  to  the  bank ; 
I  watch'd  it  as  it  sank,  methought 
Some  motion  from  the  current  caught 
Bestirred  it  more, — 'twas  but  the  beam 
That  chequered  o'er  the  living  stream : 
I  gazed,  till  vanishing  from  view. 
Like  lessening  pebble  it  withdrew ; 
Still  less  and  less,  a  speck  of  white 
That  gemm'd  the  tide,   then  mock'd  tlie 

«ight; 
And  all  its  hidden  secrets  sleep. 
Known  but  to  Genii  of  the  deep. 
Which,  trembling  in  tlieir  coral  caves, 
They  dare  not  whisper  to  the  waves. 


As  rising  on  it«  purple  wing 
The  insect-queen  of  eastern  spring. 
O'er  emerald-meadows  of  Kashmeer 
Invites  the  young  pursuer  near. 
And  leads  him  on  from  flower  to  flower 
A  weary  chase  and  wasted  hour. 
Then  leaves  him,  as  it  soars  on  high^ 
With  panting  heart  and  tearful  eye: 
So  Beauty  lures  the  full-grown  child. 
With  hue  as  bright,  and  wing  at  wild ; 
A  chase  of  idle  hopes  and  fears, 
Begun  in  folly,  closed  in  tears. 
If  won,  to  equal  ills  betray'd. 
Woe  waits  the  insect  and  the  maid ; 
A  life  of  pain,  the  loss  of  peace. 
From  infant's  play,  and  man's  caprice: 
The  lovely  toy  so  fiercely  sought 
Hath  lost  its  charm  by  being  caught. 
For  every  touch  that  wooed  its  stay 
Hath  brush'd  its  brightest  hues  away. 
Till  charm,  and  hue,  and  beauty  gone, 
Tis  left  to  fly  or  fall  alone. 
With  wounded  wing,  or  bleeding  breast, 
Ah!  where  shall  either  victim  rest? 
Can  this  with  faded  pinion  soar 
From  rose  to  tulip  as  before  T 
Or  Beauty,  blighted  in  an  hour, 
F^ind  joy  within  her  broken  bower? 
No :  gayer  insects  fluttering  by 
Ne'er  droop  the  wing  o'er  those  that  die, 
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iMi  loFelier  tfcinn  hara  mercy  shown 
U  t%€rj  failing  but  tiieir  own, 
ki  crery  w«e  m  tasr  can  claim, 
iKcpC  u  eniBg  ■ister't  thamo. 


Tbc  Mind,  Hiat  broods  o'er  gaiity  woes, 
h  like  tiie  Scorpion  girt  by  fire, 
h  circle  narrowing  as  it  glows. 
The  flame*  aronnd  their  captive  close. 
Till  ialj  ecnrchM  by  thousand  throes. 
All  ■Addenlnir  in  her  ire, 
Om  mi.  and  sole  relief  she  knows, 
IV  sting  she  nourished  for  her  foes, 
fWse  Yenona  nerer  yet  was  vain. 
Gives  bat  one  pang,  and  cures  all  pain, 
lid  darta  into  her  desperate  brain : 
Si  do  the  dark  in  sonl  expire. 
Or  live  like  Scorpion  girt  by  fire ; 
Si  vrithea  the  mind  Kemorse  hath  riren, 
TiEt  for  earth,  undoomM  for  hearen, 
lirkaesa  above,  despair  beneath, 
Imuid  it  flame,  within  it  death ! 


Black  Hassan  from  the  Haram  flies, 
lir  bends  on  woman's  form  his  eyeti : 
TW  unwonted  chase  each  hour  employs, 
TcC  4mrea  he  not  the  hunter's  joys. 
Sst  thns  was  Hassan  wont  to  fly 
fbea  Leila  dwelt  in  his  Serai. 
Ml  Leila  there  no  longer  dwell  ? 
Tbst  tale  can  only  Hassan  tell : 
Straage  rumours  in  our  city  say 
Ipsa  that  ere  she  fled  away 
Wkea  Rhamaxan's  last  sim  was  set, 
Isd  flaahine  from  each  annafl^ 
Xiiliena  of  lamps  proclaimed  tne  feast 
Of  Bti*-^™  through  the  boundless  East. 
Twas  tlien  she  went  as  to  the  bath. 
Which  HaiPfftn  \ainly  searched  in  wrath ; 
Fsr  she  was  flown  her  master's  rage 
h  likeness  of  a  Georgian  page, 
Aid  far  beyond  the  Moslem's  power 
Had  wTong'd  him  with  the  faithless  Giaour. 
Somewhat  of  this  had  Hassan  deem'd  ; 
Bat  still  so  fond,  so  fair  she  seem'd, 
Tss  well  he  trusted  to  the  slave 
Wkoee  treachery  deserved  a  grave : 
Isd  on  that  eve  had  gone  to  mosque, 
Asd  thence  to  feast  in  his  kiosk. 
Sirh  is  the  tale  his  Nubians  tell. 
Who  did  not  watch  their  charp  too  well ; 
Bit  others  say,  that  on  that  night. 
By  pale  Phingari's  trembiing  light. 
The  Giaour  upon  his  jet-black  steed 
Wm  seen,  but  seen  alone  to  speed 
With  bloody  spur  tHonff  the  shore, 
W  maid  nor  page  behind  him  bore. 


Her  eye's  dark  charm  'twere  vain  to  tcli. 
But  gase  on  that  of  the  Gazelle, 
H  will  assist  thy  fancy  well ; 


As  large,  as  lanffuishingly  dark. 

But  Soul  beam'd  forth  in  every  spark 

That  darted  from  beneath  the  lid. 

Bright  as  the  jewel  of  Giamschid. 

Yea,  Soul,  and  should  our  prophet  say 

That  form  has  nought  but  breathing  clay, 

By  Alia !  I  would  answer  nay ; 

Though  on  Al-Sirat's  arch  I  Stood, 

Which  totters  o'er  the  fiery  flood. 

With  Paradise  within  my  view. 

And  all  his  Houris  beckoning  through. 

Oh !  who  young  Leila's  glance  could  read 

And  keep  that  portion  of  his  creed 

Which  saith  that  woman  is  but  dust, 

A  soulless  toy  for  tyrant's  lust? 

On  her  might  Muftis  gase,  and  own 

That  through  her  eye  the  Immortal  shone ; 

On  her  fair  cheek's  unfading  hue 

The  young  pomegranate's  blossoms  strew 

Their  bloom  in  blushes  ever  new; 

Her  hair  in  hyacinthine-flow. 

When  left  to  roll  its  folds  below. 

As  midst  her  handmaids  in  the  hall 

She  stood  superior  to  them  all. 

Hath  swept  the  marble  where  her  feet 

Gleam'd  whiter  than  the  mountain-sleet 

Ere  from  the  cloud  that  gave  it  birth 

It  fell,  and  caught  one  stain  of  earth. 

The  cygnet  nobly  walks  the  water; 

So  moved  on  earth  Cirrassia's  daughter. 

The  loveliest  bird  of  Frangnestan ! 

As  rears  her  crest  the  ruffled  Swan, 

And  spurns  the  wave  with  wings  of  pride. 

When  pass  the  steps  of  stranger  man 

Along  the  banks  that  bound  her  tide : 

Thus  rose  fliir  Leila's  whiter  neck ; — 

Thus  arm'd  with  beauty  would  she  check 

Intnision's  glance,  till  Folly's  gaae 

Shrunk  from  the  charms  it  meant  to  praise. 

Thus  high  and  graceful  was  her  gait ; 

Her  heart  as  tender  to  her  mate ; 

Her  mate — stern  Hassan,  who  was  hef 

Alas!  that  name  was  not  for  thee ! 


Stem  Hassan  hath  a  journey  ta'en 
With  twenty  vassals  in  his  train. 
Each  arm'd,  as  best  becomes  a  man, 
With  arquebuss  and  ataghan  ; 
The  rhief  before,  as  deck'd  for  war. 
Bears  in  his  belt  the  scimitar 
Stain'd  with  the  best  of  Amaut  blood, 
When  in  the  pa^s  the  rebels  stood. 
And  few  retum'd  to  tell  the  tale 
Of  what  befell  in  Fame's  vale. 
The  |iii»tols  which  his  girdle  bore 
Were  those  that  once  a  pasha  wore. 
Which   still,   though   gemm'd  and  boss'd 

with  g<»ld. 
Even  robbers  tremble  to  behold. 
'Tis  said  he  goes  to  woo  a  bride 
More  tme  than  her  who  left  his  side ; 
The  faithless  slave  that  broke  her  bower. 
And,  worse  than  faithless,  for  a  Giaour ! 
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The  fiiii'«  last  rays  aro  on  tbe  hill, 
And  fparkle  in  the  fountain-rill, 
Whose  welcome  waters,  cool  and  clear. 
Draw  blessings  from  the  mountaineer : 
Here  may  the  loitering  merchant  Greek 
Find  that  repose  *twere  Yain  to  seek 
In  cities  lodged  too  near  his  lord. 
And  trembling  for  his  secret  hoard— 
Here  may  he  rest  where  none  can  see* 
In  crowcfs  a  slave,  in  deserts  free ; 
And  with  forbidden  wine  may  stain 
The  bowl  a  Moslem  must  not  drain. 


The  foremost  Tartarus  in  the  gap, 
Conspicuous  by  his  yellow  cap ; 
The  rest  in  lengthening  line  Uie  while 
Wind  slowly  through  the  long  defile: 
AboTO,  the  mountain  rears  a  peak. 
Where  vultures  whet  the  thirsfr  beak, 
And  theirs  may  be  a  feast  to-night. 
Shall  tempt  them  down  ere  morrow's  light; 
Beneath,  a  river'f  wintry  stream 
Has  shrunk  before  the  summer-beam. 
And  left  a  channel  bleak  and  bare, 
Save  shrubs  that  spring  to  perish  there : 
Each  side  the  midway-path  there  lay 
Small  broken  crags  of  granite  gray, 
By  time,  or  mountain-lightning,  riven 
From  summits  clad  in  mists  of  heaven ; 
For  where  is  he  that  hath  beheld 
The  peak  of  Liakura  unveird? 


They  reach  the  grore  of  pine  at  last: 
^Bismillah!  now  the  periPs  past; 
For  yonder  view  the  opening  plain. 
And  there  we'll  prick  our  steeds  amain:" 
The  Chiaus  spake,  and  as  he  said, 
A  bullet  whistled  o*er  his  head ; 
The  foremost  Tartar  bites  the  ground! 
Scarce  had  ther  time  to  check  the  rein. 
Swift  from  their  steeds  the  riders  bound ; 
But  three  shall  never  mount  again: 
Unseen  the  foes  that  gave  the  wound. 
The  dyinff  ask  revenge  in  rain. 
With  ite^  unsheath'd  and  carbine  bent. 
Some  o*er  their  coursers'  harness  leant. 
Half  sheltered  by  the  steed  ; 
Some  fly  behind  the  nearest  rock, 
And  there  await  the  coming  shock 
Nor  tamely  stand  to  bleed 
Beneath  the  shaft  of  foes  unseen. 
Who  dare  not  quit  their  craggy  screen. 
Stern  Hassan  only  from  his  horse 
Disdains  to  light,  and  keeps  his  course. 
Till  fiery  flashes  in  the  van 
Proclaim  too  sure  the  robber-clan 
Have  well  secured  the  only  way 
Oiuld  now  avail  the  promised  prey; 
Then  curled  his  very  beard  with  ire, 
And  glared  his  eye  with  fiercer  fire: 
*^  Uliongh  far  and  near  the  bullet*  iiiss. 
Tie  scraped  a  bloodier  hour  than  this.'' 


And  now  the  foe  their  covert  quit. 
And  call  his  vassals  to  submit ; 
But  Haj(8an's  frown  and  furious  word 
Arc  dreaded  more  than  hostile  sword. 
Nor  of  his  little  band  a  man 
Reisign'd  carbine  or  ataghan, 
Nor  raised  the  craven  cry,  Amaun ! 
In  fuller  sight,  more  near  and  near. 
The  lately  ambush'd  foes  appear* 
And,  issuing  from  the  grove,  advance 
Some  who  on  battle-charger  prance. 
Who  leads  them  on  with  foreign  brand. 
Far  flashing  in  his  red  right  hand  Y 
'^Tis  he!  *tishe!  I  know  him  now; 
I  know  him  by  his  pallid  brow ; 
I  know  him  by  the  evil  eye 
That  aids  his  envious  treachery; 
I  know  him  by  his  jet-black  barb : 
Though  now  array'd  in  Amaut  garb. 
Apostate  from  his  own  vile  faith. 
It  shall  not  save  him  frtom  the  death : 
Tis  he !  well  met  in  any  hour ! 
Lost  Leila*s  love,  accursed  Giaour ! '' 

As  rolls  the  river  into  ocean. 
In  sable  torrent  wildly  streaming; 
As  the  sea-tide's  opposing  motion. 
In  azure  column  proudly  gleaming. 
Beats  back  the  current  many  a  rood. 
In  curling  foam  and  mingling  flood. 
While  eddying  whirl,  and  breaking  wave. 
Roused  by  the  blast  of  winter,  rave; 
Through  sparkling  spray,  in  tliunderiog 

clash, 
The  lightnings  of  the  waters  flash 
In  awful  whiteness  o'er  the  shore, 
That  shineMu^qj^akes  beneath  Uie  roar : 
Thus — as  tm  stream  and  ocean  greet. 
With  waves  that  madden  as  they  meet — 
Thus  join  the  bands,  whom  mutual  wrong. 
And  fate,  and  fury,  drive  along. 
The  bickering  sabres'  shivering  jar ; 
And  pealing  wide  or  ringing  near 
Its  echoes  on  the  throbbing  ear. 
The  deathshot  hissing  from  afar ; 
The  shock,  the  shout,  the  groan  of  war, 
Reverberate  along  that  vale. 
More  suited  to  the  shepherd's  tale : 
Though  few  the  numbers — theirs  the  strife. 
That  neither  spares  nor  speaks  fur  life! 
Ah!  fondly  youthful  hearts  ran  press, 
I'o  seize  and  share  the  dear  caress; 
Rut  Love  itself  could  never  pant 
For  all  that  Beauty  sighs  to  grant 
With  half  the  fervour  Hate  bestows 
Upon  the  last  embrace  of  foes. 
When  grappling  in  the  fight  they  fold 
Those  arms  that  ne'er  shall  lose  their  hold  : 
Friends  meet  to  part;  Love  laughs  at  faith : 
True  foes,  once  met,  arc  join'd  till  death ! 


With  sabre  shiver'd  to  the  hilt. 
Yet  dripping  with  the  blood  he  spilt ; 


THE     GIAOUR. 


Td  fCiBu'd  within  tiie  terer'd  hand 
VUdi  qaivera  niand  that  faithieN  braod ; 
flb  tutaa  far  bciiiad  him  rolled, 
Iti  cleft  ia  twida  Ita  firmwt  fold ; 
El  ibvin^  robe  by  fblchion  torn. 
Id  criHfon  aa  fthoiae  cloudf  of  morn 
Alt  fdrcmkM  with  diukj  red  portend 
Tk  ^7  shall  hmw^  a  atorm j  end ; 
A  alia  on  mrerj  bnah  that  bore 
Ifiifinent  nf  bia  palampore, 
la  kenat  with  wonnda  nnnamberM  riven, 
Bi  la^  to  earth,  his  fare  to  heaven, 
Filh  Hanaaa  liea — ^hlf  uncloeed  eye 
Tdlaverin^  cm  bia  enemy, 
hirthe  hoar  that  aealM  hii  fate 
SvnTUi|r  left  bia  qnenehleM  iiatc ; 
kd  t'er  him  beada  that  foe  with  brow 
liMc  aa  hia  that  bled  below. 


-Tcfl,  Leila  alecpa  beneath  tlie  wave, 
la  bi*  aiiall  be  a  redder  gra\  e ; 
hr  spirit  pointed  well  the  steel 
VUA  tan^t  that  felon  heart  to  feeL 
Itcaird  the  Prophet,  but  his  power 
fa  vain  againat  the  vengeful  Giaour : 
lecaird  on  Alia— but  the  word 
iwe  nnheeded  or  nnheard. 
TWa  Paynim  fool !  could  Leila's  prayer 
bpaas'd!,  and  thine  accorded  there? 
IvitcbM  nay  time,  1  leagued  with  these, 
Ik  traitor  in  hia  tnrn  to  seize ; 
If  wrath  ia  wreakM,  the  deed  is  done, 
ii  now  I  go— bnt  go  alone.^ 


The  browxinr  camels^  bells  are  tinkling : 
Bi  Mother  lo4MkM  from  her  lattice  high — 
k  saw  the  dews  of  eve  besprinkling 
TW  paatnvea  neen  beneath  her  eye, 
fte  saw  the  planets  faintly  twinkling: 
*Tis  twilight — sure  his  train  is  nigh.*^ 
ik  eanld  not  rest  in  the  garden  -  bower, 
litgaxed  ihrongh  the  grate  of  his  steepest 

tower: 
"Why  cornea  he  not?  his  steeds  are  fleet, 
W  shrinlL  they  from  tlie  snninit* r-hcat ; 
Why  senda  not  the  Bridegroom  his  promised 

gift? 
ii  his  heart  more  cold,  or  his  barb  less  swift? 
Oh.  fiaiae  reproach !  yon  Tartar  now 
Bai  gwn*d  onr  nearest  mountain's  brow, 
hai  warily  the  steep  descends, 
kai  now  within  the  valley  bends ; 
isJ  be  bears  the  gift  at  his  saddle-bow — 
Bfw  could  1  deem  his  courser  slow? 
light  well  my  largejs  shall  repay 
Kf  welcome  speed,  and  weary  way.^ 
TW  Tartar  lighted  at  the  pate, 
Wt  acrarrc  upheld  his  faintmg  weight: 
His  awarthv  visage  spake  distress, 
lat  this  mi;rht  be  from  weariness; 
Bis  garb  with  sanguine  spots  was  dyed. 


But  these  might  be  from  hts  courser's  side ; 
He  drew  the  token  from  his  vest — 
Angel  of  Death !  'tis  Haiiisan's  cloven  crest! 
His  calpac  rent — his  caftun  red — 
^*  Lady,  a  fearful  bride  thy  son  hath  wed : 
Me,  not  from  mercy,  did  they  spare. 
But  this  empurpled  pledge  to  bear. 
Peace. to  tlie  brave!  whose  blood  is  spilt: 
Woe  to  the  Giaour !  for  his  the  guilt." 


A  turban  carved  in  coarsest  stone, 
A  pillar  with  rank  weeds  o'ergrown, 
Whereon  can  now  be  scarcely  read 
llie  Koran-veriie  that  mourns  the  dead. 
Point  out  the  spot  where  Hassan  fell 
A  victim  in  that  lonely  dell. 
There  sleeps  as  true  an  Osmanlie 
As  e'er  at  Mecca  bent  the  knee; 
As  ever  scom'd  forbidden  wine, 
Or  pray'd  with  face  towards   the  shrine. 
In  orisons  resumed  anew 
At  solemn  sound  of  *'  Alia  Hu  ! " 
Yet  died  he  by  a  stranger's  hand, 
And  stranger  in  his  native  land; 
Yet  died  he  as  in  arms  he  stood. 
And  unavenged,  at  least  in  blood. 
Bnt  him  the  maids  of  Paradinc 
Impatient  to  their  halls  invite. 
And  the  dark  Heaven  of  Houri's  eyes 
On  him  shall  glance  for  ever  bright; 
They    come — their   kerchiefs    green    they 

wave. 
And  welcome  with  a  kiss  the  brave ! 
Hlio  falls  in  battle  'gainst  a  Giaour 
Is  worthiest  an  immortal  bower. 


But  thou,  false  Infidel !  shalt  writhe 
Beneath  avenging  Monkir's  scythe ; 
And  from  its  torment  'scape  alone 
To  wander  round  lost  Kblis*'  throne ; 
And  fire  unquench'd,  unquenchable. 
Around,  witJiin,  thy  heart  shall  dwell ; 
Nor  ear  can  hear  nor  tongue  can  tell 
llie  tortures  of  that  inward  hell ! 
But  first,  on  earth  as  Vampire  sent. 
Thy  corse  shall  from  its  tomb  be  rent : 
Then  ghastly  haunt  thy  native  place, 
And  suck  the  blood  of  all  thy  race ; 
There  from  thy  daughter,  sister,  wife. 
At  midnight  drain  the  stream  of  life; 
Yet  loathe  the  banquet  which  perforce 
Must  feed  thy  livid  living  corse : 
Thy  victims  ere  they  yet  expire 
Shall  know  the  diemon  for  their  sire. 
As  cursing  thee,  thou  cursing  them. 
Thy  flowers  are  withered  on  the  stem. 
But  one  that  for  thy  crime  must  fall, 
The  youngest,  most  beloved  of  all. 
Shall  bless  thee  with  a  father^ »  name — 
That  word  shall  wrap  thy  heart  in  flame ! 
Yet  must  tliou  end  tliy  task,  and  mark 
Her  cheek's  last  tinge,  her  eye's  last  spark, 


64 


THE     GIAOUR. 


And  the  last  glany  glanee  muft  view 
Which  freezes  o^er  its  lifeltsM  blue ; 
Then  with  unhallowM  hand  shalt  tear 
The  tresses  of  her  yellow  hair, 
Of  which  in  life  a  lock  when  shorn 
Aflectionis  fondest  pledge  was  worn ; 
Bnt  now  is  borne  away  by  thee, 
Memorial  of  thine  agony ! 
Wet  with  thine  own  best  blood  shall  drip 
Thy  gnashing  tooth  and  haggard  lip ; 
Then  stalking  to  thy  sullen  grave. 
Go — and  M'ith  Gouls  and  Afnts  rave; 
Till  these  in  horror  shrink  away 
From  spectre  more  accursed  than  they! 


^*  How  name  ye  yon  lone  Caloyer  ? 
His  features  I  have  scanned  before 
In  mine  own  land :  'tis  many  a  year, 
Since,  dashing  by  the  lonely  shore, 
I  saw  him  urge  as  fleet  a  steed 
As  ever  served  a  horseman^s  need. 
Bn*.  once  I  saw  that  face,  yet  then 
It  was  so  marked  with  inward  pain, 
I  could  not  pass  it  by  again; 
It  breathes  the  same  dark  spirit  now. 
As  death  were  stamped  upon  his  brow." 

*'Tis  twice  three  years  at  summer-tide 
Since  first  among  our  frercs  he  came ; 
And  here  It  soothes  him  to  abide 
For  some  dark  deed  he  will  not  name. 
But  never  at  our  vesper-prayer. 
Nor  e^er  before  confession-chair 
Kneels  he,  nor  recks  he  when  arise 
Incense  or  anthem  to  the  skies, 
Bat  broods  within  his  cell  alone. 
His  faith  and  race  alike  unknown. 
The  sea  from  I'aynim-land  he  crost, 
And  here  ascended  from  the  coast; 
Yet  seems  he  not  of  Othman  race. 
But  only  Christian  in  his  face : 
Vd  judge  him  some  stray  renegade. 
Repentant  of  the  change  he  made. 
Save  that  he  shuns  our  holy  shrine. 
Nor  tastes  the  sacred  bread  and  wine. 
Great  largess  to  these  walls  he  brought, 
And  thus  our  Abbofs  favour  bought ; 
But  were  1  Prior,  not  a  day 
Should  brook  such  strangcr^s  further  stay. 
Or  pent  within  our  penance -cell 
Should  doom  him  there  for  aye  to  dwell. 
Much  in  his  visions  mutters  he 
Of  maiden  Vhelm*d  beneath  the  sea; 
Of  sabres  clashing,  foemen  flying, 
Wron^  avenged,  and  Moslem  dying; 
On  cliff  he  hath  been  known  to  stand. 
And  rave  as  to  some  bloody  hand 
Fresh  severM  from  its  parent  limb. 
Invisible  to  all  but  him. 
Which  beckons  onward  to  his  grave, 
And  lures  to  leap  into  tlie  wave.** 


Dark  and  unearthly  is  the  scowl 
That  glares  beneath  his  dusky  cowl: 
The  flash  of  that  dilating  eye 
Reveals  too  much  of  times  gone  by ; 
Though  varying,  indistinct  its  hue. 
Oft  will  his  glance  the  gazer  rue. 
For  in  it  lurks  that  nameless  spell 
Which  speaks,  itself  unspeakable, 
A  spirit  yet  unqueird  and  high, 
That  claims  and  keeps  ascendancy; 
And  like  the  bird  whose  pinions  quake. 
But  cannot  fly  tlie  gazing  snake. 
Will  others  quail  beneath  his  look. 
Nor  ^scape  the  glance  they  scarce  can  bronk. 
From  him  the  half-affri^ted  Friar 
When  met  alone  would  fain  retire. 
As  if  that  eye  and  bitter  smile 
Transferred  to  odiers  fear  and  guile: 
Not  oft  to  smile  descendeth  he, 
And  when  he  doth  *tis  sad  to  see 
That  he  but  mocks  at  Misery. 
How  that  pale  lip  will  curl  and  quiver! 
l*hen  Ax  once  more  as  if  for  ever ; 
As  if  his  sorrow  or  disdain 
Forbade  him  e^er  to  smile  again. 
Well  were  it  so — such  ghastly  mirth 
From  joyaunce  ne^er  derived  its  birth. 
But  sadder  still  it  were  to  trace 
What  once  were  feelings  in  that  face : 
Time  hath  not  yet  the  features  fix^d. 
But  brighter  traits  with  evil  mix'd  ; 
And  there  are  hues  not  always  faded. 
Which  speak  a  mind  not  all  degraded 
Even  by  the  crimes  through  which  it  waded: 
The  common  crowd  but  see  the  gloom 
Of  wayward  deeds,  and  fitting  doom ; 
The  close  observer  can  espy 
A  noble  suul,  and  lineage  high : 
Alas!  though  both  bestowM  in  vain. 
Which  Grief  could  change,  and  Guilt  could 

stain. 
It  was  no  vulgar  tenement 
To  which  such  lofty  gifts  were  lent. 
And  still  with  little  less  than  dread 
On  such  the  sight  is  riveted. 
The  roofless  cot,  decayed  and  rent. 
Will  scarce  delay  the  passer  by; 
The  tower  by  war  or  tempest  bent, 
AVhile  yet  may  frown  one  battlement. 
Demands  and  daunts  the  stranger's  eye; 
Each  ivied  arch  and  pillar  lone. 
Pleads  haughtily  for  glories  gone ! 

^'His  floating  robe  around  him  folding. 
Slow  sweeps  he  through  the  column'd  aisle; 
With  dread  beheld ,  with  gloom  beholding 
The  rites  that  sanctify  the  pile. 
Bnt  when  the  anthem  shakes  the  choir. 
And  kneel  the  monks,  his  steps  retire; 
By  yonder  lone  and  wavering  torch 
Ilis  aspect  glares  within  the  porch ; 
lliere  will  he  pause  till  all  is  done — 
And  hear  the  prayer,  but  utter  none. 
See— by  tlie  half-illumined  wall 
His  hood  fly  back,  his  dark  hair  fall. 
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nil  pale  hnm  wildly  wreathing  nrand. 

If  if  the  Gorgon  there  had  bound 

1W  Mbleat  of  the  terpent-braid 

Tint  a'er  her  fearftil  forehead  itray'd : 

Far  he  declines  the  conyent-oath, 

kai  leares  thoee  lockf *  nnhallowM  growth, 

ht  wean  oar  garb  la  all  bef ide ; 

iW,  Bot  from  piety  hot  pride. 

Giro  wealth  to  walli  that  never  heard 

Of  hit  oae  holy  tow  nor  word. 

Li! — mark  y«,  as  the  harmony 

tab  loader  praifee  to  the  sky , 

Hot  UHd  c^heek,  that  stony  air 

Of  ux^d  defiance  and  despair ! 

hat  Fianciji,  keep  him  from  the  shrine ! 

Die  may  ire  dread  the  wrath  diTine 

Ue  laaaifeeC  by  awfal  sign. 

V  ercr  cril  aBgel  bore 

1W  foran  of  mortal,  snch  he  wore : 

If  all  my  hope  of  sins  forgiven, 

Sach  looks  are  not  of  earth  nor  heaven !  ^ 


To  lore  Uie  softest  hearts  are  prone, 
ht  such  can  ne^er  be  all  his  own ; 
Tte  timid  in  his  woes  to  share, 
Tm  meek  to  meet,  or  brave  despair ; 
M  sterner  hearts  alone  may  feel 
TW  wound  that  time  can  never  heal. 
Ibc  ragged  metal  of  the  mine 
Mast  barn  before  its  surface  shine. 
Bat  planf^ed  within  the  famace-flame, 
h  beads  and  melts — though  still  tho  same ; 
Then  tempered  to  tfiy  want,  or  will, 
Twill  serve  thee  to  defend  or  kill; 
A  breast-plate  for  thine  hour  of  need. 
Or  blade  to  bid  tinr  foeman  bleed ; 
Ist  if  a  dagger^s  form  it  bear, 
Lee  those  who  shape  its  edge,  beware  t 
Thus  passion^s  lire,  and  woman's  art. 
Can  tarn  and  tame  the  sterner  heart ; 
Prom  these  its  form  and  tone  are  ta'en, 
.tsd  what  they  make  it,  must  remain. 
Bat  break—before  it  bend  again. 


If  solitude  succeed  to  grief, 
Release  firom  pain  is  slight  relief; 
The  vacant  bosom^s  wilderness 
Mt^t  thank  the  pang  that  made  it  less. 
We  loathe  what  none  are  left  to  share : 
Bvcn  bliss-— 'twere  woe  alone  to  l»ear; 
Tbe  heart  once  left  thus  desolate 
Ksst  fly  at  last  for  ease— to  hate, 
h  is  as  if  the  dead  could  feel 
Tke  icy  worm  around  them  steal. 
Aid  shndder,  as  the  reptiles  crt*e|> 
Tt  revel  o>r  their  rotting  sleep, 
Vithont  the  power  to  scare  away 
Tke  cold  consumers  of  their  clay ! 
ft  is  as  if  the  desert-bird, 
iniose  beak  unlocks  her  bosom's  stream 
To  still  her  famished  nestlings'*  scream. 
5or  monms  a  life  to  them  transferred. 
Ihoald  lead  her  rash  devoted  breast. 


And  find  them  flown  her  empty  nest 
The  keenest  pangs  the  wretched  find 
Are  rapture  to  the  dreary  void, 
The  leafless  desert  of  the  mind. 
The  waste  of  feelings  unemployed. 
Who  would  be  doomM  to  gaze  upon 
A  sky  without  a  cloud  or  sun  ? 
Less  hideous  far  the  tempest's  roar 
Than  ne'er  to  brave  the  billows  more — 
Thrown,  when  the  war  of  winds  is  o'er^ 
A  lonely  wreck  on  fortune's  shore, 
'Mid  sullen  calm,  and  silent  bay, 
Unseen  to  drop  by  dull  decay ; — 
Better  to  sink  beneath  the  shock 
Than  moulder  piecemeal  on  the  rock ! 


"Father!  thy  days  have  pass'd  in  pe4icc, 
Mid  counted  beads,  and  countless  prayer; 
To  bid  the  sins  of  others  cease. 
Thyself  without  a  crime  or  care. 
Save  transient  ills  that  all  must  bear, 
lias  been  thy  lot  from  youth  to  age ; 
And  thou  wilt  bless  thee  fkom  the  rage 
Of  passions  fierce  and  uncontroll'd. 
Such  as  thy  penitents  unfold. 
Whose  secret  sins  and  sorrows  rest 
Within  thy  pure  and  pitying  breast. 
My  days,  though  few,  have  pass'd  below 
In  much  of  joy,  but  more  of  woe; 
Yet  still  in  hours  of  love  or  strife, 
I've  'scaped  the  weariness  of  life  : 
Now  leagued  with  friends,  now  girt  by  foes, 
I  loathed  the  languor  of  repose. 
Now  nothing  left  to  love  or  hate. 
No  more  with  hope  or  pride  elate, 
I'd  rather  be  tho  thing  that  crawls 
Most  noxious  o'er  a  dungeon's  walls. 
Than  pass  my  dull,  unvarying  days, 
Condemn'd  to  meditate  and  gaze. 
Yet,  lurks  a  wish  within  my  breast 
For  rest — but  not  to  feel  'tis  rest. 
Soon  shall  my  fate  that  wish  fulfil ; 
And  I  shall  sleep  without  the  dream 
Of  what  1  was,  and  would  be  still. 
Dark  as  to  thee  my  deeds  may  seem : 
My  memory  now  is  bnt  the  tomb 
Of  joys  long  dead;  my  hope,  their  doom: 
Though  better  to  have  died  with  those 
I'han  bear  a  life  of  lingering  woes. 
My  spirits  shrunk  not  to  suntain 
The  searching  throes  of  ceaseless  pain ; 
Nor  sought  the  self-accorded  grave 
Of  ancient  fool  and  modem  knave : 
\\'t  death  I  have  not  fear'd  to  meet ; 
And  in  the  field  it  had  been  sweet. 
Had  danger  woo'd  me  on  to  move 
The  slave  of  glorj',  not  of  love. 
I've  braved  it — not  for  honour's  boast: 
I  smile  at  laurels  won  or  lost ; 
To  such  let  others  carve  their  way, 
For  high  renown,  or  hireling-pay : 
But  place  again  before  my  eyes 
Aught  that  f  deem  a  worthy  prize  : 
The  maid  I  lore,  the  man  1  hate, 
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And  I  will  hunt  Uw  utepi  of  fate. 
To  fare  or  tlay,  as  these  require, 
Through  rending  steel,  and  rolling  fire; 
Nor  need'rit  thou  doubt  this  speech  from  one 
Vlho  would  but  do — what  he  hath  done. 
Death  is  but  what  the  haughty  brave, 
Tlie  weak  roust  bear,  the  wretch  most  crarc; 
Then  let  Life  go  to  him  who  gave: 
I  have  not  quaiPd  to  danger's  brow 
When  high  and  happy — need  I  now? 


**I  loved  her,  friar!  nay,  adored — 
But  these  are  words  that  all  can  use — 
I  proved  it  more  in  deed  than  word ; 
There's  blood  upon  that  dinted  sword, 
A  stain  its  steel  can  never  loi*e: 
Twas  shed  for  her,  who  died  for  me, 
It  warm'd  the  heart  of  one  abhorrM : 
Nay,  start  not — no — nor  bend  thy  knee. 
Nor  midst  my  sins  such  act  record ; 
Thou  wilt  absolve  me  from  the  deed. 
For  he  was  hostile  to  thy  creed! 
The  very  name  of  Nazarene 
Was  wormwood  to  his  Paynim  spleen. 
Ungrateful  fool!  since  but  for  brands 
Well  wielded  in  some  hardy  hands, 
And  wounds  by  Galileans  given. 
The  surest  pass  to  Turkish  heaven. 
For  him  his  Houris  still  might  wait 
Impatient  at  the  prophet's  gate. 
I  loved  her — love  will  find  its  way 
Through  paths  where  wolves  would  fear 

to  prey. 
And  if  it  darei  enough,  'twere  hard 
If  passion  met  not  some  reward — 
No  matter  how,  or  where,  or  why, 
I  did  not  vainly  seek,  nor  sigh: 
Yet  sometimes,  with  remorse,  in  vain 
I  wish  she  had  not  loved  again. 
She  died — I  dare  not  tell  thee  how ; 
But  look — 'tis  written  on  my  brow ! 
lliere  read  of  Cain  the  curse  and  crime, 
In^  characters  unworn  by  time : 
Still,  era  thou  dost  condemn  me,  pause ; 
Not  mine  the  act,  though  1  the  cause. 
Yet  did  he  but  what  I  had  done 
Had  she  been  false  to  more  than  one. 
Faithless  to  him,  he  gave  the  blow ; 
But  true  to  me,  I  laid  him  low : 
Howe'er  deser^-ed  her  doom  might  be, 
Her  treachery  was  truth  to  me ; 
To  me  she  gave  her  heart,  that  all 
Which  tyranny  can  ne'er  enthrall ; 
And  I,  alas !  too  late  to  save ! 
Yet  all  I  then  could  give,  I  gave, 
"Twas  some  relief,  our  foe  a  grave. 
His  death  sits  lightly;  but  her  fate 
Has  made  me — what  thou  well  may'st  hate. 
Hb  doom  was  seal'd— he  knew  it  well, 
Wam'd  by  the  voire  of  stem  Taheer, 
Deep  in  whose  darkly  boding  car 
llie  deathshot  peal'd  of  murder  near. 
As  filed  the  troop  to  where  they  fell ! 
He  died  ton  in  the  battle-broil. 


I  A  time  that  heeds  nor  pain  nor  toil ; 
I  One  cry  to  Mahomet  for  aid, 
'  One  prayer  to  Alia  all  he  made: 
lie  knew  and  cross'd  me  in  the  fray—* 
I  gazed  upon  him  where  he  lay. 
And  watch'd  his  spirit  ebb  away: 
Though  pierced  like  Pard  by  hunters'  steel. 
He  felt  not  half  that  now  I  feel. 
1  search'd,  but  vainly  search'd,  to  find 
The  workings  of  a  wounded  mind ; 
Each  feature  of  that  sullen  corse 
Betray'd  his  rage,  but  no  remorse. 
Oh,  what  had  Vengeance  given  to  trace 
Despair  upon  his  dying  face! 
The  late  repentance  of  that  hour, 
When  Penitence  hath  lost  her  power 
To  tear  one  terror  from  the  grave. 
And  will  not  soothe,  and  can  not  save. 


''  The  cold  in  clime  are  cold  in  blood. 
Their  love  can  scarce  deserve  the  name ; 
But  mine  was  like  the  lava-flood 
That  boils  in  Aetna's  breast  of  flame. 
I  cannot  prate  in  puling  strain 
Of  ladye-love,  and  beauty's  chain : 
If  changing  cheek,  and  scorching  vein. 
Lips  taught  to  writhe,  but  not  complain. 
If  bursting  heart,  and  mad'ning  bram. 
And  daring  deed,  and  vengeful  steel. 
And  all  that  I  have  felt,  and  feel. 
Betoken  love — that  love  was  mine. 
And  shown  by  many  a  bitter  sign. 
lis  true  I  could  not  whine  nor  sigh, 
I  knew  but  to  obtain  or  die. 
I  die — but  first  I  have  possess'd. 
And  come  what  may,  1  have  been  blest. 
Shall  I  the  doom  1  sought  upbraid  Y 
No — reft  of  all,  yet  undismayed 
But  for  the  thought  of  Leilaslain, 
Give  me  the  pleasure  with  the  pain. 
So  would  1  live  and  love  again. 
1  grieve,  but  not,  my  holy  guide ! 
For  him  who  dies,  but  her  who  died : 
She  sleeps  beneath  the  wandering  ware— 
Ah !  had  she  but  an  earthly  grave. 
This  breaking  heart  and  throbbing  head 
Should  seek  and  share  her  narrow  bed. 
She  was  a  form  of  life  and  light. 
That,  seen,  became  a  part  of  sight ; 
And  rose  where'er  1  turn'd  mine  eye. 
The  Morning-star  of  Memory ! 
Yes,  Love  indeed  is  light  from  heaven  ; 
A  spark  of  that  immortal  fire 
With  angels  shared,  by  Alia  given. 
To  lift  from  earth  our  low  dmire. 
Devotion  wafts  the  mind  alMii  e. 
But  Heaven  itself  descends  in  love; 
A  feeling  from  the  Godhead  ranglit. 
To  wean  from  self  each  sordid  thouglit; 
A  Ra^'  of  him  who  form'd  the  whole ; 
A  Glory  circling  round  the  soul! 
I  grant  my  love  imperfect,  all 
That  mortals  by  the  name  miscall ; 
Then  deem  it  evil,  what  thou  wilt. 
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ob  »ay,  hers  wan  not  fi^uiU! 
my  life^g  unerring  lif?ht : 
mchM,  wliat  beam  Mliall  break  my 

night  t 
lid  it  vhone  to  lead  me  still, 
I  to  death  or  deadliest  ill ! 
r>el  je,  if  they  who  lose 
sent  joy,  this  future  hope, 

with  somiw  meekly  cope ; 
sy  tlien  their  fate  accusti : 
»s  do  those  fearful  deeds 
m  to  add  but  gn^^^  ^^  woe? 
p  breast  that  inly  bleeds 
ight  to  dread  from  outward  blow; 
\h  from  all  he  knows  of  bliss. 
tie  into  what  abyss. 

the  gloomy  vnlture^s  now 

old  man,  my  deeds  appear: 
ihorrence  on  thy  brow, 
too  was  I  bum  to  bear ! 
,  that,  like  that  bird  of  prey, 
rock  have  I  nuirkM  my  way : 
was  taught  me  by  the  dOTe, 
and  know  no  second  love, 
on  yet  hath  man  to  learn, 
by  the  thing  he  dares  to  spurn: 

that  singes  within  the  brake, 
n  that  swims  upon  the  lake, 
0,  and  one  alone,  will  take. 
the  fool  ftill  prone  to  range, 
ir  on  all  who  cannot  change, 
his  jest  with  boasting  boys ; 
ot  his  varied  joys, 
a  fuch  feeble,  heartless  man, 
n  yon  solitary  swan ; 
beneath  the  shallow  maid 
>elie\'ing  and  betray'd. 
me  at  least  was  never  mine  — 
irh  thought  was  only  thine! 
^  my  guilt,  my  weal,  my  woe, 

on  high — my  all  below. 
Idj  no  other  like  to  thee, 
doth,  in  rain  for  me: 
Ids  1  dare  not  view  the  dame 
ing  thee,  yet  not  the  same. 
Y  crimes  that  mar  my  youth, 
I  of  death — attest  my  truth ! 
too  late — thou  wert,  thou  art 
rijh'd  madness  of  my  heart ! 

■he  was  lost — and  yet  I  breathed, 

the  breath  of  human  life : 

it  round  my  heart  was  M-reathed, 

ig  my  very  thought  to  strife. 

I  time,  abhorr*d  all  place, 

ing  I  shrunk  from  Aature^  face, 

•very  hue  that  charm'd  before 

rkness  of  my  bosom  wore. 

thou  dost  already  know, 
my  sins,  and  half  my  woe. 

no  more  of  penitence ; 
!ft  I  soon  shall  part  from  hence : 
ly  holy  tale  were  true, 
i  that^s  done  canst  thou  undo  ? 
e  not  thanlileis — but  this  grirf 


Looks  not  to  priesthood  for  relief. 

My  souFs  estate  in  secret  guess : 

But  wouldst  thou  pity  more,  say  less. 

When  thou  canst  bid  my  Leila  ^livo. 

Then  will  1  sue  tliee  to  forgive; 

Then  plead  my  cause  in  that  high  plara 

Where  purchased  masses  proifer  grace. 

Go,  when  the  hunter*s  hand  hath  wrung 

From  forest-cave  her  shrieking  young. 

And  calm  the  lonely  lioness: 

But  soothe  not — mock  not  my  distress ! 

*'In  earlier  days,  and  calmer  hours. 
When  heart  with  heart  delights  to  blend. 
Where  bloom  my  native  valla's  bower* 
1  had — Ah !  have  I  now  ? — a  friend ! 
To  him  this  pledge  1  charge  thee  send. 
Memorial  of  a  youthful  vow ; 
I  would  remind  him  of  my  end  : 
Though  souls  absorb*d  like  mine  allow 
Brief  thought  to  distant  friendship's  claim, 
Yet  dear  to  him  my  blighted  name. 
*l'is  strange — he  prophesied  my  doom, 
.And  1  have  smiled — I  then  could  smile — 
When  Prudence  would  his  voice  assume. 
And  warn — I  reck'd  not  what— the  while: 
But  now  remembrance  whispers  o'er 
Those  accents  scarcely  marked  before. 
Say — that  his  bodings  came  to  pass. 
And  he  will  start  to  hear  their  truth, 
And  wish  his  words  had  not  been  sooth : 
Tell  him,  unheeding  as  1  was, 
I'hroug^  many  a  busy  bitter  scene 
Of  all  our  golden  vouth  had  been. 
In  pain,  mv  faltering  tongue  had  tried 
I'o  bless  his  memory  ere  I  died ; 
But  heaven  in  wrath  would  turn  away, 
If  Guilt  should  for  the  guiltless  pray. 
I  do  not  ask  him  not  to  blame. 
Too  gentle  he  to  wound  my  name ; 
And  what  have  I  to  do  with  fiune  ¥ 
I  do  not  ask  him  not  to  mourn, 
Such  cold  request  might  sound. like  scorn; 
And  what  than  frienmiip's  manly  tear 
May  better  grace  a  brother's  bierf 
But  bear  this  ring,  his  own  of  old, 
And  tell  him— what  thou  dost  behold! 
The  withered  frame,  the  ruin'd  mind, 
llie  wrack  by  passion  left  behind, 
A  shriveird  scroll,  a  scattered  leaf. 
Seared  by  the  autumn-blast  of  grief! 


^^Tell  me  no  more  of  fancy's  gleam. 
No,  father,  no,  Hwas  not  a  dream ; 
Alasl  the  dreamer  first  must  sleep. 
I  only  watched,  and  wished  to  weep; 
But  could  not,  for  my  burning  brow 
Throbb'd  to  the  very  brain  as  now: 
I  wished  but  for  a  smglo  tear, 
As  something  welcome,  new,  and  dear : 
I  wish'd  it  then,  I  wish  it  still. 
Despair  is  stronger  than  my  will. 
Waste  not  thine  orison,  despair 
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If  miriitier  ttian  thy  |iioai  prayer : 

I  would  not,  if  I  might,  be  bleit; 

I  want  no  paradife,  but  rest. 

Twaf  then,  I  tell  thee,  father!  then 

I  eaw  her;  yes,  she  lived  again; 

And  fhining  in  her  white  symar. 

As  through  yon  pale  gray  cloiid  the  star 

Which  now  I  gaiie  on,  as  on  her. 

Who  look'd  and  looks  far  lovelier; 

Dimly  I  view  its  trembling  spark; 

To-morrow*s  night  shall  1^  more  dark ; 

And  I,  before  its  rays  appear, 

That  lifeless  thing  the  living  fear. 

I  wander,  father;  for  my  soul' 

Is  fleeting  towards  the  final  goal. 

I  saw  her,  friar !  and  I  rose 

Forgetful  of  our  former  woes; 

And  rushing  from  my  couch,  I  dart. 

And  clasp  her  to  my  desperate  heart; 

I  clasp— what  is  it  that  1  clasp? 

No  breathing  form  within  my  ^rasp, 

No  heart  that  beats  reply  to  mine. 

Yet,  Leila!  yet  the  form  is  thine! 

And  art  thou,  dearest,  changed  so  much, 

Aa  meet  my  eye,  yet  mock  my  touch? 

Ah !  were  thy  beauties  e*er  so  cold, 

I  care  not;  so  my  arms  enfold 

The  all  they  ever  wished  to  hold. 

Alas !  around  a  shadow  prest. 

They  shrink  upon  my  lonely  breast; 

Yet  still  tis  there!  ui  silence  stands. 

And  beckons  with  beseeching  hands ! 

With  braided  hair,  and  bri^t  black  eye— 

I  knew  'twas  false— she  could  not  die! 

Bnt  he  is  dead !  within  the  dell 


I  saw  him  buried  where  he  fell ; 
He  comes  not,  for  he  cannot  break 
From  earth ;  why  then  art  thou  awake  ? 
They  told  me  wild  waves  roird  above 
The  face  I  view,  the  form  1  love ; 
They  told  me — 'twas  a  hideous  tale ! 
I'd  tell  it,  but  my  tongue  would  fail : 
If  true,  and  from  thine  ocean-cave 
TIiou  com'st  to  claim  a  calmer  grave ; 
Oh!  pass  thy  dewy  fingers  o'er 
This  brow  that  then  will  bum  no  more ; 
Or  place  them  on  my  hopeless  heart : 
But,  shape  or  shade !  whate'er  thou  art. 
In  mercy  ne'er  again  depart! 
Or  farther  with  thee  bear  my  soul. 
Than  winds  can  waft  or  waters  roll ! 


'^Such  is  my  name,  and  such  my  tale. 
Confessor !  to  thy  secret  ear, 
I  breathe  the  sorrows  I  bewail. 
And  thank  thee  for  the  generous  tear 
This  glaring  eye  could  never  shed. 
Then  lay  me  with  the  humblest  dead, 
And,  save  the  cross  above  my  head. 
Be  neither  name  nor  emblem  spread. 
By  pryinff  stranger  to  be  read 
Or  stay  the  passing  pilgrim's  tread." 
He  pass'd^-nor  of  his  name  and  race 
Hath  left  a  token  or  a  trace. 
Save  what  the  father  must  not  say 
Who  shrived  him  on  his  dying  day : 
This  broken  tale  was  all  we  knew 
Of  her  he  loved,  or  him  he  slew. 
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Had  we  aever  hived  to  kfaidiv. 
Had  we  Dever  leved  to  bifaidly, 
Never  met  or  aever  parted. 
We  had  ae'er  keen  brokea-kearted." 

BoBin. 


TO   TUB   KiaUT   nO!fOUaABLB 

LORD    HOLLAND, 

Tats   TALK  IS   lIVSCaiSBD,   WITH  BVBBT  SBlfTl- 

MBNT  or  aaoAan  and  absfbct,  bv  his  qbatb- 

FVLLT   OBLian   AlfD   SIBOBEB  FBIBRD, 

BYRON. 

CANTO    L 

Know  ye  the  land  where  the  cjpress  and 

myrtle 
Are  emblems  off  deeda  that  are  done  in  their 

clime? 


Where  the  rage  of  the  vnltnre,  the  love  of 

the  turtle. 
Now  melt  into  sorrow,  now  madden  to  crime*? 
Know  ye  the  land  of  the  cedar  and  vine. 
Where  the  flowers  ever  blossom,  the  beams 

e?er  shine; 
Where  the  light  wings  of  Zephyr,  oppressed 

with  perftinic. 
Wax  faint  o'er  the  gardens  of  Gal  in  hrr 

bloom; 
Where  the  citron  and  olive  are  fairest  of 

fmit, 
Aad  the  voice  of  the  nightingale  never  is 

mtttf ; 
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Ibcre  the  tlaU  of  the  earth,  and  the  hues 

of  the  sky, 
h  caloar  though  TBried,  in  beauty  may  Tie, 
M  the  purple  of  Ocean  is  deepest  in  die ; 
Vliere  the  virgini  are  soft  an  the  roses  they 

tuine, 
isd  all,  mtwe  the  spirit  of  man,  is  dirine? 
Til  the  clime  of  the  east;  'tis  the  land  of 

the  Sun — 
€u  he  smile  on  such  deeds  as  his  children 

ha\e  done? 
Oh!  wild  ma  the  accents  of  lovers*  farewell 
Arethe  hemita  which  they  bear,  and  the  tales 

which  they  tell. 


( 


witli  many  a  gallant  slave, 
Apftreird  as  becomes  the  brave, 
iwtiting  each  his  Lord's  behest 
T»  gaide  his  steps,  or  guard  his  rest, 
Oy  Gtaffir  Mte  in  his  Divan : 
hep  thouf^ht  was  in  h|s  aged  eye : 
iid  though  the  face  of  Mussulman 
]k  oft  betrays  to  standers  by 
Ik  Bind  within,  well  skiird  to  hide 
ill  bat  nncronquerablc  pride, 
Bh  pensive  check  and  pondering  brow 
than  he  was  wont  avow. 


**Iiet  the  chamber  be  clear'd.^ — ^The  train 

disappeared — 
"Xow  call  me  the  chief  of  the  Haram  giiard.^ 
With  Giafffir  is  none  but  his  only  son, 
lid  the  Nubian  awaiting  the  sire's  award. 
4iaroun — when  all  the  crowd  that  wait 
ire  passed  beyond  the  outer  gate, 
(Wee  to  the  hr^i  whose  eye  beheld 
Vj  child  Zuleika'b  face  unveird  !) 
Brace,  lead  ray  daughter  from  her  tower; 
Hrr  fate  is  fix*d  this  very  hour: 
let  not  to  her  repeat  my  thought ; 
By  me  altme  be  duty  taught !  '^ 


In  sooth  1  love  not  solitude; 
I  on  Zuleika's  slumber  broke. 
And,  as  thou  knowest  that  for  inc 
Soon  turns  the  flaram*s  grating  key. 
Before  the  guardian  slaves  awoke 
We  to  the  cypress -groves  had  flown, 
And  made  earth,  main,  and  heaven  our  own' 
There  lingered  we,  beguiled  too  long 
With  Mcjnoun^s  tale,  or  Sadies  song; 
Till  1,  who  heard  the  deep  tambour 
Beat  thy  Divan^s  approaching  hour. 
To  thee  and  to  my  duty  true, 
WamM  by  the  sound,  to  greet  thee  flew : 
But  there  Zuleika  wanders  yet- 
Nay,  father,  rage  not  — nor  forget 
That  none  can  pierce  that  secret  boMcr 
But  tliose  who  watch  the  women's  tower.'* 

^'Son  of  a  slave  ^* — the  Pacha  said— 
**From  unbelieving  mother  bred. 
Vain  were  a  father^s  hopes  to  see 
Aught  that  beseems  a  man  in  thee. 
Tliou,  when  thine  arm  should  bend  the  bow, 
And  hurl  the  dart,  and  curb  the  steed, 
Thou,  Greek  in  soul  if  not  in  creed. 
Must  pore  where  babbling  waters  flow. 
And  watch  unfolding  roses  blow. 
Would  that  yon  orb,  whose  matin-glow 
Thy  listless  eyes  so  much  admire. 
Would  lend  thee  sometliing  of  his  fire ! 
I'hou,  who  would'st  see  this  battlement 
By  Christian  cannon  piecemeal  rent; 
Nay,  tamely  view  old  Stambors  wall 
Before  the  dogs  of  Moscow  fall. 
Nor  strike  one  stroke  for  life  and  death 
Against  the  curs  of  Nazareth ! 
Go — let  thy  less  than  wonmn*s  hand 
Assume  the  distaff*-— not  the  brand. 
But,  Haroun ! — to  my  daughter  speed : 
And  hark — of  thine  own  head  take  heed — 
If  thus  Znleika  oft  takes  wing — 
Thou  seest  yon  bow — it  hath  a  string ! '' 


*'Pacha!  to  hear  is  to  obey.^ 
\s  more  must  slave  to  despot  say — 
Then  to  the  tower  had  ta*en  his  way. 
Bet  here  young  Selim  silence  brake. 
First  lowly  rendering  reverence  meet ; 
Aid  downcast  look'd,  and  gently  spake. 
Still  standing  at  the  Pacha's  feet : 
Psr  son  4»f  AfCislem  most  expire. 
Ere  dare  to  sit  before  bis  sire!  j 

"^Fatlier !  for  fear  that  thou  shou  Id'st  chide 
Vy  sister,  or  her  sable  guide, 
Kssw — for  the  fault,  if  fault  there  be, 
Wm  mine,  then  foil  thy  frowns  on  me — 
b  loTelily  the  morning  shone. 
That — let  the  old  and  weary  sleep— 
I  foald  not ;  and  to  view  alone 
The  foirest  scenes  of  land  and  deep. 
With  none  to  listen  and  reply 
Ts  thoachts  with  which  my  heart  beat  high 
ITere  irkfome — for  whatever  my  mood. 


No  sound  from  Selim^s  lip  was  heard, 
At  least  that  met  old  Giaffir*s  ear, 
But  every  frown  and  every  word 
Pierced  keener  than  a  Christian's  sword. 
^^Son  of  a  slave!— reproached  with  fear! 
Those  gibes  had  co«)t  another  dear. 
Son  of  a  slave!— and  who  my  sire?*** 
Thus  held  his  thoughts  their  dark  career, 
And  glances  even  of  more  than  ire 
Flash  forth,  then  faintly  disappear. 
Old  Giaffir  gazed  upon  his  son 
And  started ;  for  within  hiit  eye 
He  read  how  much  his  wrath  had  done; 
He  saw  rebellion  there  begun : 
^*Come  hither,  boy -what,  no  reply? 
1  mark  thee— and  I  know  thee  too ; 
But  there  be  deeds  thou  darest  not  do: 
But  if  thy  beard  had  manlier  length. 
And  if  thy  hand  had  skill  and  strength, 
rd  joy  to  see  thee  break  a  lance. 
Albeit  agaiastniy  own  perchance.*' 


TO 
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As  fneerlngly  these  acccnti  frll. 
On  Seliiu*!!  eye  he  fiercely  gar-ed: 
That  eye  retoni'd  him  glance  for  glance. 
And  proudly  to  hii  lire^a  wa«  raised, 
Till  Giaffir*f  quaird  and  shrunk  askance— 
And  why^he  felt,  but  durst  not  tell. 
**Mttch  I  misdoubt  this  wayward  boy 
Will  one  day  work  me  more  annoy ; 
1  never  loved  him  from  his  birth, 
And— but  his  arm  is  little  worth. 
And  strarcely  in  the  chaso  could  cope 
With  timid  fawn  or  antelope. 
Far  less  would  venture  into  strife 
Where  man  contends  for  fame  and  life — 
I  would  not  trust  that  look  or  tone: 
No— nor  the  blood  so  near  my  own. 
That  blood — he  hath  not  heard — no  more- 
Til  watch  him  closer  than  before. 
lie  is  an  Arab  to  my  sight. 
Or  Christian  crouching  in  the  fight — 
But  hark!— I  hear  Zuleika*s  voice; 
Like  Houris'  hymn  it  meets  mine  ear: 
She  is  the  offspring  of  ray  choice ; 
O !  more  than  even  her  mother  dear, 
With  all  to  hope,  and  nought  to  fear— 
My  Peri  I  ever  welcome  here ! 
Sweet,  as  the  desert-fountain^s  wave 
To  lips  just  coord  in  time  to  save^ 
Such  to  my  longing  sight  art  thou ; 
Nor  can  they  waft  to  Mecca^s  shrine 
More  thanks  for  life,  than  I  for  thine 
Who  blest  thy  birth,  and  bless  thee  now.** 

Fair,  as  the  first  that  fell  of  womankind. 
When  on  that  dread  yet    lovely  serpent 

smiling, 
Whose  image  then  was  stamped  upon  her 

mind — 
But  once  beguiled— and  ever  more  beguiling; 
Dazzling,  as  that,  oh !  too  transcendant  vision 
ToSorrow's  phantom-peopled  slumber  given. 
When  heart  meets  heart  again  in  dreams 

Elysian, 
And  paints  the  lost  on  Earth  revived  in 

Heaven ; 
Soft,  as  the  memory  of  buried  love ; 
Pure,  as  the  prayer  which  Childhood  wafts 

above; 
Was  she— the  daughter  of  tliat  rude  old 

Chief, 
Who  met  the  maid  with  tears— but  not  of 

grief. 

Who  hath  not  prOTod  how  feebly  words 

essay 
To  fix  one  spark  of  beauty's  heavenly  ray? 
Who  doth  not  feel,  until  his  failing  sight 
Faints  into  dimness  with  its  own  delight. 
His  changing  cheek,  his  sinking  heart  confess 
The  might— tlie  roajestv  of  Loveliness? 
Such  was  Zuleika— such  around  her  shone 
The  nameless  charms  unmarked  by  her  alone; 
l*he  lij^ht  of  loYe,  the  purity  of  grace. 
The  mnd,  IheMnaie  braliiliiBg  fnuB  lier  face, 


The  heart  whose  toftness  harmonized  the 

whole— 
And,  oh!  that  eye  was  in  itself  a  Soul! 

Her  graceful  arms  in  meekness  bending 
Across  her  gently-budding  breast; 
At  one  kind  word  those  arms  ejitending 
To  clasp  the  neck  of  him  who  blest 
His  child  caressing  and  rarest, 
Zuleika  came— and  Giaflir  felt 
His  purpose  half  within  him  melt: 
Not  that  against  her  fancied  weal 
His  heart  though  stem  could  ever  feel ; 
Afl*ection  cliain^d  her  to  that  heart ; 
Ambition  tore  the  links  apart. 

**Znleika !  child  of  gentleness  ! 
How  dear  this  very  day  muitt  tell, 
When  I  forget  my  own  distress. 
In  losing  what  1  love  so  well. 
To  bid  thee  with  another  dwell : 
Another!  and  a  braver  man 
Was  never  seen  in  battle's  'van. 
We  Moslem  reek  not  much  of  blood  ; 
But  yet  the  line  of  Carasman 
Unchanged,  unchangeable  hath  stood 
First  of  the  bold  Timariot  bands 
That  M  on  and  well  can  keep  their  lands. 
Enough  that  he  who  comes  to  woo 
Is  kinsman  of  the  Bey  Oglou: 
His  years  need  scarce  a  tuought  employ : 
I  would  not  have  thee  wed  a  boy. 
And  thou  shalt  have  a  noble  dower : 
And  his  and  my  united  power 
Will  laugh  to  scorn  the  death-firman. 
Which  others  tremble  but  to  scan , 
And  teach  the  messenger  what  fate 
The  bearer  of  such  boon  may  wait. 
And  now  thou  knowst  thy  father's  will ; 
All  that  thy  sex  hath  need  to  know: 
'Twas  mine  to  teach  obedience  still — 
The  way  to  love,  thy  lord  may  show. 

In  silence  bow'd  the  virgin's  head; 
And  if  her  eye  was  fill'd  with  tears 
That  stified  feeling  dare  not  shed, 
And  changed  her  cheek  from  pale  to  red. 
And  red  to  pale,  as  through  her  cars 
Those  winged  words  like  arrows  sped. 
What  could  such  be  but  maiden-fears? 
So  bright  the  tear  in  Beauty's  eye. 
Love  half  regrets  to  kiss  it  dry ; 
So  sweet  the  blush  of  Bashfnlness, 
Even  Pity  scarce  can  wish  it  less ! 
W^hate'er  it  was  the  sire  forgot. 
Or  if  remember'd,  marked  it  not; 
Thrice  dapp'd  his  hands,  and  call'd  his 

steed, 
Rpsign'd  his  gem-adom'd  Chibouque, 
And  mounting  fpatly  for  the  mead. 
With  Maugrabee  and  Mamaluke, 
His  way  «mid  his  Delis  took. 
To  witneM  maay  aa  actiTe  deed 
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With  Mbre  keen,  or  blunt  jereed. 
Hie  Kitflar  only  and  hifl  Moor§ 
Watch  well  the  Harani^s  masiy  doon. 

Hit  head  wat  leant  upon  hif  hand, 
His  eje  look*d  o*er  the  dark  bine  water 
That  f wiftly  glides  and  gently  swells 
Between  the  winding  Dardanelles ; 
Bnt  jet  he  saw  nor  sea  nor  strand 
\or  even  his  Pacha^s  torbanM  band 
Mix  in  the  game  of  mimic  slaughter. 
Careering  cleave  the  folded  felt 
With  sabre-stroke  right  sharply  dealt; 
Kor  marked  the  jarelin-darting  crowd, 
Kor  heard  their  01  labs  wild  and  loud — 
He  thought  but  of  old  Giaffir's  daughter ! 

\o  word  from  Selim's  bosom  broke; 
One  sigh  Zuleika^s  thought  bespoke : 
Still  gased  he  through  the  lattice  grate, 
Pale,  mate,  and  mournfully  sedate. 
To  him  Znleika^s  eye  was  tum'd. 
But  little  from  his  aspect  learned : 
Equal  her  grief,  yet  not  the  same ; 
Her  heart  confessM  a  gentler  flame : 
But  yet  that  heart  alarmed  or  weak. 
She  knew  not  why,  forbade  to  speidc. 
Yet  speak  she  must—but  when  essay  ? 
^How  strange  he  thus  should  turn  away! 
Not  thus  we  e^er  before  have  met ; 
9iot  thua  shall  be  our  parting  yet^ 
Thrice  paced  she  slowly  through  the  room, 
ind  watchM  his  eye— it  still  was  fix*d : 
She  snatched  the  urn  wherein  was  mix^d 
The  Persian  Atar-gul's  perfume, 
lad  sprinkled  all  its  odours  o'er 
The  pictured  roof  and  marble  floor : 
The  drops,  that  through  his  glittering  vest 
The  playfol  girFs  appeal  addrest, 
I'aheeded  o*er  his  bosom  flew, 
A*  if  that  breast  were  marble  too. 
^What,  sullen  yet?  it  must  not  be— 
Oh!  gentle  Selim,  this  from  thee!'' 
She  saw  in  curious  order  set 
The  fairest  flowers  of  Eastern  land  >- 
'-He  loved  them  once;  may  touch  them  jet, 
iroffer'd  by  Zulefka's  hand."" 
The  childish  thought  was  hardly  breathed 
Before  the  rose  was  pluck'd  and  wreathed; 
1\c  next  fond  moment  saw  her  seat 
Her  fairy  form  at  Selim's  feet: 
^This  roae  to  calm  my  brother's  caret 
A  message  from  the  Bulbul  bears ; 
h  says  to-night  he  will  prolong 
Per  Selim's  ear  his  sweetest  tong; 
hai  though  his  note  is  somewhat  sad. 
Bell  try  for  once  a  strain  more  glad, 
With  some  faint  hope  his  alter'd  lay 
May  sing  these  gloomy  thoughts  away. 

*-What !  not  receive  my  foolish  flower? 
Ktf  then  I  am  indeed  unblest : 
(h  ne  can  thus  thy  forehead  lower? 


And  knowst  thou  not  who  loves  thee  best? 
Oh,  Selim  dear!  Oh,  more  than  dearest! 
Say,  is  it  me  thou  hat'st  or  fearest? 
Come,  lay  thy  head  upon  my  breast. 
And  1  will  kiss  thee  into  rest. 
Since  words  of  mine,  and  songs  must  Udl 
Even  from  my  fabled  nightingale. 
I  knew  our  sire  at  times  was  stem, 
But  this  from  thee  had  yet  to  learn: 
Too  well  I  know  he  loves  thee  not; 
But  is  Zuleika's  love  forgot? 
Ah!  deem  1  right?  the  Pacha's  plan — 
This  kinsman  Bey  of  Carasman 
Perhaps  may  prove  some  foe  of  thine. 
If  so,  I  swear  by  Mecca's  shrine. 
If  shrines  that  ne'er  approach  allow 
To  woman's  step  admit  her  vow. 
Without  thy  free  consent,  command. 
The  Sultan  should  not  have  my  hand! 
Think'st  thou  that  1  could  bear  to  part 
With  tliee,  and  learn  to  halve  my  heart? 
Ah!  were  I  sever'd  from  thy  side. 
Where  were  thy  friend — and  who  my  guide? 
Years  have  not  seen.  Time  shall  not  see 
The  hour  that  tears  my  soul  from  thee : 
Even  Azrael,  from  his  deadly  quiver 
When  flies  that  shaft,  and  fly  it  must. 
That  parts  all  else,  shall  doom  for  ever 
Our  hearts  to  undivided  dust ! " 

lie   lived — he  breathed — he  moved— he 

felt; 
He  raised  the  maid  from  where  she  knelt: 
His  trance  was  gone — his  keen  eye  shone 
With  thoughts  that  long  in  darkness  dwelt; 
With  thoughts  that  burn — in  rays  that  melt. 
As  the  stream  late  conceal'd 
By  the  fringe  of  its  willows, 
When  it  rushes  reveai'd 
In  the  light  of  its  billows ; 
As  the  bolt  bursts  on  high 
From  the  black  cloud  that  bound  it, 
Flash'd  the  soul  of  that  eye 
Through  the  long  lashes  round  it. 
A  warhorse  at  the  trumpet's  sound, 
A  lion  roused  by  heedless  hound 
A  tyrant  waked  to  sudden  strife 
By  graze  of  ill-directed  knife, 
Starts  not  to  more  convulsive  life 
Than  he,  who  heard  that  vow,  di8play'd. 
And  all,  before  repress'd,  betray'd: 
*^Now  thou  art  mine,  for  ever  mine. 
With  life  to  keep,  and  scarce  with  life  resign ; 
Now  thou  art  mine,  that  sacred  oatli, 
Though  sworn  by  one,  hath  bound  us  both. 
Yes,  fondly,  wisely  hast  thou  done ; 
That  vow  hath  saved  more  heads  than  one: 
But  blench  not  thou — thy  simplest  tress 
Claims  more  from  me  than  tenderness ; 
I  would  not  wrong  the  slenderest  hair 
That  clusters  round  thy  forehead  fair. 
For  all  the  treasures  buried  far 
Within  the  caves  of  Istakar. 
This  morning  clouds  upon  me  lower'd. 
Reproaches  on  my  head  were  showered. 
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And  GiafCr  almost  callM  me  coward ! 

Now  1  have  motive  to  be  brave; 

Hie  son  of  his  neglected  ilave, 

Nay,  start  not,  ^twas  the  term  he  g;ave. 

May  show,  though  little  apt  to  vannt, 

A  heart  hit  words  nor  deeds  can  daunt. 

fits  son,  indeed! — yet,  thanks  to  thee. 

Perchance  I  am,  at  least  shall  be ; 

But  let  our  plighted  secret  vow 

Be  only  known  to  us  as  now. 

I  know  the  wretch  who  dares  demand 

From  Giaffir  thy  reluctant  hand; 

More  ill-got  wealth,  a  meaner  soul 

Holds  not  a  Mussel  im*s  control  i 

Was  he  not  bred  in  Egripo  ? 

A  viler  race  let  Israel  show! 

But  let  that  pass — to  none  be  told 

Our  oath ;  the  rest  shall  time  unfold. 

To  me  and  mine  leave  Osman  Bey ; 

Tve  partisans  for  periPs  day : 

Think  not  I  am  what  I  appear ; 

We  arms,  and  friends,  and  vengeance  near.^ 

^^Think  not  thou  art  what  thou  appearest ! 
My  Selim,  thou  art  sadly  changed : 
This  mom  I  saw  thee  gentlest,  dearest ; 
But  now  thouVt  from  myself  estranged. 
My  love  thou  surely  knewst  before. 
It  ne^er  was  less,  nor  can  be  more. 
To  see  thee,  hear  thee,  near  thee  stay, 
And  hate  the  night  I  know  not  why. 
Save  that  we  meet  not  but  by  day ; 
With  thee  to  live,  witli  thee  to  die, 
1  dare  not  to  my  hope  deny : 
Thy  check,  thine  eyes,  thy  lips  to  kiss, 
Like  this — and  this — no  more  than  this ; 
For,  Alia!  sure  thy  lips  are  flame: 
What  fever  in  thy  veins  is  flushing? 
My  own  have  nearly  caught  the  same, 
At  least  I  feel  my  cheek  too  bhishing. 
To  soothe  thy  sickness,  watch  thy  health, 
Partake,  but  never  waste  thy  wealth. 
Or  stand  with  smiles  unmurmuring  by. 
And  lighten  half  thy  poverty; 
Do  all  but  close  thy  dying  eye. 
For  that  I  could  not  live  to  try ; 
To  these  alone  my  thoughts  aspire: 
More  can  I  do?  or  thou  require? 
But,  Selim,  thou  must  answer  why 
We  need  so  much  of  mystery? 
The  cause  I  cannot  dream  nor  tell. 
But  be  it,  since  thou  say*st  tis  well ; 
Yet  what   thou  meanst  by   ^'arms^  and 

"friends,'' 
Beyond  my  weaker  sense  extends. 
I  meant  that  Giaffir  should  have  heard 
The  very  vow  I  plighted  thee ; 
His  wrath  would  not  revoke  my  word: 
But  surely  he  would  leave  me  free. 
Can  this  fond  wish  seem  strange  in  me, 
To  be  what  I  have  ever  been? 
What  other  hath  Zuleika  seen 
From  simple  childhood's  earliest  hour? 
What  othef  ran  she  seek  to  see 
Than  thee,  companion  of  her  bower. 


The  partner  of  her  infancy? 

These  cherish'd  thoughts  with  life  begun. 

Say,  why  must  I  no  more  avow  ? 

What  change  is  wrought  to  make  me  shun 

The  truth;  my  pride,  and  thine  till  now? 

To  meet  the  gaze  of  stranger's  eyes 

Our  law,  our  creed,  our  God  denies ; 

Nor  shall  one  wandering  thought  of  mine 

At  such,  our  Prophet's  will,  repine: 

No !  happier  made  by  that  decree ! 

He  left  me  all  in  leaving  thee. 

Deep  were  my  anguish,  thus  compell'd 

To  wed  with  one  I  ne'er  beheld : 

This  wherefore  should  I  not  reveal  ? 

Why  wilt  thou  urge  me  to  conceal  ? 

I  know  the  Pacha's  haughty  mood 

To  thee  hath  never  boded  good ; 

And  he  so  often  storms  at  nought, 

Allah!  forbid  that  e'er  he  ought! 

And  why  I  know  not,  but  within 

My  heart  concealment  weighs  like  sin. 

If  then  such  secrecy  be  crime. 

And  such  it  feels  while  lurking  here , 

Oh,  Selim !  tell  me  yet  in  time. 

Nor  leave  me  thus  to  thoughts  of  fear. 

Ah !  yonder  see  the  Tchocadar, 

My  father  leaves  the  mimic  war; 

I  tremble  now  to  meet  his  eye — 

Say,  Selim,  canst  thou  tell  me  why  ? " 

"Zuleika !  to  thy  tower's  retreat 
Betake  thee — Giaffir  I  can  greet : 
And  now  with  him  I  fain  must  prate 
Of  firmans,  imposts,  levies,  state. 
There's  fearful  news  from  Danube's  banks ; 
Our  Vizier  nobly  thins  his  ranks. 
For  which  the  Giaour  may  g^  ve  him  thanks  ? 
Our  Sultan  hath  a  shorter  way 
Such  costly  triumph  to  repay. 
But,  mark  me,  when  the  twilight-drum 
Hath  wam'd  the  troops  to  food  and  sleep. 
Unto  thy  cell  will  Selim  c^mie: 
Then  softly  from  the  Haram  creep 
Where  we  may  wander  by  the  deep  r 
Our  garden-battlements  are  steep. 
Nor  these  will  rash  intruder  climb 
To  list  our  words,  or  stint  our  time. 
And  if  he  doth,  I  want  not  steel 
Which  some  have  felt,  and  more  may  feel. 
Tlien  shalt  thou  learn  of  Selim  more 
Than  thou  hast  heard  or  thought  before; 
Trust  me,  Zuleika— fear  not  me! 
Thou  knowst  I  hold  a  Haram-key." 

"Fear. thee,  my  Selim!  ne'er  till  now 
Did  word  like  this—" 

"Delay  not  thou , 
I  keep  the  key ~ and  Haroun's  guard 
Have  »ome,  and  hope  of  more  reward. 
To-night,  Zuleika,  thou  shalt  hear 
My  tale,  my  purpose,  and  my  fear: 
I  am  not.  love!  what  I  appear.^' 
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CANTO    II. 

Tib  winds  are  high  on  Hellers  wave, 
li  m  tluu  night  of  utorniy  water 
WWa  LoTe,  who  nent,  forgot  to  gave 
The  yoang,  the  heautifnl,  the  brave, 
1W  lonely  hope  of  Seatos^  daughter. 
01!  when  alone  along  the  §ky 
Her  tarret^torch  was  blazing  high, 
Thtagh  rising  gale,  and  breaking  foam, 
Aii  duieking  sea-birds  warnM  him  home, 
kjA  cloads  a&ft  and  tides  below, 
With  signs  and  sounds  forbade  to  go. 
He  conid  not  see,  he  would  not  hear 
Ortonnd  or  sign  foreboding  fear; 
Hif  eje  bnt  saw  that  light  of  Ioto, 
The  onlj  star  it  haiPd  above, 
Hii  car  bnt  rans;  with  Heroes  song, 
•Ye  wares,  divide  not  lovers  long !  **— 
Hat  tale  is  old,  hut  love  anew 
lay  nerve  joohg  hearts  to  prove  as  true. 

The  winds  are  high,  and  Hellers  tide 
Isllf  darkly  heaving  to  the  main ; 
kai  Kight^s  descending  shadows  hide 
That  field  with  blood  bedewM  in  vain. 
The  desert  of  old  Priam^s  pride; 
The  tombs,  sole  relics  of  his  reign, 
iU  — save    immortal    dreams    that  could 

beguile 
The  blind  old  man  of  Scions  rocky  isle! 

Oh!  yet— for  there  my  steps  have  been ; 
These  feet  have  pressed  the  sacred  shore, 
These  limbs  that  buoyant  wave  hath  borne— 
Nisstrel !  with  thee  to  mnse,  to  mourn, 
Ts  trace  again  those  fields  of  yore, 
Believing^  every  hillock  green 
Csntaias  no  fabled  hero's  ashes, 
Aa4  that  around  the  undoubted  scene 
Thine  own  *^  broad  Hellespont  ^  still  dashes, 
Be  lonr  my  lot!  and  cold  were  he 
Who  there  could  gaze  denying  thee ! 


The  night  hath  closed  on  Hello's  stream, 
\9t  yet  hath  risen  on  Ida^s  hill  ^ 
Thnt  moon,  which  shone  on  his  high  theme : 
Ks  warrior  chides  her  peaceful  beam, 
Bst  conscious  shepherds  bless  it  still. 
Their  Bocks  are  grazing  on  the  mound 
Of  him  who  felt  the  Dardan's  arrow: 
That  mighty  heap  of  gathered  ground 
ilhicb  Ammon's  son  ran  proudly  round, 
Bt  nations  raised,  by  roonarchs  crown*d, 
b'scrw  a  lone  and  nameless  barrow! 
Within— thy  dwelling-place  how  narrow! 
Without — can  only  strangers  breathe 
Ihe  name  of  him  that  iras  beneath : 
hist  long  outlasts  the  storied  stone; 
1st  Thoa — thy  very  dust  is  gone ! 

Late,  late  to-night  will  Dian  cheer 


Till  then — no  beacon  on  the  cliff 
May  shape  the  course  of  struggling  skiff; 
The  scattered  lights  that  skirt  the  bay. 
All,  one  by  one,  have  died  away; 
l*he  only  lamp  of  this  lone  hour 
Is  glimmering  in  Znleika's  tower. 

Yes !  there  is  light  in  that  lone  chamber. 
And  o'er  her  silken  Ottoman 
Are  thrown  the  fragrant  beads  of  amber, 
O'er  which  her  fairy  fingers  ran ; 
Near  these ,  with  emerald-rays  beset, 
(How  could  she  thus  that  gem  forget  ?) 
ller  mother's  sainted  amulet. 
Whereon  engraved  the  Koorsee  text, 
Could  smooth  this  life,  and  win  the  next; 
And  by  her  Comboloio  lies 
A  Koran  of  illumined  dyes  ; 
And  many  a  bright  embla^on'd  rhyme 
By  Persian  scribes  redeem'd  from  time ; 
And  o'er  those  senilis,  not  oft  so  mute. 
Reclines  her  now  neglected  lute ; 
And  round  her  lamp  of  fretted  gold 
Bloom  flowers  in  urns  of  China's  mould ; 
The  richest  work  of  Iran's  loom. 
And  Sheeraz'  tribute  of  perfume ; 
All  that  can  eye  or  sense  delight 
Are  gather'd  in  that  gorgeous  room : 
But  yet  it  hath  an  air  of  gloom. 
She,  of  this  Peri-cell  the  sprite, 
What  doth  she  hence,  and  on  so  rude  a  nightt 


Wrapt  in  the  darkest  sable  vest. 
Which  none  save  noblest  Moslem  wear. 
To  guard  from  winds  of  heaven  the  breast 
As  heaven  itnelf  to  Selim  dear, 
With  cautious  steps  the  thicket  threading. 
And  starting  oft,  as  through  the  glade 
The  gust  its  hollow  meanings  made, 
Till  on  the  smoother  pathway  treading. 
More  free  her  timid  bosom  beat. 
The  maid  pursued  her  silent  guide ; 
And  though  her  terror  urged  retreat 
How  could  she  quit  her  Selim's  side  7 
How  teach  her  tender  lips  to  chide  Y 

They  reach'd  at  length  a  grotto,  hewn 
By  nature,  but  enlarged  by  art, 
Where  oft  her  lute  she  wont  to  tune 
And  oft  her  Koran  conn'd  apart; 
And  oft  in  youthful  reverie 
She  dream'd  what  Paradise  mi);hl  be : 
Where  woman's  parted  soul  shall  go 
Her  Prophet  had  disdain'd  to  show ; 
But  Selim's  mansion  was  secure, 
\or  deem'd  she,  could  he  long  endure 
His  bower  in  other  worlds  of  bliss, 
Without  Aer,  most  beloved  in  this! 
Oh !  who  so  dear  with  him  could  dwell  f 
What  Ilonri  soothe  him  half  so  well? 

lAui,  m.»«>  »,.-...^...  ^.*.  — » Since  last  she  visited  the  spot 

The  swata,  and  chase  the  boatman's  fear;  Some  change  seem'd  wrought  within  the  grotx 
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It  might  be  only  that  the  night 
Disguised  things  seen  bj  better  light: 
That  brazen  lamp  but  dimly  threw 
A  ray  of  no  celestial  hue; 
But  m  a  nook  within  the  cell 
Her  eye  on  utranger  objects  fell. 
There  arms  were  piled .   not  §nch  at  wield 
The  turban'd  Delis  in  the  field ; 
But  brands  of  foreign  blade  and  hilt, 
And  one  was  red — perchance  with  guilt ! 
Ah!  how  without  can  blood  he  spilt? 
A  cup  too  on  the  board  was  set 
That  did  not  seem  to  hold  sherbet. 
What  may  this  mean?  she  turned  to  see 
Her  Selim— ''Oh!  can  this  be  he?"* 

His  robe  of  pride  was  thrown  aside, 
His  brow  no  high-crown*d  turban  bore, 
But  in  its  stead  a  shawl  of  red. 
Wreathed  lightly  round,  his  temples  wore : 
Tliat  dagger,  on  whose  hilt  the  gem 
Were  worthy  of  a  diadem, 
No  longer  glittcr'd  at  his  waist. 
Where  pistols  unadorned  were  braced ; 
And  from  his  belt  a  sabre  swung. 
And  from  his  shoulder  loosely  hung 
The  cloak  of  white,  the  thin  rapote 
That  decks  the  wandering  Candiote : 
Beneath — his  golden  plated  vest 
Clung  like  a  cuirass  to  his  breast; 
The  greaves  below  his  knee  that  wound 
With  silvery  scales  were  sheathed  and  bound. 
But  were  it  not  that  high  command 
Spake  in  his  eye,  and  tone,  and  hand. 
All  that  a  careless  eye  could  see 
In  him  was  some  young  GaIiong<$e. 

*'  1  said  I  was  not  what  I  seemM ; 
And  now  thou  seest  my  words  were  true : 
I  have  a  tale  thou  hast  not  dreamM, 
If  sooth — its  truth  mnst  others  ruo. 
My  story  now  *twere  rain  to  hide, 
I  must  not  see  tliee  Osman^s  bride : 
But  had  not  thine  own  lips  declared 
How  much  of  that  young  heart  I  shared, 
I  could  not,  must  not,  yet  have  shown 
The  darker  secret  of  my  own. 
In  this  I  speak  not  now  of  love ; 
That,  let  time,  truth,  and  peril  prove: 
Byt  first — Oh !  never  wed  another — 
Zuleika !  I  am  not  thy  brother ! " 

''Oh!  not  my  brother! — yet  unsay — 
God !  am  1  left  alone  on  earth 
To  mourn — I  dare  not  curse — the  day 
That  saw  my  solitary  birth  ? 
Oh  I  thoa  wilt  love  me  now  no  more ! 
My  sinking  heart  foreboded  ill ; 
But  know  me  all  I  was  before. 
Thy  sister,— friend— Zttlrila  still. 
Thou  ledst  me  here  perchance  to  kill ; 
If  thou  hast  cause  for  vengeance,  see ! 
My  breast  is  offered— take  thy  fill ! 
Far  better  with  the  dead  to  be 


Than  live  thus  nothing  now  to  thee ; 
Perhaps  far  worse,  for  now  I  know 
Why  Giaffir  alwa^^s  neem'd  thy  foe ; 
And  I,  alas!  am  Giaflir^s  child. 
For  whom  thou  wert  contemned,  reviled. 
If  not  thy  sister — wonldst  thou  save 
My  life,  oh !  bid  me  be  thy  slave!** 

"My  slave  Zuleika! — nay,  Fm  thine: 
But,  gentle  love,  this  transport  calm. 
Thy  lot  shall  yet  be  link'd  with  mine ; 
I  swear  it  by  our  Prophet^s  shrine. 
And  be  that  thought  thy  sorrow's  balm. 
So  mav  the  Koran -verse  displayed 
Upon  Its  steel  direct  my  blade. 
In  danger's  hour  to  guard  us  both. 
As  I  preserve  that  awful  oath! 
The  name  in  which  thy  heart  hath  prided 
Must  change;  but,  my  Zuleika,  know. 
That  tie  is  widen'd,  not  divided, 
Although  thy  Sire's  my  deadliest  foe. 
Mv  FaUier  was  to  Gialmr  all 
lliat  Selim  late  was  deem'd  to  thee ; 
That  brother  wrought  a  brother's  fall. 
But  spared,  at  least,  my  infancv ; 
And  lull'd  me  with  a  vain  deceit 
That  yet  a  like  return  may  meet. 
He  rcar'd  me,  not  with  tender  help. 
But  like  the  nephew  of  a  Cain ; 
He  watch'd  me  like  a  lion's  whelp. 
That  gnaws  and  yet  may  break  his  chain. 
My  father's  blood  in  every  vein 
Is  boiling;  but  for  thy  dear  sake 
No  present  vengeance  will  I  take ; 
Though  here  I  must  no  more  remain. 
But^t,  beloved  Zuleika!  hear 
How  Giafiir  wrought  this  deed  of  fear. 

"  How  first  their  strife  to  rancour  grew. 
If  love  or  envy  made  them  foes, 
It  matters  little  if  I  knew ; 
In  fiery  spirits,  slights,  though  few 
And  thoughtless,  will  disturb  repose. 
In  war  Abdallah's  arm  was  strong, 
Remember'd  yet  in  Bosniac  song, 
And  Paswan's  rcbel-horde^i  attest 
How  little  love  they  bore  such  guest : 
His  death  is  all  I  need  relate. 
The  stern  effect  of  Giaffir's  hate ; 
And  how  my  birth  disclosed  to  me, 
Whate'er  beside  it  makes,  hath  made  me  free. 

"  When  Paswan,  after  years  of  strife. 
At  last  for  power,  but  first  for  life, 
In  Widin's  walls  too  proudly  sate. 
Our  Pachas  rallied  round  the  state  ; 
Nor  last  nor  least  in  high  command 
Each  brother  led  a  separate  band ; 
They  gave  their  horsetails  to  the  wind. 
And  mustering  in  Sophia's  plain 
Their  tents  were  pitrh'd,  their  post  assigned  ^ 
To  one,  alas!  assigned  in  vain! 
What  need  of  words  ?  the  deadly  bowl, 
^  Giaffir's  order  dmgg'd  and  given. 
With  venom  subtle  as  nis  soul. 
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DiiminM  Abdallah*!  hence  to  heayen. 

Rfclined  and  feTerifh  in  the  bath. 

He,  when  the  hunter's  sport  was  np. 

Bat  Httle  deemed  a  brother^  wrath 

To  qnench  his  thirst  had  sach  a  cup : 

The  bowl  a  bribed  attendant  bore ; 

He  drank  one  draught,  nor  needed  more ! 

If  thoo  mj  tale,  Znleika,  doubt. 

Call  Haronn— he  can  tell  it  out. 

The  deed  once  done,  and  Paswan's  feud 

In  part  rappress'd  though  ne'er  subdued, 

AbdaUah's  Pachalick  was  gain'd  :» 

Thoa  know'st  not  what  in  our  Oiyan 

Can  wealth  procure  for  worse  than  man — 

Abdallah's  honours  were  obtained 

Bj  him  a  brother's  murder  stain'd ; 

Tb  true,  the  purchase  nearly  draln'd 

His  iU  got  treasure,  soon  replaced, 

Wouldst  question  whencefSurrey  the  waste, 

And  a«k  the  squalid  peasant  how 

His  gains  repay  his  broiling  brow ! — 

Why  me  the  stem  usurper  spared. 

Why  thus  with  me  his  palace  shared, 

I  know  not.     Shame,  regret,  remorse. 

And  little  fear  from  infant's  force ; 

Besidee,  adoption  as  a  son 

By  hiai  whom  Heaven  accorded  none. 

Or  some  unknown  cabal,  caprice, 

Pieseifcd  me  thus ; — but  not  in  peace : 

He  cannot  curb  his  haughty  mood. 

Nor  I  forgiye  a  father's  blood. 

^  Within  thy  father's  house  are  foes ; 
Net  all  who  break  his  bread  are  true : 
To  theoe  should  I  my  birth  disclose, 
iUs  days,  his  very  hours  were  few. 
Tliey  cmly  want  a  heart  to  lead, 
A  hand  to  point  them  to  the  deed. 
Bat  Haroon  only  knows ,  or  knew 
This  tale,  whose  close  is  almost  nigh : 
He  in  Abdallah's  palace  girew. 
And  held  that  post  in  his  Serai 
Which  holds  he  here — he  saw  him  die: 
Bat  what  could  single  slavery  do? 
Avenge  hie  lord !  alas !  too  late : 
Or  save  his  son  from  such  a  fate? 
He  choee  the  last,  and  when  elate 
With  foes  subdued,  or  friends  betray 'd. 
Prond  Giaffir  in  high  triumph  sate. 
He  led  me  helpless  to  his  gate, 
Aad  not  in  vain  it  seems  essay 'd 
To  mire  the  life  for  which  he  pray*d. 
The  fcaowledge  of  my  birth  secured 
Prom  aU  and  each,  but  most  from  me ; 
Tku»  Giaffir'ii  safety  was  ensured. 
RcmoTod  he  too  from  Houmelio 
To  this  our  Asiatic  side. 
Par  firom  our  seats  by  Danube's  tide. 
With  none  but  Harouu,  whi>  retains 
Saefa  knowledge — and  that  Nubian  feels 
A  tymnt'a  secrets  are  but  chains 
Wtmn  which  the  captive  gladly  titeals. 
And  this  aad  more  to  me  reveals : 
Inch  stall  to  guilt  just  AUa  sends 
Slaves,  teals,  accomplices— no  friends! 


^  All  this,  Zuleika,  harshly  soiidds ; 
Hut  harciher  still  my  tale  must  be : 
Howe'er  my  tongue  thy  softness  wounds. 
Yet  1  must  prove  all  truth  to  thee. 
I  saw  thee  start  this  garb  to  see. 
Yet  it  is  one  1  oft  have  worn. 
And  long  must  wear :  this  Galiongee, 
To  whom  thy  plighted  vow  is  sworn. 
Is  leader  of  those  pirate-hordes, 
Whose  laws  and  lives  are  on  their  swords; 
To  hear  whose  desolating  tale 
Would  make  thy  waning  cheek  more  pale : 
Those    arms    thou   seest  my    band   have 

brought. 
The  hands  that  wield  are  not  remote ; 
This  cup  too  for  the  rugged  knave*: 
Is  fiird — ouce  quafTd,  they  ne'er  repine: 
Our  Prophet  might  forgive  the  slater; 
They're  only  infidels  in  wine. 

''What  could  1  be?  Proscribed  at  borne, 
And  taunted  to  a  wish  to  roam; 
And  listless  left^-for  Giaffir's  fear 
Denied  the  courser  and  the  ttpear — 
Though  oft — Oh,  Mahomet!  how  oft !  - 
In  full  Divan  the  despot  scoflTd, 
As  ir  my  weak  unwilling  hand 
Refused  the  bridle  or  the  brand : 
He  ever  went  to  war  alone, 
And  pent  mo  here  untried,  unknown ; 
To  Haroun's  care  with  women  left. 
By  hope  unblest,  of  fame  bereft. 
While  thou — whose  softness  long  endeared. 
Though  it  unmann'd  me,  sitill  had  cheer'd  - 
To  Brusa's  walls  for  safety  sent, 
Awaitedst  there  the  field's  event. 
Haroun,  who  saw  my  npirit  pining 
Beneath  inaction's  sliig^i^h  yoke. 
His  captive,  though  with  dread,  resigning. 
My  thraldom  for  a  season  broke. 
On  promise  to  return  before 
The  dav  when  Giaffir's  charge  was  o'er. 
'TIS  vain — my  tongue  can  not  imparl 
My  almost  drunkenness  of  heart, 
When  first  this  liberated  eye 
Sur^ey'd  Earth,  Ocean,  Sun  and  Sky, 
As  if  my  spirit  pierced  them  throug:li. 
And  all  their  inmost  wonders  kneM- ! 
One  word  alone  can  paint  to  thee 
That  more  than  feeling — I  was  Free ! 
E'en  for  thy  presence  ceased  to  pine ; 
The    World  —  nay  —  Heaven   itself  was 

mine! 

**  The  shallop  of  a  trusty  Moor 
Convey'd  me  from  this  idle  shore; 
I  long'd  to  see  the  isles  that  gem 
Old  Ocean's  purple  diadem : 
I  sought  by  turns,  and  saw  them  all ; 
But  when  and  where  I  join'd  the  crew. 
With  whom  I'm  pledged  to  rise  or  fall. 
When  all  that  we  design  to  do 
Is  done,  'twill  then  be  time  more  mei*t 
To  tell  thee,  when  the  tale's  complete. 
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''  Tii  true,  they  are  a  lawlem  brood, 
But  rough  in  form,  nor  mild  in  mood ; 
And  everj  creed,  and  every  race, 
With  them  hath  found — may  find  a  place: 
But  open  speech,  and  ready  hand. 
Obedience  to  their  chiefd  command, 
A  soul  for  every  enterprize, 
That  never  seen  with  terror^d  e^es. 
Friendship  for  each,  and  faith  to  all. 
And  vengeance  vow*d  for  those  who  fall. 
Have  made  them  fitting  instruments 
For  more  than  even  my  own  intents. 
And  some — and  I  have  studied  all 
Distinguished  from  the  vulgar  rank, 
But  chiefly  to  my  council  cull 
The  wisdom  of  the  cautious  Frank — 
And  some  to  higher  thoughts  aspire. 
The  last  of  Lambro^s  patriots  there 
Anticipated  freedom  share; 
And  oft  around  the  cavern-fire 
On  visionary  schemes  debate. 
To  snatch  the  Ra>ahs  from  their  jfate. 
So  let  them  ease  their  hearts  with  prate 
Of  equal  rights,  wJiich  man  ne*er  knew ; 
1  have  a  love  for  freedom  too. 
Ay !  let  me  like  the  Ocean-Patriarch  roam. 
Or  only  know  on  land  the  Tartarus  home! 
My  tent  on  shore,  my  galley  on  the  sea. 
Are  more  than  cities  and  Serais  to  me : 
Borne  by  my  steed,  or  wafted  by  my  sail, 
Across  the  desert,  or  before  the  gale. 
Bound  where  thou  wilt,  my  barb !  or  glide, 

ray  prow! 
But  be  the  star  that  guides  tJie  wanderer. 

Thou ! 
Thou  my  Zuleika,  share  and  bless  my  bark  ; 
The  Dove  of  peace  and  promise  to  mine  ark  ! 
Or,  since  that  hope  denied  in  worlds  of  strife. 
Be  thou  the  rainbow  to  the  storms  of  life! 
The  evening-beam  that  smiles  the  clouds 

away. 
And  tints  to-morrow  with  prophetic  ray ! 
Blest — as  the  Muezzin's  strain  from  Mecca's 

wall 
To  pilgrims  pure  and  prostrate  at  his  call : 
Soft — a!i  the  melody  of  youthful  days, 
I'hat  btcals  the  trembling  tear  of  speechless 

praise ; 
Dear — as  his  native  song  to  Exile's  ears, 
Sliall  sound  each  tone  thy  long-loved  voice 

endears. 
For  thee  in  those  bright  isles  is  built  a  bower 
Blooming  as  .4den  in  its  earliest  hour. 
A  thousand  swords,  with  Selim's  heart  and 

hand, 
Wait  —  wave  —  defend — destroy  —  at  thy 

command! 
Girt  by  my  band,  Zuleika  at  my  side. 
The  spoil  of  nations  shall  bedeck  ny  bride. 
The  Haram's  languid  years  of  listless  ease 
Are  well  resigned  for  rares — for  joys  like 

these : 
Xot  blind  to  fate,  1  see,  whereVr  I  rove, 
Unnumber'd  perils — bat  one  only  love  I 
Yet  well  my  toils  shall  that  f»nd  breast  ropay. 


Though  fortune  frown,   or  falser  friends 

betray. 
How  dear  the  dream  in  darkest  hours  of  ill, 
Should  all  be  changed,  to  find  thee  faithful 

still ! 
Be  but  thy  soul,  like  Selim's,  firmly  shown ; 
To  thee  be  Selim's  tender  as  thine  own ; 
I'o  soothe  each  sorrow,share  in  each  delight. 
Blend  every  thought,  do  all — but  disunite ! 
Once  free,  'tis  mine  our  horde  again  to  g^ide; 
Friends  to  each  other,  foes  to  aught  beside : 
Yet  there  we  follow  but  the  bent  assig^*d 
By  fatal  nature  to  man's  warring  kind : 
Mark  !  where  his  carnage  aAd  his  conquests 

cease! 
He  makes  a  solitude,  and  calls  it — peace ! 
I  like  the  rest  must  use  my  skill  or  strength. 
But  ask  no  land  beyond  my  sabre's  length  : 
Power  sways  but  by  division — her  resource 
The  blest  alternative  of  fraud  or  force ! 
Ours  be  the  last;  in  time  deceit  may  come 
When  cities  cage  us  in  a  social  home : 
There  even  thy  soul  might  err — how  ofl 

the  heart 
Corruption  shakes  which  peril  could  not 

part! 
And  woman,  more  than  man ,  when  death 

or  woe 
Or  even  Disgrace  would  lay  her  lover  low. 
Sunk  in  the  lap  of  Luxury  will  shame — 
Away  suspicion  !—nof  Zuleika's  name! 
But  life  is  hazard  at  the  be^t;  and  here 
^o  more  remains  to  win,  and  much  to  fear: 
Yes,  fear! — the  doubt,  the  dread  of  losing 

thee, 
By  Osman's  power  and  Giaffir^s  stern  decree. 
That  dread  shall  vanish  with  the  favouring 

gale. 
Which  Love  to-night  hath  promised  to  my 

sail : 
\o  danger  daunti  the  pair  his  smile  hath 

blest, 
Their  steps  still  roving,  but  their  hearts 

at  rest. 
With  thee  all  toils  are  sweet ,  each  clime 

hath  charms ; 
Kartli — sea  alike — our  world   within  our 

arms ! 
Ay —  let  the  loud  winds  whistle  o^'er  tlie  deck, 
So  that  those  arms  cling  rioter  round  my 

neck  : 
The  deepest  murmur  of  this  lip  shall  be 
\o  sigh  for  safety,  but  a  prayer  for  thee! 
The  war  of  elements  no  fears  impart 
To  love,  whose  deadliest  bane  is  human  Art : 
There  lie  the  only  rocks  our  course  can  check; 
Here  moments  menace — there  are  years  of 

wreck! 
But  hence  ye  thoughts  that  rise  in  Horror *s 

shape ! 
This  hour  bestows,  or  ever  bars  escape. 
f'<'W  words  remain  of  mine  my  tale  to  close; 
Of  thine  but  one  to  waft  n«i  from  onr  Cues ; 
Yea—  foes —  to  me  will  Giaffir*s  hate  decline? 
And  is  not  Osman,  who  would  part  ns.  thine? 
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ind  fkith  from  doubt  and  doath 

ime  my  guard  to  save ; 

one  told,  that  o^er  the  wave 

iile  I  roved  the  while : 

hough  parted  from  my  band 

low  I  leave  the  land, 

Ve  done,  nor  deed  shall  do, 

ard  and  doomed  it  too : 

in,  decree  the  spoil, 

ler  share  the  toil. 

long  Tve  held  thine  ear ; 

floats  my  bark,  and  here 
lind  but  hate  and  fear, 
^sman  with  his  train 
iffht  must  break  thy  chain : 
thou  save  that  haughty  Bey, 
r  life  who  gave  thee  thine, 

hour  aM ay— away! 
xh  thou,  art  pli^rhted  mine, 
I  recal  tliy  willing  vow, 
ruths  imparted  now, 
not  to  see  thee  wed  : 
«ril  on  my  head !  ** 

ute  and  motionless, 

at  statue  of  distress, 

ist  hope  for  ever  gone, 

lardenM  into  stone; 

lid  that  eye  could  see 

lunger  Xiob^. 

ip,  or  even  her  eye, 

»ik,  or  look  reply, 

^rden^s  wicket  porch 

I  high  a  blazing  torch ! 

[  another — and  aaother — 

)  more — yet  now  my  more  than 

brother!" 
trough  every  thicket  spread, 
ights  are  gleaming  red  ; 
ne — for  each  right  hand 
a  sheathless  brand, 
[irsue,  return,  and  wheel 
ng  flambeau,  shining  steel ; 
11,  hiri  sabre  waving, 
in  UU  fury  raving: 
ost  they  touch  the  cave — • 
it  grot  be  Selim>  grave  ? 

he   stood — "Tis  come— soon 

past — 
leika— Hisray  last: 
and  not  far  from  sliore 
I  signal,  see  the  flash; 
'ew — the  attempt  were  ra«h  : 
et  one  eflort  more." 
»vern-mouth  he  Ntept ; 
nho  rang  on  high. 
?d  not,  nor  wept, 
iib*d  her  breast  and  eye ! — 
ne  not,  or  if  they  ply 
;ii  bat  to  see  me  die ; 
ath  drawn  my  foes  more  nigh. 
y  fatiier's  scimitar, 
1st  seen  less  equal  war? 


Farewell,  Znleika! — Sweet!  retire: 
Yet  stay  within — here  linger  safe. 
At  thee  his  rage  will  only  chafe. 
Stir  not — lest  even  to  thee  perchance 
Some  erring  blade  or  ball  should  glance. 
Fear*st  thou  for  him? — may  I  expire 
If  in  this  strife  I  seek  thy  sire ! 
No — though  by  him  that  poison  ponr'd ; 
No — though  again  he  call  me  coward ! 
But  tamely  shall  I  meet  their  steel  ? 
No— as  each  crest  save  hi9  may  feel ! " 


One  bound  he  made,  and  gained  the  sand  : 
Already  at  his  feet  hath  sunk 
The  foremost  of  the  prying  band, 
A  gasping  head,  a  quiverine  trunk : 
Another  falls — but  round  him  close 
A  swarming  circle  of  his  foes ; 
From  right  to  left  his  path  he  cleft. 
And  almost  met  the  meeting  wave : 
His  boat  appears — not  five  oars*  length — 
His  comrades  strain  with  desperate  strength. 
Oh!  are  they  yet  in  time  to  save? 
His  feet  the  f<|remost  breakers  lave; 
His  band  are  plunging  in  the  bay. 
Their  sabres  glitter  through  the  spray ; 
Wet— wild — unwearied  to  the  strand 
They  struggle — now  they  touch  the  land ! 
They  come — *tis  but  to  add  to  slaughter — 
His  heart's  best  blood  is  on  the  water ! 

Escaped  from  shot,  unharmed  by  steel, 
Or  scarcely  grazed  it's  force  to  feel, 
Had  Selim  won,  betray'd,  beset. 
To  where  the  strand  and  billows  met : 
There  as  his  last  step  left  the  land, 
And  the  last  death-blow  dealt  his  hand — 
Ah !  wherefore  did  he  turn  to  look 
For  her  his  eye  but  sought  in  vain  ? 
That  pause,  that  fatal  gaze  he  took, 
Hath  doom'd  his  death,  or  fix'd  his  chain. 
Sad  proof,  in  peril  and  in  pain. 
How  late  will  Lover's  hope  remain ! 
His  back  was  to  the  dashing  spray, 
Behind,  but  close,  his  comrades  lay. 
When,  at  the  instant,  hiss'd  the  ball — 
''  So  may  the  foes  of  Giafflr  fall!  " 
Whose  voice  is  heard?  whose  carbine  rang? 
Whose  bullet  through  the  night-air  sang. 
Too  nearly,  deadly  aim'd  to  err? 
Tis  thinc—Abdallah's  Murderer! 
The  father  slowly  rued  thy  hate. 
The  son  hath  found  a  quicker  fate : 
Fast  from  his  breast  the  blood  is  bubbling. 
The  whitenetfs  of  the  sea-foam  troubling  -- 
If  aught  his  lips  essay'd  to  groan, 
The  rushing  billows  rhoak'd  the  tone ! 

Mom  slowly  rolls  the  rlouds  away ; 
Few  trophies  of  the  fight  are  there : 
Hie  shouts  that  shook  the  midnight -bay 
Are  silent;  bnt  some  signs  of  fray 
Tliat  strand  of  strife  may  bear. 
And  fragments  of  each  sbivcr'd  brand ; 
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Steps  stamped ;  and  daiihM  into  the  nand 

The  print  of  many  a  f  tra§fgling  hand 

May  there  he  markM ;  nor  far  remote 

A  broken  torch,  an  oarless  boat ; 

And  tangled  on  the  weeds  that  heap 

The  beach  where  shelving  to  thee  deep 

There  lies  a  white  Capote ! 

^is  rent  in  twain — one  dark-red  stain 

llie  wave  yet  ripples  o^er  in  vain : 

Bat  where  is  he  who  wore  ? 

Ye !  who  would  o*er  his  relics  weep 

Go,  seek  them  where  the  surges  sweep 

Their  burthen  round  Sig^um*s  steep 

And  cast  on  Lemnos*  shore : 

The  sea-birds  shriek  above  the  prey, 

O^er  which  their  hungry  beaks  delay, 

As  shaken  on  his  restless  pillow. 

His  head  heaves  with  the  heaving  billow ; 

That  hand,  whose  motion  is  not  life, 

Yet  feebly  seems  to  menace  strife. 

Flung  by  the  tossing  tide  on  high. 

Then  levelled  with  me  wave — 

What  recks  it ,  though  that  corse  shall  lie 

Within  a  living  grave? 

The  bird  that  tears  that  proltrate  form 

Hath  only  robb'd  the  meaner  worm ; 

The  only  heart,  the  only  eye 

Had  bled  or  wept  to  see  him  die. 

Had  seen  those  scattered  limbs  composed, 

And  moum*d  above  his  turban-stone. 

That  heart  hath  burst — that  eye  was  closed — 

Yea — closed  before  his  own ! 

By  Hellers  stream  there  is  a  voice  of  wail ! 

And  woman^s  eye  is  wet — man*s  cheek  b  pale: 

Zuleika !  last  of  Giaffir^s  race, 

Thy  destined  lord  is  come  too  late; 

He  sees  not-  ne^er  shall  see  thy  face! 

Can  he  not  hear 

llie  loud  Wul-wulleh  warn  his  distant  ear  ? 

Thy  handmaids  weeping  at  the  gate, 

The  Koran-chanters  of  the  hymn  of  fate, 

The  silent  slaves  with  folded  arms  that  wait. 

Sighs  in  the  hall,  and  shrieks  upon  the  gale, 

Tellhim  thy  tale! 

Thou  didst  not  view  thy  Selim  fall ! 

That  fearful  moment  when  he  left  the  cave 

Thy  heart  grew  chill : 

He  was  thy  hope— thy  joy— thy  love— thine 

aU- 

And  that  last  thought  on  him  thou  couldst 

not  tmve 

Sufficed  to  kill ; 

Burst  forth  in  one  wild  cry— and  all  was  still. 

Peace  to  thy  broken  heart,  and  virgin-grave! 

Ah !  happy !  but  of  life  to  lose  the  worst ! 

That  grief- though  deep— though  fatal— 

was  thy  first ! 

Thrice  happy !  ne*er  to  feel  nor  fear  the  force 

Of  absence,  shame,  pride,  hate,  revenge, 

remorse! 

And,  oh !  that  pang  where  more  than  Mad- 
ness lies! 

The  worm  that  will  not  sleep  —  and  never 

dies; 


Thought  of  the  gloomy  day  and  ghastly 

night. 
That  dreads  the  darkness ,  and  yet  loathes 

the  light, 
That  winds  around,  and  tears  the  quivering 

heart! 
Ah !  wherefore  not  consume  it  —  and  depart ! 
Woe  to  thee,  rash  and  unrelenting  chief! 
Vainly  thou  heap^st  the  dust  upon  thy  head. 
Vainly  the  sackcloth  o*er  thy  limbs  dost 

spread: 
By  that  same  hand  Abdallah  —  Selim  bled. 
Now  let  it  tear  thy  beard  in  idle  grief: 
Thy  pride  of  heart,  thy  bride  for  Osman^s 

bed. 
She,    whom  thy  sultan  had  but  seen  to 

wed. 
Thy  Daughter's  dead! 
Hope  of  thine  age,  thy  twilight's  lonely 

beam. 
The  Star  hath  set  that  shone  on  Hellers 

stream. 
What  quenchM  its  rays  ?  —  the  blood  that 

thou  hast  shed ! 
Hark!  to  the  hurried  question  of  Despair: 
'^  Where  is  my  child  ?  *'  an  Echo  answers— 

"Where?" 

Within  the  place  of  thousand  tombs 

That  shine  beneath,  while  dark  above 

The  sad  but  living  cypress  glooms 

And  withers  not,  though  branch  and  leaf 

Are  stamped  with  an  eternal  grief. 

Like  early  unrequited  Love, 

One  spot  exists,  which  ever  blooms. 

Even  in  that  deadly  grove  — 

A  single  rose  is  shedding  there 

It's  lonely  lustre,  meek  and  pale : 

It  looks  as  planted  by  Despair — 

So  white— so  faint— the  slightest  gale 

Might  whirl  the  leaves  on  high ; 

And  yet ,   though  storms  and  blight  aNsail, 

And  hands  more  rude  than  wintry  sky 

May  wring  it  from  the  stem— in  vain  — 

To-morrow  sees  it  bloom  again ! 

The  stalk  some  spirit  greatly  rears. 

And  waters  with  celestial  tears; 

For  well  may  maids  of  Helle  deem 

That  this  can  be  no  earthly  flower. 

Which  mocks  the  tempest's  withering  hour. 

And  buds  unsheltered  by  a  bower; 

Nor  droops,  though  spring  refuse  her  shower. 

Nor  woos  the  summer-beam : 

To  it  the  livelong  night  there  sings 

A  bird  unseen— but  not  remote: 

Invisible  his  airy  wings, 

But  soft  as  harp  that  Houri  strings 

His  long  entrancing  note ! 

It  were  the  Bulbul ;  but  his  throat. 

Though  mournful,  pours  not  such  a  strain : 

For  they  who  listen  cannot  leave 

Tlie  spot,  but  linger  there  and  grieve 

As  if  they  lo^  ed  in  vain ! 

And  yet  so  sweet  the  tears  they  shed. 

Tis  sorrow  so  unmixed  with  dread. 
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IV7  acaree  ean  bear  the  mora  to  break 

Vat  melancholy  spell. 

Id  IpBger  yet  would  weep  aiid  wake, 

Hr  finn  m>  wild  and  well ! 

ht  waea  the  day-blnsh  bursts  fk«m  high 

bpires  that  ma^c  melody. 

Id  seme  haTe  been  who  could  believe 

(Si  ffsadlj  jroathfful  dreams  deceive, 

Tct  hanh  be  they  that  blame) 

Hit  aete  so  piercing  and  profound 

fill  shape  and  syllable  its  sound 

bit  SEaleikB^  name. 

Tif  from  her  c;ypress*  summit  heard, 

Tbt  meltii  in  air  the  liquid  word : 

lu  from  her  lowly  Tirgin-earth 

TIsI  white  rooe  taicee  its  tender  birth. 


There  late  was  laid  a  marble  stone ; 

Eve  saw  it  placed— the  Morrow  gone! 

It  was  no  mortal  arm  that  bore 

That  deep-fixM  pillar  to  the  shore ; 

For  there,  as  Hello's  legends  tell. 

Next  morn  'twas  found  where  Selim  fell ; 

Lash'd  by  the  tumbling  tide,  whose  wave 

Denied  his  bones  a  holier  grave : 

And  there,  by  night,  reclined,  'tis  said 

Is  seen  a  ghastly  turban'd  head  : 

And  hence  extended  by  the  billow, 

Tis  named  the  ''Pirate-phantom's  pillow!" 

Where  first  it  lay  that  mourning  flower 

Hath  flourished ;  flourisheth  this  hour. 

Alone  and  dewy,  coldly  pure  and  pale ; 

As  weeping  Beauty's  cheek  at  Sorrow's  tale! 
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•I  tuoi  pensieri  in  lui  donnir  non  posao.** 

Tasio. 


TO 

THOMAS   MOORE,   ESQ. 

MY  DRAR  MOORE, 

I  sDiciATa  to  yon  the  last  production  with 

tkich  I  shall  trespass  on  public  patience, 

mi  jovr  indnlgence,  for  some  years ;  and 

isva  dtfU  I  feel  anxious  to  avail  myself 

<f  this  latest  and  only  opportunity  of  adorn- 

B|r  my  pages  with   a  name,  consecrated 

bf  uniakeB  public  principle,  and  the  most 

iUonbted    and   various    talents.      While 

beltad  ranks  tou  among  the  firmest  of  her 

■tiiols  ;  while  yon  stand  alone  the  first  of 

ser  bards  in   her  estimation,   and  Britain 

Rfeato  and  ratifies  the  decree,  permit  one, 

vbone  only  regret,  since  onr  first  acquaint- 

ace,  has  been  the  years  he  had  lost  before 

it  rommeaced,  to  add  the  humble  but  sin- 

cne  snAage  of  friendship,  to  the  voice  of 

■nre  thaa  one  nation.  It  will  at  least  prove 

to  yoa,  that  I  have  neither  forgotten  the 

ffttification  derived  flrom  your  society,  nor 

teidoned   the   prospect    of  its    renewal, 

vhearver  your  Insure  or  inclination  allows 

}•«  to  atone  to  your  friends  for  too-  long 

•I  absence.   It  is  said  among  those  friends, 

I  traat  truly,  that  you  are  engaged  in  the 

cimposition  of  a  poem  whose  scene  will  be 

hid  ia  the  East ;  none  can  do  those  scenes 

•s  Borh  justice.    The  wrongs  of  your  own 

centry,  the  aiagniflcent  and  fiery  spirit  of 

ber  oeaa,  the  Imiaty  and    feeling   of  her 


daughters,  may  there  be  found;  and  Cof- 
lins,  when  he  denominated  his  Oriental  hi4 
Irish  Eclogues,  was  not  aware  how  true, 
at  least,  was  a  part  of  his  parallel.  Your 
imagination  will  create  a  warmer  sun,  and 
less  cloudy  sky;  but  wildness,  tenderness, 
and  originality  are  part  of  your  national 
claim  of  oriental  descent,  to  which  you 
have  already  thus  far  proved  your  title 
more  clearly  than  the  most  zealous  of  your 
country's  antiquarians. 

May  I  add  a  few  words  on  a  subject  on 
which  all  men  arc  supposed  to  be  fluent, 
and  none  agreeable? — Self  I  have  written 
much,  and  published  more  than  enough  to 
demand  a  longer  silence  than  I  now  medi- 
tate ;  but  for  some  years  to  come  it  ii  my 
intention  to  tempt  no  further  the  award  of 
*'Gods,  men,  nor  columns."  In  the  present 
composition  I  have  attempted  not  the  most 
difficult,  but,  perhaps,  the  best  adapted 
measure  to  our  language,  the  good  old  and 
now  neglected  heroic  couplet.  The  stanza 
of  Spenser  is  perhaps  too  slow  and  dip^i- 
fied  for  narrative;  though  I  confess,  it  is 
the  measure  most  after  my  own  heart.  Scott 
alone,  of  the  present  generation,  has  hitherto 
completely  trinmph^  over  the  fatal  faci- 
lity of  the  octo-svllabic  verse;  and  this  is 
not  the  least  victory  of  his  fertile  and 
mighty  genius:  in  blank  verse,  Milton, 
Thomson,  and  onr  dramatists,  are  the  bea- 
cons that  shine  along  the  deep,  but  warn 


-  c. 


80 


THE    CORSAIR. 


Canto  1. 


at  from  the  rough  and  barren  rock  on  which 
they  are  kindled.  The  heroic  couplet  is 
not  the  most  popular  measure  certainly; 
but  as  I  did  not  deviate  into  the  other  from 
a  wish  to  flatter  what  is  called  public  opi- 
nion, I  shaU  quit  it  without  further  apo- 
logy, and  take  my  chance  once  more  with 
that  versification,  in  which  I  have  hitherto 
published  nothing  but  compositions  whose 
former  circulation  is  part  of  my  present  and 
will  be  of  my  future  regret 

With  regard  to  my  story,  and  stories  in 
general,  I  should  have  been  glad  to  have 
rendered  my  personages  more  perfect  and 
amiable,  if  possible,  inasmuch  as  I  have 
been  sometimes  criticised,  and  considered 
no  less  responsible  for  their  deeds  and  qua- 
lities than  if  all  had  been  personal.  Be  it 
so— if  I  have  deviated  into  the  gloomy  va- 
nity of  ^'drawing  from  self,"  the  pictures 
are  probably  like,  since  they  are  unfavour- 
able; and  if  not,  those  who  know  me  are 
undeceived,  and  those  who  do  not,  I  have 
little  interest  in  undeceiving.  I  have  no 
particular  desire  that  any  but  my  acquaint- 
ance should  think  the  author  better  than 
the  beings  of  his  imagining ;  but  I  cannot 
help  a  little  surprise,  and  perhaps  amuse- 
ment, at  some  odd  critical  exceptions  in 
the  present  instance,  when  I  see  several 
bards  (far  more  deserving,  I  allow),  in 
very  reputable  plight,  and  quite  exempted 
from  all  participation  in  the  faults  of  those 
hetoes,  who,  nevertheless,  might  be  found 
with  little  more  morality  than  ''The  Giaour," 
and  perhaps— but  no — 1  matt  admit  Childe 
Harold  to  be  a  very  repulsive  personage; 
and  as  to  his  identity,  those  who  like  it 
must  give  him  whatever  ''alias"  they  please. 

If,  however,  it  were  worth  while  to  re- 
move the  impression,  it  might  be  of  some 
service  to  me,  that  the  man  who  is  alike 
the  delight  of  his  readers  and  his  friends, 
tlie  poet  of  all  circles,  and  the  idol  of  his 
own,  permits  me  here  and  eUewhert  to 
subscribe  myself, 

most  truly  and  affectionately, 

his  obedient  servant, 

BYRON. 

January  S,  1814. 
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— netsmi  mafgior  dolore, 
Che  ricordarai  del  tempo  felice 

Mella  miseria ^*' 

Dahtb. 

"O^Bii  the  glad  waters  of  the  dark  blue  sea. 
Our  thoughts  as  boundless,  and  our  souls 

as  free. 
Far  as  the  breeze  can  bear ,   the  billows 

foam. 
Survey  our  empire  and  behold  our  home ! 


These  are  our  realms,  no  limits  to  their 

sway — 
Our  flag  the  sceptre  all  who  meet  obey. 
Ours  the  wild  life  in  tumult  still  to  range 
From  toil  to  rest,  and  joy  in  every  change. 
Oh,  who    can    tellV  not   thou,  luxurious 

slave ! 
Whose  soul  would  sicken  o>r  the  heaving 

wave ; 
\ot  thou,  vain  lord  of  wantonness  and  ease ! 
Whom  slumber  soothes  not — pleasure  can- 
not please — 
Oh,  who   can   tell,  save   he  whose  heart 

hath  tried. 
And  danced  in  triumph  o'er  the  waters  wide, 
The  exulting  sense — the  pulse's  maddening 

play. 
That  thrills  the  wanderer  of  that  trackless 

way? 
That  for  itself   can   woo  the  approaching 

fight. 
And  turn  what  some  deem  danger  to  delight; 
That  seeks  what  cravens  shun  with  more 

than  zeal, 
And  where  the  feebler  faint — can  only  feel — 
Feel — to  the  rising  bosom's  inmost  core, 
Its  hope  awaken  and  its  spirit  soar? 
No  dread  of  death — if  with  us  die  our  foes — 
Save  that  it  seems  even  duller  than  repose:  ■ 
Come  when  it  will — ^we  snatch  the  life  of 

life— 
When  lost — what  recks  it — by  disease  or 

strife? 
Let  him  who  crawls  enaraour'd  of  decay, 
Cling  to  his  couch,  and  sicken  years  away , 
Heave  his  thick  breath ,  and  shake  his  pal- 
sied head; 
Ours — ^the  fresh  turf,   and  not  the  feverish 

bed. 
While  gaap  by  gasp  he  falters  forth  his  soul, 
Ours  with  one  pang — one  bound — escapes 

control. 
His  corse  may  boast  its  um  and  narrow  cave. 
And  they  who  loathed  his  life  may  gild  hit 

grave: 
Ours  are  the  tears,  though  few,  sincerely 

shed. 
When  Ocean  shrouds  and  sepulchres  our 

dead. 
For  us  even  banquets  fond  regret  supply 
In  the  red  cup  that  crowns  our  memory ; 
And  the  brief  epitaph  in  danger's  day. 
When  those  who  win  at  length  divide  the 

And  ciy.  Remembrance  saddening  o'er  each 

brow, 
How  had  the  brave  who  fell  exulted  noio/** 


\ 


Such  were  the  notes  that  from  the  Pi* 

rate's  isle, 

Around  the  kindling  watch-fire  rang  thi 

while ; 

Such  were  the  sounds  that  thrill'd  the  rocW 

along,  * 
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kti  uto  emn  wm  nigged  Meni'd  a  fong! 
h  fcatter'd  groups  upon  the  golden  sand, 
'Acj   gmwr     cafonie— converao—or   whet 

the  brand; 
Sdfct  the  araM— to  each  hii  blade  assign, 
lai  cmrelcss  cje  the  blood  that  dims  its 

shine; 
Acfuir  the  beat,  replace  the  helm  or  oar, 
WUle  others  straggling  muse  along  the 

shore; 
Fsr  the  wild  bird  the  busy  springes  set, 
Orfpread  beneath  the  sun  the  dripping  net; 
Gtie  where    acme    distant    sail    a    specie 

supplies, 
With  all  the  thirsting  eye  of  Enterprise; 
Tdl  oVr  the  tales  of  many  a  night  of  toil, 
iad  wuirwel  where  they  next  shall  seize  a 

spoil : 
Ss  matter  where — their  chiefs  allotment 

this; 
TWrirs.  to  beliere  no  prey  nor  plan  amiss. 
Btf  who  that  Cnar?  his  name  on  e^ery 

shore 
li  fiwifd  and  fear'd — they  ask  and  Icnow  no 

more. 
Wish  these  he  mingles  not  but  to  command ; 
Few  are   his  words,  but  Iceen  his  eye  and 

hand, 
{e'er  seasons  he  with  mirth  their  jovial 

mess, 
hrt  thej  forgire  his  silence  for  success. 
SsW  for  his  lip  the  purpling  cup  they  fill, 
Tkat  goblet  passes  him  untasted  still — 
M  fur  his  fare — the  rudest  of  his  crew 
Wsald  that,  in  turn,  have  pass'd  untasted  too; 
Urth'a  coarsest  broad,  the  garden's  home- 
liest roots, 
lid  scarce  the  summer-luxury  of  fruits, 
Ef  short  repast  in  humbleness  supply 
With  all  a  hermit's  board  would  scarce  deny. 
kt  while  he  shuns  the  grosser  joys  of  sense, 
Wm  mind  aecms  nonrish*d  by  that  abstinence. 
User  to    that  diore^'-they  sail.    ''Do 

this!'*— Uis  done: 
'^•w  form  and  follow  me!^ — the  spoil  is 

won. 
Ikas  prompt  hb  accents  and  his  actions 

still, 
lai  all  obey  and  few  inquire  hit  will ; 
Tf  mch,  bnef  answer  and  contemptuous  eye 
Caivey  reproof,  nor  further  deign  reply. 


**A  sail !— a  sail!*'— a  promised  prize  to 

Hope! 
hr  nation  — flag — how  speaks  the  telescope? 
Kiprize,  alas!— but  yet  a  welcome  sail : 
Tke  blood- red  signal  glitters  in  the  gale. 
Wi~she  is  ours  -  a  home-retumin;?  bark  - 
fair,  thou  breeze?  — she  anchon  ere 

the  dark, 
doubled  is  the  cape — our  bay 
siTef  that  prow  which  proudly  spurns 

the  spray, 
liiw  gloriously  her  gallant  course  she  goes! 


Her  white  wings  flying— never  from  her 

foes  — 
She  walks  the  waters  like  a  thing  of  life« 
And  seems  to  dare  the  elements  to  strife. 
Who  would  not  brave  the  battle- fire -the 

wreck— 
To  move  the  monarch  of  her  peopled  deck? 

Hoarse  o*er  her  side  the  rustling  cabld 

rings; 
The  sails  are  furPd ;   and  anchoring  round 

she  swings  a 
And  gathering  loiterers  on  the  land  discern 
Her  boat  descending  from  the  latticed  stern. 
*Tis  manned— the  oars  keep  concert  to  the 

strand. 
Till  grates  her  keel  upon  the  shallow  sand. 
Hail  to  the  wclcomc-shont ! — the  friendly 

speech ! 
When  hand   grasps  hand   uniting  on  the 

beach; 
The  smile,  the  question,  and  the  quick  reply , 
And  the  heart's  promise  of  festivity! 

Tlie  tidings  spread,  and  gathering  grows 

the  crowd : 
The  hum  of  roices,  and  the  laughter  loud, 
And  woman's  gentler  anxious  tone  is  heard  — 
Friends*— husbands' — lovers*  names  in  each 

dear  word : 
"Oh!  are  they  safe?  we  ask  not  of  success— 
But  shall  we  see  them?  will  their  accents 

ble«s  ? 
From  where  the  battle  roars -the  billows 

chafe  - 
They   doubtless  boldly  did  — but  who  are 

safe? 
Here  let  them  haste  to  gladden  and  surprize, 
And  kiss  the  doubt  from  these  delighted 

eyes!**— 

'* Where  is  our  chief?   for  him  we  bear 

report  — 
And  doubt  that  joy— which  hails  our  com- 
ing— short; 
Yet  thus  sincere— His  cheering,   though  so 

brief ; 
But,  Juan!  instant  guide  us  to  our  chief: 
Our  greeting  paid,  we*ll  feast  on  our  return, 
And  all  shall  hear  what  each  may  wish  to 

learn." 
Ascending  slowly  by  the  rock-hewn  way, 
To  where  his  watch-tower  beetles  o'er  the 

bay. 
By  bushy  brake,  and  wild  flowers  blossom- 

And  freshness  breatliing  from  each  silver- 
spring, 

Whose  scatter*d  streams  from  granite  basins 

burdt. 

Leap  into  life,   and  sparkling  woo   your 

thirst; 

From  crag  to  clifl*lhey  mount— Near  yonder 

rave, 
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What  lonel  J  f  traggler  lookf  along  the  wa?el 
In  pensive  posture  leaning  on  the  brand. 
Not  oft  a  resting-staff  to  that  red  hand? 
"Tit  he  —  'tis  Conrad  —  here —  at  wont — 

alone ; 
On — Juan!  on  —and  make  our  purpose  known. 
The  bark  hoTiews— andteli  him  we  would 

greet 
His  ear  with  tidings  he  must  quickly  meet : 
l¥e  dare  not  yet  approach—thou  know 'st  his 

mood, 
When  strange  or  uninrited  steps  intrude.^ 

Him  Juan  sought,  and  told  of  their  intent  — 
He  spake  not^but  a  sign  expressed  assent. 
HieseJuan  calls  —  they  come —  to  their  salute 
He  bends  him  slightly,  but  his  lips  are  mute. 
*<The8e  letters,  Cnief,  are  from  ihe  Greek — 

the  spy. 
Who  still  proclaims  our  spoil  or  peril  nigh: 
Whatever  his  tidings,  we  can  well  report. 
Much  that** — ^^Peace,  peace !  **— He  cuts  their 

prating  short. 
Wondering  they  turn,  abash'd,  while  each 

to  each 
Conjecture  whispers  in  his  muttering  speech: 
They  watch  his  glance  with  many  a  steal- 
ing look. 
To  gather  how  that  eye  the  tidings  took ; 
But,  this  at  if  he  guessed,  with  head  aside, 
Perchance  from  tome  emotion,  doubt,   or 

pride. 
He  read   the  tcroll— "My   tablets,  Juan, 

hark- 
Where  is  Gontalro?** 

"In  the  anchored  bark.** 
"Tlierelet  him  ttay — to  him  this  order  bear. 
Back  to  your  duty— for  my  course  prepare : 
Myself  this  enterprize  to-night  will  share.** 
"To-night,  Lord  Conrad  V** 

"Ay !  at  set  of  sun : 
The  breeze  will  freshen  when  the  day  is 

done. 
My  corslet— cloak— one  hour— and  we  are 

gone. 
Sling  on  thy  bugle— see  that  free  from  rust, 
My  carbine-lock  springs  worthy  of  my  trust; 
Be  the  edge  8harpen*d  of  my  boarding-brand, 
And  giye  its  guard  more  room  to  IGit  my  hand. 
This  let  the  Armourer  with  tpeed  dispose ; 
Last  time  it  more  fatigued  my  arm  than 

foes: 
Mark  that  the  signal-gun  be  duly  fired 
To  tell  us  when  the  hour  of  stay's  expired.** 

They  make  obeisance,  and  retire  in  haste, 
Too  soon  to  seek  again  the  watery  waste : 
Yet  they  repine  not — so  that  Conrad  guides ; 
And  who  dare  question  aught  that  he  decides? 
That  man  of  loneliness  and  mystery, 
Scarce  seen  to  8mile,and  seldom  heard  to  sigh; 
Whose  name  appals  the  fiercest  of  his  crew, 
And  tints  each  swarthy  cheek  with  sallower 

hue; 


Still  sways  their  souls  with  that  command- 
ing art 
That  dazzles,  leads,  yet  chilis  the  vulgar 

heart. 
What  is  that  spell,  that  thus  his  lawless 

train 
Confess  and  envy,  yet  oppose  in  vain? 
What  should  it  be  ?  that  thus  their  faith 

can  bind? 
The  power  of  Thought— the  magic  of  the 

Mind! 
Link'd  with  tuccett,  attumed  and  kept  with 

skill, 
l*hat  moulds  another's  weakness  to  its  will; 
Wields  with  their  hands,  but,  still  to  these 

unknown. 
Makes  even  their  mightiest  deeds  appear 

his  own. 
Such  hath  it  been  —shall  be— beneath  the  sun 
The  many  still  muflt  labour  fur  the  one ! 
'TIS  Nature's  doom— but  let  the  wretch  who 

toils 
Accuse  not,  hate  not  him  who  wears  the 

spoils. 
Oh!   if  he  knew  the  weight  of  splendid 

chains. 
How  light  the  balance  of  his  humbler  pains ! 


Unlike  the  heroes  of  each  ancient  race. 
Demons  in  act,  but  Gods  at  least  in  face, 
In  Conrad's  form  seems  little  to  admire. 
Though  his  dark  eye-brow  shades  a  glance 

of  fire: 
Robust  but  not  Herculean  —to  the  sight 
No  giant  frame  sets  forth  his  common  height; 
Yet,   in  the  whole,   who  paused   to  look 

again. 
Saw  more  than  marks  the  crowd  of  vulgar 

men; 
They  gaze  and  manel  how— and  still  confess 
That  thus  it  is,  but  why  they  cannot  ffuess. 
Sun-burnt  his  cheek,  his  forehead  high  and 

pale 
The  table  curls  in  wild  profusion  veil , 
And  oft  perforce  his  rising  lip  reveals 
The  haughtier  thought  it  curbs,  but  scarce 

conceals. 
Though  smooth  his  voice,   and  calm  his 

general  mien. 
Still  seems  there  something  he  would  not 

have  seen: 
His  features*  deepening  lines  and  varying  hue 
At  times  attracted,  yet  perplex'd  the  view. 
As  if  within  that  murkiness  of  mind 
Work*d  feelings  fearful,  and  yet  undefined; 
Such  might  it  be— that  none  could  truly 

tell- 
Too  close  inquiry  his  stern  glance  would 

quell. 
There  breathe  but  few  whose  aspect  might 

defy 
llie  full  encounter  of  his  searching  eye ; 
He  had  the  skill,   when  Cttnning*s   gaze 

would  seek 
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T«  ffnbm  hU  heuiand  watch  hii  changing 

cheek. 
It  «Bce  the  obserTer*«  purpot e  to  eipy, 
Ia4  OD  hinuelf  roll  hark  his  fcmtiny, 
Lnl  he  to  Conrad  rather  fhonld  betray 
Sane  secret  thought,  than  drag  that  chierf 

to  dajr. 
Here  waa  a  laughing  Deril  in  his  fneer, 
Tlttt  raised  emotionf  both  of  rage  and  fear; 
lid  where  hit  frown  of  hatred  darkly  fell, 
B»fc   withering    fled — and  Mercy   ligh^d 

farewell ! 

Slight    Are    the  outward  §igni  of  eril 

thought, 
Widua— within—'twafl    there    the    ipirit 

wrought ! 
Utc  Aowi  all  changes— Hate,  Ambition, 

Guile, 
IrtiaT  BO  farther  than  the  bitter  smile ; 
The  lip^  leaat  curl,  the  lightest  paleness 

thrown 
Aloag  the  gOTem*d  aspect,  speak  alone 
Of  ieeper  passions ;  and  to  judge  their  mien. 
Be.  who  would  see,  must  be  himself  unseen. 
IVa — with  the  hurried  tread,  the  upward 

eye. 
The  clenched  hand,  the  pause  of  agony, 
That  listens,  starting,  lest  the  step  too  near 
Iff! each  intrusWe  on  that  mood  of  fear: 
Taea — ^with  each  feature  working  from  the 

heart. 
With    feelings  loosed    to  strengthen — not 

depart : 
That  riae—conTulse— contend  —that  freeze, 

or  glow , 
Flsih  in  the  cheek,  or  damp  upon  the  brow; 
Ikca—Stranger!  if  thou  canst,  and  trem- 

blest  not, 
khsld  his  soul— the  rest  that  soothes  his  lot ! 
Wmk — how  that  lone  and  blighted  bosom 

sears 
The  scathing  thought  of  execrated  years ! 
IdKild — hot  who  hath  seen,  or  e*er  shall  see. 
In  as  himself— the  secret  spirit  free? 

Yet  was  aot  Conrad  thus  by  nature  sent 
Ts  lend  the  gnilty — ^gnilt^s  worst  instru- 
ment-^ 
IBs  somi  was  changed,  before  his  deeds  had 

driren 
Bai  forth  to  war  with  man  and  forfeit 

heaTcn. 
tarp*d  hj  the  world  in  Disappointment's 

school, 
h  words  too  wise,  in  conduct  there  a  fool; 
Tss  firm  to  yield,  and  far  too  proud  to  stoop, 
lMn*d  by  hiM  rery  Tirtues  for  a  dupe. 
Is  mrscd  tho«e  virtues  as  the  cause  of  ill, 
lad  not  the  traitors  who  betrayM  him  still; 
W deemed  that  gifts  bestowM  on  better  men 
lid  left  him  joy,  and  means  to  give  again. 
ffv*d  ^  shnan*d  —  belied  —  ere  youth  had 

lost  her  force. 


He  hated  man  too  much  to  feel  remorse. 
And  thought  the  voice  of  wrath  a  sacred  call. 
To  pay  the  injuries  of  some  on  all. 
He  knew  himself  a  villain— but  he  dcem*d 
The  rest  no  better  than  the  thing  he  seem*d ; 
And  scom*d  the  best  as  hypocrites  who  hid 
Those  deeds  the  bolder  spirit  plainly  did. 
He  knew  himself  detested,  but  he  knew 
The  hearts  that  loathed  him,  crouched  and 

dreaded  too. 
Lone,  wild,   and  strange,  he   stood  alike 

exempt 
From  all  affection  and  from  all  contempt : 
His  name  could  sadden,  and  his  acts  surprise ; 
But  they  that  fearM  him  dared  not  to  despise : 
Man  spurns  the  worm,  but  pauses  Ae  he  wake 
Tlie  slumbering  venom  of  the  folded  snake : 
The  first  may  turn — but  not  avenge  the 

blow; 
The  last  expires— but  leaves  no  living  foe; 
Fast  to  the  doomed  offender's  form  it  clings, 
And  he  may  crush — not  conquer— still  it 

stings! 

None  are  all  evil  -  quickening  round  his 

heart. 
One  softer  feeling  would  not  yet  depart; 
Oft  could  he  sneer  at  others  as  beguiled 
By  passions  worthy  of  a  fool  or  child ; 
Vet  'gainst  that  passion  vainly  still  he  strove. 
And  even  in  him  it  asks  the  name  of  Love ! 
Yes,  it  was  love— unchangeable— unchanged. 
Felt  but  for  one  from  whom  he  never  ranged ; 
Though  fairest  captives  daily  met  his  eye, 
He  shunn'd,  nor  sought,  but  coldly  pass'd 

them  by ; 
Though  many  a  beauty  droop'd  in  prison'd 

bower 
None  ever  soothed  his  most  unguarded  hour. 
Yes  -  it  was  Love  if  thoughts  of  tenderness. 
Tried  in  temptation,  strengthened  by  distress, 
Unmoved  by  absence,  firm  in  every  clime, 
And  yet -Oh  more  than  all!— untired  by 

time; 
Which  nor  defeated  hope,  nor  baffled  wile 
Could  render  sullen  were  she  near  to  smile. 
Nor  rage  could  fire,  nor  sickness  fret  to  vent 
On  her  one  murmur  of  his  discontent; 
Which  still  would  meet  with  joy,    with 

calmness  part. 
Lest  that  his  look  of  grief  should  reach 

her  heart ; 
Which  nought  removed,   nor  menaced  to 

remove — 
If  there  be  love  in  mortals— this  was  love! 
He  was  a  villain  -ay—  reproaches  shower 
On  him— but  not  the  passion,  nor  its  power, 
Which  only  proved,  all  other'virtues  gone. 
Not  guilt  itself  could  quench  this  loveliest 

one! 

He  paused  a  moment— till  his  hastening 

men 
Passed  the  first  winding  downward  to  the 

glea. 
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**8tniJi^  tidiofft !— many  a  peril  have  I  past, 
!Vor  know  I  why  thii  next  appean  the  last! 
Yet  80  my  heart  forebodes,  but  most  not 

fear, 
Nor  shall  my  followers  find  me  falter  here. 
Tis  rash  to  meet,  but  surer  death  to  wait 
Till  here  they  hunt  us  to  undoubted  fate ; 
And,  ifmy  plan  but  hold,  and  Fortune  smile, 
We'll  furnish  mourners  for  our  funeral-pile. 
Ay— let  them  slumber — peaceful  be  Uieir 

dreams! 
Mom  ne*er  awoke  them  with  such  brilliant 

beams 
As  kindle  high  to-night  (but  blow,  thou 

breeze !) 
To  warm  Ihese  slow  avengers  of  the  seas. 
Now  to  Medora— Oh!  my  sinking  heart. 
Long  may  her  own  be  lighter  than  thou  art ! 
Yet  was  I  brave— mean  boast  where  all  are 

brave ! 
Even   insects  sting  for  aught  they  seek  to 

save. 
This  common  courage  which  with  brutes 

we  share. 
That  owes  its  deadliest  efforts  to  despair. 
Small  merit  claims— but  'twas  my  nobler 

hope 
To  teach  my  few  with  numbers  still  to  cope ; 
Long  have  I  led  them— not  to  vainly  bleed: 
No  medium  now  —  we  perish  or  succeed! 
So  let  it  be — it  irks  not  me  to  die ; 
But  thus  to  urge  them  whence  they  cannot 

fly. 

My  lot  hath  long  had  little  of  my  care. 
But  chafes  my  pride  thus  baffled  in  the  snare : 
Is  this  my  skill  Y  my  craft  ?  to  »et  at  last 
Hope,  power,  and  life  upon  a  single  cast? 
Oh ,  Fate !  —  accuse  thy  folly,  not  thy  fate  — 
She  may  redeem  thee  still —nor  yet  too  late.*' 

Thus  with  himself  communion  held  he, 

till 
He  reach'd  the  summit  of  his  tower-crown'd 

hill: 
There  at  the  portal  paused — for  wild  and 

soft 
He  heard  those  accents  never  heard  too  oft ; 
Through  the  high  lattice  far  yet  sweet  they 

rung. 
And  these  the  notes  his  bird  of  beauty  sung: 


*'Deep  in  my    soul    that    tender  secret 

dwells, 
Lonely  and  lost  to  light  for  evermore, 
Save  when  to  thine  my  heart  responsive 

swells, 
llien  trembles  into  cilence  as  before. 

''There,  in  it^  centre,  a  sepulchral  lamp 
Burns  the  slow  flame,  eternal—  but  unseen,  | 
Which   not   the  darkness   of   despair  can  i 

damp,  I 

Though  rain  its  ray  as  it  had  never  been.    > 


^'Remember  me  -  Oh !  pa«s  not  thou  my 

trave 
Without  one  thought  whose  relics  there 

recline : 
The  only  pang  my  bosom  dare  not  brave. 
Must  be  to  find  forgetfulness  in  thine. 

''My  fondest  —  faintest  —  latest  —  accents 

hear: 
Grief  for  the  dead  not  Virtue  can  reprove ; 
Then  give  me  all  I  ever  asked— a  tear. 
The  first  -  last— sole  reward   of  so  much 


love ! 


»i 


He  pass'd  the  portal  —  cross'd  the  corridoro. 
And  reach'd  the  chamber  as  the  strain  gave 

o'er: 
"My  own  Medora!  sure  thy  song  is  sad—" 

"In  Conrad's  absence  wouldst  thou  have 

it  glad? 
Without  thine  ear  to  listen  to  my  lay. 
Still  must  my  song  my  thoughts,  my  soul 

betray: 
Still  must  each  accent  to  my  bosom  suit. 
My  heart  unhush'd— although  my  lips  were 

mute ! 
Oh!  many  a  night  on  this  lone  couch  re- 
clined. 
My  dreaming  fear  witli  storms  hath  wing'd 

the  wind. 
And  deem'd  the  breath  that  faintly  fann'd 

thy  sail 
The  murmuring  prelude  of  the  ruder  gale ; 
Though  soft,  it  seem'd  the  low  prophetic 

dirge. 
That  moura'd  thee  floating  on  the  savage 

surge: 
Still  would  I  rise  to  rouse  the  beacon-fire, 
Lest  spies  less  true  should  let  the  blaie 

expire ; 
And  many  a  restleai  hour  outwatch'd  each 

star. 
And  morning  came— and  still   thou  wert 

afar. 
Oh !  how  the  chill  blast  on  my  bosom  blew. 
And  day  bioke  dreary  on  my  troubled  view. 
And  still  I  gazed  and  gazed— and  not  a  prow 
Was  granted  to  my  tears— my  truth — my 

vow ! 
At  length— 'twas  noon— I  hail'd  and  blest 

the  mast 
Thatmet  my  sight  -  it  near'd— Alas !  it  past! 
Another  came  —  Oh  God !  'twas  thine  at  last! 
Would  that  those  days  were  over!  wilt 

thou  ne'er. 
My  Conrad!  leara   the  joys   of  peace   to 

share? 
Sure  thou  hast  more  than  wealth,  and  many 

a  home 
As  bright  as  this  invites  us  not  to  roam : 
Thou  knowst  it  is  not  peril  that  I  fear, 
I  nnlv  tremble  when  thou  art  not  here; 
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tin  BOC  for  miBe,  bat  thai  far  deaier  life, 
Wbirh  flieai   from  love  and  languifhes  for 

strife — 
Hrr  itran^  thmt  heart,  to  me  fo  tender  still, 
Sliald  war  with  nature  and  its  better  will ! " 

"Yea,   strange  indeed — that  heart  hath 

long  been  changed; 
Wma-lihe   "'twas    trampled  —  adder- like 

avenged, 
WUhsnt  one  hope  on  earth  beyond  thy  lo?e, 
Aid  fcarco  a  glimpse  of  mercy  from  aboTe. 
Id  the    same    feeling    which    thou    dost 

condemn, 
Mj  Tery  Icnre  to  thee  is  hate  to  them, 
Si  dssely  mingling  here,  that  disentwined, 
1  cease  to  lore  thee  when  I  Ioto  mankind. 
Vet  dread  not  this — the  proof  of  all  the  past 
laues  the  fotare  that  my  love  will  last; 
ht— Oh,  Medora!  nerre  thy  gentler  heart, 
Tkif  hoar    again — but  not  for   long — we 

part." 

**This  hour  we  part ! — my  heart  foreboded 

this: 
Thu  erer  fade  my  fairy-dreams  of  bliss. 
TUs  hoar — it  cannot  be — this  hoar  away! 
\m  bark  hath  hardly  anchored  in  the  bay : 
Iff  oasort  still  is  absent,  and  her  crew 
brr  need  of  rest  before  they  toil  anew; 
If  lore !  thoa  moek'st  my  weakness ;  and 

woald*8t  steel 
%Weaat  before  the  time  when  it  mast  feel; 
lit  trifle  BOW  no  more  with  my  distress, 
hrb  mirth  hath  less  of  play  than  bitterness. 
h  silcat,    Ckmrad! — dearest!    come  and 

share 
Tk  f(ra«ft  tiieae  hands  delighted  to  prepare ; 
liKkt  toil !  to  call  and  dress  thy  frugal  fare ! 
la,  1  have  plaek*d  the  fruit  that  promised 

best, 
ki  vhere  not  snre,  perplexed,  but  pleased, 

I  guessed 
kncfa  aa  seem'd  the  fairest:  thrice  the  hill 
%  aepa  hare  wound  to  try  the  coolest  rill ; 
w!  thy  Sherbet  to-night  will  sweetly  flow, 
la  bow  it  sparkles  in  its  yase  of  snow ! 
Tb  grapea*  gay  juice  thy   bosam  never 

cheers; 
Ikn  mare  than  Moslem   when  the  cup 

appears : 
1U  not  I  mean  to  chide— for  I  rejoice 
Ikt  othera  deem  a  penance  is  thy  choice. 
heoBM,  the  board  is  spread;  our  silver- 
lamp 
ItriamiM,  and    heeds  not    the  Sirocro*s 

damp: 
\m  shall  my  handmaids  while  the  time 

along, 
M  join  me  in  the  dance,  or  wake  the  song ; 
Aay  gaitar,  which  still  thou  lovcst  to 

hear, 
tdl  soothe  or  Inll — or^  should  it  vex  thine 

car. 


Well  turn  the  tale,  bv  Ariosto  told, 
Of  fair  Olympia  loved  and  left  of  old. 
Why — thou  wert  worse  than  he  who  broke 

his  vow 
To  that  lost  damsel,  shouldst  thou  leave 

me  now ; 
Or  even  that  traitor-chief — Fve  seen   thee 

smiie, 
When  the  clear  sky  showed  Ariadne^s  Isle, 
Which  I  have  pointed  from  these  cliffs  the 

while : 
And  thus,  half  sportive,  half  in  fear,  I  said. 
Lest  Time  should  raise  that  doubt  to  more 

than  dread, 
Thus  Conrad,  too,  will  quit  me  for  the  main : 
And  he  deceived  me — for — he  came  again! " 

^^Again — again — and  oft  again  —ray  love ! 
If  there  be  life  below  and  hope  above. 
He  will  return — but  now,  the  moments  bring 
The  time  of  parting  with  redoubled  wing : 
The  why — the  where— what  boots  it  now 

to  tell? 
Since  all  must  end  in  that  wild  word — 

farewell ! 
Yet  would   I    fain -did    time   allow — dis- 
close— 
Fear  not — these  are  no  formidable  foes; 
And  here  shall  watch  a  more  than  wonted 

guard, 
For  sudden  siege  and  long  defence  prepared : 
Nor  be  thou  lonely — though  thy  lord's  away, 
Our  matrons  and  thy  handmaids  with  thee 

stay  ; 
And  this  thy  comfort — ^that,  when  next  we 

meet. 
Security  shall  make  repose  more  sweet : 
List!— *tis  the  bugle — Juan  shrilly  blew — 
One  kiss — one  more  -  another — Oh !  Adieu!  ** 

She  rose — she  sprung — she  clang  to  his 

embrace. 

Till  his  heart  heaved  beneath  her  hidden 

far.e. 

He  dared  not  raise  to  his  that  deep-blue  eye 

Which  downcast  drooped  in  tearless  agony. 

Her  long    fair  hair  lay  floating  o'er  his 

arms. 

In  all  the  wildness  of  disheveird  charms ; 

Sca'rce  beat  that  bosom  where  his  image 

dwelt 

So  full — that  feeling  seemM  almost  unfelt! 

Hark — peals  the  thunder  of  the  signal-gun! 

It  told  'twas  sunset — and  he  cursed  that  sun. 

Again— again —that  form  he  madly  pressed; 

Which  mutely  clasp'd,  imploringly  care^'d ! 

And  tottering  to  the  couch  his  bride  he  bore. 

One  moment  gazed — as  if  to  gaxe  no  more; 

Felt— that  for  him  earth  held  but  her  alone, 

Kiss'd  her  cold  forehead— tam*d — is  Con- 
rad gonef 

''And  is  he  gone?'* — on  sudden  solitude 
How  oft  that  fearful  question  will  Intrude? 
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'*  Twas  but  an  inglaat  part— and  here  he 

■tood! 
And  now^~ without  the  portars  porch  the 

rushed, 
And  then  at  leng^  her  tears  in  freedom 

^shM ; 
Big — ^bright — and  fast,    unknown    to   her 

they  fell ; 
But  still  her  lips  refuted  to  send— *'Fare- 

wcU!" 
For  in  that  word — that  fatal  word— however 
We  promise— hope -beliere- there  breathes 

despair. 
O'er  eyerj  feature  of  that  still,  pale  face, 
Had  sorrow  fiz*d  what  time  can  ne'er  erase : 
The  tender  blue  of  that  large  loring  eye 
Grew  frozen  with  its  gaze  on  Yacancy, 
Till— Oh,  how  far! — it  caught  a  glimpse 

of  him, 
And  then  it  flowM— and  phrenzied  seemM 

to  swim 
Through  those  long,  dark,  and  glistening 

lashes  dewed 
With  drops  of  sadness  oft  to  be  renewed. 
'^He*s  gone!*^ — against  her  heart  that  hand 

is  driven. 
Convulsed  and  quick — then  gently  raised 

to  heaven ; 
She  lookM  and  saw  the  hearing  of  the  main; 
The  white  sail  set — she  dared  not  look  again; 
But  turned  with  sickening  soul  within  the 

gate— 
*'It  is  no  dream — and  I  am  desolate !  ^ 


From  crag  to  crag  descending— swiftly 

sped 
Stem  Conrad  down,  nor  once  he  tum*d  his 

head; 
But  shrunk  whene'er  the  windings  of  hb 

way 
Forced  on  his  eye  what  he  would  not  surrey. 
His  lone,  but  lovely  dwelling  on  the  steep. 
That  haird  him  first  when  homeward  from 

the  deep : 
And  she— the  dim  and  melancholy  star. 
Whose  ray  of  beauty  reachM  him  from  afar, 
On  her  he  must  not  gaze,  he  must  not  think. 
There  he  might  rest — but  on  Destruction's 

brink: 
Yet  once  almost  he  stopp'd—and  nearly  gare 
His  fate  to  chance,  his  projects  to  the  wave; 
But  no — it  must  not  be— a  worthy  chief 
May  melt,  but  not  betray  to  woman's  grief. 
He  sees  his  bark,  he  notes  how  fair  the  wind. 
And  sternly  gathers  all  his  might  of  mind: 
Again  he  hurries  on— and  as  he  hears 
The  clang  of  tumult  Tibrate  on  hit  ears. 
The  busy  sounds,  the  bustle  of  the  shore, 
The  shout,  the  signal,  and  the  dashing  oar; 
As  marks  his  ere  the  seaboy  on  the  mast. 
The  anchor's  nse,  the  sails  unfurling  fast, 
The  waving  kerchiefs  of  the  crowd  that  urge 
That  mute  adieu  to  those  who  stem  the  surge; 
And  more  than  all,  his  blood-red  flag  alofl. 


He  marvel! 'd  how  his  heart  could  seem  so 

soft. 
Fire  in  his  glance,   and  wildness   in    his 

breast, 
He  feels  of  all  his  former  self  possest ; 
He  bounds,— he  flies— until   his  footsteps 

reach 
The  verge  where  ends  the  cliff',  begins  the 

beach. 
There  checks  his  speed ;  but  pauses  less  to 

breathe 
The  breezy  freshness  of  the  deep  beneath. 
Than  there  his  wonted  statelier  step  renew, 
Nor  rush  disturbed  by  haste,  to  vulgar  view: 
For  well  had  Coniud  leam'd  to  curb  the 

crowd. 
By  arts  that  veil,  and  oft  preserve  the  proud; 
His  was  the  lofty  port,  the  distant  mien, 
That  seems  to  shun  the  sight— and  awes  if 

seen: 
The  solemn  aspect,  and  the  high-bom  eye. 
That  checks  low  mirth,  but  lacks  not  court- 
esy; 
All  these  he  wielded  to  command  assent : 
But  where  he  wish'd  to  win,  so  well  unbent. 
That  kindness  cancell'd  fear  in  those  who 

heard. 
And  other's  gifts  show'd  mean  beside  hit 

word. 
When  echoed  to  the  heart  as  from  his  own 
His  deep  yet  tender  melody  of  tone: 
But  such  was  foreign  to  his  wonted  mood. 
He  cared  not  what  he  toften'd,  but  subdued; 
The  evil  pastions  of  his  youth  had  made 
Him   value   lest   who    loved— than   what 

ohey'd. 


Around  him  mustering  ranged  his  ready 

g^ard. 
Before  him  Juan  stands— '^Are  all  prepared? 
*^They  are— nay  more— embark'd:  the  latest 

boat 

Waits  but  my  chief " 

'^My  tword,  and  my  capote." 
Soon  firmly  girded  on,  and  liffhtly  slung. 
Hit  belt  and  cloak  were  o'er  hit  thouldera 

flung; 
^^Call  Pedro  here ! "  He  comet  -  and  Conrad 

bend^. 
With  all  the  courtety  he  deign'd  his  friendt; 
^^Receive  thete  tablets,  and  peruse  with  care^ 
Words  of  high  trutt  and  truth  are  graven 

there; 
Double  the  guard,  and  when  Anselmo's  hark 
Arrives,  let  him  alike  these  orders  mark : 
In  three  days  (serve  the  breeze)  the  tuM 

shall  shine 
On  our  return— till  then  all  peac«  be  thine ! 
This  said,   his   brother  Pirate's  hand 

wrung. 
Then  to  his  boat  with  haughty    gest 

sprung. 
Flath'd  the  dipt  oan,  and  sparkling  wii 

the  ttroke 
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roiuid  the  wares*  phofpfcoric  brightneM 

broke; 
liej  gain  the  Yetiel— on  the  deck  he  stands; 
hriehs  the  ihrill  whistle— ply  the  bnsy 

hands— 
[e  marks  how  well  the  ship  her  helm  obeys, 
low  gallant  all  her  crew ^  and  deigns  to 

praise. 
Us  ejes  of  pride  toyoanffGonsalTOtum— 
fhj  doth  he  start,  and  inly  seem  to  mourn? 
las !  those  eyes  beheld  his  rocky  tower, 
ad  tire  a  moment  o*er  the  parting-hour ; 
he -his  Medora— did  she  mark  the  prow? 
Ji !  aerer  loved  he  half  so  much  as  now ! 
(at  much  must  yet  be  done  ere  dawn   of 

day— 
gain  he  mans  himself  and  turns  away ; 
Niwn  to  the  cabin  with  Gonsalro  bends, 
.ad  there  unfolds  his  plan— his  means— 

and  ends; 
Sefbre  them  hums  the  lamp,  and  spreads 

the  chart, 
ad  all  that  speaks  and  aids  the  naral  art; 
hey  to  the  midnight  watch  protract  debate; 
*•  anxious  eyes  what  hour  is  ever  latef 
lean  time,  the  steady  breeze  serenely  blew, 
ad  fast  and  falcon-like  the  vessel  flew ; 
'■ss'd  the  high  headlands  of  each  clustering 

isle, 
*•  gain  their  port— long— long  ere  morning 

smile: 
ad  soon  Uie  night-glass  through  the  nar- 
row bay 
iseorers  where  the  Pacha^s  galleys  lay. 
isuat  they  each  sail —and  mark  how  there 

supine 
lie  lights  in  vain  o'er  heedless  Moslem 

shine. 
iecare^  unnoted,  Conrad V  prow  pass'd  by, 
tad  anchored  where  his  ambush  meant  to  lie; 
creenM  from  espial  by  the  jutting  cape, 
lat  rears  on  high  its  rude  fantastic  shape. 
\n   rose  his  band   to    duty— not   from 

sleep  — 

KppM  for  deeds  alike  on  land  or  deep ; 
le  lean*d  their  leader  o*er  the  fretting 

flood, 
lid  calmly  talk'd-and  vet  he  talk'd  of 

blood! 


CANTO    II. 

••CesMceste  i  dnbiod  desirif " 

Dahtb. 

h  Coronas  bay  floats  many  a  galley  light, 
Iheagh    Coronas  lattices    the  lamps  are 

bright, 
1^  Seyd,   the  Pacha,  makes  a  feast  to- 
night: 
I  fast  for  promised  triumpn  yet  to  come, 
VVkmheahall  drag  the  fettered  Rovers  home; 


This  hath  he  sworn  by  Alia  and  his  sword, 
And  faithful  to  his  firman  and  his  word, 
His  summon^  prows  collect  along  the  coast. 
And  great  the  gathering  crews,  and  loud 

the  boast ; 
Already  shared  the  captives  and  the  prise. 
Though  far  the  distant  foe  they  thus  despise; 
*Ti8  but  to  sail — no  doubt  to-morrow's  Sun 
Will  see  the  Pirates  bound — their  haven 

won ! 
Mean  time  the  watch  may  slumber,  if  they 

will, 
\or  only  wake  to  war,  but  dreaming  kill: 
Though  all,  who  can,  disperse  on  shore 

and  seek 
To  flesh  their  glowing  valour  on  the  Greek; 
How  well  such  deed  oecomes  the  turban'd 

brave — 
To  bare  the  sabre^s  edge  before  a  slave ! 
Infest  his  dwelling— but  forbear  to  slay. 
Their  arms  are  strong,  yet  merciful  to-day, 
And  do  not  deig^  to  smite  because  they 

may! 
Unless  some  gay  caprice  suggests  the  blow. 
To  keep  in  practice  for  the  coming  foe. 
Revel  and  rout  the  evening-hours  beguile. 
And  they  who  wish  to  wear  a  head  must 

smile, 
For  Moslem  mouths  produce  their  choicest 

cheer. 
And  hoard  their  curses,  till  the  coast  is  clear. 

High  in  his  hall  reclines  the  turbanM 

Sevd; 
Around — the  bearded  chiefs  ne  came  to  lead. 
Removed  the  banquet,  and  the  last  pilaff- 
Forbidden  draughts,  *tis  said,  he  dared  to 

quaflT, 
Though  to  the  rest  the  sober  berry^s  juice, 
The  staves  bear  round  for  rigid  Moslem's  use; 
The    long    Chibouque's    dissolving    cloud 

supply, 
While  dance  the  Almas  to  wild  minstrelsy. 
The  rbingmom  will  view  the  chief  embark. 
But  waves  are  somewhat  treacherous  in  the 

dark: 
And  revellers  may  more  securely  sleep 
On  silken  couch  than  o'er  the  rugged  deep; 
Feast  there  who  can — nor  combat  till  they 

must, 
And  less  to  conquest  than  to  Korans  trust ; 
And  yet  the  numbers  crowded  in  his  host 
Might  warrant  more  than  even  the  Pacha's 

boast. 

With  cautions  reverence  from  the  outer 

gate. 
Slow  stalks  the  slave,  whose  office  there 

to  wait. 
Bows  his  bent  head — ^his  hand  salutes  the 

floor. 
Ere  yet  his  tongue  the  trusted  tidings  bore: 
^^A  captive  Dervise,  from  the  pirate's  nest 
Escaped,is  here— himself  would  tell  therest.'* 
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He  took  the  sigir  from  Seyd's  uf enting  eye, 
And  led  the  holy  man  in  iilence  nigh. 
His  arms  were  folded  on  his  dark  green  vest. 
His  step  was  feeble,  and  his  look  deprest ; 
Yet  worn  he  seemed  of  hardship  more  than 

years. 
And  pale  his  cheek  with  penance,  not  from 

fears. 
Vow^d  to  his  God— his  sable  locks  he  wore. 
And  these  his  lofty  cap  rose  proudly  o^er: 
Around   his  form  his  loose  long  robe  was 

thrown, 
And  wrapt  a  breast  bestowed  on  heaven  alone; 
SubmissiTC,  yet  with  self-possession  mannM, 
He  calmly  met  the  curious  eyes  that  scanned , 
And  question  of  his  coming  fain  would  seek. 
Before  the  Pacha's  will  allowed  to  speak. 

"Whence  com'st  thou,  Deriise?" 

'Trom  the  outlaw's  den, 
A  fugitive — " 

"Thy  capture  where  and  when  ?  " 
"From  ScalanoTa's  port  to  Scio's  isle 
The  Saick  was  bound;  but  Alia  did  not 

smile 
Upon  our  course — the  Moslem  merchant's 

gains 
The  Rovers  won:  our  limbs   have  worn 

their  chains. 
I  had  no  death  to  fear,  nor  wealth  to  boast, 
Beyond  the  wandering  freedom  which  I  lost; 
At  length  a  fisher's  humble  boat  by  night 
Afforded  hope,  and  ofier'd  chance  of  flight: 
I  seized  the  hour,  and  find  my  safety  here — 
With  thee — must  mighty  Pacha !  who  can 

fear?" 

"  How  speed  the  outlaws?  stand  they  well 

prepared. 
Their  plunder'd  wealth,  and  robber's  rock, 

to  guard? 
Dream  they  of  this  our  preparation,  doom'd 
To  view  with  fire  their  scorpion-nest  con- 
sumed?" 

"  Pacha!  the  fetter'd  captive's  mourning 

eye 
That  weeps  for  flight,  but  ill  can  play  the 

■py; 

I  only  heard  the  reckless  waters  roar. 
Those  waves  that  would  not  bear  me  from 

the  shore ; 
1  only  mark'd  the  glorious  sun  and  sky, 
Too  bright — too  blue — for  my  captivity  ; 
And  felt— that  all  which  Freedom's  bosom 

cheers. 
Must  break  my  chain  before  it  dried  fay  tears. 
This  mayst  thou  judge,  at  least,  from  my 

escape, 
Tliey  little  deem  of  aught  in  peril's  shape; 
Else  vainly  had  Ipray'd  or  sought  the  chance 
That  leads  me  here— if  eyed  with  vigilance : 
The  careless  guard  that  did  not  see  me  fly, 
May  watch  as  idly  when  thy  power  it  aigh : 


Pacha!  —  my  limbs  are  faint — and  nature 

craves 
Food  for  my  hunger,  rest  from  tossing  waves; 
Permit  my  absence — peace  be  with  thee! 

Peace 
With  all  around!  —  now  grant   repose — 

release." 


"Stay,Dervise!  1  have  more  to  question — 

•tay, 

I  do  command  thee — sit — dost  hear  ? — obey ! 

More  I  must  ask,  and  food  the  slaves  shall 

bring; 

Thou  shaltnot  pine  where  all  are  banquet- 
ing 

The, supper  done— prepare  thee  to  reply. 

Clearly  and  full— I  love  not  mystery." 

'Twere  vain  to  guess  what  shook  the  pious 

man. 
Who  look'd  not  lovingly  on  that  Divan ; 
Nor  show'd  high  relish  for  the  banquet  prest. 
And  less  respect  for  every  fellow-guest. 
'Twas  but  a  moment's  peevish  hectic  past 
Along  his  cheek,  and  tranquillized  as  fast : 
He  sate  him  down  in  silence,  and  his  look 
Resumed  the  calmness  which  before  forsook: 
The  feast  was  usher'd  in—but  sumptuous 

fare 
He  shnnn'd  as  if  some  poison  mingled  there. 
For  one  so  long  condemn'd  to  toil  and  fast, 
Methinks  he  strangely  spares  the  rich  repast. 
„ What  ails  thee ,  Dervise?  eat — dost  thou 

suppose 
This  feast  a  Christian's?  or  my  friends  thy 

foes?  , 

Why  dost  thou  shun  the  salt?  that  sacred     | 

pledge  j 

Which ,  once  partaken ,  blunts  the  sabre's    ' 

edge. 
Makes  even  contending  tribes  in  peace  unite. 
And  hated  hosts  seem  brethren  to  the  sight ! " 

"  Salt  seasons  dainties — and  my  food  is    i 

still 
The  humblest  root ,  my  drink  the  simplest 

riU ;  , 

And  my  stem  vow  and  order's  laws  oppose    \ 
To  break  or  mingle  bread  with  frlendu  or 

foes ; 
It  may  seem  strange  —  if  there  be  aught  to    j 

dread, 
That  peril  rests  upon  my  single  head  ; 
But  for  thy  sway— nay  more — thy  Sultan's 

throne, 
1  taste  nor  bread,  nor  banquet — save  alone  ; 
Infringed  our  order's  rule,  the  Prophet's  rage 
To  Mecca's  dome  might  bar  my  pilgrimage.** 

"  Well — as  thou   wilt — ascetic  as  thov 


One  question  answer;  then  in  peace  depart. 
How  many? — Ha!  it  cannot  sure  be  day  ?   ^ 
What  star— what  sun  is  bunting  on  the  hay  t 
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«  a  lake  of  fire  I — away — away  t 
iachery!  my  gaardt!  my  ■cimitar! 
lleys  feed  the  flamet — and  I  afar ! 
sd  Derrite !  — these  thy  tidinn — thou 
lllain  fpy — feiae— eleaye  him — ikiy 

him  now !  ^ 

ofe  the  DerriBO  with  that  burst  of 

light, 
I  his  change  of  form  appalPd  the  sight: 
$  that  Dervise^not  m  saintly  garb, 
e  a  warrior  bounding  on  his  barb, 
din  high  cap,  and  tore  his  robe  away — 
his  mailed  breast,   and  flashed  his 

sabre^s  ray ! 
lae  but  glittering  casque,  and  sable 

plume. 
Littering  eye,  and  blacic  brow^  sabler 

gloom, 
on  the  Moslems* ^es  someAfrit  sprite, 
demon-death-blow  left  no  hope  for 

fight. 
Id  confusion,  and  the  swarthy  glow 
tes  on  high,  and  torches  from  below; 
iek  of  terror,  and  the  mingling  yell — 
ords  began  to  clash ,  and  shouts  to 

swell, 
i*er  that  spot  of  earth  the  air  of  hell ! 
ted,  to  and  fro,  the  flj^ing  sIrtos 
but  bloody  shore  and  fiery  waves ; 
;  heeded  they  the  Pacha^s  angry  cry, 
sise  that  Dervise !  seize  on  Zatanai ! 
their  terror — checked  the  first  despair 
;ged  him  but  to  stand  and  perish  there, 
ar  too  early  and  too  well  obeyed, 
me  was  kindled  ere  the  signal  made; 
their  terror  —  from  his  baldric  drew 
^le  —  brief  the  blast  —  but  shrilly 

blew; 
gwer'd — *•*•  Well  ye  speed,  my  gallant 

crew! 
id  I  doubt  their  quickness  of  career!? 
em  design  had  left  me  single  here?  ** 
his  long  arm— that  sabre^s  whirling 

sway, 
last  atonement  for  its  first  delay ; 
jtes  his  fury,  what  their  fear  begun , 
ikes  the  many  basely  quail  to  one. 
»Ten  turbans  o^er  the  chamber  spread, 
LTce  an  arm  dare  rise  to  guard  its  head : 
(eyd,  convulsed,  o^erwhelmM  with 

rage,  surprise, 
!s  before  him,  though  he  still  defies, 
ren  he — and  yet  he  dreads  the  blow, 
h  Confusion  magnifies  his  foe ! 
ising  galleys  still  distract  his  sight, 
his  heard,  and  foaming  fled  the  fight; 
w  the  pirates  pass'd  the  Haram-gate, 
rat  within — and  it  were  death  to  wait; 
wild  Amaaement  shrieking — kneel- 
ing—throws 
ord  aside — in  vain— the  blood  o>r- 

flows! 
raairs  pouring,  haste  to  where  within 
Conrad*s  bugle,  and  the  din 


Of  groaning  victims,  and  wild  cries  for  life. 
Proclaimed  how  well  he  did  the  work  of  strife. 
They  shout  to  find  him  grim  and  lonely  there, 
A  glutted  tyger  mangling  in  his  lair ! 
But  short  their  greeting— shorter  his  reply — 
'S  'TIS  well — ^but  Seyd  escapes— and  he  must 

die. 
Much  hath  been  done— but  more  remains  to 

do- 
Their  galleys  blase— why  not  their  city 

too?»» 

Quick  at  the  word— they  seiied  him  each 

a  torch. 
And  fire  the  dome  from  minaret  to  porch. 
A  stem  delight  was  fix'd  in  Conrad^s  eye. 
But  sudden  sunk— for  on  his  ear  the  cry 
Of  women  struck ,  and  like  a  deadly  knell 
Knock^  at  that  heart  unmoved  by  battlers 

yell. 
^^  Oh !  burst  the  Haram— wrong  not,  on  your 

lives. 
One  female  form  —  remember  —  ire  have 

wives. 
On  them  such  outrage  Vengeance  will  repay; 
Man  is  our  foe ,  and  such  'tis  ours  to  slay : 
But  still  we  spared — must  spare  the  weaker 

prey. 
Oh!  I  forgot— But  Heaven  will  not  forgive 
If  at  my  word  the  helpless  cease  to  live ; 
Follow  who  will— I  go— we  yet  have  time 
Our  souls  to  lighten  of  at  least  a  crime.  ** 
He  climbs  the  crackling  stair— he  bursts 

the  door. 
Nor  feels  his  feet  glow  scorching  with  the 

floor; 
His  breath  choakM  gasping  with  the  vo- 

lumed  smoke. 
But  still  from  room  to  room  his  way  he  broke. 
They  search— they  find -they  save:  with 

lusty  arms 
Each  bears  a  prize  of  unregarded  charms ; 
Calm  their  loud  fears ;  sustain  their  sinking 

frames  ^ 

With  all  the  care  defenceless  beauty  claims : 
So  well  could  Conrad  tame  their  fiercest 

mood. 
And  check  the  very  hands  with  gore  imbrued. 
But  who  is  she  ?  whom  Conrad's  arms  convey 
From  reeking  pile  and  combat's  wreck— 

away — 
Who  but  the  love  of  him  he  dooms  to  bleed  ? 
The  Haram- queen  —  but  still  the  slave  of 

Seyd! 

Brief  time  had  Conrad   now  to  greet 

Gulnare, 
Few  words  to  reassure  the  trembling  fair; 
For  in  that  pause  compassion  snatch'd  from 


The  foe,  before  retiring  fast  and  far. 
With  wonder  saw  their  footsteps  unpursued, 
vFirst  slowlier  fled  —  then   rallied  -  then 

withstood. 
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Thif  Seyd  perceiref,  then  fint  perceivea 

how  few, 
Compared  with  his ,   the  Corsair's  roving 

crew, 
And  blushes  o'er  his  error,  as  he  eyes      \ 
The  ruin  wrought  by  panic  and  surprise. 
Alia  il  Alia!  Vengeance  swells  the  cry — 
Shame  mounts  to  rage  that  must  atone  or  die! 
And  fiaqie  for  flame  and  blood  for  blood 

must  tell, 
The  tide  of  triumph  ebbs  that  flowed  too 

well — 
When  wrath  returns  to  renovated  strife. 
And  those  who  fought  for  conquest  strike 

for  life. 
Conrad  beheld  the  danger— he  beheld 
His    followers    faint   by    freshening    foes 

repel  rd : 
**  One  effort  —  one  —  to  break  the  circling 

host ! '' 
They  form-unite— charge— waver— atl  is 

lost! 
Within  a  narrower  ring  compressed,  beset, 
Hopeless  not  heartless,  strive  and  struggle 

yet— 
Ah !  now  they  fight  in  firmest  file  no  more, 
Hemm'd   in— cut  off-  cleft    down  —  and 

trampled  o'er; 
But  each  strikes  singly,  silently,  and  home. 
And  sinks  outwearied  rather  than  overcome. 
His  last  faint  quittance  rendering  with  his 

breath, 
Till  the  blade  glimmers  in  the  grasp  of  death! 

But  first  ere  came  the  rallying  host  to 

blows. 
And  rank  to  rank  and  hand  to  hand  oppose, 
Gulnare  and  all  herHaram-handmaids  freed, 
Safe  in  the  dome  of  one  who  held  their 

creed , 
By  Conrad's  mandate  safely  were  bestow'd« 
And  dried  those  tears  for  life  and  fame  that 

flow'd : 
And   when   that   dark -eyed   lady,  young 

Gulnare, 
Recalled  those  thoughts  late  wandering  in 

despair. 
Much  did  she  marvel  o'er  the  courtesy 
That  smoothed  his  accents ;  soften'd  in  his 

eye: 
Twas  9trange— that  robber  thus  with  gore 

bedew'd, 
Seem'd  gentler  then  than  Seyd  iu  fondest 

mood. 
The  Pacha  woo'd  as  if  he  deem'd  the  slave 
Must  seem  delighted  with  the  heart  he  gave; 
The    Corsair    vow'd  protexition,    soothed 

affright. 
As  if  his  homage  were  a  woman's  right. 
**  The  wish  is  wrong  —  nay  worse    for 

female— vain : 
Yet  much  I  long  to  view  that  chief  again ; 
If  but  to  thank  for ,  what  my  fear  forgot. 
The  life— my  loving  lord  remember'd  not!  ** 


And  him  she  saw,  where  thickest  carnage 

spread. 
But  gather'd  breatliing  from  the  happier 

dead; 
Far  from  his  band,  and  batiling  with  a  host 
That  deem  right  dearly  won  the  field  he  lost, 
Fell'd  —  bleeding  —  baffled  of  the  death  he 

sought , 
And   snatch'd   to   expiate  all  the   ills  he 

wrought ; 
Preserved  to  linger  and  to  live  in  vain, 
While  Vengreance  ponder'd  o'er  new  plans 

of  pain , 
And  staunch'd  the  blood  she  saves  to  shed 

again— 
But  drop  by  drop,  for  Seyd's  unglutted  eye 
Would  doom  him  ever  dying— ne'er  to  die ! 
Can  this  be  he?  triumphant  late  she  saw. 
When  his  red  band's  wild  gesture  waved, 

a  law! 
Tis  he  indeed— disarm'd  but  undeprest. 
His  sole  regret  the  life  he  still  possest; 
His  wounds  too  slight,  though  taken  with 

that  will, 
Which  would  have  kiss'd  the  hand  that  then 

could  kill. 
Oh !  were  there  none,  of  all  the  many  given, 
To   send  his   soul  —  he   scarcely  ask'd   to 

heaven? 
Must  he  alone  of  all  retain   his  breath, 
Who  more  than  all  had  striven  and  struck 

for  death? 
He  deeply  felt  —  what  mortal  hearts  must 

feel. 
When  thus  reversed  on  faithless  fortune's 

wheel. 
For  crimes  committed,  and  the  victor's  threat 
Of  lingering  tortures  to  repay  the  debt— 
He  deeply,  darkly  felt ;  but  evil  pride 
That  led  to  perpetrate— now  serves  to  hide. 
Still  in  his  stern  and  self-collected  mien 
A  conqueror's  more  than  captive's  air  is  seen; 
Though  faint  with  wasting  toil  and  stiff- 
ening wound. 
But  few  that  saw— so  calmly  gazed  around : 
lliough   the   far  shouting  of  the  distant 

crowd. 
Their  tremors  o'er,  rose  indolently  loud. 
The  better  warriors  who  beheld  him  near, 
Insulted  not  the  foe  who  taught  them  fear; 
And  the  grim  guards  that  to  his  durance  led. 
In  silence  eyed  him  with  a  secret  dread. 


The  Leech  was  sent — but  not  in  mercy— 

there 
To  note  how  much  the  life  yet  left  could 

bear; 
He  found  enough  to  load  with  heaviest  chain, 
And  promise  feeling  for  the  wrench  of  pain : 
To-morrow— yea— to-morrow's  evening  sun 
Will  sinking  see  impalement's  pangs  begun. 
And  rising  with  the  wonted  blush  of  mom 
Behold  how  well  or  ill  those  pangs  are  borne. 
Of  torments  this  the  longest  and  the  worsts 
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Which  adds  all  other  agony  to  thirtt, 
Tkatday  by  day  death  still  forbears  to  slake, 
Whi  le  famishM  Tultares  flit  around  the  stake. 
"*  Oh !  water — water  i"*— smi ling  H  ate  denies 
Tkt  rictim^s  prayer  ~  for  if  he  drinks— he 

dies. 
ThiM  waa  his  doom :  —the  Leech,  the  guard 

were  gone, 
iod  left  proud  Conrad  fettered  and  alone. 


Twere  Tain  to  paint  to^  what  his  feelings 

grew-- 
h  rren  were  doubtful  if  their  victim  knew. 
There  is  a  war,  a  chaos  of  the  mind, 
When  all   ita  elements  conyubed  —  com- 
bined- 
Lie  dark  and  jarring  with  perturbed  force. 
Aid  gaaahio^  with  impenitent  Remorse; 
That  jugi^Hng   fiend  —  who  never  spake 

before  — 
Bst  cries,  ^^  I  warnM  thee !  '''*  when  the  deed 

is  o'er. 
Tits  voice !   the  spirit  burning  but  unbent, 
Mtf-  writhe — rebel  -  the  weak  alone  repent ! 
Even  in  that  lonely  hour  when  most  it  tVels. 
And,  to  itself,  all  —  all  that  self  reveals, 
$•  finale  pa^ision ,  and  no  rolling  thought 
Thit  leaTes  the  rest  at  once  un9een,unsought; 
BU  the  wild  prospect  when  the  soul  re- 
views — 
All  rashio^  through  their  thousand  avenues. 
Isihitioa^s  dreams  expiring,  love's  regret, 
bdaager^d  glory,  life  itself  beset; 
The  joy  nntasted,  the  contempt  or  hate 
tiiiast  those  who  fain   would  triumph  in 

our  fate ; 
The  hopeless  past,  the  hasting  future  driven 
Tm  quickly  on  to  guess  if  hell  or  heaven; 
Inds,  thong^hts,  and  words,  perhaps  remem- 
bered not 
Si  fceenlj  till  that  hour,  but  ne'er  forgot ; 
Things  light  or  lovely  in  their  acted  time, 
lit  BOW  to  stem  reflection  each  a  crime ; 
Tke  withering  sense  of  evil  unreveal'd, 
bt  cankering  less  because  the  more  con- 

ceal'd — 
in,  in  a  word,  from  which  all  eyes  must 

start. 
That  opening  sepulchre — the  naked  heart 
Una  with  its  buried  woes,  till  Pride  awake, 
Ts  snatch  the  mirror  from  the  soul— and 

break. 
Iv — ^Pridecan  veil,  and  Courage bra\e.it  nil, 
Ul — all — before — beyond  —  the  deadliest 

fall. 
UA  hath  some  fear,  and  he  who  least 

betrays, 
The  only  hypocrite  deserving  praise : 
M  the   loud  recreant  wretch  who  boasts 

and  flies ; 
fct  he  who  lo«»ks  on  death — and  silent  dies, 
ii  steerd  by  pondering  oVr  his  far  career, 
ie  halfway  meets  him  should  he  menace 

near! 


In  tlie  high  chamber  of  his  highest  tower. 
Sate  Conrad,  fetter'd  in  the  Pacha's  power. 
ills  palace  perish'd  in  the  flame — tills  fort 
Contain'd  at  once  his  captive  and  his  court. 
]\ot  much  could   Conrad   of  his  sentencs 

blame. 
His  foe,  if  vanquish'd,  had  but  shared  the 

same : — 
Alone  he  sate — in  solitude  had  scann'd 
His  guilty  bosom,  but  that  breast  he  mann'd : 
One  thought  alone  he  could  hot  —  dared 

not  meet— 
^^  Oh,  how  these  tidings  will  Medora  greet?  " 
Then  —  only  then  his  clanking  hands  he 

raided, 
And  strain'd  with  rag^  the  chain  on  which 

he  gazed ; 
But  soon  he  found — or  feign'd — ordream'd 

relief. 
And  smiled  in  self-derision  of  his  grief: 
'•'•  And  now  come  torture  when  it  will — or 

may. 
More  need  of  rest  to  nene  me  for  the  day !  " 
This  said,  with  languor  to  his  mat  he  crept. 
And,  whatsoe'er  his  visions,  quickly  slept. 

'Twas  hardly  midnight  when   that  fray 

begun. 
For  Conrad*s  plans  matured,  at  once  were 

done ; 
And  Havoc  loathes  so  much  the  waste  of  time, 
She  scarce  had  left  an  uncommitted  crime. 
One   hour  beheld    him  since  the  tide  he 

stemm'd — 
Disguised— discover'd  —  conquering — ta'en 

— condemn'd— 
A  chief  on  land — an  outlaw  on  the  deep — 
Destroying — saving-  prison'd— and  asleep ! 

He   slept  in  calmest   seeming  —  for  his 

breath 
Was    hush'd   so  deep — Ah!    happy   if   in 

death ! 
He  slept — who  o'er  his  placid  slumber  bends? 
His  foes  are  gone  —  and  here  he  hath  no 

friends ; 
Is  it  some  seraph  sent  to  grant  him  grace? 
\o,  'tis  an  earthly  form  with  heavenly  face  ! 
Its  white  ann  raised  a  lamp — yet  gently  hid. 
Lest  the  ray  flash  abruptly'  on  the  lid 
Of  that  closed  eye,  which  opens  but  to  pain. 
And  once   unclosed  —  but  once  may  close 

again. 
That  form.with  eye  so  dark,  and  cheek  so  fair. 
And  auburn  waves  of  gemm'd  and  braided 

hair; 
With  shape  of  fairy  lightness — naked  foot. 
That  shines  like  snow,  and  falls  on  earth 

as  mute — 
Through   guards  and  dunnest  niffht  how 

came  it  there? 
Ah  !  rather  ask  what  will  not  woman  dare  ? 
Whom   youth    and    pity    lead    like   thee. 

Gulnare ! 
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She  could  not  sleep— and  while  the  Pacha's 

rest 
In  mattering  dreams  yet  saw  his  pirate- 
guest. 
She  left  his  side— his  signet-ring  shehore, 
Which  oft  in  sport  adom^i  her  hand  before — 
And  with  it,scarcely  questionM,won  her  way 
Through  drowsy   guards  that  must   that 

sign  obey. 
Worn  out  with  toil,  and  ti^d  with  changing 

blows. 
Their  eyes  had  envied  Conrad  his  repose ; 
And  chill  and  nodding  at  the  turretndoor, 
They  stretch  their  listless  limbs,  and  watch 

no  more ; 
Just  raised  their  heads  to  hail  the  signed 

ring. 
Nor  ask  or  what  or  who  the  sign  may  bring. 

She  gazed  in  wonder ,  '*  Can  he  calmly 

sleep, 
While  other  eyes  his  fall  or  ravage  weep? 
And  mine  in  restlessness  are  wandemig  here— 
What  sudden  spell  hath  made  this  man  so 

dear? 
True— *tis  to  him  my  life,  and  more  I  owe. 
And  me  and  mine  he  spared  from  worse 

than  woe: 
Tis  late  to  think  —  but  soft  —  his  slumber 

breaks— 
How  heavily  he  sighs!— he  starts —awakes!  ** 
He  raised  his  head— and  dazzled  with  the 

li^ht , 
His  eye  seemM  dubious  if  it  saw  aright : 
He  moved  his  hand— the  grating  of  his  chain 
Too  harshly  told  him  that  he  lived  again. 
*^  What  is  that  form  ?  if  not  a  shape  of  air, 
Methinks  my  jailor's  face  shows  wondrous 

fair ! " 

**  Pirate !  thou  knowst  me  not  —  but  I 

am  one 

Grateful  for  deeds  thou  hasC  too  rarely  done; 

Look  on  me— and  remember  her ,  thy  hand 

Snatched  from  the  flames,   and  Uiy  more 

fearful  band. 

I  come  through  darkness— and  I  scarce  know 

why — 

Yet  not  to  hurt— I  would  not  see  thee  die.** 

*'^  If  so,  kind  lady !  thine  the  only  eye 
That  would  not  here  in  that  gay  hope 

delight : 
Theirs  u  the  chance— and  let  them  use  their 

right. 
But  still  I  thank  their  courtesr  or  thine. 
That  would  confess  me  at  so  fair  a  shrine !  ** 

Strange  though  it  seem,  yet  with  extremest 

grief 
Is  linked  a  mirth— it  doth  not  bring  relief— 
That  playfulness  of  Sorrow  ne'er  beguiles. 
And  smiles  in  bitterness-  but  still  it  smiles ; 
And  sometimes  with  the  wisest  and  the  best , 


Till  even  the  scaffold  echoes  with  their  jest ! 
Yet  not  the  joy  to  which  it  seems  akin- 
It  may  deceive  all  hearts,  save  that  within. 
Whatever  it  was  that  flash'd  on  Conrad,  now 
A  laughing  wildness  half  unbent  his  brow : 
And  these  his  accents  had  a  sound  of  mirth, 
As  if  the  last  he  could  enjoy  on  earth ; 
Yet  'gainst  his  nature  —  for  through  that 

short  life. 
Few  thoughts  had  he  to  spare  from  gloom 

and  strife. 

'*  Corsair !    thy  doom  is  named  —  but  1 

have  power 
To  soothe  the  Pacha  in  his  weaker  hour. 
Thee  would  I  spare  —  nay  more  —  would 

save  thee  now, 
Bnl    this  —  time  —  hope  —  nor    even    thy 

strength  allow; 
But  all  I  can,  I  will :  at  least,  delay 
The  sentence  that  remits  thee  scarce  a  day. 
More  now  were  ruin— even  thyself  were  loth 
The  vain  attempt  should  bring  but  doom 

to  both." 

'^  Yes !—  loth  indeed :— my  soul  is  nerved 

to  all, 
Or  fall'n  too  low  to  fear  a  further  fall : 
Tempt  not  thyself  with  peril ;  me  with  hope, 
Of  flight  from  foes  with  whom  1  could  not 

cope: 
Unfit  to  vanquish— shall  I  meanly  fly. 
The  one  of  all  my  band  that  would  not  die? 
Yet  there  is  one  —  to  whom  my  memory 

clings. 
Till  to  these  eyes  her  own  wild  softness 

springs. 
My  sole  resources  in  the  path  I  trod 
Were  these  —  my  bark  —  my  sword  —  my 

love — ^my  God  ! 
The  last  I  left  in  youth— he  leaves  me  now— 
And  man  but  works  his  will  to  lay  me  low. 
I  have  no  thought  to  mock  his  throne  with 

prayer 
Wrung    from   the   coward    crouching  of 

despair ; 
It  is  enough— I  breathe— and  I  can  bear. 
My  sword  is  shaken  from  the  worthless  hand 
That  might  have  better  kept  so  true  a  brand; 
My  bark  is  sunk  or  captive  —but  my  love — 
For  her  in  sooth  my  voice  would  mount 

above: 
Oh  !  she  is  all  that  still  to  earth  can  bind — 
And  this  will  break  a  heart  so  more  than 

kind. 
And  blight  a  form  —  till  thine  appeared, 

Gulnare ! 
Mine  eye  ne'er  ask'd  if  others  were  as  fair?  '* 

''  Thou  lovst  another  then?  — but  what 

to  me 
Is  this  --'tis  nothing—  nothing  e'er  can  be  : 
But  yet  —  thou  lovest  —  and  —  Oh !  1  envy 

those 


Gaito  U. 


TUB    COBSAia 


WiMMe  hearts  on  hesrti  as  fiiitlifal  can  repose, 
Who  noTer  feel  the  void  —  the  wandering 

thought 
Thnt  eighe  o*er  f  iiions—such  as  mine  hath 

wrought.^' 

^  Lady  —  methonght  thy  lore  was  his, 

foi  whom 
This  arm  redeemed  thee  ft'omafieiy  tomh.*' 

''Mj  lore  stem  Seyd's!  Oh-No— No- 

not  my  love— 
¥et  mnch  this  heart,  that  strives  no  more, 

once  strove 
Toaeei  hie  passion— hut  it  would  not  he. 
I  felt—I  feel -love  dwells  with— with  the; 

free. 
1  an  a  slave,  a  favoar'd  slave  at  host,* 
T«  Aare  his  splendour,  and  seem  very  hlest ! 
Oft  wtnat  my  sonl  the  question  undergo, 
Of-'  Doflt  thou  love  ?  *  and  hum  to  answer 

'No!' 
Oh !  hard  it  is  that  fondness  to  sustain, 
kai  straggle  not  to  feel  averse  in  vain ; 
Ist  harder  still  the  heart's  recoil  to  hear, 
Aai  hide  from  one— perhaps  another  there. 
Be  lakes  the  hand  1  give  not — nor  with- 
hold- 
III  palse  ncnr  chech'd  —  nor  quicken'd  — 

calmly  cold: 
III  when  resigned,  it  drops  a  lifeless  weight 
From  ime  I  never  loved  enough  to  hate. 
Ss  warmth  these  lips  return  hy  his  imprest, 
lad  cfaill'd  rememhrance  shudders  o'er  the 

rest. 
Tes— had  1  ever  proved  that  passion's  zeal, 
The  change  to  hatred  were  at  least  to  feel : 
hi  still — he  goes  unmoum'd— returns  un- 
sought— 
III  affl  when  present  —  absent  from  my 

thought. 
Or  whoD  reflection  comes,  and  come  it  must — 
I  fear    that   henceforth   'twill   but  bring 

disffust ; 
1 UB  his  slave — but,  in  despite  of  pride, 
Twere  wtnse  than  bondage  to  become  his 

bride. 
Oh!  that  this  dotage  of  his  breast  would 

cease! 
Or  se^  aaother  and  give  mine  release, 
lit  yestfliday— I  could  have  said,  to  peace ! 
Tes— >if  unwonted  fondness  now  I  feign, 
IcBMSDher—  captive !  'tis  to  break  thy  chain; 
Eepay  the  life  that  to  thy  hand  I  owe : 
Ts  give   thee  back  to  all  endear'd  below, 
Vhs  share  such  love  as  1  c^an  never  know. 
Iirewell  — mom  breaks— and  1  must  now 

away; 
Twill  cost  me  dear— but  dread  no  death 

to-day ! " 

She  press'd  hislfetter'd  fingers  to  her  heart, 
Isd  how'd  her  head,and  tum'd  her  to  depart, 
Asd  noiseless  as  a  lovely  dream  is  gone, 
lad  was  she  heref  and  is  he  now  alone  f 


What  gem  hath  dropp'd  and  sparkles  o'er 

his  chain? 

The  tear  most  sacred,  shed  for  other's  pain, 

That  starts  at  once  —  bright  —  pure— from 

Pity's  mine. 

Already  polish'd  by  the  hand  divine! 

Oh  I  too  convincing— dangerously  dear — 
In  woman's  eye  the  unanswerable  tear ! 
That  weapon  of  her  weakness  she  can  wield. 
To  save ,  subdue  —  at  once  her  spear  and 

shield : 
Avoid  it— Virtue  ebbs  and  Wisdom  errs, 
Too  fondly  gazing  on  that  grief  of  hers ! 
What  lost  a  world,  and  bade  a  hero  fly? 
The  timid  tear  in  Cleopatra's  eye. 
Yet  be  the  soft  triumvir's  fault  forgiven. 
By  this  —  how  many  lose  not  earth  —  but 

heaven ! 
Consign   their  souls  to  man's  eternal  foe, 
And  seal  their  own  to  spare  some  wanton^s 

woe! 

'TIS  mom— and  o'er  his  alter'd  features 

play 
The  beams— without  the  hope  of  yesterday. 
What  shall  he  be  ere  night?  perchance  a 

thing 
O'er  which  the  raven  flaps  her  funeral  wing. 
By  his  closed  eye  unheeded  and  unfelt. 
While  sets  that  sun ,  and  dews  of  evening 

melt. 
Chill— wet— and  misty  round  each  stiffen'd 

limb. 
Refreshing  earth— reviving  all  but  him ! 


CANTO    III 

t«  Come  vcdi— aacor  non  m'abbandona.** 

Dabtb. 

Slow  sinks,  more  lovely  ere  his  race  be 

run. 
Along  Morea's  hills  the  setting  sun ; 
Not,  as  in  Northern  climes,  obscurely  bright. 
But  one  unclouded  blaze  of  living  light ! 
O'er  the  hushM  deep  the  yellow  beam  he 

throws. 
Gilds  the  green  wave ,  that  trembles  as  it 

glows. 
On  old  Aegina's  rock,  and  Idra's  isle. 
The  god  of  gladness  sheds  his  parting  smile; 
O'er  his  own  regions  lingering,loves  to  shine, 
Though  there  his  altars  are  no  more  divine. 
Descending  fast  the  mountain-shadows  kiss 
Thy  glorious  gulph,  unconquer'd  Salamis! 
Their  azure  arches  through  ike  long  expanse 
More  deeply  purpled  meet  his  mellowing 

glance. 
And  tenderest  tints ,  along  their  saouaits 

driven, 
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Mark  his  gay  course  and  own  the  hues  of 

heaven ; 
I'ill,  darkly  shaded  from  the  land  and  deep. 
Behind  his  Delphian  cliff  he  sinks  to  sleep. 

On  such  an  ere,  his  palest  beam  he  cast, 
When  — Athens!  here  thy  Wisest  lookMhis 

last. 
How  watched  thy  better  sons  his  farewell-ray, 
That  closed  their  murdered  sage^s  latest  day! 
Not  yet-  not  yet— Sol  pauses  on  the  hill  — 
The  precious  hour  of  parting  lingers  still ; 
But  sad  his  light  to  agonizing  eyes, 
.4nd  dark  the  mountain's  once  delightful  dyes: 
Gloom  o'er  the  lovely  land  he  seemM  to  pour. 
The  land,    where  Phoebus  never  frown'd 

before, 
But  ere  he  sunk  below  Cithaeron's  head. 
The  cup  of  woe  was  quafPd— tlie  spirit  fled; 
Thesoulof  him  who  scomM  to  fear  or  fly — 
Who  lived  and  died ,  as  none  can  live  or  die ! 

But  lo !  from  high  Hymettus  to  the  plain. 
The  queen  of  night  asserts  her  silent  reign. 
No  murky  vapour,  herald  of  the  storm. 
Hides  her  fair  face,  nor  girds  her  glowing 

form; 
With   cornice  glimmering   as   the   moon- 
beams play. 
There  the  white  column  greets  her  grateful 

ray, 
And ,  bright  around  with  quivering  beams 

beset. 
Her  emblem  sparkles  o'er  the  minaret: 
The  groves  of  olive  scattered  dark  and  wide 
Where  meek  Cephisus  pours  his  scanty  tide. 
The  cypress  saddening  by  the  sacred  mosque. 
The  gleaming  tnrrct  of  the  gay  Kiosk. 
And,  dun  and  sombre  'mid  the  holy  calm. 
Near  Theseus'  fane  yon  solitary  palm, 
All  tinged  with  varied  hues  arrest  the  eye  — 
And  dull  were  his  that  pass'd  them  heedless 

by. 

Again  the  Aegean,  heard  no  more  afar. 
Lulls  his  chafed  breast  from  elemental  war ; 
Again  his  waves  in  milder  tints  unfold 
Their  long  array  of  sapphire  and  of  gold, 
Mixt  with  the  shades  of  many  a  distant  isle. 
That  frown  -n  here  gentler  ocean  seems  to 

smile. 

Not  now  my  theme  —why  turn  my  thoughts 

to  thee? 
Oh !  who  can  look  along  thy  native  sea. 
Nor  dwell  npon  thy  name,  whate'er  the  tale, 
So  much  its  magic  must  o'er  all  prevail  ? 
Who  that  beheld  that  Sun  npon  thee  set. 
Fair    Athens!   could    thine    evening > face 

forget? 
Not  he— whose  heart  nor  time  nor  distance 

frees, 
SpeJl-bonnd  within  therlasteringCyclades! 
Nor  seems  this  hoauige  foreign  to  his  ttrain. 


His   Corsair's    isle    was    once  thine    own 

domain  — 

Would   that  with    freedom  it   were   thine 

again! 

The  Sun  hath  sunk  —  and  ,   darker  than 

the  night. 
Sinks    with   his   beam    upon    the    beacon 

height — 
Medora's  heart— the  third  day':«  come  and 

gone — 
With  it  becomes  not  -  send^  not— faithless 

one! 
The  wind  was  fair  though  light ;  and  stonu:* 

were  none. 
Last  eve  Anselmo's  bark  retum'd,  and  yei 
His  only  tidings  that  tliey  had  not  met ! 
Though  wild,  as  now,  far  different  were 

the  tale 
Had  Conrad  waited  for  that  single  sail. 

The  nightnbreeze  freshens— she  that  day 

had  pa.st 
In  watching  all  that  Hope  proclaimed  a  mast ; 
Sadly  she  sate — on  high — Impatience  bore 
At  last  her  footsteps  to  the  midnight  shore, 
And  there  she  wander'd  heedless  of  the  spray 
That  dash'd  her  garments  oft,  and  wam'd 

away : 
She  saw  not —  felt  not  this—  nor  dared  depart. 
Nor  deem'd  it  cold — her  chill  Mas  at  her 

heart ;  * 

Till  grew  such  certainty  from  that  sus- 
pense— 
His  very  Sight  had  shock 'd  from  life  or 

sense ! 

It  came  at  last — a  sad  and  shattcr'd  boat, 
Whose  inmates  first  beheld  whom  first  they 

son  gilt; 
Some  bleeding—all  most  wretched — these 

the  few — 
Scarce  knew   they  how  exraped— Mis  all 

they  knew. 
In  silence,  darkling,  each  appear'd  to  wait 
His  fellow's  mournful  guess  at  Conrad's  fate : 
Something  they  would  nave  said ;  but  seem'd 

to  fear 
To  trust  their  accents  to  Medal's  ^ar. 
She  saw  atonce,yetsunk  not — treit^yled  not — 
Beneath  that  grief,  that  loneliness  of  lot; 
Within  that  meek  fair  form  were  feelings 

high. 
That  deem'd  not  till  they  found  their  energy. 
While  yet  was  Hope — they  soften'd — flut- 

ter'd — wept — 
All  lost — that  softness  died  not — but  it  slept; 
And  o'er   its  slumber   rose  that  Strength 

which  said, 
'-^With  nothing  left  to  love— there's  nought 

"«  to  dread." 

Tis  more  than  nature's;  like  the  burning 

might 
Delirium  gathers  from  tlie  fever's  height. 
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**SilenC  too  stand — nor  would  I  hear  you 

tell 
What— wpeak  not — breathe  not — for  I  know 

it  well — 
Tet  would  I  aslc— -^almost  my  lip  denies 
The — quick  your  answer — tell  me  where 

he  lies?'' 

^Ladj!  we  know  not — scarce  with  life 

we  fled; 
Bat  here  is  one  denies  that  he  is  dead : 
Re  taw   him   hound ;   and  bleeding — ^but 

alive." 

Sbe  heard   no  further — ^twas  in  vain  to 

strive — 
Ss  throbb*d  each  vein — each  thought — till 

then  withstood; 
Her  own  dark  soul — these  words  at  once 

subdued : 
She  totters — falls — and  senseless    had   the 

wave 
Prrrhance  but  snatched  her  from  another 

grave ; 
BiUhat  with  hands  though  rude,  yet  weep- 

ing  eyes. 
They  yield  snch  aid  as  Pity^s  haste  supplies : 
Ml  o^er  her  deathlike  cheek  the  ocean-dew, 
Raise — fan — sustain,  till  life  returns  anew; 
iwake  her  handmaids,   with  the  matrons 

leave 
That  fainting  form  o'er  which  they  gaze 

and  grieve; 
Then  seek  Anselmo's  cavern,  to  report 
1\e  tale   too   tedious — when  the  triumph 

short. 

la  that  wild  council  words  waxM  warm 

and  strange. 

With  thoughts  of  ransom,  rescue,  and  re- 
venue ; 

41L,  saTO  repose  or  fligh  t :  sti  1 1 1  ingering  there 

BroithedConrad's  spirit,  and  forbade  despair; 

Whatever   his  fate ~  the  breasts  he  form'd 

and  led. 

Will  sare  him  living,  or  appease  him  dead. 

Wse  to  his  foes!  there  yet  survive  a  few, 

Wihose  deeds  are  daring,  as  their  hearts 

arc  true. 

Within  the  Ilaram's  secret  chamber  sate 
lleni  Sejd,  still  pondering  o'er  his  Captive's 

fate; 
Bs  thoughts  on  love  and  hate  alternate 

dwell, 
with  Gulnare,  and  now  in  Conrad's  cell; 
at  his  feet  the  lovely  slave  reclined 
tUTeys  his  brow — would  soothe  his  gloom 

of  mind, 

I    Vkile   many  an  anxious  glance  her  large 

dark  eye 
Inds  in  its  idle  search  for  sympathy, 
Ct  only  bend*  in  seeming  o'er  his  beads, 
Irt  ialy  views  his  victim  as  he  bleeds. 
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Pacha !  the  day  is  thine ;  and  on  thy  crest 
Sits   Triumph — Conrad    taken— fall'n    the 

rest! 
His  doom  is  fii'd — he  dies :  and  well  his  fate 
Was  earn'd — yet  much  too  worthless  for  thy 

hate: 
Methinks,  a  short  release,  for  ransom  told 
With  all  his  treasure,  not  unwisely  sold ; 
Report  speaks  largely  of  his  pirate-hoard — 
Would  that  of  this  my  Pacha  were  the  Lord  I 
While  baffled,  weaken'd  by  this  fatal  fray — 
Watch'd — foUow'd — he  were  then  an  easier 

prey; 
But  once  cut  ofi^ — the  remnant  of  his  band 
Embark  their   wealth,  and    seek  a   safer 

strand/' 

^^Gnlnare !— If  for  each  drop  of  blood  a 

gem 
Were  offer'd  rich  as  StambouFs  diadem; 
If  for  each  hair  of  his  a  massy  mine 
Of  virgin-ore  should  supplicating  shine; 
If  all  our  Arab  tales  divulge  or  dream 
Of  wealth    were   here — that  gold  should 

not  redeem! 
It  had  not  now  redeemed  a  single  hour. 
But  that  I  know  him  fetter'd,  in  my  power; 
And,  thirsting  for  revenge,    I  ponder  still 
On  pangs  that  longest  rack  and  latest  kill.** 

^^Xay,  Seyd ! — I  seek^  not  to  restrain  thy 

rage. 
Too  justly  moved  for  mercy  to  assuage ; 
My  thoughts  were  only  to  secure  for  thee 
His  riches — thus  released,  he  were  not  free : 
Disabled,  shorn  of  half  his  might  and  band. 
His  capture  could  but  wait  thy  first  com- 
mand." 

^^His  capture   could! — and  shall  I  then 

resign 
One  day  to  him — the  wretch  already  mine? 
Release  my  foe! — at  whose  remonstrance?— 

thine ! 
Fair  suitor! — to  thy  virtuous  gratitude. 
That  thus  repays   this  Giaour's  relenting 

mood. 
Which  thee   and  thine  alone  of  all  could 

spar<*. 
No  doubt — regardless  if  the  prize  were  fair. 
My  thanks  and  praise  alike  are  due— now 

hear! 
I  have  a  counsel  for  thy  gentler  ear: 
I  do  mistrust  thee,  woman !  and  each  word 
Of  thine  stamps  truth  on  all  Suspicion  heard. 
Borne  in  his  arms  through  fire  from   yon 

Serai — 
Say,  wert  thou  lingering  there  with  him 

to  fly? 
Thon  need'st  not  answer— thy  confession 

speaks. 
Already  reddening  on   thy  guilty  cheeks; 
Then ,  *  lovely   dame ,    bethink  tfiec !    and 

beware: 
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Tie  not  hU  life  alone  may  claim  ench  care ! 
Anotiier  word  and — nay — I  need  no  more. 
Accursed  was  the  moment  when  he  bore 
Thee  from  the  flames,  which  better  far — 

but- no— 
1  then  had  monm^d  thee  w  ith  a  lo?er^s  woe  ~ 
Now   'tis  thy  lord  that  warns— deceitful 

thing! 
Knowst  thoa  that  I  can  clip  thy  wanton 

wing? 
In  words  alone  I  am  not  wont  to  chafe: 
Look  to  thyself— nor  deem  thy  falsdiood 

safe!'' 

He   rose— and   slowly,    sternly    thence 

withdrew, 

Rage  in  his  eye,  and  threats  in  his  adien : 

Ah !  little  reck'd  that  chief  of  womanhood-- 

Which  frowns  ne'er  quelPd,   nor  menaces 

subdued ; 

And    little    deem'd    he    what  thy  heart, 

Gulnare! 

When  soft  could  feel,  and  when  incensed 

could  dare. 

His  doubts   appear'd   to  wrong — nor  yet 

she  knew 

How  deep  the  root  from  whence  compas- 
sion grew — 

She  was  a  slaTO— from  such  may  captives 

claim 

A  fellow-feeling,  differing  but  in  name ; 

Still    half    unconscious— heedless   of  his 

wrath. 

Again  she  yentured  on  the  dangerous  path, 

Again  his  rage  repell'd— until  arose 

That  strife  of  thought,  the  source  of  wo- 
man's woes ! 

Meanwhile— long  anxious — ^weaiy- still 

— the  same 
Roll'd  day  and  night— his  soul  could  ter- 
ror tame— 
This  fearfbl  interval  of  doubt  and  dread. 
When  every  hour  might  doom  him  worse 

than  dead. 
When  every  step  that  echo'd  by  the  gate, 
Might  entering  lead  where  axe  and  stake 

await ; 
When  every  voice  that  grated  on  his  ear 
Blight  be  the  last  that  he  could  ever  hear; 
Could   terror  tame— that  spirit  stem  and 

high 
Had  proved  unwilling  as  unfit  to  die; 
'Twas  worn— perhaps  decay'd— yet  silent 

bore 
That  conflict  deadlier  flur  than  all  before : 
The  heat  of  fight,  the  hurry  of  the  gale. 
Leave  scarce  one  thought  inert  enough  to 

quail ; 
But  bound  and  fix'd  in  fetter'd  solitude, 
To  pine,  the  prey  of  every  changing  mood; 
To  gaze  on  thine  own  heart;  and  meditate 
Irrevocable  faults,  and  coming  fate- 
Too  late  the  last  to  shun— the  first  to  mend- 
To  count  the  hours  that  struggle  to  thine  end, 


With  not  a  fHend  to  animate,  and  tell 
To  other  ears  that  death  became  thee  well; 
Around  thee  foes  to  forge  the  ready  lie. 
And  blot  life's  latest  scene  with  calumny; 
Before  thee  tortures,  which  the  soul  can  dare. 
Yet  doubts  how  well  the  shrinking  flesh 

may  bear ; 
But  deeply  feels  a  single  cry  would  shame. 
To  valour's  praise  thy  last  and  dearest  claim; 
The  life  thou  leavest  below,  denied  above 
By  kind  monopolists  of  heavenly  love; 
And    more    than    doubtful*  paradise— thy 

heaven 
Of  earthly  hope— thy  loved  one  from  thee 

riven. 
Such  were  the  thoughts  that  outlaw  must 

sustain, 
And  govern  pangs  surpassing  mortal  pain  i 
And  those  sustain'd  he— boots  it  well  or  ill? 
Since  not  to  sink  beneath,  is  something  still ! 

The  first  day  pass'd— be  saw  not  her— 

Gulnare— 
The  second— third— and  still  she  came  not 

there; 
But  what  her  words  avouch'd,  her  charms 

had  done. 
Or  else  he  had  not  seen  another  sun. 
The  fourth  day  roU'd  along,  and  with  the 

night 
Came  storm  and  darkness  in  their  mingling 

might ; 
Oh !  how  he  listen'd  to  the  rushing  deep, 
That  ne'er  till  now  so  broke  upon  his  sleep ; 
And  his  wild  spirit  wilder  wishes  sent. 
Roused  by  the  roar  of  his  own  element ! 
Oft  had  he  ridden   on   that  winged  wave. 
And  loved  its  roughness  for  the  speed  it  gave; 
And  now  its  dashing  echo'd  on  his  ear, 
A  long  known  voice  -  alas !  too  vainly  near! 
Loud  sung  the  wind  above;  and,  doubly 

loud. 
Shook  o'er  his  turret-cell  the  thunder-cloud ; 
And  flash'd  the  lightning  by  the  latticed  bar. 
To  him  more  genial  than  the  midnight-star  2 
Close  to  the  glimmering  grate  he  dragged 

his  chain. 
And  hoped  that  peril  might  not  prove  in  vain. 
He  raised  his  iron  hand  to  Heaven,  and 

pray'd 
One  pitying  flash  to  mar  the  form  it  made : 
His  steel  and  impious  prayer  attract  alike  — 
The  storm  roll'd  onward  and  disdain'd  to 

strike ; 
Its  peal  wax'd  fainter— ceased— he  felt  alone. 
As  if  some  faithless  friend  had  spnm'd  hia 

groan! 

The  midnight  pass'd— and  to  the  massy 

door, 
A  light  step  came— it  paused — it  moved 

once  more; 
Slow  turns  the  grating  bolt  and  sullen  key : 
'TIS  as  his  heart  foreboded— that  fair  she! 
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HTkale'er  her  tiss,  to  him  a  gaardian-Mint, 
lad  bcavtooiM  slill  ai  hermit*!  hope  can 

paint; 
k'et  changed  nace  last  within  that  cell  the 

came. 
Here  pale  her  cheek,  more  tremulous  her 

frame: 
Da  him  the  cart  her  dark  and  hurried  eye, 
IHiich    spoke   before  her   acconU— ''thou 

must  di(*! 
ifee,  tliOB  most  die -there  is  but  one  re- 

■ource, 
rhe  last^the  wont— if  torture  were  not 

worse. " 

'^La^!  I  look  to  none -my  lipt  proclaim 
Whwt  im»t  proclaimed  they  -  Conrad   still 

the  same: 
Why  shoaldst  thou  seek  an  outlaw^s  life 

to  spare, 
Aad  change  the  sentenc^e  I  deserve  to  bear? 
Well  have  I  eam*d — nor  here  alone — the 

meed 
Of  Seyd^s  revenge  by  many  a  lawless  deed.'* 

''Why  should  I  seek?  because — Oh !  didst 

thou  not 
Redeem  my  life  from  worse  than  slavery's 

lot? 
Why  shoold  I  seek? — hath  miseir  made 

thee  blind 
To  the  fond  workings  of  a  woman's  mind ! 
Aid  must  I  say?  albeit  my  heart  rebel 
With  mil  that  woman  feels,  but  should  not 

tell— 
Becanae — despite  thy  crimes — that  heart  is 

mo%'ed : 
It  fearM  thee— thank'd  tliee — pitied— mad- 

den'd — loved. 
Rcplj  not,  tell  not  now  thy  tale  again, 
Tim  lov*at  another — and  I  love  in  vain ; 
Tkough  fond  as  mine  her  bosom,  form  more 

fair, 
I  rash  through  peril  which  she  would  not 

dare. 
If  that  thy  heart  to  hers  were  truly  dear. 
Were  I  thine  own — thou  wert  not  lonely 

here: 
An  outlaw's  apouse — and  leave  her  lord  to 

room! 
What  hath  such  gentle  dame  to  do  with 

home  ? 
Bat  speak  not  now — o'er  thine  and  o'er  my 

head 
Biaga  the  keen  sabre  by  a  single  thread ; 
Jlthoa  hmst  courage  still,  and  wonldst  be 

free, 
Iscdve     this    poniard — rise — and    follow 

me!" 

*^Aj in  my  chains!  my  steps  will  gently 

tread. 
With  theae  adornments,  o'er  each  slumber- 
ing head  t 


Thou  hast  forgot  —  is  this  a  garb  for 

flight? 
Or  is  that  instrument  more  fit  for  fight  f  ** 


"Misdoubting Corsair!  I  have  gain'd  the 

guard. 
Ripe  for  revolt,  and  greedy  for  reward. 
A  single  word  of  mine  removes  that  chain : 
Without  some  aid  how  here  could  1  remain? 
Well,  since  we  met,  hath  sped  my  busy 

time, 
If  in  anght  evil,  for  thy  sake  the  crime : 
The  crime— 'tis  none   to  punish  those  of 

Seyd. 
That  hated  tyrant,  Conrad —he  must  bleed ! 
I  see  thee  shudder— but  my  iionl  is  changed — 
Wronged — spurn'd — reviled— and  it  shall  be 

avenged  — 
Accused  of  what  till  now  my  heart  dis* 

dain'd  — 
Too  faithful,    though   to    bitter   bondage 

chained. 
Yes,  smile !  —but  he  had  little  cause  to  sneer, 
I  was  not  treacherous  then — nor  thou  too 

dear: 
But  he  has  said  it— and  the  jealous  Veil, 
Those  tyrants,  teasing,  tempting  to  rebel. 
Deserve  the  fate  their  fretting  lips  foretell. 
1  never  loved— he  bought   me— somewhat 

high- 
Since  with  me  came  a  heart  he  could  not  buy. 
I  was  a  slave  unmurmuring;  he  hath  said. 
Rut  for  his  rescue  I  with  thee  had  fled. 
'Twas    false    thou    knowst— but   let  such 

auf  nrs  rue, 
Tlieir  words  arc  omens  Insult  renders  true. 
Nor  was  thy  respite  granted  to  my  prayer ; 
This  fleeting  grace  was  only  to  prepare 
New  torments  for  thy  life,  and  my  despair. 
Mine  too  he  threatens ;    but   his  dotage 

still 
Would  fain  reserve  me  for  his  lordly  will: 
When  wearier  of  these  fleeting  charms  and 

me. 
There  yawns   the  saclc— and  yoader  rolls 

the  sea! 
What,  am  I  then  a  toy  for  dotard's  play, 
To  wear  but  till  the  gilding  frets  away  ? 
I  saw  thee — loved   thee— owe   thee   all — 

would  save. 
If  bat  to  show  how  grateful  is  a  slave. 
But  bad  he  not  thus  menaced  fame  and  life, 
(And  well  he  keeps  his  oaths  pronounced 

in  strife) 
I  still  had  saved  thee — but  the  Pacha  spared. 
Now  I  am  all  thine  own— for  all  prepared: 
Thou  lov'st  me  not — nor   knowst- or  bat 

the  worst. 
Alas!  this  love— that  hatred  are  the  first  - 
Oh!    couldst  thou    prove  my   truth,    thou 

wouldst  not  start, 
Nor  fear  the  fire  that  lights  an  Eastern  heart; 
'Tis  now  the  beacon  of  thy  safety-  now 
I  It  points  within  the  port  a  Mainote  prow: 
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But  Ib  one  chamber,  where  our  path  mutt 

lead, 

Thera  aleepfl— he  mast  not  wake — the  op- 
pressor Seyd !  *' 

^^Giilnare-  Gulnare— I  never  felt  till  now 
Mj  abjert  fortune,  witherM  fame  so  low : 
Seyd  is  mine  enem^^:  had  swept  my  band 
From  earth   with  mthless  bnt  with  open 

hand, 
And  therefore  came  I,  in  my  bark  of  war, 
To  smite  the  smiter  with  the  scimitar ; 
Sach  is  mj  weapon — not  the  secret  knife— 
Who  spares  a  woman's  seeks  not  slumber^ 

life. 
Thine  saved  I  gladly.  Lady,  not  for  this  — 
Let  me  not  deem  that  mercy  shewn  amiss. 
Now  fare  thee  well—more  peace  be  with 

thy  breast ! 
Night  weara  apace— my  last  of  earthly  rest !  '* 


**llest !  Rest !  by  snnrise  must  thy  sinews 

shake, 
And  Ihy  limbs  writhe  around  the  ready  stake. 
I  heard  the  order— saw  — I  will  not  see  — 
If  thou,  wilt  perish,  I  will  fall  with  thee. 
My  life— my  Ioto  — my  hatred  — all  below 
Are  on  this  cast— Corsair!  *tis  but  a  blow! 
Without  it  flight  were  idle— how  evade 
His  sure  pursuit?  my  wrongs  too  unrepaid, 
Myyouthdisgraced— the  long,  long  wasted 

years, 
One  blow  shall  cancel  with  our  future  fears ; 
But  since  the  dagger  suits  thee  less  than 

brand, 
IJl  try  the  firmness  of  a  female  hand. 
The  guards  are  gainM-one  moment  all 

were  o'er — 
Corsair !  we  meet  in  safety  or  no  more ; 
if  errs  my  feeble  hand,  the  morning-cloud 
Will  hover  o'er  thy  scaffold  and  my  shroud." 

She  tam'd,and  vanish'd  ere  he  could  reply. 
But  his  glance  foUow'd  far  with  eager  eye; 
And  gathering,  as  he  could,  the  links  mat 

bound 
Hii  form,  to  curl  their  length,  and  curb 

their  sound. 
Since  bar  and  bolt  no  more  his  steps  pre- 
clude, 
He,  fast  as  fetter'd  limbe  allow,  pursued. 
Twas  dark  and  winding,  and  he  knew  not 

where 
That  passage  led;  nor    lamp  nor  guard 

were  there: 
He  sees  a  dusky  glimmerinr— shall  he  seek 
Or  shun  that  rav  so  indistmct  and  wmJc? 
Chance  guides  his  steps— a  freshness  seems 

to  bear 
Fnll  on  his  brow,  as  if  from  moming>air— 
He  reach'd  an  open  gallery— on  his  eye 
Gleam'd  the  last  star  of  night,  theclcHaring 

•ky: 
Yet  scarcely  heeded  these- another  light 


From  a  lone  chamber  struck  upon  his  sight. 
Towards  it  he  moved,  a  scarcely  closing  door 
Reveard  the  ray  within,  but  nothing  moro^. 
With  hasty  step  a  figure  outward  past. 
Then  paused— and  tum'd— and  paused — 'tis 

She  at  last! 
IVo  poniard  in  that  hand— nor  sign  of  ill  — 
^^Thanks  to  that  softening  heart— she  could 

not  kill!" 
Again  he  look'd,  the  wildness  of  her  eye 
Starts  from  the  day  abrupt  and  fearfully. 
She  stopp'd— threw  back  her  dark  far-float- 
ing hair. 
That  nearly  veil'd  her  face  and  bosom  fair: 
As  if  8he  late  had  bent  her  leaning  head 
Above  some  object  of  her  doubt  or  dread. 
They  meet— upon   her  brow — unknown— 

forgot — 
Her  hurrying  hand  had  left— 'twas  but  a 

spot- 
Its  hue  was  all  he  saw,  and  scarce  with- 
stood— 
Oh !  fdight  bnt  certain  pledge  of  crime  — 

'tis  blood ! 

He  had  seen  battle— he  had  brooded  lone 
O'er  promised  pangs  to  sentenced  guilt  fore- 
shown ; 
He  had  been  tempted — chastened— and  the 

chain 
Yet  on  his  arms  might  ever  there  remain : 
Rut  ne'er  ftrom  strife— captivity — remorse— 
From  all  his  feelings  in  tfieir  inmost  force— 
So  thrill'd  -so  shudder'd  every  creeping  vein. 
As  now  they  fh>ze  before  that  purple  stain. 
That  spot  of  blood,  that  light  but  guilty 

streak. 
Had  banish'd  all  the  beauty  fnvai  her  cheek ! 
Blood  he  had  v  ie  w'd  -  could  view  unmoved  — 

but  then 
It  flow'd  in  combat,  or  was  shed  by  men ! 

^^'Tis  done— he  nearly  waked— but  it  is 

done. 
Corsair!  he  perish'd— thou  art  dearly  won. 
All  words  would  now  be  vain— away^awayt 
Our  bark  is  tossing— 'tis  already  day. 
The  few  gain'd  over  now  are  wholly  mine. 
And  these  thv  yet  surviving  band  shall  join : 
Anon  my  voice  shall  vindicate  my  hand. 
When  once  our  tail  forsakes  this  hated 

strand." 

She  clapp'd  her  hands- and  through  the 

gallery  pour. 

Equipped  for  flight,  her  vassals— Greek  and 

Moor; 

Silent  but  quick  they  stoop,   his   chaiiia 

unbind ; 

Once  more  his  limbs  are  free  as  mountain- 
•  wind ! 

But  on  his  heavy  heart  such  sadness  sate. 

As  if  they  there  transferr'd  that  iron  weight. 

No  wordfl  are  atter'd— at  her  sign,  a  door 
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Reveal*  tiM  aeerel  p«Mge  to  tiie  thore ; 
The  citT  lid  bchiBd— they  f|»eed,  Ihey  reach 
TIm  gimA  wmves  danciog  on  the  jellow 

led  ConnMl  following,  at  her  beck,  ebey'd. 
Nor  cared  he  now  if  rescued  or  betrayed; 
Retistance  vere  ai  ueleM  as  if  Seyd 
Yet  lived  to  riew  the  doom  his  ire  decreed. 

Enhaih'd,  the  saU  imfdrrd,   the  light 

breeae  blew — 
Hew  oiaeh  had  CSonrad*s  BMmory  to  re?iew ! 
Saak  he  in  contemplation,  till  the  cape 
Where  lael  he  anchored  rearM  its  giant- 
shape. 
Ah!— dace  that  fiital  night,  though  brief 

the  time, 
Had  awqpft  aa  age  of  terror,  grief^  and 

crime. 
As  its  far  shadow  frowned  above  the  mast, 
He  veilM  his  face,  and  sorrow*d  as  he  past; 
He  thouffht  of  aU— Gonsalyo  and  his  band. 
His  fleenng  triumph  and  his  failing  hand. 
He  thought  on  her  afar,  his  lonely  bride : 
He  tanw  and  saw—  Gulnare,  the  homicide ! 

She  walch*d  hb  features  till  she  could 

not  bear 
Tkeir  freesing  aspect  and  averted  air. 
And  that  strange  fierceness,f oreign  to  her  eye, 
FeU  qvenchM  in  tears,  too  late  to  shed  or  dry, 
Sbelmeltbesidehim,  and  his  hand  she  prest. 
^'Thom  BS^st   forgive  though  Alla's  self 

detest; 
Bat  far  that  deed  of  darkness  what  wert 

thouY 
Bsproach  me ~ bat  not  yet— Oh !  spare  me 

now! 
I  am  mU  what  I  seem -this  fearful  night 
ify  hvmia  bewilder^— do  not  madden  quite! 
if  1  had  never  loved — though  less  my  guilt, 
Thaa  hadst  not  lived  to— hate  me— if  thou 

wilt" 

She  wrongs  his  thoughts,  they  more  him- 
self upbraid 

Thaa  her,  though  undesignM,  the  wretch 

he  made ; 

Bat  speechless  all,  deep,  dark,and  nnexprest, 

Thejr   bleed   within   that  silent   cell — his 

breast. 

Still  onward,  fair  tlie   breese,  nor  rough 

the  surge, 

The  hlae  waves  sport  around  the  stem  tliey 

Htmm  the  horixon*s  verge  appears  a  speck, 
A  spot— a  mast— a  sail— an  armed  deck! 
Ihsir  little  bark  her  men  of  watch  descnr, 
lai  ampler  canvas  woos  the  wind  from  high; 
fti  bears  her  down  majestirallv  near, 
%sed  on  her  prow,  and  terror  in  her  tier ; 
iimii  is  seen— thjB  ball  beyond  their  bow 
Imbm  harmless,  hissing  to  the  deep  below. 
Vf  rote  keen  Coarad  from  iiis  silent  trance, 


A  long,  long  absent  gladaess  in  his  glance; 
*^Tis  mine— my  blood-red  flag!  again — 

asain-^ 
I  am  not  all  deserted  on  the  main ! " 
They  own  the  signal,  answer  to  the  hall. 
Hoist  out  the  boat  at  once,  and  slacken  sail. 
'"Tis  Conrad!  Conrad!''    shouting  from 

the  deck. 
Command  nor  duty  could  their  transport 

check! 
With  light  alacrity  and  gase  of  pride^ 
They  view  him  mount  once  more  his  ves- 

sel*s  side; 
A  smile  relaxing  in  each  rugged  liiice. 
Their  anns  can  scarce  forbear  a  rough 

embrace. 
He,  half  forgetting  danger  and  defeat. 
Returns  their  greeting  as  a  chief  may  greet. 
Wrings  with  a  cordial  grasp  Aaselmo's  hand. 
And  feels  he  yet  can  conquer  and  command! 

These  greetings  o'er,  the  feelings  that 

overflow. 
Yet  grieve  to  win  him  back  without  a  blow ; 
They  sailed  prepared  for  vengeance— bad 

tliey  known 
A  woman's  hand  secured  that  deed  her  own, 
She  were  their  queen— less  scrupulous  are 

they 
Than  haughty  Conrad  how  they  win  their 

way. 
With  many  an  asking  smile,  and  wonder- 
ing stare. 
They  whisper  round,  and  gase  upon  Grulnare; 
And  her,  at  once  above— beneath  her  sex. 
Whom  blood  appallM  not,   their  regards 

perplex. 
To  Conrad  turns  her  faint  imploring  eye. 
She  drops  her  veil,  and  stands  in  silence  by ; 
Her  arms  are  meekly  folded  on  that  breast, 
Which-Conrad  safe-to  fate  resiguM  the  rest 
Though  worse   than   phrensy    could   that 

bosom  fill. 
Extreme  in  love  or  hate,  in  ^ood  or  ill. 
The  worst  of  crimes  had  left  her  woman  still ! 

This  Conrad  mark'd,  and  felt -ah!  could 

he  less? 
Hate  of  that  deed  -  but  grief  for  her  distress ; 
What  she  has  done  no  tears  can  wash  away. 
And  Heaven  must  punioh  on  its  angry  day: 
But— it  was  done:  he  knew,  whatever  her 

guilt 
For  him  that  |Hiniard  smote,  that  blood  was 

spilt; 
And  he  was  free !—  and  she  for  him  had  ffivcn 
Her  all  on  earth,  and  more   than  all   in 

heaven ! 
And  now  he  tum'd  him  to  that  dark -eyed 

slave 
Whose  brow  was  bow'd  beneath  the  glance 

he  gave. 
Who  now  seem'd  changed  and  humbled:  — 

fain  aad  meek. 
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Bat  ysLTjing  oft  the  coloar  of  her  cheek 
To  deeper  fhRdet  of  palenevs — all  its  red 
That  fearful  spot  which  stained  it  from  the 

dead! 
He  took  that  hand — it  trembled — now  too 

late — 
So  foft  in  love — so  wildly  nerved  in  hate; 
He  claspM  that  hand  -  it  trembled — and  his 

own 
Had  lost  its  firmness,  and  his  voice  its  tone. 
**6iilnare!**— but  she  replied   not — ^^dear 

Gninare !  "^ 
She  raised  her  eje  —  her  only  ani^M-er  there  — 
At  once  she  sought  and  sunk  in  his  embrace : 
If  he  had  driven  her  from  that  resting-place. 
His  had  been  more  or  less  than  mortal  heart, 
But— g^d  or  ill— it  bade  her  not  depart. 
Perchance,  but  for  thebodings  of  his  breast, 
His  latest  virtoe  then  had  joined  the  rest. 
Yet  even  Medora  might  forgive  the  kiss 
That  ask'd  from  form  so  fair  no  more  than 

this. 
The  first,  the  last  that  Frailtj  stole  from 

Faith- 
To  lips  where  Love  had  lavishM  all  his 

breath. 
To  lips  —-whose  broken  sighs  such  fragrance 

fling, 
As  he  had  fanned  them  freshly  with  his  wing! 

They  gain  by  twilight^s  hour  their  lonely 

isle. 
To  them  the  very  rocks  appear  to  smile ; 
The  haven  hums  with  many  a  cheering 

sound, 
The  beacons  blase  their  wonted  stations 

round. 
The  boats  are  darting  o*er  the  curly  bay. 
And  sportive  dolphins  bend  them  through 

the  spray; 
Even  the  hoarse  sea-bird*s  shrill,  discordant 

shriek, 
Greets  like  the  welcome  of  his  tuneless  beak! 
Beneath  each  lamp  that  through  its  lattice 

gleams. 
Their  fancy  paints  the  friends  that  trim 

the  beams. 
Oh !  what  can  sanctify  the  joys  of  home, 
Like  IIope*s  gay  glance  from  Ocean's  trou- 
bled foam? 

The  lights  are  high  on  beacon  and  from 

bower. 

And  midst  them  Conrad  seeks  Medora*s  towen 

He  looks  in  vain— 'tis  strange— and  all  re- 
mark, 

Amid  so  many,  hers  alone  is  dark. 

Tis  strange— of  yore  its  welcome  never 

failM 

Nor.  now,   perchance,   extinguished,   only 

reilM. 

With    the  first  boat  descends  he  for  the 

shore. 

And  looks  impatient  on  the  linfrering  oar. 


Oh !  for  a  wing  beyond  the  falcon's  flight. 
To  bear  him  like  an  arrow  to  that  height! 
With  the  first  pause  the  resting  rowers  gave. 
He  waits  not  —  looks  not— leaps  into  the  wave. 
Strives  through   the  surge,   bestrides  the 

beach,  and  high 
Ascends  die  path  familiar  to  his  eye. 

He  reach'd  his  turret-door— he  paused— 

no  sound 

Broke  from  within ;  and  all  was  night  around. 

He  knocked,  and  loudly —footstep  nor  reply 

Announced  that  any  heard  or  deem'd  him 

nigh; 

He  knocked— but  faintly— for  his  trembling 

hand 

Refused  to  aid  his  heavy  heart's  demand. 

The  portal  opens— *tis  a  well  known  face— 

But  not  the  form  he  panted  to  embrace ; 

Its  lips  are  silent  — twice  his  own  essay'd. 

And    fail'd    to   frame   the   question    they 

delay'd ; 

He  snatch'd  the  lamp— its  light  will  answer 

all- 

It  quits  his  grasp,  expiring  in  the  fall. 

He  would  not  wait  for  that  reviving  ray  — 

As  soon  could  he  have  linger'd  there  for  day ; 

But,  glimmering  through  the  dusky  coni- 

dorc. 

Another  chequers  o'er  the  shadow 'd  floor; 

His  steps  the  chamber  gain—  his  eyes  behold 

All  that  his  heart  believed  not— yet  foretold! 

Iletum'd  not— spoke  not— sunk  not— fix'd 

his  look. 
And  set  the  aniious  frame  that  lately  shook : 
He  gazed  -  how  long  wegase  despite  of  pain. 
And  kn(»w,  but  dare  not  own,  we  gaze  in  vain ! 
In  life  itself  she  was  so  still  and  fUr, 
That  death  with  gentler  aspect  withered 

there; 
And  the  cold  flowers  her  colder  hand  con- 

tain'd. 
In  that  last  grasp  as  tenderly  were  strain'd 
As  if  she  scarcely  felt,  but  feign'd  a  sleep. 
And  made  it  almost  mockery  yet  to  weep  : 
The  long  dark  lashes  fringed  her  lids  of 

snow. 
And  reird- thought  shrinks  from  all  that 

lurk'd  below — 
Oh !  o'er  the  eye  death  most  exerts  his  might. 
And   hurls  the  spirit  from  her  throne  of 

light! 
Sinks  those  blue  orbs  in  that  long  last  eclipse. 
But  spares,  as  yet,  the  charm  around  her 

lips- 
Yet,  yet  diey  seem  as  they  forbore  to  smila^ 
And  wish'd  repose— but  only  for  a  while; 
But  the  white  shroud,  and  each  extended 

tress, 
Long—  fair-   but  spread  in  utter  lifelessnesa, 
Whicii,  late  the  sport  of  every  summer- wind. 
Escaped  the  baffled  wreath  that  strove  to 

bind; 
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TiwM-aml  the  pale  pare  cheek,  became 

the  bier— 
Bat  the  it  notiiiiig— wherefore  if  he  hereV 


He  atk^d  no  qneetion— all  were  answerM 

now 
Bj  the  firtt  glance  on  that  itill— marble 

brow. 
It  was  enough— die  died— what  reckM  it 

how? 
The  love  of  jonth,  the  hope  of  better  years, 
The  toaroe  of  softest  withes,  teaderest  fears, 
The  only  filling  thing  he  could  not  hate, 
Has  reft  at  once -and  he  deserred  his  fate. 
But  did  aot  feel  it  less;— the  good  explore. 
For  peace,  those  realms  where  guilt  can 

nerer  soar: 
The  proad— the  wayward— who  have  fixM 

below 
Tlietr  joy—  and  find  this  earth  enough  for 

woe, 
Lose  ia   that  one  their  all— p««hance  a 

mite— 
Bat  whe  in  patience  parts  with  all  delight? 
Foil  maoj  a  stole  eye  and  aspect  stem 
Mask  hearts  where  grief  hath  little  left  to 

learn; 
And  maay  a  withering  thon^t  lies  hid, 

not  lost 
la  smiles  that  least  befit  who  wear  them 

mo«t. 

Bj  those,  that  deepest  feel,  U  ill  exprest 
The  indistinctness  of  the  suffering  breast; 
Where  thousand  thoughts  begin  to  end  in  one, 
Whlcli  oeeks  from  all  the  reftege  found  in 

none; 
S9  words  suffice  the  secret  soul  to  show, 
For  Truth  denies  all  eloquence  to  Woe. 
Ob  Conrad^s  stricken  soul  exhaustion  prest. 
And  stupor  almost  luird  it  into  rest; 
So  feeble  now— his  mother^s  softness  crept 
To  those  wild  eyes,  which  like  an  infantas 

wept: 
ft  was  the  Tcry  weakness  of  his  brain, 
Which  thus  confessed  without  relicTing  pain. 
i\ime  saw  his  trickling  tears —perchance,  if 

seen, 
That  uaelees  flood  of  grief  had  ncTer  been: 
\er  long  they  flowM— he  dried  them  to 

depart, 
b  helpless— hopeless— brokenness  of  heart : 
The  sun  goes  forth— but  CSonrad*s  day  is 

dim;  | 

lid  the  night  cometh— neer  to  pass  from 

him. 
IWie  is  no  dartness  like  the  cloud  of  mind 


On  Griefs  Tain  eye -the  blindest  of  the 

blind ! 
Which  may  not— dare  not  see  -  but  turns 

aside 
To  blackest  shade— nor  will  endure  a  guide! 

His  heart  was  formM  for  softness  —  warp*d 

to  wrong ; 
Betrayed  too  early,  and  beguiled  too  long ; 
EsLch  feeling  pure— as  falls  the  dropping  dew 
Within  the  grot — like  tliat  had  hardened  too ; 
Less  clear,    perchance,    its   earthly  trials 

passM, 
But  sunk,  and  chilPd,  and  petrified  at  last. 
Yet  tempests  wear,  and  lightning  cleaves 

the  rock ; 
If  such  his  heart,  so  shattered  it  the  shock. 
There  grew  one  flower  beneath  its  rugged 

brow. 
Though  dark  the  shade—  it  sheltered- saved 

till  now, 
The  thunder  came  -  that  bolt  hath  blasted 

both. 
The    Granite*s    firmness,   and    the    Lily*s 

growth : 
The  gentle  plant  hath  left  no  leaf  to  tell 
Its  tale,  but  shrunk  and  witlier^d  where  it 

fell. 
And  of  its  cold  protector,  blacken  round 
But  shivered  fragments  on  the  barren  ground! 

'TIS  mom— to  venture  on  his  lonely  honr 
Few  dare;   though  now  Anselmo  sought 

his  tower. 
He  was  not  there  —  nor  seen  along  the  shore; 
Ere  night,  alarmed,  their  isle  is  traversed  o^r: 
Another  mom— another  bids  them  seek. 
And  shout  his  name  till  echo  waxeth  weak ; 
Mount— grotto— cavern— valley  searched  in 

vain. 
They  find  on  shore  a  sea-boat*s  broken  chain : 
Their  hope   revives— they  follow  o*er  the 

main. 
'TIS  idle  all  -  moons  roll  on  moons  away, 
And   Conrad  comes  not— came  not— since 

that  day: 
Nor  trace,  nor  tidings  of  his  doom  declare 
Where  lives  his  grief,  or  perished  his  despair ! 
Long  moum'd  his  band  whom  none  could 

mourn  beside; 
And  fair  the  monument  they  gave  his  bride : 
For  him  they  raise  not  the  recording  stone  - 
His  death  yet  dubious,  deeds  too  widely 

known ; 
He  left  a  Corsair's  name  to  other  times, 
Link'd  with   one  virtue  and  a  thousand 

crimes. 
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And  whence  Ihtj  know  not,  why  they  aecd 


lug'i  o'e», 

le  not  iMg  bttoi 

ringle  pag«. 


domun,  '   — a—- — ^ 

And  Slavery  half  fonreti  hor  feudal  chain  J    ...... .  .    .         "*  *  t "'  k.. 


Tl».  1..B  ..If-eiiW  d,i.n«»  i.  ™i.rrf.    »o  mu.  I"  HI.  ~J.~  ■  "-f"  P^f^ 

•n.™  bS  Mgkt  f«M  1..  ihe  tair  hji,     "  '"?'5'  "!?■'•  "J  ,"','?*'  "!!■ 
Bo.1. ... .h. &rt,»,d bud„. o. u,. ,iu i  !."'?" "'•'"■;"'' '"'"^T? "I" 

pIbti  "    ''^""S*  f"""  ■notner  clime 

And  ga;  retainer  Ather  round  the  hearth,    They  Me,  th^  rewgm.e    yet  abnort  deem 

With  tongue,  all  londnc. .  and  wlh  ej«    The  pn»eut  dub.ou.,  or  the  past  a  dream. 

all  mirth  Holuei,noryetl»pa«thnmanhood'i  prune, 

Tbon^aeBT'd  by  toil,aBd  •omethiiig'  toacli'd 

The  chief  of  Lm  b  rehmi'd  wain !  „,    .    ,.  u  .._...    ""^  *'""  Sr       _ 

Aod  why  had  Lara  ero^'d  the  Kmadlng    HUliulto,  whate-er  they  wore .    If  Karea 

main  T  f'"*o'i 

l>flby  hi*rfre,tooyowiK>iKAIo«ih>know,  "^*  ^  '«'•»"  "^  ^^^  »"  «"i«*  »?ti 
Lord  of  him«lf  i-that  Serilage  of  woe,  »<«  8~*  ""'  ""  <•'  •«*>  '«"  k'"""'-  •" 
TiMt  fearfal  empire  which  the  Rnmanbreut  „.  ,.  .  .  ,.  ,,  "■';'*  . 
flllthold>to  rob  the  heart  withinof  »«t!-  "jS*"  Tf*  "I*""  •"'  P"i'"""'".  u— "' 
With  none  to  cheek,  and  few  to  point  in  lime  2"  '™'  "•  J'«th  wa«  haughty,  but  h»  «»■ 
■Hie  thoiuand  path,  that  .lope  the  way  to  "'»  "°"  *«■  Pl*"^  Jj^!  «tnpli«g 
Then,    when  he  mort  reqn^' commaad-   And.uch.if  not  yetharden'din'thcircOIlr.^ 

meat,  then  "*>*  •"  redeem'd,  nor  a«k  a  long  remona. 

Had  Lara*,  daring  boyhood  govera'd  men. 

It  .kill*  not,  boolj  not  rtep  tre  ilep  to  trace        ....■,,  .  .... 

Hi.  yoDth  through  all  the  maim  of  it.  iwce;        *"'    "^   l"*"*^    """'  ^iMgtd—  tia 
Shertwn.thc<:oiim.hi.re.tle»n«.hadrtin,    „.    ^  ,     ,    .     ,_         .  ^'^^ ."1". 
Bat  long  enoari.  to  leare  him  half  undone.    ^''»*?  "  •"  .t"- '"w  ""•  **«'  •>«  h-J  •>,»" ; 
"  "  That  brow  in  furrow'd  line,  had  fiz'd  at 

latt. 
And  I«ra  left  In  youth  hi.  father-land;    And  sfiako  of  pai.ion.,  but  orpaMionpB.ti 
But  from  the  hour  he  wared  hi.  parting    The  pride,  but  nnt  the  fire,  of  early  day., 

hand  ColdncM  of  mien,  nnd  carelef.neM  of  praiia : 

Each  trace  wax'dfhinter  of  hi.  conr.e,till  all  Ahigh  demeanour,  andaglance  that  took 
Had  nearly  ceaied  hli  memory  In  recal.  Their  tbonghta  from  other*  by  a  .ingle  look; 
Hi.  .ire  wa*  du.t,  hi*  Tana],  conld  declare,  And  that  larcaalic  ferity  of  ton^e, 
Twaiall  they  knew.thnt  Lara  WM  nnt  there;  The  .tingingofiihvBrt  the  world  hath. tnng. 
Nor  Mut,  norcame  he,  till  conjecture  (^w  That  dart,  in  acrming  playftilnen  amnnd, 
Culd  in  the  many,  aniioii.  in  the  few.  And   make,  tho.e  feel    that  will   not  own 

Hi.halllcarceerhne.withhi.wonlednaine,  the  wound; 

Hi.  portrait  darken,  in  It.  fading  I^Hme,  All  then  .eem'd  hi.,  and  wmething  moro 
AnolMi  chief  coBwled  hi.dertinrd  bride,  beneath, 

nieyounghtrKOthim.andtheoId  had  died;  Than  glance  could  well  reveal,  or  accent 
"Yet  doth  he  live!  "exclaim,  the  impatient  breathe. 

heir,  Ainbilinn,  glory,  lore,  the  common  aim, 

Anil.igh*foruble.whichheniii.t  not  wrnr.  Thatwime  can  conquer,  and  that  all  would 
A  hundred  KUtcheon.  decli  with  gloomy  claim, 

grace  Within  hi.  brcoM  appear'd  no  more  tn  strive. 

The  Lam'  tut  and  longest  dwelling'place;  ¥et  .eem'd  a.  lately  they  had  bc«n  aliv« ; 
But  one  i.  abuni  from  the  mouldering  file,  And  tome  deep  feeling  it  were  vain  to  lrac« 
Thai  now  were  welcomd  in  thai  Gothic  pile.   At  momenta  lighten'd  o'er  bi<*li*id  face. 
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Not  naeh  Im  l«v«i  iMg  qncftloo  of  the 

pMt, 
Nor  told  of  woodbroat  wildt,  and  de§erU  Tatt, 
Ib  thoM  far  lands  w  here  he  had  iTanderM 

lone, 
And — am  himself  would  have  it  seem — un- 
known: 
Yet  theee  in  Tain  his  eje  eonid  scarcely  scan, 
Nor  g'lean  experience  from  lii§  fellow-man ; 
But  wkat  he  had  heheld  he  shnnn'd  to  show, 
As  hardlj  worth  a  stranger's  care  to  know; 
If  still  more  prying  such  inquiry  grew. 
Hie  hrow  fell  darker,  and  his  words  more 

few. 

Not  onnjoiced  to  see  him  once  again. 
Warm  was  his  welcome  to  the  haunts  of  men; 
Bora  of  high  lineage,  linked  in  high  com- 
mand, 
He  nuncled  with  the  Magnates  of  his  land; 
Jsin^d  &e  carouivds  of  ttie  great  and  gay. 
And  saw  them  smile  or  sigh  their  hours  away; 
Bat  still  he  only  saw,  and  did  not  share 
The  common  pleasure  or  the  general  care; 
He  did  not  follow  what  they  ail  pursued 
With  hope  still  baffled,  still  to  be  renewed; 
Norshadowy  honour,  nor  substantial  gain, 
NorbeantT^s preference,  and  the  rival's  pain: 
Anmnd  htm  some  mysterious  circle  thrown 
Bepeird  approach,   and  showed  him  still 

alone ; 
rpon  his  eye  sate  something  of  reproof. 
That  kept  at  least  frivolity  aloof; 
Aid  things  more  timid  thatbehi'ld  him  near. 
Is  silence  gaaed,  or  whiiper'd  mutual  fear ; 
Aad  they  sIm  wiser,  friendlier  few  confest 
They  deem'd  him  better  than  bit  air  exprest. 

Twae  strange— in  youth  all  action  and 

all  life, 
Bbraiog  for  pleasure,  not  averte  from  strife; 
WsBuui  —  the  field  —  the  ocean  —  all  that 


gave 
Proaiec  of  gladness,  peril  of  a  graTe, 
h  tnm  he  tried*— he  rauiack'd  all  below, 
lad  found  his  recompense  in  joy  or  woe, 
Xs  tsme,  trite  medium;  for  his  feelings 

sought 
h  that  intenseness  an  escape  uom  thought : 
Ths  tempest  of  his  heart  in  scorn  had  gaied 
Oh  that  the  feebler  elements  hath  raised ; 
The  rapture  of  his  heart  had  look'd  on  high, 
iad  aak'd  if  greater  dwelt  beyond  the  sky : 
CkaiaM  to  excess,  the  slave  of  each  extreme, 
Inr  woke  he  from  the  wildness  of  that 

dream? 
Jhi!  be  told  not— but  he  did  awake 
Te  tune  the  withered  heart   that  would 

not  break. 


for  hb  volume  heretofore  was  Man, 
Wilh  eye  morecnriout  he  appeared  to  scan, 
Aid  oft,  in  sudden  mood,  for  many  a  day 
ttmm  all  conmuiaion  he  wonld  start  away :  | 


And  then,  his  rarely  caird  attendants  lald, 
Through  night's  long  hours  would  sound 

his  hurried  tread 
O'er  the  dark  gallery ,   where  his  fathers 

frown'd 
In  rude  but  antique  portraiture  around: 
They  heard,  but  wliitiper'd— ^WAar  must 

n«it  be  known— 
The  sound  of  words  lefs  eartJily  than  hit  own. 
Yes,  they  who  chose  might  smile,  but  some 

had  seen 
They  scarce  knew  what,   but  more  than 

should  have  beea. 
Why  gazed  he  so  upon  the  ghastly  head 
Which  hands  profane  had  gathered  from 

the  dead. 
That  still  beside  his  open'd  volume  lay. 
As  if  to  itartle  ail  save  him  away? 
Why  slept  he  not  when  others  were  at  rest? 
Why  heard  no  music  and  received  no  guest? 
All  was  not  well  they  deem'd— but  wh«ro 

the  wrong? 
Some  knew  perchance — ^but  'twere  a  tale 

too  long; 
And  such  besides  were  too  discreetly  wise. 
To  more   than  hint   their  knowledge  ia 

surmise ; 
But  if  they  would  -  they  could  "—  around 

the  board. 
Thus  Lara's  vassals  prattled  of  their  lord. 


It  was  the  night— and  Lara^s  glassy  stream 
The  stars  are  stodding,  each  with  imaged 

beam: 
So  calm  ,  the  waters  scarcely  seem  to  stray, 
And  yet  they  glide  like  happiness  away; 
Reflecting  htr  and  fairy-like  from  high 
The  immortal  lights  that  live  along  the  sky: 
Its  banks  are  fringed  with  many  a  goodly 

tree. 
And  flowers  the  fairest  that  may  feast  the 

bee; 
Such  in  her  chaplet  infant  Dian  wore. 
And  Innocence  would  offer  to  her  love. 
These  deck  the  shore;  the  waves  their 

channel  make 
In  windings  bright  and  maiy  like  the  snake. 
All  was  so  still,  so  soft  in  earth  and  air, 
You  scarce  would  stort  to  meet  a  spirit  there; 
Secure  that  nought  of  evil  could  delight 
To  walk  in  such  a  scene,  on  such  a  night ! 
It  was  a  moment  only  for  the  good : 
So  Lara  deem'd,  nor  longer  there  he  stood, 
But  turn'd  in  silence  to  his  castle-gate ; 
Such  scene  his  soul  no  more  could  contem- 
plate: 
Such  scene  reminded  him  of  other  days. 
Of  skies  more  cloudless ,   moons  of  purer 

blaxe. 
Of  nights  more  soft  and  frequent ,   hearts 

that  now— 
No— no— the  storm  may  beat  upon  his  brow» 
Uafelt* unsparing— but  a  night  like  this* 
A  night  of  beauty,  mock'd  such  breast  as  his- 


104 


1<  A  R  A. 


C4lfT«l   I. 


He  turned  within  hii  eolitftry  liall,  | 

And  hit  high  shadow  ihot  along  the  wall; ' 
There  were  the  painted  formi  of  other  times, 
^Vas  all  they  left  of  virtues  or  of  crimes, 
Sare  vague  tradition;  and  the  gloomy  vaults  ' 
That  hid  their  dust,  their  foibles,  and  their 

faults ; 
And  half  a  column  of  the  pompous  page. 
That  speeds  the  specious  tale  from  age  to  age: 
Where  history's  pen  its  praise  or  blame 

supplies. 
And  lies  like  truth,  and  still  most  truly  lies. 
He  wandering  mused,  and  as  the  moonbeam 

shone 
Throu^  the  dim  lattice  o*er  the  floor  of 

stone, 
And  the  high  fretted  roof,  and  saints,  that 

there 
0*er   Gothic   windows  knelt   in    pictured 

prayer. 
Reflected  in  fantastic  figures  grew. 
Like  life ,  but  not  like  mortal  life ,  to  Tiew ; 
His  bristling  locks  of  sable,  brow  of  gloimi. 
And  the  wide  waving  of  his  shaken  plume, 
Glanc'd  like  a  spectre's  attributes,  and  gave 
His  aspect  all  that  terror  gives  the  grave. 

'Twas  midnight— all  was  slumber;  the 

lone  light 
Dimmed  in  the  lamp,  as  loth  to  break  the 

night. 
Hark !  there  be  murmurs  heard  in  Lara's 

hall- 
A  sound — a  voice—  a  shriek  -a  fearful  call! 
A  long,  loud  shriek— and  silence— did  they 

hear 
That  frantic  echo  burst  the  sleeping  ear? 
Thev  heard  and  rose,  and  tremulously  brave 
Rush  where  the  sound  invoked   their  aid 

to  save; 
They  come  with  half-lit  tapers  in  their  hands. 
And   snatch'd   in  startled   haste   unbelted 
'  brands. 

Cold  as  the  marble  where  his  length  was 

laid. 
Pale  as  the  beam  that  o'er  his  features  play'd, 
Was  Lara  stretch'd;  his  half-drawn  sabre 

near, 
Dropp'd  it  should  seem  in  more  than  nature's 

fear; 
Yet  he  was  firm ,  or  had  been  firm  till  now, 
And  still  defiance  knit  his  gather'd  brow; 
l*hough  mix'd  with  terror,senseless  as  he  lay. 
There  lived  upon  his  lip  the  wish  to  slay; 
8ome  half-form'd  threat  in  utterance  there 

had  died. 
Some  imprecation  of  despairing  pride; 
His  eye  was  lalmost  seal'd,  but  not  forsook 
Even  tn  its  trance  the  gladiator's  look. 
That  oft  awake  his  aspect  could  disclose. 
And  now  was  fix'd  in  horrible  repose. 
They   raise  him — bear  him;    hush!    he 

breathes,  he  tpeakt. 


The  swarthy  blush  reealonrs  in  his  cheeks. 

His  lip  resumes  its  red ,   his  eye  thougli 

dim. 

Rolls  wide  and  wild,  each  slowly  quivering 

limb 

Recals  its  function,  but  his  words  are  strung 

In  terms  that  seem  not  of  his  native  tongue ; 

Distinct,  but  strange,  enough  they  un- 
derstand 

To  deem  them  accents  of  another  land. 

And  such  they  were ,   and  meant  to  meet 

an  ear 

That  hears  him  not—  alas !  that  cannot  hear ! 

His  page  approach'd ,  and  he  alone  ap- 
peared 
To  know  the  import  of  the  words  they 

heard; 
And,  by  the  changes  of  his  cheek  and  brow. 
They  were  not  such  as  Lara  should  avow. 
Nor  he  interpret,  yet  with  less  surprise 
Than  those  around  their  chieftain's  state 

he  eyes. 
But  Lara^s  prostrate  form  he  bent  beside. 
And  in  that  tongue  which  seem'd  his  own 

replied. 
And  Lara  heeds  those  tones  that  gently  sfpm 
To  soothe  away  the  horrors  of  his  dream ; 
If  dream  it  were ,  that  thus  could  overthrow 
A  breast  that  needed  not  ideal  woe. 


Whatever  his  phrenzy  dream'd  or  eye 

beheld. 
If  yet  rentember'd  ne'er  to  be  reveal'd. 
Rests  at  his  heartt  the  custom'd  morning 

came. 
And   breathed  new  vigour  in   his  shaken 

frame ; 
And  solace  sought  he  none  from  priest  nor 

leech. 
And  toon  the  same  in  movement  and  in 

speech 
As  heretofore  he  fill'd  the  passing  honrs. 
Nor  less  he  smiles  nor  more  his  forehead 

lours 
Than  these  were  wont ;  and  if  the  coming 

ni^t 
Appear'd  less  welcome  now  to  Lara's  sight. 
He  to  his  marvelling  vassals  show'd  it  not. 
Whose  shuddering  proved  their  fear  was 

less  forgot. 
In  trembling  pairs  (alone  they  dared  not) 

crawl 
The  astonish*d  slaves ,  and  shun  the  fated 

hall; 
The  waving  banner,  and  the  clapping  door. 
The  rustling  tapestry,  and  the  echoing  floor. 
The  long  dim  shadows  of  surrounding  treea. 
The  flapping  bat,  the  night-song  of  the 

breeze ; 
Aught  they  heboid  or  hear  their  thooghtt 

appals. 
As   evening   saddens   o'er  the   dark    gray 

walls. 
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Tub  tliaiightj  thai  hour  of  ne^er  unra- 

reird  g-loom 
Ghm  not  again,  or  Lara  could  aMume 
A  neaiini;  of  forgetfulncft,  that  made 
Hif  vaMmlfl  more  amazed  nor  less  afraid — 
Bai  ■Mmory    TanishM    then   with    sen^c 

restored? 
Sieee  word,  nor  look,  nor  gesture  of  their 

lord 
BctiajM  a  feeling  that  recalFd  to  these 
"nat  fererM  moment  of  his  mind's  disease. 
Has  it  a  dream?   was  his  the  voice  that 

spoke 
Those  ftrange  wild  accents?  his  the  cry 

that  hroke 
Their  alomber  ?    his  the  oppressed    o'er- 

lahour*d  heart 
TIat  ccsMd  to  boat,  the  look  that  made 

them  start  ? 
Csald  he  who  thus  had  suffered,  so  forget, 
inwB  mch  as  mw  that  suffering  shudder 

yet? 
Or  did  that  ailence  prove  his  memory  fixM 
Tso  deep  for  words,  indelihle,  unmixM 
h  that  corroding  secrecy  which  gnaws 
Iht  heart  to  fhow  the  effect ,  Init  not  the 

cause  ? 
?Est  ••  in  him ;  his  breast  had  buried  both, 
Vr  common  gasers  could  discern  the  growth 
Of  thoughts  that  mortal  lips  must  leave 

half  told ; 
Tliey  choke  the  feeble  words  that  would 

unfold. 

Ib  him  inexplicably  mix'd  appeared 
lach  to  be  loved  and  hated,  sought  and 

fear'd ; 
O^ioB  Tarying  o'er  his  hidden  lot, 
k  praise  or  railing  ne'er  his  name  forgot; 
Ki   silence  form'd    a  theme    for   others' 

prate — 
Ikey  gacaa^d — they  gazed — they  fain  would 

know  his  fate. 
Hat  had  he  been?  what  was  he,  thus 

unknown, 
Iko  walk*d  their  world,  his  lineage  only 

known  ? 
Ikiter  of  his  kind?  yet  some  would  say, 
Vilh  them  he  could  seem  gay  amidst  the 

pay; 

la  twn^d,  that  smile,  if  oft  observed  and 

near, 
Vafd  in  its  mirth,  and  withered  to  a  sneer; 
Tkl  emile  might  reach  his  lip,  but  pass'd 

not  by, 
Bat  e^er  conld  trace  its  laugliter  to  his  eye : 
ItliMre  was  softness  too  in  his  regard, 
AttiaMO,  a  heart  as  not  by  nature  hard, 
ftlanoe   perceived,  his  spirit  seem'd  to 

chide 
flak  weakneM ,   as  unworthy  of  its  pride. 
Ad  ileerd' itself,  as  scorning  to  redeem 
Ola  doabt    from   others'    half  withheld 

esteem ; 
h  «lf-iaflicted  penance  of  a  breast 


Which  tenderness  might  once  have  wrung 

from  rest; 
In  ^  igilance  of  grief  that  would  compel 
The  soul  to  hate  for  having  loved  too  well. 


There  was  in  him  a  vital  scorn  of  all : 
As  if  the  worst  had  fall'n  which  could  befall. 
He  sto<»d  a  jtranger  in  this  breathing  world* 
An  erring  spirit  from  another  hurl'd; 
A  thing  of  dark  imaginings ,   that  shaped 
By  choice  the  perils  he  by  chance  escaped  ; 
But  'scaped  in  vain,  for  in  their  memory  yet 
His  mind  would  half  exult  and  half  regret: 
With  more  capacity  for  love  than  earth 
Bestows  on  most  of  mortal  mould  and  birth. 
His  early  dreams  of  good  outstripp'd  the 

truth. 
And    troubled   manhood    follow'd    baffled 

youth ; 
With  thought  of  years  in   phantom-chase 

mispent. 
And  wasted  powers  for  better  purpose  lent; 
And  fiery  passions  that  had  pour'd  their 

wrath 
In  hurried  desolation  o''er  his  path, 
And  left  tlie  better  feelings  all  at  strife 
In  wild  reflection  o'er  bis  stonuy  life ; 
But  haughty  still,  and  lojth  himtielf  to  blame, 
He  caird  on  Nature's  self  to  share  the  shame. 
And  charged  all  faults  upon  the  fleshly  form 
She  gave  to  clog  the  soul ,  and  feast  the 

worm; 
Till  he  at  last  confounded  good  and  ill. 
And  half  mistook  for  fate  the  acts  of  will: 
Too  high  for  common  selfishness,  he  conld 
At  times  resii^n  his  own   for  others'  good. 
But  not  in  pity,  not  because  he  ought. 
But  in  some  strange  perversity  of  thought. 
That   sway'd  him  onwards  with  a  secret 

pride 
To  do  what  few  or  none  would  do  beside; 
And  this  same  impulse  would,  in  tempting 

time. 
Mislead  his  spirit  equally  to  crime; 
So  much  he  soar'd  be\ond,  or  sunk  beneath 
The  men  with  n'liom  he  felt  condemu'dto 

breathe. 
And  long'd  by  good  or  ill  to  separate 
Himself  from  all  who  shared  his  mortal 

state ; 
His  mind  abhorring  this  had  fix'd  her  throne 
Far  from  the  world,  in  regions  of  her  own : 
Thus  coldly  passing  all  that  pass'd  below. 
His  blood  in  temperate  seeming  now  would 

flow: 
Ah!  happier  if  it  ne'er  with  guilt  had  glow 'd, 
But  ever  in  that  icy  smoothness  flow'd! 
'TIS  true ,   with  other  men  their  path  he 

walk'd. 
And  like  the  rest  in  seeming  did  and  talk'd, 
NoroutragedReason's  rules  by  flaw  nor  start, 
His  madness  was  not  of  the  head,  but  heart ; 
And  rarely  wander'd  in  his  speech ,  or  drew 
His  thoughts  so  forth  as  to  offend  the  view. 
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With  all  that  chilling  mysterj  of  mien, 
And  seeming  gittdnesa  to  remain  unseen ; 
He  had  (if 'twere  not  natare's  boon)  an  art 
Of  fixing  memory  on  another's  heart : 
It  was  not  love  perchance—  nor  hate — nor 

aught 
That  words  can  image  to  express  the  thought; 
But  thejwho  taw  him  did  not  see  in  vain, 
And  once  beheld,  wonld  ask  of  him  again: 
And  those  to  whom  he  spake  remembered 

well , 
Apd  on  the  words,  however  light,  would 

dwell : 
None  knew,  nor  how,   nor  why,  but  he 

entwined 
Himself  perforce  around  the  hearer's  mind ; 
There  he  was  stamp'd  in  liking,  or  in  hate, 
If  greeted  once ;  however  brief  the  date 
That  friendship,  pity,  or  aversion  knew. 
Still  there  within  the  inmost  thought  he 

grew. 
Yon  could  not  penetrate  his  soul,  but  found. 
Despite  your  wonder,  to  your  own  he  wound; 
His  presence  haunted  still ;  and  from  (he 

breast 
He  forced  an  all-unwilling  interest. 
Vain  was  the  struggle  in  that  mental  net. 
His  spirit  seem'd  to  dare  you  to  forgot ! 

There  if  a  festival,  where  knights  and 

dames. 
And  aught  that  wealth  or  lofty  lineage 

claims 
Appear— a  highborn  and  a  welcome  guest 
To  Otho'i  hail  came  Lara  with  the  rest. 
The  long  carousal  shakes  the  illumined  hall. 
Well  speeds  alike  the  banquet  and  the  ball ; 
And  the  gay  dance  of  bounding  Beauty's 

train 
Links  grace  and  harmony  in  happiest  chain : 
Blest  are  the  early  hearts  and  gentle  hands 
That  mingle  there  in  well  according  bands ; 
It  is  a  sight  the  careful  brow  might  smoothe. 
And  make  Age  smile,  and  dre^un  itself  to 

youth. 
And  Youth  forget  such  hour  was  past  on 

earth. 
So  springs  the  exulting  bosom  to  that  mirth ! 

And  Lara  gazed  on  these,  sedately  glad, 
His  brow  belied  him  if  his  soul  was  sad ; 
And  his  glance  follow'd  fast  each  fluttering 

fair, 
Whose  steps  of  lightness  woke  no  echo  there: 
He  lean'd  against  the  lofty  pillar  nigh. 
With  folded  arms  and  long  attentive  eye. 
Nor  mark'd  a  glance  so  sternly  fix'd  on  his, 
ni  brook'd  high  Lara  scrutiny  like  this: 
At  length  he  caught  it,  'tis  a  face  unknown. 
But  seems  as  searching  his,  and  his  alone; 
Prying  and  dark,  a  stranger's  by  his  mien. 
Who  still  till  now  had  gazed  on  him  unseen ; 
At  length  encountering  meets  the  mutual 

gaze 


Of  keen  inquiry,  and  of  mntc  amaze ; 
On  Lara's  glance  emotion  gathering  grew, 
Alt  if  distrusting  that  the  stranger  threw ; 
Along  the  stranger's  aspect  fix'd  and  stern, 
Flash'd  more  than  thence  the  vulgar  eye 

could  learn. 

"  'TIS  he !  "  the  stranger  cried,  and  those 

that  heard, 
Re-echoed  fast  and  far  the  whisper'd  word. 
*^  Tia  he!"  "'TIS  who?"   they  question 

far  and  near, 
Till  louder  accents  rung  on  Lara's  ear; 
So  widely  spread ,  few  bosoms  well  could 

brook 
The  general  marvel ,   or  that  single  look ; 
But  Lara  stirr'd  not,  changed  not,  the  surpriie 
That  sprung  at  first  to  his  arrested  eyes 
Seem'd  now subsided,neither  sunk  nor  raised 
Glanced  his  eye  round,  though  still   the 

stranger  p^zed , 
And  drawing  nigh,  exclaim'd,  with  haughtj 

sneer : 
*'*•  Tis  he !  —  how  came  he  thence  ?  —  what 

doth  he  here  ?  " 

It  were  too  much  for  Lara  to  pass  by 
Such  question,  so  repeated  fierce  and  high; 
With  look  collected ,  but  with  accent  cold, 
More  mildly  firm  than  petulantly  bold, 
lie  tnm'd,  and  met  the  inquisitorial  tone — 
'^  My  name  is  Lara  ! —  when  thine  own  is 

known. 
Doubt  not  my  fitting  answer  to  requite 
The  nnlook'd  for  courtesy  of  such  a  knight. 
'TIS  Lara!  —  further wouldst  thou  mark  or 

ask? 
I  shun  no  question  and  1  wear  no  mask.  " 

^*-  Thou  shun'st  no  question !  Ponder — is 

there  none 
Thy  heart  must  answer ,  though  thine  ear 

would  shun  ? 
And  deem'st  thou  me  unknown  too?  Gaze 


again 


f 


At  least  thy  memory  was  not  given  in  vain. 
Oh !  never  canst  thou  cancel  half  her  debt. 
Eternity  forbids  thee  to  forget  " 
With  slow  and  searching  glance  upon  his 

face 
Grew  Lara's  eyes,  but  nothing  there  could 

trace 
They  knew,  or  chose  to  know — ^with  dubioui 

look 
He  deign'd  no  answer,  but  his  head  he  shook. 
And  half  contemptuous  turnM  to  pass  away ; 
But  the  stem  stranger  motion'd  him  to  stay. 
*'  A  word!— I  charge  thee  stay,  and  answei 

here 
To  one,  who ,  wert  thou  noble ,  were  thj 

peer. 
But  as  thou  wast  and  art  -  nay,  frown  not, 

lord  , 
If  false,  *tii  easy  to  disprove  the  word — 
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Bmi^   UM  ikon,  was!  mad  art,  on  thee  looLv 

down, 
UUtriuU  thy  amilea,  but  thakua  not  at  thy 

frown. 

Art  thou  not  he?  whose  deeds *' 

**  Whatever  I  be, 
Words  wild  as  these,  accusers  like  to  thee 
1  list  no  further;  those  with  whom  they 

weif>:h 
May  hear  the  rest,  nor  renture  to  gainsay 
The  wondrous  tale  no  doubt  thy  tongue  can 

tell, 
Which  thus  begins  so  courteously  and  well. 
Let  Otho  cherish  here  his  polish'd  guest. 
To  him  my  tlianks  and  thoughts  shall  be 

exprest." 
And  heiv  their  wondering  host  hath  inter- 
posed— 
**  Whatever   there  be   between  you  undis- 
closed. 
This  Is  no  time  nor  fitting  place  to  mar 
The  mirthful  meeting  wiUi  a  wordy  war. 
If  thou.  Sir  Ezzelin ,  hast  ought  to  show 
Which  it  befits  Count  Lara^s  ear  to  know. 
To-morrow,  here,  or  elsewhere,  as  may  best 
Beseem  your  mutual  judgment ,  speak  the 

rest; 
Ipledge  myself  for  thee,  as  not  unknown, 
TMigfa  like  Count  Lara  now  returned  alone 
Fken  oiher  lands,  almost  a  stranger  grown ; 
iad  If  from  Lara^s  blood  and  gentle  birth 
I  aagar  right  of  courage  and  of  worth, 
He  will  not  that  untainted  line  belie, 
Kor   aught,  that  knighthood  may  accord, 

deny. " 

**  To-morrow  be  it,'*  Eczelin  replied, 
Aad  here  oor  several  worth  and  truth  be 

tried ; 
I  gage  my  life,  my  falchion  to  attest 
My  words,  to  may  I  mingle  with  tlie  blest !  *' 
Iniat  ansrwers  Lara?  to  its  centre  shrunk 
Hie  sool,  in  deep  abstraction  sudden  sunk; 
Tlie  words  of  many  and  the  eyes  of  nil, 
Thmt  there  were  gathered  ,   seemed  on  him 

to  fall; 
Rat  hie  were  silent ,  his  appeared  to  stray 
la  far  forgetfniness  away— away — 
Alas  f  that  heedlessness  of  all  around 
Bespoke  remembrance  only  too  profound. 

»*  To-morrow ! — ay,  to-morrow !  "  further 

word 
Thaa  tliose  repeated  none  from  Lara  heard ; 
rpsa  his  brow  no  outward  passion  spoke, 
Tkamhis  large  eye  no  flashing  anger  broke ; 
Ttt  thcnre  was  something  fiz'd  in  that  low 

tone. 
Which  show'd  resolve,  determined,  though 

unknown. 
Bs seized  his  cloak— his  head  he  nlightly 

bow*d, 
Isd  passing  Ezzelin  he  left  the  crowd ; 
isd,ashc  pas!«'d  him.  smiling  met  the  frown 


With  which   that  chieftain's  brow  would 

bear  him  down : 
It  was  nor  Nmile  of  mirth,  nor  struggling 

pride 
That  curbs  to  scorn  the  wrath  it  cannot  hide : 
But  that  of  one  in  his  own  heart  secure 
Of  all  that  he  would  do,  or  could  endure. 
C«iuld  this  mean  peace?  the  calnmess  of 

the  good? 
Or  guilt  grown  old  in  desperate  hardihood? 
Whs  I  too  like  in  confidence  are  each. 
For  man  to  trust  to  mortal  look  ur  speech ; 
From  deeds,  and  deeds  alone,  may  he  discern 
Truths   which   it  wrings  the  unpractised 

heart  to  learn. 

And  Lara  callM  his  page,  and  went  his 

way— 
Well  could  that  stripling  word  or  sign  obey : 
His  only  follower  from  those  rlimeri  afar, 
Where  the  soul  glows  beneath  a  brighter 

star; 
For  Lara  left  the  shore  fn>m  whence  hs 

sprung, 
In  duty  patient,  and  sedate  though  young; 
Silent  as  him  he  sened,  his  faith  appears 
Above  his  station,  and  beyond  his  years. 
Though  not  unknown  the  tongue  of  Lara's 

land, 
In  such  from  him  he  rarely  heard  command, 
But  fleet  his  step,  and  clear  his  tones  would 

come. 
When  Lara^s  lip  breathed  forth  the  words 

of  home : 
Those  accents  as  his  nati^'c  mountains  dear. 
Awake  their  absent  echoes  in  his  ear. 
Friends',  kindreds',  parents',  wonted  voice 

recal, 
Now  lost,  abjured,  for  one — his  friend,  his 

all: 
For  him  earth  now  disclosed  no  other  guide ; 
What  marvel  then  he  rarely  left  his  side? 

Light  xras  his  form,  and  darkly  delicate 
That  brow  whereon  his  native  sun  had  sate. 
But  had  not  marr'd,  though  in  his  beams 

he  grew. 
The  cheek  where  oft  the  unbidden  blush 

shone  through; 
Yet  not  such  blush  as  mounts  when  health 

would  show 
All  the  heart's  hue  in  that  delighted  glow; 
But  'twas  a  hectic  tint  of  secret  care 
lliat  for  a  burning  mouirnt  fever'd  there ; 
And  the  wild  sparkle  of  his  eye  seem'd 

caught 
From  high,    and  lighten'd    with    electric 

thought. 
Though  its  black  orb  those  long  low  lashes 

fringe. 
Had  teniper'd  with  a  melancholy  tinge ; 
Yet  less  of  sorrow  than  of  pride  was  there. 
Or  if  'twere  grief,  a  grief  that  none  should 

share: 
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And  pleaied  not  him  the  tporti  that  please 

his  a^. 
The  tricki  of  jouth,  the  frnlicg  of  the  page ; 
For  hours  on  Lara  he  would  fix  his  glance, 
As  all-forgotten  in  that  watchful  trance; 
And  from  his  chief  withdrawn,  he  wandered 

lone. 
Brief  were  his  answers,  and  his  questions 

none; 
His  walk  the  wood,  his  sport  some  foreign 

book; 
His  resting-place  the  bank  Uiat  curbs  the 

brook : 
He  seemed,  like  him  he  served,  to  Htc  apart 
From  all  that  lures  the  eye,  and  fills  the 

heart ; 
To  know  no  brotherhood,   and  take  from 

earth 
No  gift  beyond  that  bitter  boon — oar  birth. 


If  aught  he  loved,  't^-as  Lara ;  but  was 

shown 
His  faith  in  rererence  and  in  deeds  alone ; 
In  mute  attention;  and  his  care,   which 

guessed 
Each    wish,  fnlfill'd    it    ere    the    tongue 

expressed. 
Still  there  was  haughtiness  in  all  he  did, 
A  spirit  deep  that  brooked  not  to  be  chid ; 
His  seal,  though  more  than  that  of  serrile 

hands. 
In  act  alone  obeys,  his  air  commands ; 
As  if  *twas  Lara^s  less  than  his  desire 
That  thus  he  served,  but  surely  not  for  hire. 
Slight  were  the  tasks  enjoin'd  him  by  his 

lord. 
To  hold  the  stirrup,  or  to  bear  the  sword ; 
To  tune  his  lute,  or  if  he  will'd  it  more. 
On  tomes  of  other  times  and  tongues  to  pore ; 
But  ne'er  to  mingle  with  the  menial  train^ 
To   whom    he   showed   nor   deference  nor 

disdain , 
But  that  well-worn  reserve  which  proved 

he  knew 
No  sympathy  with  that  familiar  crew : 
His  suul,  whate*er  his  station  or  his  stem. 
Could  bow  to  Lara,  not  descend  to  them. 
Of  higher  birth  he  seemed,  and  better  days. 
Nor  mark  of  vulgar  toil  that  hand  betrays. 
So  femininely  white  it  might  bespeak 
Another    sex ,    when    matchM    with   that 

smooth  cheek. 
But  for  his  garb,  and  something  in  his  gase, 
Hore   wild   and   high  than  woman's  eye 

betrays; 
A  latent  fierceness  that  far  more  became 
Hit  fiery  climate  than  his  tender  frame : 
True,  in  his  words  it  broke  not  from  his 

breast. 
But  from  his  aspect  might  be  more  than 

gnesk^d. 
Kaled  hit  name,  though  rumou  r  sai  d  he  bore 
Another  ere  he  left  his  mountain-shore ; 
For  somttimat  he  wduld  hear,  however  nigh. 


That  name  repeated  loud  withont  reply. 
As  unfamiliar,  or.  if  roused  again. 
Start  to  the  sound,  as  but  remembered  then; 
Unless  'twas  Lara's  wonted  voice  that  spake. 
For  then,  ear,  eyes,  and  heart  would  all 

awake. 

He  had  look'd  down  upon  the  festive  hall. 
And  mark'd  that  sudden  strife  so  mark'd 

of  all ; 
And  when  the  crowd  around  and  near  him 

tuld 
Their  wonder  at  the  calmness  of  the  bold. 
Their  marvel  how  the  high-born  Lara  bore  ^' 
Such  insult  from  a  stranger,  doubly   sore. 
The  colour  of  young  Kaled  went  and  came,    ^ 
The  lip  of  ashes,  and  the  cheek  of  flame;    1 
And  o^er  his  brow  the  dampening  heart- 
drops  threw 
The  sickening  iciness  of  that  cold  dew,  ' 

That  rises  as  the  busy  bosom  sinks 
With  heavy  thoughts  from  which  reflection 

shrinks. 
Yes — ^there  be  things  that  we  must  dream 

and  dare. 
And  execute  ere  thought  be  half  aware : 
Whatever  might  kaled's  be,  it  was  enow 
To  seal  his  lip,  but  agonise  his  brow. 
He  gazed  on  Ezzelin  till  Lara  cast 
That  sidelong  smile  upon  the  knight  he  past ; 
When  Kaled  saw  that  smile  his  visage  fell. 
As  if  on  something  recognized  right  well. 
His  memory  read  in  such  a  meaning  more 
Than  Lara's  aspect  unto  others  wore : 
Forward  he  sprung — a  moment,  both  were 

gone, 
And  all  within  that  hall  seem'd  left  alone ; 
Each  had  so  fix'd  his  eye  on  Lara's  mien. 
All  had  so  mix*d  their  feelings  with  that 

scene. 
That  when  his  long  dark  shadow  through 

the  porch 
No  more  relieves  the  glare  of  yon  high 

torch. 
Each  pulse  beats  quicker,  and  all  botomt 

seem 
To  bound  as  doubting  from  too  black  a 

dream. 
Such  as  we  know  Is  false,  yet  dread  in 

sooth. 
Because  the  worst  is  ever  nearest  truth. 
And  they  are  gone — but  Ezzelin  is  there. 
With  thoughtful  visage  and  imperious  air ; 
Rut  long  remain'd  not ;  ere  an  hour  expired 
He  waved  his  hand  to  Otho,  and  retired. 

The  crowd  are  gone,  the  revellers  at  rest ; 
The  courteous  host,and  all-approving  guest. 
Again  to  that  accustomed  couch  must  creep 
Where  joy  subsides,  and  sorrow  sighs_  to 

sleep. 
And   man,  o'er-labour*d   with   his   being^t 

strife. 
Shrinks  to  that  sweet -forgetfnlness  of  life: 
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There  lie  loTe'0  fereriili  hope  and  cnnning't 

guile, 
Hate's  working  hrain,  and  luU'd  ambition's 

wile; 
0*er  each  vain  eye  oblivion's  pinions  wave, 
And  quenched  existence  cronches  in  a  grave. 
What    better    name    may    slumber's   bed 

become  ? 
Mghl^s  sepalchre,  the  universal  home, 
Where  weakness,   strength,    vice,   virtue, 

sunk  supine. 
Alike  in  naked  helplessness  recline ; 
Glad  for  awhile  to  heave  unconscious  breath. 
Yet  wake  to  wrestle  with  the  dread  of  death, 
Aad  shun,  though   day  bnt  dawn  on  ills 

increast. 
Thai  sleep,  the  loreliest,  since  it  dreams 

the  least. 


CANTO    II. 

Kiavr    mutm    the   vapours   round   the 

mountains  curl'd 
Melt  into  mom,  and  Light  awakes  the  world. 
Miia  haa  mnother  day  to  swell  the  past, 
And  lead  him  near  to  little,  but  his  last; 
Bat  nigfaty  Nature  bounds  as  from  her  birth. 
The  son  is  in  the  heavens,  and  life  on  eairth ; 
Flowers    in  the  valley,  splendour  in  the 

beam. 
Health  on  the  gale,  and  freshness  in  tlie 

stream. 
laraMiTtal  man !  behold  her  glories  shine, 
.lad  cry,  exalting  inly,  ^*they  are  thine!" 
Gaze  on,  while  yet  thy  gladden'd  eye  may 

see; 
A  morrow  comes  when  they  are  not  for  thee : 
And  grieve  what  may  above  thy  senseless 

bier, 
Ser  earth  nor  sky  will  yield  a  single  tear; 
Ser  cloud  shall  gather  more,  nor  leaf  shall 

fall, 
%n  gale  breathe  forth  one  sigh  for  thee, 

for  all ; 
Bat  creeping  things  shall   revel  in  4heir 

spoil, 
lad  fit  thy  clay  to  fertilize  the  soil. 


Tis  mom — 'tis  noon — assembled  in  the 

hall, 
TW  gather'd  chieftains  come  to  Otho's  call; 
lii  Bow^    the  promised  hour,   that  must 

proclaim 
Tks  life  or  death  of  Lara's  future  fame; 
Vhea  Ezselin  his  charge  may  here  unfold, 
ill  whatsoe'er  the  tale,,  it  must  be  told. 
d  Ikith  was  pledged,  and  Lara's  promise 

given, 
Tt  Bwet  it  in  the  eye  of  man  and  heaven. 


Why  comes  he  not?    Snch  tratha  to  be 

divulged, 
Methinks  the  accuser's  rest  is  long  indulged. 

The  hour  is  past,  and  Lara  too  is  there, 
W^ith  self-confiding,  coldly  patient  air; 
Why  comes  not  Ezzelin  ?  The  hour  is  past. 
And    murmurs    rise,    and    Otho's    brow's 

<rercast. 
''I  know  my  friend !  his  faith  1  cannot  fear, 
If  yet  he  be  on  earth,  expect  him  here ; 
The  roof  that  held  him  in  the  valley  stands 
Between  my  own  and  noble  Lara's  lands ; 
My  halls  from  such  a  guest  had  honour 

gain'd, 
Nor  had  Sir  Ezzelin  his  host  disdain'd. 
But  that  some  previous  proof  forbade  his 

stay, 
And  urged  him  to  prepare  against  to-day ; 
llic  word  I  pledged  for  his  I  pledge  again. 
Or  will    myself  redeem  his  knighthood's 

stain. " 
He  ceased— and  Lara  answer'd,  ^^I  am  here 
To  lend  at  thy  demand  a  listening  ear 
To  tales  of  evil  from  a  stranger^s  tongue, 
Whose  words  already  might  my  heart  have 

wrung. 
But  that  I  deem'd  him  scarcely  less  than 

mad. 
Or,  at  the  worst,  a  foe  ignobly  bad. 
I  know  him  not — but  me  it  seems  he  knew 
In  lands  where — ^but  I  must  not  trifle  too : 
Produce  this  babbler — or  redeem  the  pledge; 
Here  in  thy  hold,  and  with  thy  falchion's 

edge. " 
Proud  Otho  on  the  instant,  reddening,  threw 
His  glove  on  earth,  and  forth  his  sabre  flew. 
^'The  last  alternative  befits  me  best. 
And  thus  I  answer  for  mine  absent  guest." 
With  cheek   unchanging  from   its  sallow 

gloom. 
However  near  his  own  or  other's  tomb ; 
With  hand,  whose  almost  careless  coolness 

spoke. 
Its  grasp  well-used  to  deal  the  sabre-stroke; 
WiUi  eye,  though  calm,  determined  not  to 

spare. 
Did  Lara  too  his  willing  weapon  bare. 
In  vain  the  circling  chieftains  round  them 

closed. 
For  Otho's  phrenzy  would  not  be  opposed ; 
And  from  his  lip  those  words  of  insult  fell — 
His  sword  is  good  who  can  maintain  them 

well. 

Short  was  the  conflict;  furious,  blindly 

rash. 
Vain  Otho  gave  his  bosom  to  the  gash : 
He  bled,   and  fell,   but  not  with  deadly 

wound, 
Stretch'd  by  a  dextrous  sleight  along  the 

ground. 
^'Demand  thy  life!"  He  answer'd  not:  and 

then 


110 


LARA. 


Canto  11. 


From   that  red   floor  he  ne^er  had  riten 

again. 
For  Lara*8  brow  upon  the  moment  grew 
Almost  to  blackness  in  its  demon-hue ; 
And  fiercer  shook  his  angry  falchion  now 
Than  when  his  foe^s  was  lev  el  I'd  at  his 

brow; 
Then  all  was  stern  coilectedness  and  art. 
Now  rose  the  unleavened  hatred  of  his  heart ; 
So  little  sparing  to  the  Toe  he  felPd, 
That  when  the  approaching  crowd  his  arm 

withheld. 
He  almost  tumM  the  thirsty  point  on  those 
Wlio  thus  for  mercy  dared  to  interpose ; 
But  to  a  moment^s  thought  that  purpose 

bent : 
Yet  lookM  he  on  him  still  with  eye  intent. 
As  if  he  loathed  the  ineffectual  strife 
That  left  a  foe,  howe'er  overthrown,  with 

life; 
As  if  to  search  how  far  the  wound  he  gave 
Had  sent  its  victim  onward  to  his  grare. 

They  raised  the  bleeding  Otho,  and  the 

Lrech 
Forbade  all  present  question,   sign,    and 

speech ; 
The  others  met  within  a  neighbouring  hall. 
And  he,  incensed  and  heedless  of  them  all. 
The  cause  and  conqueror  in  this    sudden 

fray. 
In  haughty  silence  slowly  strode  away; 
He   back*d  his  steed,  his  homeward  path 

he  took. 
Nor  cast  on  Otho*s  towers  a  single  look. 

But  where  was  he?  that  meteor  of  a 

night. 
Who  menaced  but  to  disappear  with  light? 
Where  was  this  Ezzelin?  who  came  and 

went 
To  leave  no  other  trace  of  his  intent. 
He  left  the  dome  of  Otho  long  ere  mom. 
In  darkness,  yet  so  well  the  path  was  worn 
He  could  not  miss  it :  near  his  dwelling  lay: 
But  there  he  was  not,  and  with  coming  day 
Came  fast  inquiry,  which  unfolded  nought 
Except  the  absence  of  the  chief  it  sought. 
A  chamber  tenantless,  a  steed  at  rest. 
His  host  alarmM,  his  murmuring  squires 

distrest : 
Their  search  extends  along,  around  the  path. 
In  dread  to  meet  the  marks  of  prowlers* 

wrath: 
But  none  are  there ,  and  not  a  brake  hath 

borne 
Nor   gout  of  blood,  nor  shred  of  mantle 

'  torn; 

Nor  fall  nor  struggle  hath  defaced  the  grass. 
Which  still  retains  a  mark  where  murder 

was; 
Nor  dabbling  fingers  left  to  tell  the  tale. 
The  bitter  print  of  each  convulsive  nail. 
When  agonised  hands  that  cease  to  guard, 


Wonnd  in  that  pang  tlie  smoothness  of  the 

sward. 
Some  such  liad  been,  if  here  a  life  was  reft. 
But   these  were  not ;  and  doubting  hope 

is  left; 
And  strange  suspicion,  whispering  Lara^s 

name, 
Now  daily  mutters  o^er  his  blackeuM  fame ; 
Then  sudden  silent  when  his  form  appear^, 
Awaits  the  absence  of  the  thing  it  feared 
Again  its  wonted  wondering  to  renew. 
And  dye  conjecture  with  a  darker  hue. 

Days  roll  along,  and  Otho's  wounds  are 

heard. 
But   not    his   pride;    and    hate   no   more 

conceaPd : 
He  was  a  man  of  power,  and  Lara^s  foe. 
The   friend   of  all  who   sought  to  work 

him  woe. 
And  from  his  country 's  justice  now  demands 
Account  of  Ezzclin  at  Lara^s  hands. 
Who  else  than  Lara  could  have  cause  to  fear 
His  presence?  who  had  made  him  disappear, 
If  not  the  man  on  whom  his  menaced  charge 
Had  sate  too  deeply  were  he  left  at  large? 
The  general  rumour  ignorantly  loud. 
The  mystery  dearest  to  the  curious  crowd ; 
The   seeming   friendlessness   of  him  who 

strove 
To  win  no  confidence,  and  wake  no  love; 
The   sweeping  fierceness  which  his   soul 

betray'd,      ^  . 
The  skill  with  which  he  wielded  his  keen 

blade ; 
Where  had  his  arm  unwarlike  caught  that 

art? 
Where  had  that  fierceness  grown  upon  his '  * 

heart  ? 
For  it  was  not  tlie  blind  capricious  rage 
A  word  can  kindle  and  a  word  assuage; 
But  the  deep  working  of  a  soul  unmixed 
With  aught  of  pity  where  its  wrath  had 

fix'd ; 
Such  as  long  power  and  overgorged  sueccas 
Concentrates  into  all  that^s  merciless: 
These,  linkM  with  that  desire  which  ever 

sways 
Mankind,  the  rather  to  condemn  than  praise, 
^Gainst  Lara  gathering  raised  at  length  a 

storm. 
Such  as  himself  might  fear,  and  foes  would 

form. 
And  he  must  answer  for   tlie  absent  head 
Of  one  that  haunts  him  still,  alive  or  dead. 

Within  that  land  was  many  a  malcontent, 
Who  cursed  the  t^Tanny  to  which  he  bent ; 
That  soil  full  many  a  wringing  despot  saw. 
Who  workM  his  wantonness  in  form  of  law  ; 
Long  war  without  and  frequent  broil  within 
Had  made  a  path  for  blood  and  giant-sin, 
That  waited  but  a  signal  to  begin 
New  havock,  such  as  civil  discord  blends. 
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Which    knowt  ■•  neuter,  ownt  bat  foes 

or  friends ; 
Fix^d  in  hit  feudal  fortreei  each  was  lord, 
la  word  and  deed  obey'd,  in  soul  abhorred. 
Thnt  Lara  had  inherited  hii  lands. 
And  with  them  pining  hearts  and  slnggish 

hands ; 
But  that  long  absence  from  his  native  clime 
Had  left  him  stainless  of  oppression's  crime, 
And  now  diverted  by  his  milder  sway, 
All  dread  by  slow  degrees  had  worn  away : 
The  menials  fe]t  their  usual  awe  alone, 
Rat  more  for  him  than  them  that  fear  was 

grown; 
They  deemM  him  now  unhappy,  though 

at  first 
Their  e%l\  judgment  augurM  of  the  worst, 
And   each   long  restless   night,  and  silent 

mood. 
Was  traced  to  sickness,  fed  by  solitude : 
And  though  his  lonely  habits  threw  of  late 
Gloom  o^er  his  chamber,  cheerful  was  his 

gate; 
For  thence  the  wretched  ne'er  unsoothed 

withdrew, 
For  them,  at  least,  his  soul  compassion 

knew. 
Cold  to  the  great,  contemptuous  to  the  high, 
TIm  humble  passed  not  his  unheeding  eye; 
Ifach  he  would  speak  not,  but  beneath  his 

roof 
Thej  found  asylum  oft,  and  ne'er  reproof. 
And   they  who  watch'd  might  mark  that 

.  day  by  day 
Some  new  retainers  gathered  to  his  sway ; 
But  moet  of  late,  since  Ezzelin  was  lost. 
He  playM  the  courteous  lord  and  bounteous 

host: 
Perchance  his  strife  with  Otho  made  him 

dread 
Some  snare  prepared  for  his  obnoxious  head ; 
WhateVr  his  Tiew,  his  favour  more  obtains 
With  theae,   the  people,  than  his  fellow- 
thanes. 
if  this  were  policy,  so  far  'twas  sound. 
The  million  judged  but  of  him  as  they 

found ; 
From  him  by  sterner  chiefs  to  exile  driven 
They  but  required  a  shelter,  and  'twas  given. 
By  him  no  peasant  mourn'd  his  rifled  cot, 
Aad  scarce  the  Serf  could  murmur  o'er  his 

lot; 
With   him    old   avarice  found  his  hoard 

secure, 
With  him  contempt  forbore  to  mock  the 

poor; 
Teuth  present  cheer  and  promised  recom- 
pense 
litain^d,   till    all    too   late  to  part  from 

thence : 
IWhate  he  offcr'd,  with  the  coming  change, 
Tke  deep  reversion  of  delay 'd  revenge; 
Ts  love,  long  baffled  by  the  unequal  match, 
Ibe  well -won  charms  success  was  sure  to 

snatch. 


All  now  was  ripe,  he  waits  bnt  to  proclaim 
That  slavery  nothing  M'hich  was  still  a  name. 
The  moment  came,  tlie  hour  when  Otho 

thought 
Secure   at   last  the   vengeance   which  he 

nought : 
His  summons  found  the  destined  criminal 
Begirt  by  thousands  in  his  swarming  hall. 
Fresh  from  their  feudal  fetters  newly  riven. 
Defying  earth,  and  confident  of  heaven. 
That  morning  he  had  freed  the  soil-bound 

slaves 
Who  dig  no  land  for  tyrants    bnt   their 

graves! 
Such   is   their  cry — some  watchword  for 

the  fight 
Must  vindicate  the  wrong,  and  warp  the 

right : 
Religion — freedom  — ^vengeance — what  yon 

will, 
A  word's  enough  to  raise  mankind  to  kill: 
Some  factious  phrase  by  cunning  caught 

and  spread. 
That   guilt  may  reign,    and  wolves  and 

worms  be  fed ! 

Throughout  that  clime  the  feudal  chiefs 

had  gain'd 
Such  sway,   their  infant-monarch  hardly 

reign'd ; 
Now  was  the  hour  for  faction's  rebel  growth. 
The  Serfs  contemned  the  one,  and  hated 

both : 
They  waited  but  a  leader,  and  they  found 
One  to  their  cause  inseparably  bound ; 
By  circumstance  compell'd  to  plunge  again, 
In  self-defence,  amidst  the  strife  of  men. 
Cut  ofi^  by  some  mysterious  fate  from  tliose 
Whom  birth  and  nature  meant  not  for  his 

foes. 
Had  Lara  from  that  night,  to  him  accurst, 
Prepared  to  meet,  but  not  alone,  the  worst: 
Some  reason  urged,  whate'er  it  was,  to  shun 
Inquiry  into  dee^s  at  distance  done ; 
By  mingling  with  his  own  the  cause  of  all, 
E'en  if  he  fail'd,  he  still  delay'd  his  fall. 
The  sullen  calm  that  long  his  bosom  kept. 
The  storm  that  once  had  spent  itself  and 

slept. 
Roused  by  events  that  seem'd  foredoom'd 

to  urge 
His  gloomy  fortunes  to  their  utmost  verge. 
Burst  forth,  and  made  him  all  he  once  had 

been, 
.And  is  again ;  he  only  changed  the  scene. 
Light  care  had  he  for  life,  and  less  for 

fame, 
Bnt  not  less  fitted  for  the  desperate  game: 
He  deem'd  himself  mark'd  out  for  others* 

hate, 
And  mock'd  at  ruin  so  they  shared  his  fate. 
What  cared  he  for  the  freedom  of  the  crowd? 
He  raised  the  humble  but  to  bend  the  proud. 
He  had  hoped  quiet  in  his  sullen  lair. 
But  man  and  destiny  beset  him  there : 
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Inared  to  hanten  he  was  foand  at  bay. 
And  thej  miut  liill,  they  cannot  snare  the 

prey. 
Stern,  unambitioai,  silent,  he  had  been 
Henceforth  a  calm  spectator  of  lifers  9cene, 
Bat  dragged  again  upon  the  arena,  stood 
A  leader  not  anequ^l  to  the  fend ; 
In    Toice — mien— gesture — savage    nature 

spoke, 
And  from  his  eye  the  gladiator  broke. 

What  boots  the  oft- repeated  tale  of  strife. 
The  feast  of  vultures,  and  the  waste  of  life  ? 
The  varying  fortune  of  each  separate  field. 
The  fierce  that  vanquish,   and    the  faint 

that  yield  V 
The  smoking  ruin,  and  the  crumbled  wall? 
In  this  tlie  struggle  was  the  same  with  all ; 
Save  that  distempered  passions  lent  their 

force 
In  bitterness  that  banish'd  all  remorse. 
None   sued,  for  Mercy  knew  her  cry  was 

vain. 
The  captive  died  upon  the  battle-iilain : 
In  either  cause,  one  rage  alone  posses t 
The  empire  of  the  alternate  victor^s  breast; 
And   they   that  smote  for  freedom  or  for 

sway. 
Deemed  few  were  slain,  while  more  remain^ 

to  slay. 
It  was  too  late  to  check  the  wasting  brand. 
And  Desolation  rcapM  the  famished  land; 
The  torch  was  lighted,  and  the  flame  was 

spread. 
And  Carnage  smiled  upon  her  daily  dead. 

Fresh  with  the  ner\-e  the  new -bom  im- 
pulse strung. 
The  first  success  to  Lara's  numbers  clung : 
But  that  vain  victory  hath  ruin'd  all, 
They  form  no  longer  to  their  leader's  call ; 
In  blind  confusion  on  the  foe  they  press. 
And  think  to  snatch  is  to  secure  success. 
The  lust  of  booty,  and  the  thirst  of  hate, 
Lure  on  the  broken  brigands  to  their  fate; 
In  vain  he  doth  whatever  a  chief  may  do, 
To  check  the  headlong  fury  of  that  crew ; 
In  vain  their  stubborn  ardour  be  would  tame, 
The  hand  that  kindles  cannot  quench  the 

flame; 
The  wary  foe  alone  hath  turn'd  their  mood, 
And  shown^  their  rashness  to  that  erring 

brood: 
The  fei^nM  retreat,  the  nightly  ambuscade. 
The  daily  harras,  and  the  fight  delay M, 
The  long  privation  of.the  hoped  supply. 
The  tentless  rest  beneath  the  humid  sky, 
The  stubborn  wall  that  mocks  the  leaguer^s 

art. 
And  palls  the  patience  of  his  baffied  heart. 
Of  these  they  had  not  deemed:  the  battle-day 
They  could  encounter  as  a  veteran  may. 
But  more  preferred  the  fury  of  the  strife. 
And  pretent  death  to  hourly  raffering  life : 


And  famine  wrings,  and  fever  sweeps  away 
His  numbers  melting  fast  from  their  array; 
Intemperate  triumph  fades  to  discontent. 
And  Lara's  soul  alone  seems  still  unbent : 
But  few  remain  to  aid  his  voice  and  hand. 
And  thousands  dwindled  to  a  scanty  band: 
Desperate,  though  few,   the  last  and  best 

remained 
To  mourn  the  discipline  they  late  disdain'd. 
One  hope  survives,  the  frontier  is  not  far. 
And  thence  they  may  escape  from  native  war; 
And  bear  within  them  to  the  neighbouring: 

state 
An  exile's  sorrows,  or  an  outlaw's  hate: 
Hard  is  the  task  their  father-land  to  quit. 
But  harder  still  to  perish  or  submit. 

It  is  resolved — they  march  —  consenting 

Mght 
Guides  with  her  star  their  dim  and  torchless 

flight; 
Already  they  perceive  its  tranquil  beam 
Sleep  on  the  surface  of  the  barrier-stream; 
Already  they  descry — Is  yon  the  bank  ? 
Away!  'tis  lined  with  many  a  hostile  rank. 
Return  or  fly!— What  glitters  in  the  rear? 
Tis  Otho's  banner— the  pursuer's  spear! 
Are  those  the   shepherds'  fires  upon   the 

height  ? 
Alas!  they  blaze  too  widely  for  the  flight: 
Cut  oflTfrom  hope,  and  compass'd  in  the  toil. 
Less  blood  perchance  hath  bought  a  richer 

spoil  I 

A  moment's  pause ,   'tis  but  to  breathe 

their  band. 
Or  shall  they  onward  press,  or  here  with- 
stand? 
It  matters  little— if  they  charge  the  foes 
Who  by  the  border  -  stream  their  march 

oppose. 
Some  few,  perchance,  may  break  and  past 

the  line. 
However  link'd  to  baffle  such  design. 
^^The  charge  be  ours!   to  wait  for  their 

assault 
Were  fate  well  worthy  of  a  coward's  halt." 
Forth  flies  each  sabre,  rein'd  is  every  steed. 
And  the  neit  word  shall  scarce  outstrip  the 

deed: 
In  the  next  tone  of  Lara's  gathering  breath 
How  many  shall  but  hear  the  voice  of  death ! 

His  blade  is  bared,  in  him  there  is  an  air 
As  deep,  bat  far  too  tranquil  for  despair; 
A  something  of  indifference  more  than  then 
Becomes  the  bravest,  if  they  feel  for  men — 
He  tum'd  his  eye  on  Kaled,  ever  near. 
And  still  too  faithful  to  betray  one  fear ; 
Perchance  'twas  but  the  moon's  dim  twilight 

threw 
Along  his  aspect  an  unwonted  hue 
Of  mournful    paleneaa,    whose  deep  tint 

exprest 
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Tbe  tftith,  and  not  the  tenor  of  hf  •  breast. 
This  Lara  msrliM,  and  laid  his  hand  on  his : 
It  trembled  not  in  ench  an  honr  as  this; 
Hie  lip  was  silent,  scarcely  beat  his  heaurt. 
His  eye  aloae  proclaim*d,^^  We  will  not  part ! 
^  Thy  band  may  perish,  or  thy  friends  may 

flee, 
Farewell  to  life,  but  not  adieu  to  thee !  ** 

The  word  hath  pass'd  his  lips,  and  onward 

driven, 
l^nrs  the  linkM  band  through  ranks  asunder 

riven ; 
Well  has  each  steed  obeyM  the  armed  heel, 
And  flash  the  scimitars,  and  rings  the  steel; 
OotanmberM,  not  outbraved,    they    still 

oppose 
Despair  Co  daring,  and  a  front  to  foes ; 
And  blood  is  mingled  with  the  dashing 

stream, 
Which  mns  all  redly  till  the  morning  beam. 

Ommanding,  aiding,  animating  all, 
Where  foe  appeared  to  press,  or  friend  to  fall. 
Cheers  Lara's  Toice ,  and  waves  or  strikes 

his  steel, 
Inspirini^  hope ,  himself  had  ceased  to  feel. 
Ksae  Hed »  for  well  they  knew  that  flight 

^  were  vain ; 

BM  those  that  waver  torn  to  smite  again. 
While  jet  they  flnd  the  firmest  of  the  foe 
Recoil  before  their  leader's  look  and  blow: 
Kflw  rirt  with  numbers,  now  almost  alone. 
He  foils  their  ranks,  or  reunites  his  own ; 
Himsfilf  he  spared  not — once  they  seemM 

to  fly- 
Sow  was  the  time,  he  waved  his  hand  on 

high. 
And  shook— why  sudden  droops  that  plumed 

crest? 
Hw  shaft  is  sped— the  arrow's  in  his  breast! 
Ihal  fktal  ffesture  left  the  unguarded  side, 
And  Death  hath  stricken  down  yon  arm  of 

pride. 
Tha  word   of   triumph  fainted  from  his 

tongue; 
Hit  iMnd,  so  raised,  how  droopiagly  it 

hung! 
Bat  yet  the  sword  instinctively  retains, 
Ihaagfa  from  its  fellow  shrink  the  falling 

reins; 
These  Kaled  snatches :  diizy  with  the  blow, 
lad  senseless  bending  o'er  his  saddle-bow, 
hveeives  not  Lara  that  his  anxious  page 
ligmilea  bis  char^r  from  the  combars  rage: 
Miiafiinn  his  followers  charge,  and  charge 

again; 
Tas  aiSxM  the  slayers  now  to  heed  the  slain! 

iij  l^linaoners  on  the  dying  and  the  dead, 
IW  cloven  cuirass,  and  the  helmless  head; 
Hi  war-horse  masterless  is  on  the  earth, 
hi  that  last  gasp  hath  burst  his  bloody 

girth; 


And  near  yet  quivering  with  what  Ufa 

remained. 
The  heel  that  urged  him  and  the  hand  that 

rein'd ; 
And  some  too  near  that  rolling  torrent  lie. 
Whose  waters  mock  the  lip  of  those  that  die ; 
That  panting  thirst  which  scorches  in  the 

breath 
Of  those  that  die  the  soldier's  fieiy  death, 
In  vain  impels  the  burning  mouth  to  crave 
One  dn>p — the  last — to  cool  it  for  the  iprave ; 
With  feeble  and  convulsive  effort  swept. 
Their  limbs  along  the  crimson'd  turf  have 

crept; 
The  faint  remains   of  lifiD  such  struggles 

waste. 
But  yet  they  reach  the  stream ,  and  bend 

to  taste : 
They  feel  its  freshness,  and  almost  partake  ~ 
Why  pause?   No  further  thirst  have  they 

to  slake — 
It  is  unquench'd,  and  yet  they  feel  it  not; 
It  was  an  agony — ^but  now  forgot ! 


Beneath  a  lime,  remoter  from  the  scene. 
Where  but  for  him  that  strife  had  never  been, 
A  breathing  but  devoted  warrior  lay : 
Twas  Lara  bleeding  fast  from  life  awapr. 
His  follower  once,  and  now  his  only  guide. 
Kneels  Kaled  watchful  o'er  his  welling  side. 
And  with  his  scarf  would  staunch  the  tides 

that  rush. 
With  each  convulsion ,  in  a  blacker  gush ; 
And  then,  as  his  faint  breathinfir  waxes  low. 
In  feebler,  not  less  fatal  tricklings  flow  :^ 
He  scarce  can  speak ,  but  motions  him  'tis 

vain. 
And  merely  adds  another  throb  to  pain. 
He  clasps  the  hand  that  pang  which  would 

assuage. 
And  sadly  smiles  his  thanks  to  tluit  dark  page 
Who  noUiing  fears ,  nor  feels ,  nor  heeds, 

nor  sees, 
Save  that  damp  brow  which  rests  upon  his 

knees; 
Save  that  pale  aspect,  where  the  eye,  though 

dim, 
Held  all  the  light  that  shone  on  earth  for 

him. 

The  foe  arrives,  who  long  had  search'd 

the  field. 
Their  triumph  nought  till  Lara  too  should 

yield; 
They  would  remove  him,  but  they  see  Hwere 

vain. 
And  he  regards  them  with  a  calm  disdain, 
That  rose  to  reconcile  him  with  his  fate. 
And  that  escape  to  death  from  living  hate: 
And  Otho  comes,  and  leaping  from  his  steed. 
Looks  on  the  bleeding  foe  that  made  him 

bleed. 
And  questions  of  his  state;  ho  answers  not. 
Scarce  glances  on  him  as  on  one  forgot, 
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And  turns  to  Kaled :— -each  remaining  word, 
Tliej  anderttood  not,  if  distinctly  heard ; 
His  djing  tones  are  in  that  other  tongue. 
To  which  some  strange  rememhrance  wildly 

clung. 
They  spake  of  other  scenes ,  but  what — is 

known 
To  Kaled,  whom  their  meaning  reached 

alone ; 
And  he  replied ,  though  faintly ,  to  their 

sound. 
While  gased  the  rest  in  dumb  amaxement 

round: 
They  seem*d  even  then — that  twain—  unto 

the  last 
To  half  forget  the  present  in  the  past; 
To  share  between  themselves  some  separate 

fate, 
Whose  darkness  none  beside  should  pene- 
trate. 

Their  words,  though  faint,  were  many — 

from  the  tone 
Their  import  those  who  heard  could  judge 

alone; 
From  this,  yon  might  haTO  deemM  young 

Kaled^s  death 
More  near  than  Lara^s  by   his  voice  and 

breath. 
So  sad,  so  deep,  and  hesitating  broke 
Tlie  accents  his  scarce-moving  pale  lips 

spoke; 
But  Lara*s  voice  though  low,at  first  was  clear 
And  calm,  till  murmuring  death   gasp'd 

hoarsely  near: 
But  from  his  visage  little  could  we  guess. 
So  unrepentant,  dark,  and  passionless. 
Save  that  when  struggling  nearer  to  his  last, 
Upon  that  page  his  eye  was  kindly  cast ; 
And  once  as  Kaled*s  answering  accent*  ceast, 
Rose  Lara*s  hand,  and  pointed  to  the  East : 
Whether  (as  then  the  breaking  sun  from  high 
Roird  back  the  clouds)  the  morrow  caught 

his  eye. 
Or  that  *twas  chance,  or  some  rememberM 

scene 
That  raised  his  arm  to  point  where  mieh 

had  been. 
Scarce  Kaled  seem'd  to  know ,   but  tumM 

As  if  his  heart  abhorred  that  coming  day. 

And  shrunk  his  glance  before  that  morning- 
light. 

To  look  on  Lara^s  brow — where  all  grew 

night. 

Yet  sense  seem'd  left,  though  better  were 

its  loss ; 

For  when  one  near  display'd  the  absolving 

cross. 

And  profTerM  to  his  touch  the  holy  bead, 

Of  which  hifl  parting  soul  might  own  the 

need. 

He  lookM  upon  it  with  an  eye  profane. 

And  smiled-^llraven  pardon!  if 'twere  with 

disdaia : 


And   Kaled,    though   he  spoke  not;    nor 

withdrew 
From  Lara's  face  his  fixM  despairing  view. 
With  brow  repulsive,  and  with  gesture  swift. 
Flung  back  the  hand  which  held  the  sacred 

gift , 
As  if  such  but  disturbed  the  expiring  man, 
Nor  seem'd  to  know  his  life  but  then  began. 
That  life  of  immortality,  secure 
To  none,  save  them  whose  faith  in  Christ 

is  sure. 

But  gasping  heaved  the  breath  that  Lara 

drew. 
And  dull  the  film  along  his  dim  eye  grew ; 
His  limbs  stretch'd  fluttering,  and  his  head 

droopM  o^er 
The  weak  yet  still  untiring  knee  that  bore; 
He  pressed  the  hand  he  held  upon  his  heart  - 
It  beats  no  more ,   but  Kaled  will  not  part 
With  the  cold  grasp ,  but  feels ,  and  feels 

in  vain. 
For  that  faint  throb  which  answers  not  again . 
*^  It  beats !  "—Away ,  thou  dreamer !  he  is 

gone — 
It  once  was  Lara  which  thou  lookst  upon. 

He  gazed,  as  if  not  yet  had  pass'd  away 
The  haughty  spirit  of  that  humble  clay  ; 
And  those  around  have  roused  him  from  his 

trance. 
But  cannot  tear  from  thence  his  fixed  glance ; 
And  when  in  raising  him  from  where  he  bore 
Within  his  arms  the  form  that  felt  no  more. 
He  saw  the  head  his  breast  would  still 

sustain. 
Roll  down  like  earth  to  earth  upon  the  plain; 
He  did  not  dash  himself  thereby,   nor  tear 
The  glossy  tendrils  of  his  raven-hair, 
But  strove  to  stand  and  gaze ,  but  reel'd 

and  fell. 
Scarce  breathing  more  than  that  he  loved 

so  well. 
Than  that  he  loved !  Oh !  never  yet  beneath 
The  breast  of  man  such  trusty  love  may 

breathe ! 
That  trying  moment  hath  at  once  reveal'd 
The  secret  long  and  yet  hut  half  conceal'd ; 
In  baring  to  revive  tiiat  lifeless  breast. 
Its  grief  seem'd  ended,  but  the  sex  confeet; 
And  life  retum'd,  and  Kaled  felt  no  shame— 
What  now  to  her  was  Womanhood  or  Fame ! 

And  Lara  sleeps  not  where  his  fathers 

sleep , 
But  where  he  died  his  grave  was  dug  as  deep; 
Nor  is  his  mortal  slumber  less  profound, 
lliongh  priest  nor  bless'd,  nor  marble  dech'd 

the  mound ; 
And  he  was  moum'd  by  one  whose  quiet 

grief, 
Less  loud,  outlasts  a  people's  for  their  chief. 
Vain  was  all  question  ask'd  her  of  the  past. 
And  vain  even  menace— silent  to  the  last; 
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She  told  nor  whenre,   nor  why  she    left 

behind 
Her  all  for  one  who  teem'd  bat  little  kind. 
Why  did  she  lore  him?  Curious  fool! — be 

itill— 
It  huBUin  loTe  the  g^wth  of  human  will  ? 
To  her  he  might  be  gentleness ;  the  stem 
HaTe  deeper  thoughts  than  your  dull  eyes 

discern. 
And  when  they  love,  your  sroilers  guess 

not  how 
Beats  the  strong   heart,    though  less  the 

lips  avow. 
lliey  were  not  common  links,  that  formM 

the  chain 
That  bound  to  Lara  Kaled*s  heart  and  brain; 
But  that  wild  tale  she  brookM  not  to  unfold. 
And  sealed  is  now  each  lip  that  could  have 

told. 


They  laid  fiim  in  the  earth,  and  on  his 

breast, 
Besides  the  wound  that  sent  his  soul  to  rest, 
They  found  the  scattered  dints  of  many  a 

scar, 
Which  were  not  planted  there  in  recent  war ; 
Where'er  had  passM  his  summer-years  of 

life. 
It  soeoM  they  ranishM  in  a  land  of  strife ; 
Bat  all  unknown  his  glory  or  his  guilt. 
These  only  told  that  somewhere  blood  was 

spilt. 
And  Eaaelin,   who  might  have  spoke  the 

past, 
Retam^d  no  more—  that  night  appeared  his 

last. 

Upon  that  aight  (a  peasant's  is  the  tale) 
A  Serf  that  erossM  the  interrening  vale. 
When  CSynthia'f  light  almost  gave  way  to 

mom. 
And  nenrly  reird  in  mist  her  waning  horn ; 
A  Serf*   that  rose  betimes  to  thread  the 

wood, 
Aad    hew    the    bough    that    bought    his 

ehildren'if  food, 
Fassld  hy  the  river  that  divides  the  plain 
Of  Otfao's  lands  and  Lara's  broad  domain : 
Be  henrd  n  tramp — a  horse  and  horseman 

broke 
Pram   ont    the  wood — before  him  was  a 

cloak 
Wrapt  round  some  bnrtlien  at  his  saddle- 
bow, 
Bnt  was   his  head,  and  hidden  was  his 

brow. 
Bsnscd  by  the  sndden  sight  at  such  a  time, 
lad  some  foreboding  that  it  might  be  crime, 
Himsiilf  unheeded  watch'd  the  stranger's 

coarse. 
Who  reach'd  the  river,   bounded  from  his 

horse, 
lid  lifting  thence  the  burthen  which  he 

bore. 


Heaved  up  tlie  bank,    and   dashM  it  from 

tlie  shore. 
Then  paused,  and  look'd,   and  tumM,  and 

secm'd  to  watch. 
And  still   another  hurried   glance  would 

snatch. 
And  follow  with  his  step  the  stream  that 

flowed. 
As  if  even  yet  too  much  its  surface  show'd : 
At  once  he  started,  stoop'd;  —around  him 

strown 
The  winter  floods  had  scattered  heaps  of 

stone ; 
Of  these  tlie  heaviest  thence  he  gathered 

there. 
And  slung  them  with  a  more  than  common 

care. 
Meantime   the  Serf   had   crept  to  where 

unseen 
Himself  might  safely  mark  what  this  might 

mean; 
He  caught  a  glimpse,  as  of  a  floating  breast, 
And  something  glitter'd  starlike  on  the  vest, 
Bnt  ere  he  well  con  Id  mark  the  buoyant 

trunk, 
A  roas^y  fragment  smote  it,  and  it  sunk  : 
It  rose  again  but  indistinct  to  view. 
And  left  the  waters  of  a  purple  hue. 
Then    deeply    disappeared :   the  horseman 

gazed 
Till  ebb'd  the  latest  eddy  it  had  raised  ; 
Then  turning,  vaulted  on  his  pawing  steed, 
And  instant  spurr'd  him  into  panting  speed. 
His  face  was  mask'd— the  features  of  the 

dead, 
If  dead  it  were,  escaped  the  observer's  dread; 
But  if  in  sooth  a  star  its  bosom  bore. 
Such   is  the  badge  that  knighthood  ever 

wore. 
And  such  'tis  known  Sir  Exsetin  had  worn 
Upon  the  night  that  led  to  such  a  mora. 
If  thus  he  perish'd.   Heaven  receive  his 

soul! 
His  undiscover'd  limbs  to  ocean  roll ; 
And  charity  upon  the  hope  would  dwell 
It  was  not  Lara's  hand  by  which  he  fell. 


And  Kaled — Lara — Ezzelin,  are  gone. 
Alike  without  their  monumental  stone! 
The  first,  all  efforts  vainly  strove  to  wean 
From  lingering  where  her  chieftain's  blood 

had  been ; 
Grief  had  so  tamed  a  spirit  once  too  proud. 
Her  tears  were  few,  her  wailing  never  loud; 
But  furious  would  you  tear  her  from  the 

spot 
Where  yet  she  scarce  believed  that  he  was 

not, 
Her  rye  shot  forth  with  all  the  living  fire 
That  haunts  the  tigress  in  her  whelpless  ire ; 
But  left  to  waste  her  weary  moments  there. 
She  falk'd  all  idly  unto  shapes  of  air. 
Such  as  the  busy  brain  of  sorrow  paints. 
And  woog  to  listen  to  her  fond  complaints : 
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And  she  would  tit  beneath  the  very  tree 
Where  lay  hii  drooping  head  apon  her  knee ; 
And  in  that  posture  where  she  saw  him  foil, 
His  words,  his  looks,  his  dy  ing  grasp  recal; 
And  she  had  shorn,  but  sayod  her  raven- 
hair. 
And  oft  would  snatch  it  from  her  botom 

there, 
And  fold,  and  press  it  gently  to  the  ground. 
As  if  she  stannchM  anew  tome  pluintom*s 

wound. 


Herself  would  question,  and  for  him  reply; 
Then  rising,  start,  and  beckon  him  to  fly 
From  some  imagined  spectre  in  pursuit; 
Then  seat  her  down  upon  some   Undents 

root, 
And  hide  her  visage  with  her  meagre  hand, 
Or  trace  strange  characters  along  the  sand — 
This  could  not  last— she  lies  by  him  she 

loved ; 
Her  tale  untold  —  her  truth  too  dearly 

proved. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

''Tub  grand  army  of  the  Turks  (in  1715) , 
under  the  Prime  Vixier,  4o  open  to  them- 
selves a  way  into  the  heart  of  the  Morea, 
and  to  form  the  siege  of  Napoli  di  Romania, 
the  most  considerable  place  in  all  that 
country,  thought  it  best  in  the  first  place 
to  attack  Connth,  upon  which  they  made 
several  storms.The  garrison  being  weened. 


and  the  governor  seeing  It  was  impos- 
sible to  hold  out  against  so  mighty  a  force, 
thought  it  fit  to  beat  a  parley :  but  while 
they  were  treating  about  the  articles,  one 
of  the  Diagaxines  in  the  Turkish  camp, 
wherein  they  had  six  hundred  barrels  of 
powder,  blew  up  by  accident,  whereby  six 
or  seven  hundred  men  were  killed:  which 
so  enraged  the  infidels,  that  they  would 
not  grant  any  capitulation,  but  stormed  the 
place  with  so  much  fury,  that  they  took  it, 
and  put  most  of  the  garrison,  with  Signior 
Minotti,  the  governor,  to  the  sword.  Tho 
rest,  with  Antonio  Bembo,  proved itor  extra- 
ordinary, were  made  prisoners  of  war." — 
Htstory  o/  tAe  T^ribs,  vol.  lU.  p.  151. 


Manx  a  vanished  year  and  age, 
And  tempesTs  breath,  and  battlers  rage. 
Have  swept  o>r  Corinth ;  yet  she  stands 
A  fortress  formed  to  Freedom^s  hands. 
The  whirlwind^s  wrath,  the  earthquake's 

shock, 
Have  left  untouched  her  hoary  rock. 
The  keystone  of  a  land,  which  still. 
Though  fallen,  looks  prtiudly  on  that  hill, 
The  land-mark  to  the  double  tide 
That  purpling  rolls  on  either  side. 
As  if  their  waters  chafed  to  meet, 
Yet.paose  and  crouch  beneath  her  feet. 
But  could  the  blood  before  her  shed 
Sinec  first  Timoleon*s  brother  bled. 
Or  baffled  Persia's  despot  fled. 
Arise  from  out  the  earth  which  drank 
The  stream  of  slaughter  as  it  sank. 
That  sanguine  ocean  would  overflow 
Her  isthmus  idly  spread  below : 
Or  could  the  bones  of  all  the  slain, 
Who  perish'd  there,  be  piled  again. 
That  rival  pyramid  would  rise 
More  mountain-like,   through  those  clear 

skies. 
Than  yon  tower-capt  Acropolis 
Which  seems  the  verv  clouds  to  kisn 


On  dun  Cithaeron's  ridge  appears 
The  gleam  of  twice  ten  thousand  spoan  \ 
And  downward  to  the  Isthmian  plain 
From  shore  to  shore  of  either  main. 
The  tent  is  pitched,    the  crescent  shines 
Along  the  Moslem's  leagnering  lines ; 
And  the  dusk  Spahi's  bands  advance 
Beneath  each  bearded  pasha's  glance; 
And  far  and  wide  as  eye  can  reach 
The  turban'd  cohorts  throng  tho  beach ; 
And  there  the  Arab's  camel  kneels. 
And  there  his  steed  the  Tartar  wheels; 
Tho  Turcoman  hath  left  his  herd. 
The  sabre  round  his  loins  to  gird ; 
And  there  the  volleying  thunders  pour, 
I'ill  waves  grow  smootlier  to  the  roar. 
I'he  trench  is  dug,  tlie  cannon's  breath 
Wings  the  far  hissing  globe  of  death  ; 
Fast  whirl  the  fragments  from  the  wall. 
Which  crumbles  with  the  ponderous  ball ; 
And  from  that  wall  the  foe  replies, 
O'er  dusty  plain  and  smoky  skies. 
With  fires  that  answer  fast  and  well 
The  summons  of  the  Infidel. 

But  near  and  nearest  to  the  wall 
Of  those  who  wish  and  work  its  fall 
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)cper  skill  In  war's  black  art 
thman^s  sons,  and  high  of  heart 
chief  that  erer  stood 
liant  in  the  fields  of  blood ; 
wt  to  post,  and  deed  to  deed, 
irrinf^  on  his  reeking  steed, 
tallying  ranks  the  trench  assail, 
ke  the  foremost  Moslem  quail ; 
re  the  battery,  guarded  well, 
B  as  yet  imprepiable, 
ig  cheerly  to  inspire 
dier  slackening  in  his  fire; 
t  and  freshest  of  the  host 
^tambonl's  sultan  there  can  boast, 
ie  the  follower  o'er  the  field, 
t  the  tube,  the  lance  to  wield, 
rl  around  the  bickering  blade ; — 
p,  the  Adrian  renegade! 

Venice— once  a  race  of  worth 

tie  sires — he  drew  his  birth ; 

;  an  exile  from  her  shore, 

his  countrymen  he  bore 

IS  they  taught  to  bear;  and  now 

i>an  girt  his  shaven  brow. 

1  many  a  change  had  Corinth  pass'd 

reece  to  Venice'  rule  at  last ; 

c,  before  her  walls,  with  those 

«e  and  Venice  equal  foes, 

i  a  foe,  with  all  the  zeal 

roung  and  fiery  converts  feel, 

whose  heated  bosom  throngs 

nory  of  a  thousand  wrongs. 

had  Venice  ceased  to  be 

lent  civic  boast — "the  Free ; " 

the  palace  of  St.  Mark 

d  accusers  in  the  dark 

the  "Lion's  mouth"  had  placed 

e  against  him  unefiaced : 

in  time,  and  saved  his  life, 

e  his  future  years  in  strife, 

i^ht  his  land  how  great  her  loss 

irho  triumph'd  o'er  the  Cross, 

which  he  rear'd  the  Crescent  high, 

tied  to  avenge  or  die. 

ourgi — ^he  whose  closing  scene 

the  triumph  of  Eugene, 
n  Carlowitz'  bloody  plain, 
I  and  mightiest  of  Uie  slain, 
,   regretting  not  to  die, 
ft  the  Christian's  victory— 
rgi — can  his  glory  cease, 
test  conqueror  of  Greece, 
ristian  hands  to  Greece  restore 
Mlom  Venice  gave  of  yore? 
•ed  years  have  roH'd  away 
;  refix'd  the  Moslem^s  sway ; 
r  he  led  the  Mussulman, 
e  the  guidance  of  the  van 

who  well  repaid  the  trust 
8  levcll'd  with  the  dust; 
ved,  by  many  a  deed  of  death, 
m  his  heart  in  novel  faith. 


The  walls  grew  weak ;  and  fast  and  hot 
Against  them  pour'd  the  ceaseless  shot. 
With  unabating  fury  sent 
From  battery  to  battlement ; 
And  thunder-like  the  pealing  din 
Rose  from  each  heated  culverin ; 
And  here  and  there  some  crackling  dome 
Was  fired  before  the  exploding  bomb : 
And  as  the  fabric  sank  beneath 
The  shattering  shell's  volcanic  breath, 
In  red  and  wreadiing  columns  flash'd 
Tlie  flame,  as  loud  the  ruin  crash'd. 
Or  into  countless  meteors  driven. 
Its  earth-stars  melted  into  heaven ; 
Whose  clouds  that  day  grew  doubly  dun. 
Impervious  to  the  hidden  sun, 
With  Tolumed  smoke  that  slowly  grew 
To  one  wide  sky  of  sulphurous  hue. 

But  not  for  vengeance,  long  delay'd. 
Alone,  did  Alp,  the  renegade. 
The  Moslem  warriors  sternly  teach 
His  skill  to  pierce  the  promised  breach: 
Within  these  walls  n  maid  was  pent 
His  hope  would  win,  without  consent 
Of  that  inexorable  sire. 
Whose  heart  refused  him  in  its  ire. 
When  Alp,  beneath  his  Christian  name, 
Her  virgin  hand  aspired  to  claim. 
In  happier  mood,  and  earlier  time. 
While  unimpeach'd  for  traitorous  crime. 
Gayest  in  gondola  or  hall. 
He  glitter'd  through  the  Carnival ; 
And  tuned  the  softest  serenade 
That  e'er  on  Adria's  waters  play'd 
At  midnight  to  Italian  maid. 

And  many  decm'd  her  heart  Mas  won ; 
For  sought  by  numbers,  given  to  none. 
Had  young  Francesca's  hand  remainM 
Still  by  the  church's  bonds  unchain'd : 
And  when  the  Adriatic  bore 
Lanciotto  to  the  Faynim  shore. 
Her  wonted  smiles  were  seen  to  fail. 
And  pensive  wax'd  the  maid  and  pale ; 
More  constant  at  confessional. 
More  rare  at  masque  and  festival ; 
Or  seen  at  such,  with  downcast  eyes. 
Which  conquer'd  hearts  they  ceased  to  prize: 
With  listless  look  she  seems  to  gaze ; 
With  humbler  care  her  form  arrays ; 
Her  voice  less  lively  in  the  song ; 
Her  step,  though  light,  less  fleet  among 
Tlic  pairs,  on  whom  the  Morning's  glanctt 
Breaks,  yet  unsated  with  the  dance. 

Sent  by  the  state  to  guard  the  land, 
(Which,  wrested  from  the  Moslem's  hand, 
While  Sobicski  tamed  his  pride 
By  Buda's  wall  and  Danube's  side. 
The  chiefs  of  Venice  wrung  away 
From  I'atra  to  Kuhoea's  bay) , 
Minotti  held  in  Corinth's  towers 
1  The  Doge's  delegated  powen, 
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While  jet  the  pitying  eje  of  Peace 
Smiled  o*er  her  long  forgotten  Greece : 
And  ere  that  faitlilefs  truce  wu  broke 
Which  freed  her  from  the  unchristian  yoke, 
With  him  his  gentle  daughter  came ; 
Nor  there,  since  Menelaus^  dame 
Forsook  her  lord  and  land,  to  prove 
What  woes  await  on  lawless  lore. 
Had  fairer  form  adorned  the  shore 
Than  she,  the  matchless  stranger,  bore. 

The  wall  is  rent,  the  ruins  yawn ; 
And,  with  to-morrow^s  earliest  dawn. 
O'er  the  disjointed  mass  shall  vault 
The  foremost  of  the  fierce  assault. 
The  bands  are  rank'd ;  the  chosen  van 
Of  Tartar,  and  of  Mussulman, 
llie  full  of  hope,  misnamed  ^^forlom,** 
Who  hold  the  thought  of  death  in  scorn. 
And  win  their  way  with  falchions^  force, 
Or  pave  the  path  with  many  a  corse. 
O'er  which  the  following  brave  may  rise. 
Their  stepping-stone— the  last  who  dies! 

Tis  midnight:  on  the  mountain's  brown 
llie  cold,  round  moon  shines  deeply  down ; 
Blue  roll  the  waters,  blue  the  sky 
Spreads  like  an  ocean  hung  on  high, 
Bespangled  with  those  isles  of  light. 
So  wildly,  spiritually  bright; 
Who  ever  gaxed  upon  them  shining. 
And  tum'd  to  earth  without  repining. 
Nor  wishM  for  wings  to  flee  away, 
And  mix  with  their  eternal  ray  ? 
The  waves  on  either  shore  lay  there 
Calm,  clear,  and  azure  as  the  air ; 
And  scarce  their  foam  the  pebbles  shook, 
But  murmured  meekly  as  the  brook. 
The  winds  were  pillowed  on  the  waves ; 
The  banners  droop'd  along  their  staves. 
And,  as  they  fell  around  them  furling. 
Above  them  shone  the  crescent  curling ; 
And  that  deep  silence  was  unbroke. 
Save  where  the  watch  his  signal  spoke. 
Save   where    the   steed    neirhM    oft   and 

shrill. 
And  echo  answered  from  the  hill. 
And  the  wide  hum  of  that  wild  host 
Rustled  like  leaves  from  coast  to  coast, 
As  rose  the  Muezzin's  voice  in  air 
In  midnight  call  to  wonted  prayer ; 
It  rose,  that  chanted  mournful  strain. 
Like  some  lone  spirit's  o'er  the  plain : 
nVas  musical,  but  sadly  sweet. 
Such  as  when  winds  and  harp-strings  meet, 
And  take  a  long  unmeasured  tone, 
To  mortal  miastrelsy  unknown. 
It  seem'd  to  those  within  the  wall 
A  cry  pro|dietlc  of  their  fall : 
It  struck  even  the  besieger's  ear 
With  something  ominous  and  drear, 
An  undefined  and  sudden  thrill, 
Wliich  makes  the  heart  a  moment  still, 
Then  beat  with  quicker  pulse,  ashamed 


Of  that  strange  sense  iU  silence  framed ; 

Such  as  a  sudden  passing-bell 

Wakes,  though  but  for  a  stranger's  knell. 

The  tent  of  Alp  was  on  the  shore. 
The  sound  was  hush'd,  the  prayer  was  o'er ; 
The  watch  was  set,  the  night-round  made. 
All  mandates  issued  and  obey'd : 
'TIS  but  another  anxious  night. 
His  pains  the  morrow  may  requite 
With  all  revenge  and  love  can  pay. 
In  guerdon  for  their  long  delay. 
Few  hours  remain,  and  he  hath  need 
Of  rest,  to  nerve  for  many  a  deed 
Of  slaughter ;  but  within  his  soul 
The  thoughts  like  troubled  waters  roll. 
He  stood  alone  among  the  host ; 
Not  his  the  loud  fanatic  boast 
To  plant  the  crescent  o'er  the  cross. 
Or  risk  a  life  irith  little  loss. 
Secure  in  paradise  to  be 
By  Ilouris  loved  immortally: 
Nor  his,  what  burning  patriots  feel. 
The  stem  exaltedness  of  zeal. 
Profuse  of  blood,  untired  in  toil. 
When  battling  on  the  parent  soil. 
He  stood  alone — a  renegade 
Against  the  country  he  betray'd; 
He  stood  alone  amidst  his  band. 
Without  a  trusted  heart  or  hand : 
They  foUow'd  him,  for  he  was  brave, 
And  great  the  spoil  he  got  and  gave ; 
They  crouch'd  to  him,  for  he  had  skill 
To  warp  and  wield  the  vulgar  will : 
But  still  his  Christian  origin 
With  them  was  little  less  than  sin. 
They  envied  even  the  faithless  fame- 
Ile  eam'd  beneath  a  Moslem-name ; 
Since  he,  their  mightiest  chief,  had  beea 
In  youth  a  bitter  Nazarene. 
They  did  not  know  how  pride  can  stoop. 
When  baffled  feelings  withering  droop; 
They  did  not  know  how  hate  can  bum 
In  hearts  once  changed  from  soft  to  stem ; 
Nor  all  the  false  and  fatal  zeal 
The  convert  of  revenge  can  feel, 
lie  ruled  them — man  may  rule  the  worst, 
By  ever  daring  to  be  first : 
So  lions  o'er  Uie  jackal  sway ; 
The  jackal  points,  he  fells  the  prey, 
Then  on  the  vulgar  yelling  press. 
To  gorge  the  relics  of  success. 

His  head  grows  fever'd,  and  his  pulaa 
The  quick  successive  throbs  convulse ; 
In  vain  fmm  side  to  side  he  throws 
His  form,  in  courtship  of  repose ; 
Or  if  he  dozed,  a  sound,  a  start 
Awoke  him  with  a  sunken  heart. 
The  tnrhan  on  his  hot  brow  press'd. 
The  mail  weigh'd  lead-like  on  his  breast, 
Though  oft  and  long  beneath  its  weight 
Upon  his  eyes  had  slumber  sate, 
Without  or  conch  or  canopy. 
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Except  a  rougher  field  and  sky 
Than  now  might  yield  a  warrior*0  bed, 
Than  now  along  the  heaven  waf  spread. 
He  could  not  rest,  he  coald  not  utay 
Withia  hie  tent  to  wait  for  day, 
But  walked  him  forth  along  the  land, 
Where  thousand  sleepers  strewed  the  strand. 
What  pillow 'd  them?  and  why  should  he 
More  wakeful  than  the  humblest  be ! 
Since  more  their  peril,  worse  their  toil, 
And  yet  they  fearless  dream  of  spoil ; 
While  he  alone,  where  thousands  passed 
A  night  of  «leep,  perchance  their  last. 
In  sickly  Tigil  wandered  on, 
And  envied  all  he  gazed  upon. 

He  felt  his  soul  become  more  lig^t 
Beneath  the  freshness  of  the  night. 
Cool  was  the  silent  sky,  though  calm. 
And  bathed  his  brow  with  airy  balm : 
Behind,  the  camp — before  him  lay, 
in  many  a  winding  creek  and  bay, 
Lepanto's  gulf:  and,  on  the  brow 
Of  Delphi's  hill,  unshaken  snow. 
High  and  eternal,  such  as  shone 
Through  thousanid  summers  brightly  gone, 
Along  the  gulf,  the  mount,  the  clime ; 
It  will  not  melt,  like  man,  to  time : 
Tyrant  and  slave  are  swept  away. 
Less  formed  to  wear  before  the  ray; 
Rut  that  white  veil,  the  lightest,  frailest. 
Which  on  the  mighty  mount  thou  hailest. 
While  tower  and  tree  are  torn  and  rent, 
Shinee  •*er  its  eraggy  battlement ; 
In  form  a  peak,  in  height  a  cloud. 
In  tcsture  like  a  hovering  shroud. 
Thus  high  by  parting  Freedom  spread. 
As  from  her  fond  abode  she  fled, 
Aad  linger'd  on  the  spot,  where  long 
Her  prophet-epirit  spake  in  song. 
Oh,  atlll  her  sten  at  moments  falters 
O'er  witliarM  fields,  and  minM  altars, 
Aad  lain  would  wake,  in  souls  too  broken, 
By  p<»iBting  to  each  glorious  token. 
Bat  rain  her  voice,  till  better  days 
DtWB  in  those  yet  remembered  rays 
Which  ahone  upon  the  Persian  flying, 
And  saw  the  Spartan  smile  in  dying. 

Not  mindless  of  these  mighty  times 
Was  Alp,  despite  his  flight  and  crimes ; 
And  through  Uiis  night,  as  on  he  wandered, 
Aad  o'er  the  past  and  present  pondered. 
And  thought  upon  the  glorious  dead 
Wha  tiiere  in  better  cause  had  bled, 
■•  felt  faow  faiat  and  feebly  dim 
Tbe  fame  that  could  accrue  to  him. 
Who  cheer'd  the  band,  and  waved  the  sword, 
A  traitor  in  a  turbanM  horde; 
And  led  them  to  the  lawless  siege. 
Whose  hest  sucmtcss  were  sacrilege. 
Ust  so  bad  those  his  fency  numbered. 
The  chiefs  whose  dust  around  him  slum- 
bered; 


llieir  phalanx  marshallM  on  the  plain. 
Whose  bulwarks  were  not  then  in  «ain. 
They  fell  devoted,  but  undying ; 
The  very  gale  their  names  seemM  sighing: 
The  waters  murmur'd  of  their  name ; 
The  woods  were  peopled  with  their  fame; 
I'he  silent  pillar,  lone  and  gray. 
Claimed  kindred  with  their  sacred  clay; 
Their  spirit*  wrapt  the  dusky  mountain. 
Their  memory  sparkled  <rer  the  fountain ; 
The  meanest  rill,  the  mightiest  ri\er 
Koird  mingling  with  their  fame  for  ever. 
Despite  of  every  yoke  ohe  bears. 
That  land  is  giory^s  still  and  theirs ! 
*Ti8  still  a  watch-word  to  the  earth: 
When  man  would  do  a  deed  of  worth 
He  points  to  Greece,  and  turns  to  trt^ad, 
So  sanctioned,  on  the  tyrant's  head : 
He  looks  to  her,  and  rushes  on 
Where  life  is  lost,  or  freedom  won. 

Still  by  the  shore  Alp  mutely  mused. 
And  woo^d  the  freshneM  ]\'ight  difl'used. 
There  shrinks  no  ebb  in  that  titleless  sea. 
Which  changeless  rolls  eternally  ; 
So  that  wildest  of  waves,  in  their  angriest 

mood, 
Scarce  break  on  the  bounds  of  the  land  for 

a  rood ; 
And  the  powerless  moon  beholds  them  flow. 
Heedless  if  she  come  or  go : 
Calm  or  high,  in  main  or  bay. 
On  their  course  she  hath  no  sway. 
The  rock  unworn  its  base  doth  bare, 
And  looks  o^er  the  surf,  but  it  comes  not 

there: 
And  the  fringe  of  the  foam  may  be  seen  below, 
On  the  line  that  it  left  long  ag^s  ago : 
A  smooth  short  space  of  yellow  sand 
Between  it  and  the  greener  land. 

He  wandered  on,  along  the  beach. 
Till  within  the  range  of  a  carbine^s  reach 
Of  the  leagner'd  wall ;  but  they  saw  him  not. 
Or  how  could  he  ^scapefrom  the  hositile  shot? 
Did  traitors  lurk  in  the  Christianas  hold? 
Were  their  hands  grown  stiff",  or  their  hearts 

wax^d  cold  ? 
I  know  not,  in  sooth ;  but  from  yonder  wall 
There  flashed  no  fire,  and  there  hiss'd  no  ball, 
Though  he  stood  beneath  thebastion*s  frown. 
That  flanked  the  sea-ward  gate  of  tlie  town ; 
Though  he  heard  the  sound,   and  could 

almost  tell 
The  sullen  words  of  the  sentinel. 
As  his  measured  step  on  the  stone  below 
Clanked,  as  he  paced  it  to  and  fro ; 
And  he  saw  the  lean  dogs  beneath  the  wall 
Hold  o*er  the  dead  their  carnival. 
Gorging  and  growling  o>r  carcase  and  limb; 
They  were  too  busy  to  bark  at  him ! 
From  a  Tartarus  skull  they  had  strippM  the 

flesh. 
As  ye  peel  the  fig  when  its  fruit  is  fresh ; 
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And  thefir  white  tusks  crunch^  o*cr  the 

whiter  skall, 
As  it  slipped  through  their  jaws,  when  their 

edge  grew  dull. 
As  they  lazily  mumbled  the  bones  of  the 

dead, 
When  they  scarce  could  rise  from  the  spot 

where  they  fed; 
So  well  had  they  broken  a  lingering  fast 
With  those  who  had  fallen  for  that  nights 

repast. 
And  Alp  knew ,  by  the  turbans  that  rollM 

on  the  sand, 
The  foremost  of  these  were  the  best  of  his 

band : 
Crimson  and  green  were  the  shawls  of  their 

wear, 
And  each  scalp  had  a  single  long  tuft  of  hair, 
AH  the  rest  was  shaven  and  bare. 
The  scalps  were  in  the  wild  dog's  maw. 
The  hair  was  tangled  round  liis  jaw. 
But  close  by  the  shore  on  the  edge  of  the  gulf, 
There  sat  a  vulture  flapping  a  wolf. 
Who  had  stolen  from  the  hills,  but  kept 

away. 
Scared  by  the  dogs,  from  the  human  prey; 
But  he  seized  on  his  share  of  a  steed  that  lay. 
Picked  by  the  birds,  on  the  sands  of  the  bay. 

Alp  turned  him  from  the  sickening  sight: 
Never  had  shaken  lils  nerves  in  fight; 
But  he  better  could  brook  to  behold  the 

dying. 
Deep  in  the  tide  of  their  warm  blood  lying, 
ScorchM  with  the  death-thirst,  and  writhing 

in  vain. 
Than  the  perishing  dead  who  are  past  all 

pain. 
There  is  something  of  pride  in  the  perilous 

hour. 
Whatever  be  the  shape  in  which  death  may 

lower ; 
For  Fame  is  there  to  say  who  bleeds, 
And  Honour's  eye  on  daring  deeds ! 
But  when  all  is  past,  it  is  humbling  to 

tread 
0*er  the  weltering  field  of  the  tombless 

dead, 
And  see  worms  of  the  earth,  and  fowls  of 

the  air, 
Beasts  of  the  forest,  all  gathering  there ; 
All  regarding  man  as  their  prey. 
All  rejoicing  in  his  decay. 

There  is  a  temple  in  ruin  stands. 
Fashioned  by  long  forgotten  hands ; 
Two  or  three  columns,  and  many  a  stone. 
Marble  and  jpranite,  with  grass  overgrown ! 
Out  upon  Time !  it  will  leave  no  more 
Of  the   things   to  come  than  the  things 

before ! 
Out  upon  Time!  who  for  ever  will  leave 
But  enough  of  the  past  for  the  future  to 

grieve 


0*er  that  which  hath  been,  and  o'er  Chat 

which  must  be  i 

What  we  have  seen,  our  sons  shall  see ; 

Remnants  of  things  that  have  pass'd  away, 

Fragments  of  stone,  reared  by  creatures  of 

clay! 

He  sate  him  down  at  a  pillar's  base. 
And  pass'd  his  hand  athwart  his  face; 
Like  one  in  dreary'  musing  mood. 
Declining  was  his  attitude ; 
His  head  was  drooping  on  his  breast, 
Fever*d,  throbbing,  and  opprest; 
And  o'er  his  brow,  so  downward  bent. 
Oft  his  beating  fingers  went. 
Hurriedly,  as  you  may  see 
Your  own  run  over  the  ivory  key. 
Ere  the  measured  tone  is  taken 
By  the  chords  yon  would  awaken. 
There  he  sate  all  heavily. 
As  he  heard  the  night-wind  sigh. 
Was  it  the  wind,   through  some  hollow 

stone. 
Sent  that  soft  and  tender  moan  ? 
He  lifted  his  head,  and  he  look'd  on  the  sea. 
But  it  was  unrippled  as  glass  may  be ; 
He  look'd  on  the  long  grass-  it  waved  not 

a  blade; 
How  was  that  gentle  sound  conveyed  ? 
He  look'd  to  the  banners— each  flaglay  still , 
So  did  the  leaves  on  Cithacron's  hill, 
And  he  felt  not  a  breath  come  over  his 

cheek ; 
What  did  that  sudden  sound  bespeak  ? 
He  turn'd  to  the  left-is  he  sure  of  sight? 
There  sate  a  lady,  youthful  and  bright ! 

He  started  up  with  more  of  fear 
Than  if  an  armed  foe  were  near. 
^^God  of  my  fathers !  what  is  here? 
Who  art  thou,  and  wherefore  sent 
So  near  a  hostile  armament?" 
His  trembling  hands  refused  to  sign 
The  cross  he  deem'd  no  more  divine : 
He  had  resumed  it  in  that  hour. 
But  conscience  wrung  away  tlie  power. 
He  gazed,  he  saw:  he  knew  the  face 
Of  beauty,  and  the  form  of  grace ; 
It  was  Francesca  by  his  side. 
The  maid  who  might  have  been  his  bride ! 

The  rose  was  yet  upon  her  cheek. 
But  mellow'd  with  a  tenderer  streak : 
Where  was  the  play  of  her  soft  lips  fledt 
Gone  was  the  smUe  that  enliven'd  their  rod. 
The  ocean's  calm  within  their  view. 
Beside  her  eye  had  less  of  blue ; 
But  like  that  cold  wave  it  stood  still. 
And  its  glance,  though  clear,  was  chill. 
Around  her  form  a  thin  robe  twining. 
Nought  conceal'd  her  bosom  shining ; 
Through  the  parting  of  her  hair. 
Floating  darkly  downward  there, 
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Her  roanded  ana  showed  white  and  bare: 
Aad  ere  yet  she  made  reply, 
Once  the  raiaed  her  hand  on  high ; 
It  wai  to  wan«  and  transparent  of  hne. 
Yon   might    have    teen    the    moon   shine 

through. 


"I  come  from  mj  rest  to  him  I  love  best, 
Hiat  I  may  be  happy,  and  he  may  be  blest. 
I   have   passed   the   guards,  the  gate,  tlie 

wall; 
Sought  thee  in  safety  through  foes  and  all. 
Tis  said  the  lion  will  turn  and  flee 
From  a  maid  in  the  pride  of  her  purity ; 
And  the  power  on   high,  that  can  shield 

the  good 
Thus  from  the  ^rant  of  the  wood. 
Hath  extended  its  mercy  to  guard  me  as 

well 
From  the  hands  of  the  leaguering  infidel. 
I  come  —and  if  I  come  in  vain, 
Nerer,  oil  aever,  we  meet  again ! 
Thou  hasC  done  a  fearful  deed 
In  falling  away  from  thy  father*s  creed : 
Bat  dash  that  turban  to  earth,  and  sign 
The  sign  of  the  cross,   and   for  e^er  be 

mine; 
Wring  the  black  drop  from  thy  heart. 
And  to-morrow  unites  us  no  more  to  part.*' 

^And  where  should  our  bridal  couch  be 

spread? 
la  the  midst  of  the  dying  and  the  dead  ? 
For  to-morrow  we  give  to  the  slaughter 

and  flame 
The  aona  and  the  shrines  of  the  Christian 

name: 
None  MiTe  thou  and  thine,  Tre  sworn. 
Shall  be  left  upon  the  mom : 
Bat  thee  will  I  bear  to  a  lovely  spot. 
Where  our  hands  shall  be  joinM,  and  our 

sorrow  forgot. 
There  tfaon  yet  shalt  be  my  bride. 
When  once  again  IVe  quelFd  the  pride 
Of  Venice ;  and  her  hated  race 
^¥0  felt  the  arm  they  would  debase 
Scoorge,  with  a  whip  of  scorpions,  those 
Whom  Tice  and  envy  made  my  foes.  ^ 


Upon  hia  hand  she  laid  her  own— 
Ught  was  the  touch,  but  it  thrill'd  to  the 

bone, 
IM  ahot  a  chillness  to  his  heart. 
Which  fix*d  him  beyond  the  power  to  start. 
thougli  slight  was  that  grasp  so  mortal 

cold, 
Be  could  not  loose  him  from  its  hold ; 
iat  nerer  did  clasp  of  one  so  dear 
llrfke  on  the  pulse  with  such  feeling  of 

fear. 
As  those  thin  fingers,  long  and  white, 
Piwe  through  his  blood   by  their  touch 

that  night. 


The  feverish  glow  of  his  brow  was  ffone. 
And  his  heart  sank  so  still  that  it  felt  like 

stone. 
As  he  looked  on  the  face,  and  beheld  its  hue 
So  deeply  changed  from  what  he  knew : 
Fair  but  faint  -without  the  ray 
Of  mind,  that  made  each  feature  play 
Like  sparkling  waves  on  a  sunny  day ; 
And  her  motionless  lips  lay  still  as  death, 
And  her   words  came   forth   without  her 

breath. 
And  there  rose  not  a  heai  e  o'er  her  bo- 
som's swell, 
And  there  seem'd  not  a  pulse  in  her  veins 

to  dwell. 
Though  her  eye  shone  out,  yet  the   lids 

were  fix'd. 
And  the  glance  that  it  gave  was  wild  and 

unmix'd 
With  aught  of  change,  as  the  eyes  may 

seem 
Of  the  restless  who  walk   in  a  troubled 

dream; 
Like  the  figures  on  arras,   that  gloomily 

S^are, 
e  wintry  air. 
So  seen  by  the  dying  lamp's  fitful  light. 
Lifeless,  but  life-like,  and  awful  to  siffht; 
As  they  seem,  through  the  dimness,  about 

to  come  down 
From  the  shadowy  wall  where  their  imagea 

frown; 
Fearfully  flitting  to  and  fro. 
As  the  gusts  on  the  tapestry  come  and  go. 

*^If  not  fur  love  of  me  be  given 
Thus  much,  then,  for  the  love  of  heaven,— 
Ag^in  I  say— that  turban  tear 
From  off  thy  faithless  brow,  and  swear 
Thine  injured  country^s  sons  to  spare. 
Or  thou  art  lost;  and  never  shalt  see. 
Not  earth — that's  past— but  heaven  or  me. 
If  this  thou  dost  accord,  albeit 
A  heavy  doom  'tis  thine  to  meet. 
That  doom  shall  half  absolve  thy  rin. 
And  mercy's  gate  may  receive  thee  within : 
But  pause  one  moment  more,  and  take 
The  curse  of  Him  thou  didst  forsake ; 
And  look  once  more  to  heaven,  and  see 
Its  love  for  ever  shut  from  thee. 
There  is  a  light  cloud  by  the  moon^ 
Tis  passing,  and  will  pass  full  soon — 
If,  by  the  time  its  vapoury  sail 
Hath  ceased  her  shaded  orb  to  veil. 
Thy  heart  within  thee  is  not  changed, 
Then  God  and  man  are  both  avenged ; 
Dark  will  thy  doom  be,  darker  still 
Thine  inmiortality  of  ill." 

Alp  look'd  to  heaven,  and  saw  on  high 

1  he  sign  she  spake  of  in  the  sky ; 

But  his  heart  was  swollen,  and  tum'd  aside« 

By  deep  interminable  pride. 

This  first  false  passion  of  his  breast 
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Roird  lilie  a  torrent  o^er  the  rest. 

He  sue  for  mercy !  He  dismayed 

By  wild  words  of  a  timid  maid ! 

He,  wrong'd  by  Venice,  row  to  save 

Her  sons  devoted  to  the  grave ! 

No — though    that   cloud    were    thunder^s 

worst. 
And  charged  to  crush  him— let  it  burst ! 

He  look'd  upon  it  earnestly, 
Without  an  accent  of  reply ; 
He  watched  it  parsing ;  it  is  flown  : 
Full  on  his  eye  the  clear  moon  shone, 
And  thus  he  spake — ^^WhateVr  my  fate, 
I  am  no  changeling — ^*tis  too  late : 
The  reed  in  storms  may  bow  and  quiver, 
Then  rise  again ;  the  tree  must  shiver. 
What  Venice  made  me,  I  must  be 
Her  foe  in  all,  save  love  to  thee : 
But  thou  art  safe:  oh,  fly  with  me !^ 
He  turned,  but  she  is  gone ! 
Nothing  is  there  but  the  column-stone. 
Hath  she  sunk  in  the  earth,  or  melted  in  air? 
He  saw  not,  he  knew  not ;  but  nothing  is 

there. 

The  night  is  past,  and  shines  the  sun 
As  if  that  mom  were  a  jocund  one. 
Lightly  and  brightly  breaks  away 
The  Morning  from  her  mantle  gray. 
And  tlie  Noon  will  look  on  a  sultry  day. 
Hark  to  the  trump,  and  the  drum. 
And  the  mournful  sound  of  the  barbarous 

horn. 
And  the  flap  of  the  banners,  that  flit  as 

they^re  borne, 
And  the  neigh  of  the  steed,  and  the  mul- 
titude's hum. 
And  the  clash,  and  the  shout,  ^'they  come, 

they  come!" 
The  horsetails  are  pluck'd  from  the  ground, 

and  the  sword 
From  its  sheath ;  and  they  form,  and  but 

wait  for  the  word. 
Tartar,  and  Spahi,  and  Turcoman, 
Strike  your  tents,  and  throng  to  the  van ; 
Mount  ye,  spur  ye,  skirr  the  plain, 
That  the  fugitive  may  flee  in  vain, 
When  he  breaks  from  the  town ;  and  none 

escape, 
Affed  or  young,  in  the  Christian  shape ; 
While  your  fefiows  on  foot,  in  a  fiery  mass. 
Bloodstain  the  breach  through  which  they 

pass. 
The  steeds  are  all  bridled,  and  snort  to  the 

rein: 
Curved  is  each   neck,   and  flowing  each 

mane; 
White  is  the  foam  of  their  champ  on  the 

bit: 
The  spears  are  uplifted ;  the  matches  are  lit; 
The  cannon  are  pointed  and  ready  to  roar. 
And  crush  the  wall  they  have  crumbled 

before: 


Forms  in  his  phalanx  each  Janizar; 
Alp  at  their  head;  his  right  arm  is  bare, 
So  is  the  blade  of  his  scimitar; 
llie  khan  and  the  pachas  are  all  at  their 

post; 
The  vizier  himself  at  the  head  of  the  host. 
When  the  cnlvcrin's  f^ignal  is  fired,  then  on  ; 
Leave  not  in  Corinth  a  living  one — 
A  priest  at  her  altars,  a  chief  in  her  halls, 
A  hearth  in  her  mansions,  a  stone  on  her 

walls. 
God  and  the  prophet — Alia  Hu! 
Up  to  the  skies  with  that  wild  halloo! 
^''There   the   breach  lies  for  passage,  the 

ladder  to  scale ; 
And  your  hands  on  your  sabres,  and  how 

should  yc  fail? 
He    who  first  downs  with  the  red   cross 

may  crave 
His  heart's  dearest  wish;   let  him  ask  it, 

and  have!'' 
Thus  utter'd  Coumourg^ ,    the    dauntless 

V  izier ; 
The  reply  was  the  brandish  of  sabre  and 

spear. 
And  the  shout  of  fierce  thousands  in  joyous 

ire: — 
Silence — hark  to  the  signal — fire! 

As  the  wolves,  that  headlong  go 
On  the  stately  bufialo, 
Tliough  with  fiery  eyes,  and  angry  roar. 
And  hoofs  that  stamp,  and  horns  that  gore. 
He  tramples  on  earth,  or  tosses  on  high 
The  foremost,  who  rush  on  his  strength 

but  to  die : 
Thus  against  the  wall  they  went, 
llius  the  first  were  backward  bent ; 
Many  a  bosom,  sheath'd  in  brass, 
Strew'd  the  earth  like  broken  glass, 
Shiver'd  by  the  shot,  that  tore 
The  ground  whereon  they  moved  no  more: 
Even  as  they  fell,  in  files  they  lay. 
Like  the  mower's  grass  at  the  close  of  day. 
When  his  work  is   done  on   the  level  I'd 

plain ; 
Such  was  the  fall  of  the  foremost  slain. 

As  the  spring-tides,  with  heavy  plash. 
From  the  clifls  invading  dash 
Huge   fragments,  sapp'd  by  the  ceaseless 

flow. 
Till  white  and  thundering  down  they  go; 
Like  the  avalanche's  snow 
On  the  Alpine  vales  below  : 
Thus  at  length,  outbreathed  and  worn, 
Corinth's  sons  were  downward  borne 
By  the  long  and  oft  renew'd 
Charge  of  the  Moslem  multitude. 
In  firmness  they  stood,  and  in  masses  they 

fell, 
Heap'd  by  the  host  of  the  infidel. 
Hand  to  hand,  and  foot  to  foot: 
Nothing  there,  save  death,  was  mute  ; 
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Stroke,  sod  thrust,  and  flash,  and  cry 
*For  qnarter,  or  for  victory. 
Mingle  there  with  the  volleying  thunder, 
Whida  makes  the  distant  cities  wonder 
How  the  sounding  battle  goes, 
if  with  them,  or  for  their  foes  ; 
it  they  must  mourn,  or  may  rejoice 
In  that  annihilating  Toice, 
Which  pierces  the  doep  hills  through  and 

through 
With  an  echo  dread  and  new : 
Yon  might  have  heard  it,  on  that  day, 
O^er  SaEunis  and  Megara ; 
(We  have  he«rd  the  hearers  say,) 
Even  vnto  Piraeus  bay. 

Frmn  the  point  of  encountering  blades 

to  the  hilt. 
Sabres  and  swords  with  blood  were  gilt; 
But  the  rampart  is  won,  and  the   spoil 

begun. 
And  all  bat  the  after-carnage  done. 
ShriUer  shrieks  now  mingling  come 
From  within  the  plunderM  dome : 
Hark  to  the  haste  of  flying  feet, 
That  splash  in  the  blood  of  the  slippery 

street ; 
But  here  and  there,  where  ^vantage-ground 
Against  the  foe  may  still  be  found, 
Oraperate  groups,  of  twelve  or  ten. 
Make  a  pause,  and  turn  again— 
With  banded  backs  against  the  wall, 
Fiercely  stand,  or  fighting  fall. 

There  stood  an  old  man — his  hairs  were 

white. 
But  his  veteran  arm  was  full  of  might : 
So  gallantly  bore  he  the  brunt  of  the  fray, 
The  dead  before  him  on  that  day 
In  a  aemicircle  lay; 
StiU  he  combated  nnwounded, 
Thoagh  retreating,  unsnrrounded. 
Many  a  sear  of  former  fight 
Larked  beneath  his  cor^^let  bright ; 
Bat  of  every  wound  his  body  bore. 
Each  and  all  had  been  ta*en  before : 
Though  aged  he  was,  so  iron  of  limb, 
Few  of  oar  youth  could  cope  with  him ; 
Aad  the  foes,  whom  he  singly  kept  at  bay, 
Oatniumber*d  his  thin  hairs  of  silver-gray. 
From  right  to  left  his  sabre  swept : 
Many  an  Othman  mother  wept 
SoB«  that  were  unborn,  when  dippM 
His  w^eapon  first  in  Moslem  gore. 
Ere  his  years  could  count  a  score. 
Of  all  he  might  have  been  the  sire 
Who  fell  that  day  beneath  his  ire : 
Per,  son  less  left  long  years  ago, 
His  wrath  made  many  a  childless  foe ; 
And  since  the  day,  when  in  the  strait 
His  only  boy  had  met  his  fate. 
His  parent's  iron  hand  did  doom 
Hore  tlian  a  human  hecatomb. 
If  shadt's  by  carnage  be  appeased. 


Patrocluti*  spirit  less  was  pleased 
Than  his,  Minotti^s  son,  who  died 
Where  Asians  bounds  and  ours  divide. 
Buried  he  lay,  where  thousands  before 
For  thousands  of  years  were  inhumed  on 

the  shore; 
What  of  them  is  left,  to  tell 
Where  they  lie,  and  how  they  fell  'i^ 
Not  a  stone   on  their  turf,  nor  a  bone  in 

tlieir  g^ves; 
But  they  live  in  the  verse  that  inunortally 

saves. 

Hark  to  tlie  Allah  shout!  a  band 
Of  the  Mussulman  bravest  and  best  is  at 

hand : 
Their  leader's  nervous  arm  is  bare, 
Swifter  to  smite,  and  never  to  spare — 
Unclothed  to  the  shoulder  it  waves  them  on ; 
Thuii  in  the  fight  is  lie  ever  known : 
Others  a  gaudier  garb  may  show. 
To  tempt  the  spoil  of  the  greedy  foe; 
Many  a  hand's  on  a  richer  hilt, 
But  none  on  a  steel  more  ruddily  gilt: 
Many  a  loftier  turban  may  wear, — 
Alp  is  but  known  by  the  white  arm  bare; 
Look  through  the  thick   of  the  fight,  'tis 

there! 
I'here  is  not  a  standard  on  that  shore 
So  well  advanced  the  ranks  before; 
There  is  not  a  banner  in  Moslem  war 
Will  lure  the  Delhis  half  so  far  ; 
It  glances  like  a  falling  star! 
Where'er  that  mighty  arm  is  seen, 
The  bravest  be,  or  late  have  been ; 
There  the  craven  cries  for  quarter 
Vainly  to  the  vengeful  TartEir; 
Or  the  hero,  silent  lying. 
Scorns  to  yield  a  groan  in  dying ; 
Mustering  his  last  feeble  blow 
'Gainst  the  nearest  levell'd  foe. 
Though  faint  beneath  the  mutual  wound, 
Grappling  on  the  gory  ground. 


Still  the  old  man  stood  erect. 
And  Alp's  career  a  moment  check'd. 
^'Yield  thee,  Minotti;  quarter  take, 
For  thine  own,  thy  daughter's  sake. 


»» 


"Never,  renegade,  never! 
Though  the  life  of  thy  gift  would  last  for 


ever. " 

''Francesca!— Oh  ray  promised  bride! 
Must  she  too  perish  by  thy  pride?" 

*  She  is  safe."—" Where ?  where?"— "In 

heaven. 
From  whence  thy  traitor-soul  is  driven^ 
Fnr  from  thee,  and  undefiled." 
Grimly  then  Minotti  smiled. 
As  he  saw  Alp  staggerinc  bow 
Before  liis  words,  as  with  a  blow. 
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^•Oh    God !   when   died  the  f "  -  ''Yester- 
night— 
Nor  weep  I  for  her  spirit^t  flight : 
None  of  my  pure  race  shall  be 
Slaves  to  Mahomet  and  thee— 
Come  on !  "—That  challenge  is  in  vain  — 
Alp^s  already  with  the  slain ! 
Wliile  Minotti^s  words  were  wreaking 
More  revenge  in  bitter  speaking 
Than  his  faichion^s  point  had  found, 
Had  the  time  allowM  to  wound. 
From  within  the  neighbouring  porch 
Of  a  long  defended  church, 
Where  the  last  and  desperate  few 
Would  the  failing  fight  renew, 
The  sharp  shot  dashM  Alp  to  the  ground ; 
Ere  an  eye  could  view  the  wound 
That  crashed  through  the  brain  of  the  infidel , 
Round  he  spun,  and  down  he  fell; 
A  flash  like  fire  within  his  eyes 
Blazed,  as  he  bent  no  more  to  rise. 
And  then  eternal  darkness  sunk 
Through  all  the  palpitating  trunk ; 
Nought  of  life  left,  save  a  quivering 
Where  his  limbs  were  slightly  shivering: 
They  turned  him  on  his  back ;  his  breast 
And    brow    were   stain*d    with    gore   and 

dust. 
And  through  his  lips  the  life-blood  oozed. 
From  its  deep  veins  lately  loosed ; 
But  in  his  pulse  there  was  no  throb, 
Nor  on  his  lips  one  dying  sob ; 
Sigh,  nor  word,  nor  struggling  breath 
Heralded  his  way  to  death ; 
Ere  his  very  thought  could  pray, 
Unaneal^d  he  pass*d  away. 
Without  a  hope  from  mercyV  aid,  — 
To  the  last  a  renegade. 


Fearfully  the  yell  arose 
Of  his  followers,  and  his  foes ; 
These  in  joy,  in  fury  those : 
Then  again  in  conflict  miiing. 
Clashing  swords,  and  spears  transfixing, 
Interchanged  the  blow  and  thrust. 
Hurling  warriors  in  the  dust. 
Street  by  street,  and  foot  by  foot. 
Still  Minotti  dares  dispute 
The  latest  portion  of  the  land 
Left  beneath  his  high  command ; 
With  him,  aiding  heart  and  hand, 
I'he  remnant  of  his  gallant  band. 
Still  the  churcli  is  tenable. 
Whence  issued  late  the  fated  ball 
That  half  avenged  the  city's  fiill. 
When  Alp,  her  fierce  assailant,  fell : 
Thither  bending  sternly  back. 
They  leave  before  a  bloody  track ; 
And,  with  their  faces  to  the  foe, 
Oealing  wounds  with  every  blow. 
The  chief,  and  his  retreating  train; 
Join  to  those  within  the  fane: 
Tliere  they  yet  may  breathe  awhile, 
ShflterM  by  the  massy  pile. 


Brief  breathing-time!  the  turbaa*d  host. 
With  added  ranks  and  raging  boast. 
Press  onwards  with  such  strength  and  heat, 
Their  numbers  balk  their  own  retreat; 
For  narrow  the  way  that  led  to  the  spot 
Where  still  the  Christians  yielded  not; 
And  the  foremost,  if  fearful,  may  vainly  try 
Through  the  massy  column  to  turn  and  fly ; 
They  perforce  must  do  or  die. 
They  die ;  but,  ere  their  eyes  could  close. 
Avengers  o'er  tfieir  bodies  rose ; 
Fresh  and  furious,  fast  they  fill 
The  ranks  unthinn'd,   though  slaughtered 

still ; 
And  faint  the  weary  Christians  wax 
Before  the  still  renewed  attacks: 
And  now  the  Othmans  gain  the  gate ; 
Still  resists  its  iron  weight. 
And  still,  all  deadly  aim'd  and  hot. 
From  every  crevice  comes  the  shot ; 
From  every  shattered  window  pour 
The  volleys  of  the  sulphurous  shower : 
But  the  portal  wavering  g^ws  and  weak — 
The  iron  yields,  the  hinges  creak — 
It  bends — it  falls — and  aU  is  o'er ; 
Lost  Corinth  may  resist  no  more! 

Darkly,  sternly,  and  all  alone, 
Minotti  stood  o'er  the  altar-stone: 
Madonna's  face  upon  him  shone, 
Painted  in  heavenly  hues  above. 
With  eyes  of  light  and  looks  of  love ; 
And  placed  upon  that  holy  shrine 
To  fix  our  thoughts  on  things  divine. 
When  pictured  there,  we  kneeling  see 
Her,  and  the  Boy-God  on  her  knee. 
Smiling  sweetly  on  each  prayer 
To  heaven,  as  if  to  waft  it  there. 
Still  she  smiled;  even  now  she  smiles. 
Though  slaughter  streams  along  her  aisles : 
Minotti  lifted  his  aged  eye. 
And  made  the  sign  of  a  cross  with  a  sigh. 
Then  seized  a  torch  which  blazed  thereby ; 
And  still  he  stood,  while,  with  steel  and 

flame. 
Inward  and  onward  the  Mussulman  came. 

The  vaults  beneath  the  mosaic  stone 
Contain'd  the  dead  of  ages  gone; 
Their  names  were  on  the  graven  floor. 
But  now  illegible  with  gore  ; 
Tlie  carved  crests,  and  curious  hues 
The  varied  marble's  veins  diffuse. 
Were  smear'd,  and  slippery— stain'd,   and 

strown 
With  broken  swords,  and  helms  o*erthrown : 
There  were  dead  above,  and  the  dead  below 
Lay  cold  in  many  a  coflin'd  row ; 
YouVnight  see  them  piled  in  sable  state. 
By  a  pale  light  through  a  gloomy  grate ; 
But  War  had  enter'd  their  dark  caves. 
And  stored  along  the  vaulted  graves 
Her  sulphurons  treasures,  thickly  spread 
In  masses  by  the  fleshless  dead ; 
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Here,  Uuroughoat  the  siege,  had  been 
The  Chrifltians*  chiefest  magazine ; 
To  these  a  late  formM  train  now  led, 
Minotti*s  last  and  item  resource 
Against  the  foe^s  o'erwheiming  force. 

The  foe  came  on,  and  few  remain 
Ts  striTe,  and  those  mast  strive  in  Tain : 
For  lack  of  further  Utcs,  to^  slake 
Tlie  thirst  of  Tengeance  now  awake. 
With  barbarous  blows  they  gash  the  dead, 
And  lop  the  already  lifeless  head. 
And  fell  the  statues  from  their  niche, 
And  spoil  the  shrines  of  offerings  rich, 
And  from  each  other^s  rude  hands  wrest 
The  silrer  vessels  saints  had  blessM. 
To  the  high  altar  on  they  go ; 
Oh,  hot  it  made  a  glorious  show ! 
On  its  table  still  behold 
The  cap  of  consecrated  gold ; 
Massy  and  deep,  a  glittering  prize. 
Brightly  it  sparkles  to  plunderers*  eyes : 
lliat  mom  it  held  the  holy  wine, 
ConTerted  by  Christ  to  his  blood  so  divine. 
Which  his  worshippers  drank  at  the  break 

of  day. 
To  shrive  their  souls  ere  they  join'd  in  tlie 

fray. 
Still  a  few  drops  within  it  lay; 
And  round  the  sacred  table  glow 
Twelre  lofty  lamps,  in  splendid  row, 
Prom  tlie  purest  metal  cast; 
A  spoil — the  richest,  and  the  last. 

So  near  they  came,  the  nearest  stretched 
To  grasp  the  spoil  he  almost  reached. 
When  old  JMinotti's  hand 
Tonch^d  with  the  torch  the  train  - 
Tu  fired! 

Spire,  vanlts,  the  shrine,  the  spoil,  the  slain, 
rhe  tarban'd  victors,  the  Christian  band. 
All  that  of  living  or  dead  remain. 
Hurled  on  high  with  the  shivered  fane, 
h  one  wild  roar  expired ! 
The  shattered  town  —  the  walls   thrown 

down — 
The  wvves  a  moment  backward  bent — 
The  hills  that  shake,  although  unrent. 
As  if  an  earthquake  passed  — 
The  thousand  shapeless  things  all  driven 
In  rload  and  flame  athwart  the  heaven, 
Bv  that  tremendous  blast— 


Proclaimed  the  desperate  conflict  o*er 

On  that  too  long  afflicted  shore : 

Up  to  the  sky  like  rockets  go 

All  that  mingled  there  below: 

Many  a  tall  and  goodly  man, 

ScorchM  and  shriveU'd  to  a  span. 

When  he  fell  to  earth  again 

Like  a  cinder  strewed  the  plain*: 

Down  the  ashes  shower  like  rain ; 

Some  fell  in  the  gulf,  which  received  the 

sprinkles 
With  a  thousand  circling  wrinkles ; 
Some  fell  on  the  shore,  but  far  away, 
Scattered  o*er  the  isthmus  lay ; 
Christian  or  Moslem,  which  be  they? 
Let  their  mothers  see  and  say ! 
When  in  cradled  rest  they  lay. 
And  each  nursing  mother  smiled 
On  the  sweet  sleep  of  her  child. 
Little  deemM  she  such  a  day 
Would  rend  those  tender  limbs  away. 
Not  the  matrons  that  them  bore 
Could  discern  their  offspring  more ; 
That  one  moment  left  no  trace 
More  of  human  form  or  face 
Save  a  scatter^  scalp  or  bone : 
And  down  came  blazing  rafters,  strown 
Around,  and  many  a  falling  stone. 
Deeply  dinted  in  the  clay, 
All  blackened  there  and  recking  lay. 
All  the  living  things  that  heard 
That  deadly  earth-shock  disappeared : 
The  wild  birds  flew ;  the  wild  dogs  fled. 
And  howling  left  the  unburied  dead ; 
The  camels  from  their  keepers  broke; 
The  distant  steer  forsook  the  voke— 
The  nearer  steed  plunged  o^er  the  plain. 
And  burst  his  girth,  and  tore  his  rein  ; 
The  bull-frog^s  note,  from  out  the  marsh, 
Deep-raouthM  arose,  and  doubly  harsh ; 
The  wolves  yelPd  on  the  cavem'd  hill, 
W^here  echo  rolPd  in  thunder  still ; 
The  jackaPs  troop,  in  gathered  cry, 
BavM  from  afar  complainingly. 
With  a  mix'd  and  mournful  sound. 
Like  crying  babe,  and  beaten  hound: 
With  sudden  wing,  and  ruffled  breast. 
The  eagle  left  his  rocky  nest. 
And  mounted  nearer  to  the  sun. 
The  clouds  beneath  him  seemed  so  dun  ; 
Their  smoke  assaiTd  his  startled  beak. 
And  made  him  higher  soar  and  shriek — 
Thns  was  Corinth  lost  and  won ! 
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TO 

SCROPE  BERDMORE  DAVIES,  ESQ. 

THB   FOLLOWrifG   POSX  If    INSCRIBED    BY    ONE 

WHO    HAS     LONG     ADMIRED    HIS   TALENTS   AND 

VALUED    HIS   FRIENDSHIP. 

January  22,  1616. 

ADVERTISEMENT. 

The  following  poem  is  jrrounded  on  a 
rircumstance  mentioned  in  Gibbon^s  ''Anti- 
quities of  the  House  of  Brunswick.**— I  am 
aware  that  in  modem  times  the  delicacy 
or  fastidiousness  of  the  reader  may  deem 
such  subjects  unfit  for  the  purposes  of  poetry. 
The  Greei  dramatists,  and  some  of  the  best 
of  our  old  English  writers,  were  of  a  differ- 
ent opinion:  as  Alfieri  and  Schiller  haye 
alao  been,  more  recently,  upon  the  con- 
tiaenl.  The  following  extract  will  explain 


the  facts  on  which  the  story  is  founded.  Tlie 
name  of  Azo  is  substituted  for  Nicholas,  as 
more  metrical. 

''Under  the  reign  of  Nicholas  III.  Ferrara 
was  polluted  with  a  domestic  tragedy.  By 
the  testimony  of  an  attendant,  and  his  own 
observation,  the  Marquis  of  Este  discovered 
the  incestuous  loves  of  his  wife  Parisina, 
and  Hugo  his  bastard -son,  a  beautiful  and 
valiant  youth.  They  were  beheaded  in  the 
castle  bv  the  sentence  of  a  father  and  has- 
band,  who  published  his  shame,  and  sur- 
vived their  execution.  He  was  unfortunate, 
if  they  were  guilty ;  if  they  were  innocent, 
he  was  still  more  unfortunate ;  nor  is  there 
any  possible  situation  in  which  I  can  sin- 
cerely approve  the  la«t  act  of  the  justice  of 
a  parent.*' — Gibhon'9  Miscellaneous  JVorks, 
vol.  m.  p.  470. 


It  is  the  honr  when  from  the  bonghf 
The  nightingale^  ^^f^  note  is  heard; 
It  is  the  hour  when  lovers*  vows 
Seem  sweet  in  every  whispered  word ; 
And  gentle  winds,  and  waters  near. 
Make  music  to  the  looeiy  ear. 
Each  flower  the  dewi  hare  lightly  wet, 
And  in  the  sky  the  start  are  met. 
And  on  the  wave  is  deeper  blue. 
And  on  the  leaf  a  browner  hue, 
And  in  the  heaven  that  clear-obscure. 
So  softly  dark,  and  darkly  pure. 
Which  follows  the  decline  of  day. 
As  twilight  melts  beneath  the  moon  away. 

But  it  is  not  to  list  to  the  waterfall 
That  Farisina  leaves  her  hall. 
And  it  is  not  to  gaze  on  the  heavenly  light 
That  the  lady  waJks  in  the  shadow  of  ni^t; 
And  if  she  sits  in  Esters  bower, 
Tis  not  for  the  sake  of  its  full-blown  flower- 
She  listens — but  not  for  the  nightingale — 
Though  her  ear  expects  as  soft  a  tale. 
Hiere  glides  a  step  through   the  foliage 

thick. 
And  her  cheek  grows  pale — and  her  heart 

beats  quick. 
There  whispers  a  voice  through  the  rustling 

leaves, 
A  moment  more — and  they  shall  meet — 
*Tis  past— her  lover's  at  her  feet. 

And  what  unto  them  is  tlie  world  beside, 
With  all  its  change  of  time  and  tidef 
Its  living  things — its  earth  and  sky — 
Are  nothing  to  their  mind  and  eye. 


And  heedless  as  the  dead  are  they 

Of  aught  around,  above,  beneath  ; 

As  if  all  else  had  passed  away. 

They  only  for  each  other  breathe ; 

Their  very  sighs  are  full  of  joy 

So  deep,  diat  did  it  not  decay, 

That  happy  madness  would  destroy 

The  hearts  which  feel  its  ficiy  sway: 

Of  guilt,  or  peril,  do  they  deem 

In  that  tumultuous  tender  dream? 

Who  that  have  felt  that  passion's  power. 

Or  paused,  or  fear'd  in  such  an  honr  ? 

Or  thought  how  brief  such  moments  last? 

But  yet— they  are  already  past! 

Alas!  we  must  awake  before 

We  know  such  vision  comes  no  more. 


With  many  a  lingering  look  they  leave 
The  spot  of  guilty  gladness  past ; 
And  though  they  hope,  and  vow,  they  grieve. 
As  if  that  parting  were  the  last 
The  frequent  sigh — the  long  embrace — 
The  lip  that  there  would  cling  for  ever. 
While  gleams  on  Parisina's  face 
The  Heaven  she  fears  will  not  forgive  her. 
As  if  each  calmly  conscious  star 
Beheld  her  frailty  from  afar — 
The  frequent  sigh,  the  long  embrace. 
Yet  binds  them  to  their  trysting^place. 
But  it  must  come,  and  they  must  part 
In  fearful  heaviness  of  heart. 
With  ail  the  deep  and  shuddering  chill 
Which  follows  fast  the  deeds  of  ill. 

And  Hugo  is  gone  to  his  lonely  bed. 
To  covet  there  another's  bride; 
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Rat  «he  mast  lay  her  conmrioufi  head 

A  hn.^band^fl  tmfting  heart  befide. 

Bat  fcTer^d  in  her  ileep  she  seeniii. 

And  red  her  cheek  with  troubled  dreams. 

And  mntten  she  in  her  unrest 

A  name  she  dare  not  breathe  hy  day. 

Aid  clasps  her  Lord  unto  the  breast 

Which  pants  for  one  away: 

Aid  he  to  that  embrace  awakes, 

Aad,  happy  in  the  thought,  mistakes 

That  dMiming  sigh,  and  warm  caress. 

Per  raoi  as  he  was  wont  to  bless; 

And  conld  in  Tery  fondness  weep 

O'er  her  who  loves  him  eyen  in  sleep. 

He  claap'd  her  sleeping  to  his  heart. 
And  listened  to  each  broken  word : 
He  hears— Why  doth  Prince  Azo  start. 
As  if  the  ArchangePs  voice  he  heard  ? 
And  well  he  may — a  deeper  doom 
Coald  scarcely  thunder  o'er  his  tomb, 
When  he  shall  wake  to  sleep  no  more. 
And  stand  the  eternal  throne  before. 
And  well  he  may— his  earthly  peace 
Upon  that  sound  is  doomed  to  cease. 
That  sleeping  whisper  of  a  name 
Bespeaks  her  guilt  and  Azo's  shame. 
And  whose  that  name?  that  o'er  his  pillow 
Sounds  fearful  as  the  breaking  billow. 
Which  rolls  the  plank  upon  Uie  shore, 
And  dashes  on  the  pointed  rock 
The  wretch  who  sinks  to  rise  no  more, — 
So  rame  npon  his  soul  the  shock. 
And  whose  that  name?  'tis  Hugo's,— his— 
In  sooth  he  had  not  deem'd  of  this!— 
Tls  Hugo's, -he,  the  child  of  one 
He  loTc^ — his  own  all-evil  son — 
The  offspring  of  his  wayward  youth, 
Wlien  he  betray'd  Bianca's  truth, 
The  maid  whose  folly  could  confide 
In  him  who  made  her  not  liis  bride. 

He  plucVd  his  poniard  in  its  sheath. 
Bat  sheathed  it  ere  the  point  was  bare — 
Howe'er  unworthy  now  to  breathe. 
He  could  not  slay  a  thing  so  fair  — 
At  leaat,  not  smiling— sleeping  there— 
IVar,  more:  he  did  not  wake  ner  then, 
But  gazed  upon  her  with  a  glance 
Which,  had  she  roused  her  from  her  trance. 
Had  frozen  her  sense  to  sleep  again  — 
And  o*cr  his  brow  the  burning  lamp 
GleamM  on  the  dew-drops  big  and  damp. 
Sbe  spake  no  more— but  still  she  slumbered  - 
While,    in    his    thought,    her    days    are 

numberM. 


And  with  the  mom  he  sought,  and  found, 
li  many  a  tale  from  those  around. 
The  proof  of  all  he  fear'd  to  know. 
Their  present  guilt,  his  future  woe; 
1W  long-conniving  damsels  seek 
To  save  themselves,  and  would  transfer 


The  guilt— the  shame — the  doom  to  her: 
Concealment  is  no  more — they  speak 
All  circumstance  which  may  compel 
Full  credence  to  the  tale  they  tell: 
And  Azo's  tortured  heart  and  ear 
Have  nothing  more  to  feel  or  hear. 

He  was  not  one  who  bronk'd  delay : 
Within  the  chamber  of  his  state, 
The  chief  of  Cste's  ancient  sway 
Upon  his  throne  of  judgment  sate ; 
His  nobles  and  his  guards  are  there, — 
Before  him  is  the  sinful  pair ; 
Both  young,— and  one  how  pa^ising  fair! 
With  swordiess  belt,  and  fetter'd  hand. 
Oh,  Christ!   that  thus  a  son  should  stand 
Before  a  father's  face ! 
Yet  thus  must  Hugo  meet  his  sire, 
And  hear  the  sentence  of  his  ire. 
The  tale  of  his  disgraced 
And  yet  he  seems  not  overcome. 
Although,  as  yet,  his  voice  be  dumb. 

And  still,  and  pale,  and  silently 
Did  Parisina  wait  her  doom ; 
How  changed  since  last  her  speaking  eye 
Glanced  gladness  round  the  glittering  room. 
Where  high-born  men  were  proud  to  wait  — 
Where  Beauty  watch'd  to  imitate 
Her  gentle  voice— her  lovely  mien— 
And  gather  from  her  air  and  gait 
The  graces  of  its  queen : 
Then,— had  her  eye  in  sorrow  wept, 
A  thousand  warriors  forth  had  leapt, 
A  thousand  swords  had  sheathless   shone. 
And  made  her  quarrel  all  their  own. 
Now,— what  is  she?  and  what  are  they? 
Can  she  command,  or  these  obey? 
All  silent  and  unheeding  now. 
With  downcast  ejes  and  knitting  brow. 
And  folded  arms,  and  freezing  air. 
And  lips  that  scarce  their  scorn  forbear. 
Her  knights  and  dames,  her  court— is  there: 
Andthe,  the  chosen  one,  whose  lance 
Had  yet  been  couch'd  before  her  glance. 
Who— were  his  arm  a  moment  free— 
Had  died  or  gain'd  her  Hfaerty; 
The  minion  of  his  fatherjf  bride, — 
He,  too,  is  fetter'd  by  her  side; 
\or  sees  her  swoln  and  full  eye  swim 
Less  for  her  own  despair  than  him : 
Those  lids— o'er  which  the  violet  vein 
Wandering,  leaves  a  tender  stain. 
Shining  through  the  smoothest  white 
That  e'er  did  softest  kiss  invite — 
Now  seem'd  with  hot  and  livid  glow 
To  press,  not  shade,  the  orbs  below; 
WThirh  glance  so  heavily,  and  fill. 
As  tear  on  tear  grows  gathering  still. 

And  he  for  her  had  also  wept. 
But  for  the  eyes  that  on  him  gazed : 
His  sorrow,  if  he  felt  it,  slept; 
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Stern  and  erect  his  brow  was  raised. 
Whate^r  tlie  grief  his  soul  aTOw*d, 
He  would  not  shrink  before  the  crowd; 
But  yet  he  dared  not  look  on  her: 
Remembrance  of  the  hours  that  were  — 
His  guilt— his  love— his  present  state— 
His  father's  wrath— all  good  mcn*s  hate— 
His  earth! J,  his  eternal  fate  — 
And  hers,— oh,  hers!  -  he  dared  not  throw 
One  look  upon  that  deathlike  brow! 
Else  had  his  rising  heart  betray'd 
Remorse  for  all  the  wreck  it  made. 


And  Azo  spake :— *^But  yesterday 
I  gloried  in  a  wife  and  son ; 
That  dream  this  morning  passM  away ; 
Ere  day  declines,  I  shall  have  none. 
My  life  must  linger  on  alone; 
Well,   let  that  pass,— there  breathes  not  one 
Who  would  not  do  as  I  have  done: 
Those  ties  are  broken —  not  by  me; 
Let  that  too  pass:  — the  doom^s  prepared! 
Hugo,  the  priest  awaits  on  thee, 
And  then  —  thy  crime's  reward  ! 
Away!  address  thy  prayers  to  Heaven, 
Before  its  evening-stars  are  met— 
Learn  if  thou  there  canst  be  forgiven ; 
Its  mercy  may  absolve  thee  yet. 
But  here,  upon  the  earth  beneath, 
There  is  no  spot  where  thou  and  I 
Together,  for  an  hour,  could  breathe: 
Farewell!  I  will  not  see  thee  die  — 
But  thou,  frail  thing !  shalt  view  his  head  — 
Away !  I  cannot  speak  the  rest : 
Go !  woman  of  the  wanton  breast ; 
\ot  I,  but  thou  his  blood  dost  shed: 
Go!  if  that  sight  thou  canst  outlive, 
And  joy  thee  m  the  life  I  ffive." 


And  here  stem  Azo  hid  his  face  — 
For  on  his  brow  the  swelling  vein 
Throbbed  as  if  back  upon  his  brain 
llie  hot  blood  ebb'd  and  flow'd  again ; 
And  therefore  bow'd  he  for  a  space    * 
And  passed  his  shaking  hand  along 
His  eye,  to  veil  it  from  the  throng ; 
While  Hugo  raised  his  chained  hands. 
And  for  a  brief  delay  demands 
His  father's  ear:  the  silent  sire 
Forbids  not  what  his  words  require. 

^*It  is  not  that  I  dread  the  death— 
For  thou  hast  seen  me  by  thy  side 
All  redly  through  the  battle  ride,  * 
And  that  not  once  a  useless  brand 
Thy  slaves  have  wrested  from  my  hand, 
Hatli  shed  more  blood  in  cause  of  thine 
Than  e'er  can  stain  the  axe  of  mine : 
Thou  gavest,  and  mayst  resume  my  breath, 
A  gift  for  which  I  thank  thee  not; 
Nor  are  my  mothers  wrongs  forgot. 
Her  slighted  love  and  ruin'd  name. 
Her  offspring's  heritage  of  shaBie ; 


But  she  is  in  the  grave,  where  he, 
Her  son,  thy  rival,  soon  shall  be. 
Her  broken  heart— my  sever'd  head  — 
Shall  witness  for  thee  from  the  dead 
How  trusty  and  how  tender  were 
Thy  youthful  love— paternal  care, 
'lis  true,  that  I  have  done  thee  wrong — 
But   wrong   for    wrong— this   deem'd   thy 

bride. 
The  other  victim  of  thy  pride. 
Thou  knowst  for  me  was  destined  long. 
Thou  sawst,  and  covetedst  her  charmi  — 
And  with  thy  very  crime -my  birth. 
Thou  tauntedst  me— as  little  worth; 
A  match  ignoble  for  her  arms, 
Because,  forsooth,  I  could  not  claim 
The  lawful  heirship  of  thy  name. 
Nor  sit  on  Este's  lineal  throne: 
Yet,  were  a  few  short  summers  mine, 
My  name  should  more  than  Este's  shine 
With  honours  all  my  own. 
I  had  a  sword -and  have  a  breast 
That  should  have  won  as  haught  a  crest 
As  ever  waved  along  the  line 
Of  all  these  sovereign  sires  of  thine. 
Not  always  knightly  spurs  are  worn 
The  brightest  bv  the  better  born ; 
And  mine  have  lanced  my  courser's  flank 
Before  proud  chiefs  of  princely  rank. 
When  charging  to  the  cheering  ctj 
Of  ''Este  and  of  Victory ! " 
I  will  not  plead  the  cause  of  crime. 
Nor  sue  thee  to  redeem  from  time 
A  few  brief  hours  or  days  that  must 
At  length  roll  o'er  my  reckless  dust;  — 
Such  maddening  moments  as  my  past. 
They  could  not,  and  they  did  not,  last  — 
Albeit  my  birth  and  name  be  base. 
And  thy  nobility  of  race 
Disdain'd  to  deck  a  thing  like  me  — 
Yet  in  my  lineaments  they  trace 
Some  features  of  my  father's  face. 
And  in  my  spirit— all  of  thee. 
From  thee— this  tamelessness  of  heart — 
From   thee  —  nay,   wherefore   dost   thou 

start?  - 
From  thee  in  all  their  vigour  came  ' 
My  arm  of  strength,  my  soul  of  flame— 
Thou  didst  not  give  me  life  alone. 
But  all  that  made  me  more  thine  own. 
See  what  thy  guilty  love  hath  done ! 
Repaid  thee  with  too  like  a  son! 
I  am  no  bastard  in  my  soul. 
For  that,  like  thine,  abhorr'd  controul : 
And  for  my  breath,  that  hasty  boon 
Thou  gavest  and  wilt  resume  so  soon, 
I  valued  it  no  more  than  thou. 
When  rose  thy  casque  above  thy  brow, 
And  we,  all  side  by  side,  have  striven. 
And  o*er  the  dead  our  coursers  driven : 
The  past  is  nothing— and  at  last 
The  future  can  but  be  the  past; 
Yet  would  I  that  I  then  had  died : 
For  though  thou  work'dst  mv  mother's  111, 
And  oiade  thy  own  my  destined  bride. 
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thou  art  my  father  still; 
larih  ai  tonndfl  thy  hard  decree, 
)t  oi^juft,  although  from  thee, 
in  sin,  to  die  in  fhame, 
e  begun  and  ends  the  fame : 
d  the  sire,  so  err*d  the  son, 
lOD  mast  pnnish  both  in  one. 
me  seems  worst  to  human  Tiew, 
od  mast  jadge  between  as  two !  ** 


:eaaed— and  stood  with  folded  arms, 
lich  the  circling  fetters  soanded ; 
H  an  ear  bat  felt  as  wounded, 

the  chiefs  that  there  were  rankM, 

those  dull  chains  in  meeting  clanked : 

aiisina's  fatal  charms 

attracted  everj  eye— 

I  she  thos  hear  him  doom'd  to  die ! 

Dod,  I  said,  all  pale  and  still, 

ring  cause  of  Hugo's  ill: 

res  unmoTcd,  but  full  and  wide, 

ce  had  tum'd  to  either  side  ~ 

ice  did  those  sweet  eyelids  close, 

jde  the  glance  o*er  which  they  rose, 

and  their  orbit  of  deepest  blue 

rcling  white  dilated  grew  — 

lere  with  glassy  gaze  she  stood 

were  in  her  curdled  blood; 

en'  now  and  then  a  tear 

^  and  slowly  gathered  slid 

tlie  long  dark  fringe  of  tliat  fair  lid, 

a  thing  to  see,  not  hear! 
ose  who  saw,  it  did  surprise, 
Irops  could  fall  from  human  eyes, 
ak  she  thought— the  imperrecl  note 
hoked  within  her  swelling  throat, 
cm'd  in  that  low  hollow  groan 
hole  heart  gushing  in  the  tone. 
ed  -  again  she  thought  to  speak, 
burst  her  Toice  in  one  long  shriek, 

the  earth  she  fell  like  stone 
tue  from  its  base  overthrown, 
ike  a  thing  that  ne'er  had  life,— 
ament  of  Aso>  wife, — 
her,  that  living  guilty  thing, 
!  erery  passion  was  a  sting, 

urged  to  gailt,  but  could  not  bear 
gilt's  detection  and  despair. 
t  she  lived-  and  all  too  soon 
srM  from  that  death-like  swoon — 
irce  to  reason— erery  sense 
sen  overstrung  by  pangs  intense; 
ich  frail  fibre  of  her  brain 
w-eirings,  when  relaxed  by  rain, 
ring  arrow  launch  aside) 
rth  her  thonghts  all  wild  and  wide— 
lat  a  blank,  the  future  black, 
glimpses  of  a  dreary  track, 
i^tning  on  the  desert-path, 
nidnight  storms  are  mustering  wrath. 
ir'd'She  felt  that  something  ill 

her  soul,  so  deep  and  chill— 
bare  was  sin  and  shame  she  knew ; 
amm  mm  was  to  die— bat  who? 


She  had  forgotten:— did  she  breathe? 
Could  this  be  still  the  earth  beneath? 
The  sky-aboTe,  and  men  around ; 
Or  were  they  fiends  who  now  so  frown'd 
On  one,  before  whose  eyes  each  eye 
Till  then  had  smiled  in  sympathy? 
All  was  confused  and  undefined. 
To  her  all-jarr'd  and  wandering  mind ; 
A  chaos  of  wild  hopes  and  fears : 
And  now  in  laughter,  now  in  tears. 
But  madly  still  in  each  extreme. 
She  strove  with  that  convulsive  dream ; 
For  so  it  seem'd  on  her  to  break : 
Oh !  vainly  most  she  strive  to  wake ! 

The  Convent-bells  are  ringing. 
But  mournfully  and  slow , 
In  the  gray  square  turret  swinging. 
With  a  deep  sound,  to  and  fro. 
Heavily  to  the  heart  they  go ! 
Hark!  the  hymn  in  ringing — 
The  song  for  the  dead  below. 
Or  the  living  who  shortly  shall  be  so ! 
For  a  departing  being's  soul 
The    death-hymn   peals   and  the    hollow 

bells  knoll: 
He  is  near  his  mortal  goal; 
Kneeling  at  the  Friar's  Icnee; 
Sad  to  hear— and  piteous  to  see-^ 
Kneeling  on  the  bare  cold  ground. 
With  the  block  before  and  the  guard  aronnd-^ 
And    the    headsman   with    his    bare    arm 

ready. 
That  the  blow  mav  be  both  swift  and  steady. 
Feels  if  the  axe  be  sharp  and  true  — 
Since  he  set  its  edge  anew : 
While  the  crowd   in   a  speechless  circle 

gather 
To  sec  the  Son   fall  by  the  doom  of  the 

FRther. 

It  is  a  loiely  hour  as  yet 
Before  the  summer-sun  shall  set. 
Which  rose  upon  that  heavy  dajr. 
And  mock'd  it  with  his  steadiest  ray ; 
And  his  evening-beams  are  slud 
Full  on  Hugo's  fated  head. 
As  his  last  confession  poaring 
To  the  monk,  his  doom  deploring 
In  penitential  holiness. 
He  bends  to  hear  his  accents  bless 
With  absolution  such  as  may 
Wipe  our  mortal  stains  away. 
That  high  sun  on  his  head  did  glisten 
As  he  there  did  bow  and  listen  — 
And  the  rings  of  chesnut  hair 
burled  half  down  his  neck  so  bare; 
But  brighter  still  the  beam  was  thrown 
Upon  the  axe  which  near  him  shone 
With  a  clear  and  ghastly  glitter— 
Oh !  that  parting-hour  was  bitter ! 
Even  tiie  stem  stood  ehill'd  with  awe: 
Dark  Uie  crime,  and  just  the  law-» 
Tet  they  shodder'i  as  they  saw. 

11 
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The  parting  prajen  are  taid  and  orer 
Of  that  fal«e  ton — and  daring  lurer ! 
His  beads  and  sins  are  all  recounted. 
His  hours  to  their  last  minute  mounted — 
His  mantling  cloak  before  iras  stripped, 
'His  bright  brown  locks  must  now  be  clipp'd ; 
Tis  done — all  closely  are  they  ;hom — 
The  Test  which  till  this  moment  worn — 
The  scarf  wliicli  Parinina  gare — 
Must  not  adorn  him  to  the  grave. 
Even  that  must  now  be  thrown  aside, 
And  o^er  his  cjes  the  kerchief  tied ; 
But  no — that  last  indignity 
Shall  ne*er  approach  his  haughty  eye. 
All  feelings  seemingly  subdued. 
In  deep  disdain  were  half  renewed, . 
When  headman^s  hands  prepared  to  bind 
Those  eyes  which  would  not  brook  such 

blind : 
As  if  they  dared  not  look  on  death. 
»»Ko — yours  my  forfeit  b1oi>d  and  breath — 
These  hands  are  chainM — but  let  me  die 
At  least  with  an  unshackled  eye — 
Strike :  ^  —  and  as  the  word  he  said, 
Upon  tlic  block  he  bow^d  his  head ; 
These  the  last  accents  Hugo  spoke : 
''Strike''—  and  flashing  fell  the  stroke— 
Roird  the  head — and,  gushing,  sunk 
Back  the  stained  and  hearing  trunk. 
In  the  dust,  which  each  deep  rein 
Slaked  with  its  ensanguined  rain ; 
His  eyes  and  lips  a  moment  quirer, 
Convulsed  and  quick — then  fii  for  erer. 

He  died,  as  erring  man  should  die. 
Without  display,  without  parade ; 
Meekly  had  he  bow'd  and  prayM, 
As  not  disdaining  priestly  aid. 
Nor  desperate  of  all  hope  on  high. 
And  while  before  the  Prior  kneeling. 
His  heart  was  weaned  from  earthly  feeling; 
His  wrathful  sire — his  paramour — 
What  were  they  in  such  an  hour? 
No  more  reproach — no  more  despair ; 
No  thought  but  heaven-no  word  but  prayer- 
Save  the  few  which  from  him  broke. 
When,  bared  to  meet  the  headman's  stroke, 
He  claimed  to  die  with  eyes  unbound, 
Hii  sole  adieu  to  those  around. 


Still  as  the  lips  that  closed  in  death* 
Each  gazer's  bosom  held  his  breath : 
But  yet,  afar,  from  man  to  man, 
A  cold  electric  shiver  ran. 
As  down  the  deadly  blow  descended 
On  him  whose  life  and  love  thna  ended ; 
And  with  a  hushing  sound  comprest, 
A  sigh  shnmk  back  on  every  breast; 
But  no  more  thrilling  noise  rose  there, 
Beyond  the  blow  that  to  the  block 
Pierced  through  with  foraed  and  sullen 

shock. 
Save  one :  —  what  cleaves  the  silent  air 
So  madly  shrill—  to  passing  wild  ? 


That,  as  a  mother's  o'er  her  child .         ^ 

Done  to  death  by  sodden  blow, 

To  the  sky  these  accents  go. 

Like  a  soul's  in  endless  woe. 

Through  Azo's  palace-lattice  driven. 

That  horrid  voice  ascends  to  heaven. 

And  every  eye  is  turn'd  thereon ; 

But  sound  and  sight  alike  are  gone ! 

It  waR  a  woman's  shriek — and  ne'er 

In  mndlier  accents  rose  despair; 

And  those  who  heard  it,  as  it  past. 

In  mercy  wish'd  it  were  the  last. 

Hugo  is  fallen ;  and,  from  that  hour, 
\o  more  in  palace,  hall,  or  bower, 
Was  Parisina  heard  or  seen : 
Her  name — as  if  she  ne'er  had  been — 
Was  banish'd  from  each  lip  and  ear, 
Like  words  of  wantonness  or  fear ; 
And  from  Prince  Azo's  voice,  by  none 
Was  mention  heard  of  wife  or  son  ; 
No  tomb — no  memory  had  they ; 
Theirs  was  unconsecrated  clay  ; 
At  least  the  knight's  who  died  that  day. 
But  Parisina^s  fate  lies  hid 
Like  dust  beneath  the  coffin-lid : 
Whether  in  convent  she  abode, 
And  won  to  heaven  her  dreary  road, 
By  blighted  and  remorseful  years 
Of  scourge,  and  fast,  and  sleepless  tear« ; 
Or  if  she  fell  by  bowl  or  steel. 
For  that  dark  love  she  dared  to  feel ; 
Or  if,  upon  the  moment  smote. 
She  died  by  tortures  les^  remote; 
Like  him  she  saw  upon  the  block. 
With  heart  that  shared  the  headman's  shock. 
In  quickened  brokenness  that  came. 
In  pity,  o'er  her  shattered  frame, 
iVone  knew—  and  none  can  ever  know : 
But  whatsoe'er  its  end  below. 
Her  life  began  and  closed  in  woe ! 

And  Azo  found  another  bride. 
And  goodly  sons  g^w  by  his  side ; 
But  none  so  lovely  and  so  brave 
As  him  who  wither'd  in  the  grave ; 
Or  if  thev  were — on  his  cold  eve 
Their  growth  but  glanced  unheeded  by. 
Or  noticed  with  a  sinother'd  sigh. 
But  never  tear  his  cheek  descended. 
And  never  smile  his  brow  unbended ; 
And  o'er  that  fair  broad  brow  were  wrought 
Tlie  intersected  lines  of  thought ; 
Those  furrows  which  the  burning  share 
Of  sorrow  ploughs  untimely  there ; 
Scan  of  the  lacerating  mind 
Which  the  soul's  war  doth  leave  behind. 
He  was  past  all  mirth  or  woe : 
Nothing  more  remain'd  below 
But  sleepless  nights  and  heavy  days, 
A  mind  all  dead  to  scorn  or  praise, 
A  heart  which shunn'd  itself — and  yet 
That  would  not  yield — nor  could  forget ; 
Which  when  it  leaft  appear'd  to  melt. 
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Intenlly  thought — ^intennelj  felt : 
The  deepest  ice  which  ever  froie 
Can  only  o^er  the  iarface  close — 
The  liTing  ttream  liea  quick  below, 
And  flows — and  cannot  cease  to  flow. 
Still  was  hi«  teal*d-up  bosom  haunted 
By  thoughts  which  Nature  hath  implanted; 
Too  deeply  rooted  thence  to  Tanish, 
However  our  stifled  tears  we  banish; 
Wheo,  struggling  as  they  rise,  to  start. 
We  check  those  waters  of  the  heart. 
They  are  not  dried — those  tears  unshed 
But  flow  back  to  the  fountain-head, 
And  resting  in  their  spring  more  pure, 
For  ever  in  its  depth  endure. 
Unseen,  unwept,  but  uncongeal^d, 
And  cherishM  most  where  least  rereal^d. 
With  inward  starts  of  feeling  left, 


To  thnib  o*er  those  of  life  bereft; 
Without  the  power  to  fill  again 
Tiie  desert  gap  which  made  his  pain ; 
Without  tlie  hope  to  meet  them  where 
United  iiouls  shall  gladness  share. 
With  all  the  consciousness  that  he 
Had  only  pass'd  a  just  decree; 
lliat    they    had     wrouglit!    their    doom 

of  ill ; 
Yet  Azo's  age  was  wretched  still. 
The  tainted  branches  of  the  tree. 
If  loppM  with  care,  a  strength  may  giTo, 
By  which  the  rest  shall  bloom  and  liye 
All  greenly  fresh  and  wildly  free : 
But  if  tlie  lightning,  in  its  wrath. 
The  waving  boughs  with  fury  scathe, 
Tlie  massy  trunk  the  ruin  feels. 
And  never  more  a  leaf  reveals. 
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SONiXET   ON  CHILLON. 

EraaiTAi.  spirit  of  the  chainless  mind ! 
Brightest  in  dungeons.  Liberty !  thou  art. 
For  there  thy  habitation  is  the  heart — 
The  heart  wliich  love  of  thee  alone  can 

bind; 
And  wheo  thy  sons  to  fetters  are  consign'd — 
To  fetters,  and  the  damp  vault^s  dayless 

gloom. 
Their  country  conquers  with  their  martyr- 
dom. 
And  Freedom's  fame  finds  wings  on  every 

wind. 
ChlUon  !  Ay  prison  is  a  holy  place. 
And  th  J  sad  floor  an  altar— for  'twas  trod, 
lintil  his  rery  steps  have  left  a  trace 
Worn,  as  if  thy  cold  pavement  were  a  sod. 
By    Bonnivard! — May   none  those  marks 

efface! 
For  they  appeal  from  tyranny  to  God. 


Mt  hair  is  gray,  but  not  with  years, 
Kor  ^rew  it  white  0 

h  a  single  night. 

As  men's  have  grown  from  sudden  fears : 
■y  limbs  are  bow'd,  though  not  with  toil, 
lit  rosted  with  a  vile  repose, 
F«  they  have  been  a  dilngeon's  spoil. 
And  mine  has  been  the  fate  of  those 
Ts  whom  the  goodly  earth  and  air 
Ar  banned,  and  barr'^i— forbidden  fare*; 
ihl  this  was  for  my  father's  faith, 
I  fnffer'4  chains  and  coarted  death ; 


That  father  perishM  at  the  stake 
For  tenets  he  would  not  forsake; 
And  for  the  same  his  lineal  race 
In  darkness  found  a  dwelling-plare ; 
We  were  seven — who  now  are  one, 
Six  in  youth,  and  one  in  age, 
Fininh'd  as  they  had  begun, 
Proud  of  Persecution's  rage ; 
One  in  fire,  and  two  in  field. 
Their  belief  with  blood  have  sealed ; 
Dying  as  their  father  died. 
For  the  God  their  foes  denied ; 
Three  were  in  a  dungeon  cast. 
Of  whom  this  wreck  is  left  the  last 


There  are  seven  pillars  of  gothic  mold. 
In  Chil Ion's  dungeons  deep  and  old ; 
There  are  seven  columns,  massy  and  graj. 
Dim  with  a  dull  imprison'd  ray, 
A  sunbeam  which  hath  lost  its  wav. 
And  through  the  crevice  and  the  cleft 
Of  the  thick  wall  is  fallen  and  left; 
Creeping  o'er  the  floor  so  damp. 
Like  a  marsh's  meteor-lamp : 
And  in  each  pillar  there  is  a  ring. 
And  in  each  ring  there  is  a  chain ; 
That  iron  is  a  cankering  thing,  * 

For  in  these  limbs  its  teeth  remain, 
With  marks  that  will  not  wear  away, 
Till  I  have  done  with  this  new  day. 
Which  now  is  painful  to  these  eyes. 
Which  have  not  seen  the  sun  so  rise 
For  years— I  cannot  count  them  o'er, 
I  lost  their  long  and  heavy  score. 
When  my  last  brother  droop'd  and  died, 
And  I  lay  living  by  his  sida. 
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Thej  rhain^d  ui  each  to  a  ciilamn-ftone. 
And  we  were  three — yet.  each  alone; 
We  could  not  inoTe  a  ting^le  pare. 
We  conld  not  fee  each  otherV  fnce. 
But  with  that  |Mile  and  li\id  Xtf^Ui 
That  made  at  atrangen  in  our  nif^ht ; 
And  thuf  together — yet  apart. 
Fettered  in  hand,  hat  pined  in  heart ; 
^Twas  still  some  solace  in  tlie  dearth 
Of  the  pure  element!  of  earth. 
To  hearken  to  each  other^a  spcrrh. 
And  each  tarn  comforter  to  each. 
With  fome  new  hope,  or  legend  old. 
Or  song  heroically  hold; 
Bat  OTon  theie  at  length  grew  cold. 
Our  Toicet  took  a  dreary  tone 
An  echo  of  the  dnngeon-itone, 
A  grating  fonnd— not  fall  and  free 
Af  they  of  yore  were  wont  to  he: 
It  might  be  fancy — ^bnt  Id  me 
They  never  sounded  like  our  own. 

I  was  the  eldest  of  the  three. 
And  to  apbold  and  cheer  the  rest 
I  ought  to  do — and  did  my  best  - 
And  each  did  well  in  his  degree. 
The  youngest,  whom  my  father  loted. 
Because  our  mother*!  brow  was  given 
To  him-- with  eves  as  blue  as  heaven. 
For  him  my  soul  was  sorely  moved ; 
And  truly  mi^ht  it  be  distrest 
To  see  such  bird  in  such  a  nest ; 
For  he  was  beautiful  as  day— 
(When  day  was  beautiful  to  me 
A«  to  young  eagles,  being  free)  — 
A  polar  day,  which  will  not  see 
A  sunset  till  its  summer^s  gone. 
Its  sleepless  summer  of  long  light. 
The  snow-clad  offspring  of  tlie  sun : 
And  thut  he  was  as  pure  and  bright. 
And  in  his  natural  Hpirit  gay. 
With  team  for  nought  but  othern*  illn. 
^nd  then  they  flow'd  like  mountain  rills. 
Unless  he  could  assuage  the  woe 
Which  he  abhorred  to  view  below. 

The  other  was  as  pure  of  mind. 
But  formM  to  combat  with  his  kind ; 
Sfning  in  his  frame,  and  of  a  mood 
Wliich  'jgainst  the  world  in  war  had  stood. 
And  pensh*d  in  the  foremost  rank    - 
With  joy :— but  not  in  chains  to  pine : 
His  ppint  withered  with  their  clank, 
I  saw  it  silently  decline — 
And  to  perchance  in  sooth  did  mine ; 
But  yet  I  forced  it  on  to  cheer 
Those  relics  of  a  home  so  dear. 
He  was  a  huutar  of  the  hills, 
Had  followM  thera  the  deer  and  wolf ; 
To  him  thb  dangeoa  was  a  gulf. 
And  fetterM  feet  the  wont  af  ills. 

l<akf  Lf man  lies  W  Chillon*s  walls : 
A  thousand  feat  in  depth  below 


Its  massy  waters  meet  and  flow ; 
Thus  murh  the  fathom-line  was  sent 
From  Chillon*s  snow-white  battlement. 
Which  round  about  the  wa«o  enthralls: 
A  double  dungeon  wall  and  wave 
Have  made— and  like  a  living  grave. 
Below  the  surface  of  the  lake 
The  dark  vault  lies  wherein  we  lay, 
We  heard  it  ripple  night  and  day ;  > 
Sounding  o'er  our  heads  it  knocked ; 
And  1  have  felt  the  winter^s  spray 
Wash  through  the  bars  when  winds  worehigh 
And  wanton  in  the  happy  sky ; 
And  then  the  very  rork  hath  n»ck*d, 
And  I  have  felt  it  shake  unshock'd. 
Because  I  could  have  smiled  to  see 
The  death  that  would  have  set  me  free. 

I  said  my  nearer  brother  pined, 
I  said  hi4  mighty  heart  declined. 
He  loathed  and  put  away  his  food ; 
It  was  not  that  'twas  coarse  and  rude, 
For  we  were  used  to  hunter's  fare. 
And  for  the  like  had  little  care : 
The  milk  drawn  from  the  mountain-goat 
Was  changed  for  water  from  the  moat. 
Our  bread  was  such  as  captive's  tears 
Have  moisten'd  many  a  thousand  years. 
Since  man  first  pent  his  fellow-men 
Like  brutes  within  an  iron  den : 
But  what  were  these  to  as  or  him  ? 
These  wasted  not  his  heart  or  limb ; 
My  brother's  soul  was  of  that  mold 
HVhich  in  a  palace  had  grown  cold. 
Had  his  free  breathing  been  denied 
The  range  of  the  steep  mountain's  side ; 
But  why  delay  the  truth?— he  died. 
I  saw,  and  could  not  hold  his  head. 
Nor  reach  his  dying  hand — nor  dead. 
Though  hard  I  strove,  but  stnne  in  vain. 
To  rend  and  gnash  my  bonds  in  twain. 
He  died— and  they  nnlock'd  his  cliain. 
And  scoop'd  for  him  a  shallow  grave 
Even  from  the  cold  earth  of  our  cave. 
I  begg'd  them,  as  a  boon,  to  lay 
His  corse  in  dust  whereon  the  day 
Might  shine — it  was  a  fooliHh  thought, 
But  thea  within  my  brain  it  wrought. 
That  even  in  death  his  frecbom  breast 
In  such  a  dungei»n  could  ni»t  rest. 
I  might  have  spared  my  idle  prayer— 
They  coldly  langh'd-and  laid  him  there: 
I  The  flat  and  tiirfleiif  earth  uliove 

«he  being  mc  so  much  did  loic; 
is, empty  «:hain  above  it  leant, 
I  Surh  murder's  fitting  monument  f 

i 

Bat  he,  the  favourite  and  the  flower. 

Most  cherish'd  since  his  natal  hour. 

His  mother's  image  in  fair  face, 
I  The  infant  love  of  all  his  race, 
i  His  martyr'd  father's  dearest  thought. 

My  latest  care,  for  whom  1  sought 
I  To  hoard  my  life,  that  his  might  be 
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stched  now,  and  one  day  free; 

who  jet  had  held  untired 
natural  or  inipired — 

was  fltmck,  and  day  by  day 
her'd  on  the  ftalk  away. 
!  it  is  a  fearful  thing 
he  human  tonl  take  wing 
hape,  in  any  motid : — 
I  it  rushing  forth  in  blood, 
t  it  on  the  breaking  ocean 
ith  a  twoln  convulsive  motion, 
I  the  sick  and  rhastly  bed 
lelirious  with  its  dread : 
e  were  horrors— this  was  woe 

with  such— but  sure  and  slow: 
1,  and  so  calm  and  meek, 
f  worn,  so  sweetly  weak, 
ess,  yet  so  tender— kind, 
sved  for  those  he  left  behind ; 
I  the  while  a  cheek  whose  bloom 
a  mockery  of  the  tomb, 
ints  as  gently  sunk  away 
parting  rainbow's  ray — 
oi  most  transparent  light, 
nost  made  the  dungeon  bright, 

a  word  of  murmur— not 

o^er  his  untimely  lot,— 
talk  of  better  days, 
hope  my  own  to  raise, 
is  sunk  in  silence— lost 
jut  loss,  of  all  the  most ; 
B  the  sighs  he  would  suppress 
ing  nature^s  feebleness, 
>wly  drawn,  grew  less  and  less: 
1,  but  I  could  not  hear— 

for  I  was  wild  with  fear ; 
'twas  hopeless,  but  my  dread 
not  be  thns  admonished  ; 

and  thought  I  heard  a  sound  — 
ray  chain  with  one  strong  bound  ; 
h'd  to  him: — I  found  him  not, 
tirr'd  in  this  black  spot, 
ived— /  only  drew 
;ursed  breath  of  dungeon-dew ; 
t— the  sole — the  dearest  link 
I  me  and  the  eternal  brink, 
tKiund  me  to  my  failing  race, 
>ken  in  this  fatal  place, 
the  earth,  and  one  beneath— 
:hers— both  had  ceased  to  breathe: 
tat  hand  which  lay  so  still, 
ly  own  was  full  as  chill ; 
It  strength  to  stir,  or  strive, 

that  I  WHS  otill  alive — 
c  feeling,  when  we  know 
lat  we  love  shall  ne'er  be  so. 
not  why, 
not  die; 

>  earthly  hope— but  faith, 
t  forbade  a  selfish  death. 


next  befel  me  then  and  there 
not  well— 1  never  knew — 
DC  the  lots  of  light,  and  air, 


And  then  of  darkness- too : 

I  had  no  thought,  no  feeling — none  — 

Among  the  stones  I  stood  a  ston«-. 

And  was,  scarce  conscious  what  1  wist. 

As  shrubless  crag4  within  the  mist ; 

For  all  was  blank,  and  bleak,  and  gray. 

It  was  not  night — it  was  not  day. 

It  was  not  even  the  dungeon-light. 

So  hateful  to  my  heavy  sight. 

But  vacancy  absorbing  space. 

And  fixedness — without  a  place ; 

There  were  no  stars— no  earth — no  lime — 

No  check — no  change— no  good — no  crime — 

But  silence,  and  a  stirless  breath 

Wliich  neither  was  of  life  nor  death ; 

A  sea  of  stagnant  idleness, 

Blind,  boundless,  mute,  and  motionless ! 


A  light  broke  in  upon  my  brain,— 
It  was  the  carol  of  a  bird ; 
It  ceased,  and  then  it  came  again. 
The  sweetest  song  ear  ever  heard. 
And  mine  was  thankful  till  my  eyes 
Ran  over  with  tlic  glad  surprise. 
And  they  that  moment  could  not  see 
I  was  the  mate  of  misery  ; 
But  then  by  dull  degrees  came  back 
My  senses  to  their  wonted  track, 
I  saw  the  dungeon-walls  and  floor 
Close  slowly  round  me  as  before, 
1  saw  the  glimmer  of  the  sun 
Creeping  as  it  before  had  done. 
But  through  the  crevice  where  it  came 
That  bird  was  perch'd,  as  fond  and  tamo. 
And  tamer  than  upon  the  tree ; 
A  lovely  bird,  with  axure  wings. 
And  song  that  said  a  thousand  things. 
And  seem'd  to  sav  them  all  for  me ! 
I  never  saw  its  like  before, 
I  ne'er  shall  see  its  likeness  more : 
It  f eem'd  like  me  to  want  a  mate. 
Bat  was  not  half  so  desolate. 
And  it  was  come  to  love  me  when 
None  lived  to  love  me  so  again. 
And  cheering  from  my  dungeon's  brink. 
Had  brought  me  back  to  feel  and  think. 
I  know  not  if  it  late  were  free. 
Or  broke  its  cage  to  perch  on  mine, 
But  knowing  well  captivity. 
Sweet  bird!  I  could  not  wish  for  thine! 
Or  if  it  were,  .in  winged  guise, 
A  visitant  from  Paradise; 
For— Heaven    forgive  that   thought!    the 

while 
Which  made  me  both  to  weep  and  smile ; 
I  sometimes  deem'd  that  it  might  he 
My  brother's  soul  come  down  to  nir ; 
But  tlien  at  iajit  away  it  flew, 
And  then  'twas  mortal— well  I  knew. 
For  he  would  never  thus  have  flown. 
And  left  me  twice  so  doubly  lone,— 
Lone — as  the  corse  within  its  shroud. 
Lone— as  a  solitary  cloud, 
I A  single  clomd  oa  •  fwiny  day. 
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While  all  the  rest  of  heaven  ii  clear, 
A  frown  upon  the  atmoflphere, 
That  hath  no  businetf  to  appear 
When  akiet  are  blue,  and  earth  if  gay. 

A  kind  of  diange  came  in  mj  fate, 

Mv  keepen  grew  compaMionate, 

I  know  not  what  had  made  them  so. 

They  were  inured  to  sights  of  woe ; 

Bat  so  it  was : — mf  broken  chain 

With  links  unfastened  did  remain. 

And  it  was  liberty  to  stride 

Along  my  cell  from  side  to  side. 

And  up  and  down,  and  then  athwart. 

And  tread  it  over  erery  part ; 

And  round  the  pillars  one  by  one, 

Returning  where  my  walk  begun, 

Ai^oidinff  only,  as  I  trod. 

My  brothers*  graTes  without  a  sod ; 

For  if  I  thought  with  heedless  tread 

My  step  profaned  their  lowly  bed. 

My  breaUi  came  gaspingly  and  thick. 

And  my  cnish*d  heart  fell  blind  ani  sick. 

I  made  a  footing  in  the  wall. 
It  was  not  therefrom  to  escape. 
For  I  had  buried  one  and  all. 
Who  loved  me  in  a  human  frhape ; 
And  the  whole  earth  would  henceforth  be 
A  wider  prison  unto  me : 
No  child — no  sire— no  kin  had  I, 
No  partner  in  my  misenr ; 
I  thonglit  of  this,  and  I  was  glad. 
For  thought  of  them  had  made  me  mad ; 
But  I  was  curious  to  ascend 
To  my  barrM  windows,  and  to  bend 
Once  more,  upon  the  mountains  high, 
The  quiet  of  a  loving  eye. 

I  saw  them— and  they  were  the  same, 
They  were  not  changed  like  me  in  frame ; 
1  saw  their  thousand  years  of  snow 
On  high— their  wide  long  lake  below, 
And  the  blue  Rhone  in  fullest  flow ; 
I  heard  the  torrents  leap  and  gush 
O'er  channeird  rock  and  broken  bush  ; 
I  saw  the  white-waird  distant  town. 
And  whiter  sails  go  skimminr  down ; 
And  then  there  was  a  little  isle. 
Which  in  my  very  face  did  smile. 


The  only  one  in  view ; 

A  small  green  isle,  it  seemed  no  more. 

Scarce  broader  than  my  dungeon -floor. 

But  in  it  there  were  three  tall  trees, 

And  o'er  it  blew  the  mountain- breeze. 

And  by  it  there  were  waters  flowing. 

And  on  it  there  were  young  flowers  growing, 

Of  gentle  breath  and  hue. 

The  flsh  swam  by  the  castle-wall. 

And  they  seem'd  joyous  each  and  ail ; 

The  eagle  rode  the  rising  blast, 

Methought  he  never  flew  so  fast 

As  then  to  me  he  seemed  to  fly. 

And  then  new  tears  came  in  my  eye. 

And  1  felt  troubled— and  would  fain 

I  had  not  left  my  recent  chain ; 

And  when  I  did  descend  again. 

The  darkness  of  my  dim  abode 

Fell  on  me  as  a  heavy  load ; 

It  was  as  is  a  new-dug  grave. 

Closing  o'er  one  we  sought  to  save. 

And  yet  my  glance,  too  much  opprest. 

Had  almdbt  need  of  such  a  rest. 


It  might  be  months,  or  years,  or  days. 
I  kept  no  count— I  took  no  note, 
I  had  no  hope  my  ^es  to  raise. 
And  clear  them  of  their  dreary  mote ; 
At  last  men  came  to  set  me  free, 
I  ask'd  not  why,  and  reck'd  not  where. 
It  was  at  length  the  same  to  me, 
Fetter'd  or  fetterless  to  be, 
1  leam'd  to  love  despair. 
And  thus  when  they  appeared  at  last. 
And  all  my  bonds  aside  were  cast. 
These  heavy  walls  to  me  had  grown 
A  hermitage — and  all  my  own ! 
And  half  I  felt  as  they  were  come 
To  tear  me  from  a  second  home: 
With  spiders  I  had  friendship  made. 
And  watch'd  them  in  their  sullen  trade. 
Had  seen  the  mice  by  moonlight  play. 
And  why  should  I  feel  less  than  they  ? 
We  were  all  inmates  of  one  place. 
And  I,   the  monarch  of  each  race, 
Had  power  to  kill — yet,  strange  to  tell! 
In  quiet  we  had  leam'd  to  dwell — 
My  very  chains  and  I  grew  friendf. 
So  much  a  long  communion  tends 
To  make  us  what  we  are:— even  I 
Regain'd  ny  freedom  with  a  sigh. 
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VI  qui  rempliflgait  alors  cette  place, 
1  gentilhomme  Polonaid ,  doiiiiimS 
a,  111$  dans  le  palaUaa^i  de  Podulie; 
M  4ley6  page  do^lfiii  Casimir,  et 
rill  k  ea  conr  quelle  teinture  det 
eUrefl.  Une  intrigue  qn^il  ent  dans 
tse  avec  la  feramc  d^un  gendUiomme 
8  ayant  ^i^  decouTerte,'  le  mari  le 
tont  no  8iir  un  cheral  farouche,  et  le 
Her  en  cet  ^tat.  Le  cheial,  qui  ^tait 
I  de  ri'kraine,  j  retouma,  et  y  porta 
»&,  demi-mort  de  fatigue  et  de  faim. 
eg  paygane  le  secoururent:  il  resta 
mpg  parmi  eux,  et  se  gignala  dang 
n  courgeg  contre  leg  Tartareg.  La  gu- 
^  de  geg  luini^reg  lui  donna  une  grande 
ration  parmi  leg  Cogaqueg :  ga  rdpu- 
'augmentant  do  jour  en  jour  obligea 
a  le  faire  Prince  de  TUkraine/' — 


^'  Le  roi  fnyant  et  ponnmiTi  eat  ton  cheral 
tad  goug  lui ;  Ic  Colonel  Gieta ,  bleggiS ,  et 
perdant  tout  gon  gang,  lui  donna  le  gien. 
Ainsi  on  remit  deux  fob  k  cheral ,  dang  la 
fuite,  ce  conquiSrant  qui  n^avait  pu  y  mon- 
ter  pendant  la  bataille.^ — 

^^  Le  roi  alia  par  un  autre  chemin  avec 
quelqueg  cavaliers.  Le  carogge  oii  il  dtait 
rompit  dans  la  marche ;  on  le  remit  k  cheral. 
Pour  comble  de  diggrace,  il  gVgara  pen- 
dant lanuit  dang  unbuig;  Ik,  gon  courage 
ne  pouvant  plug  gupplder  k  geg  forceg  dpui- 
g^eg ,  leg  douleurg  de  ga  bleggure  devenueg 
plug  insupportableg  par  la  fatigue ,  gon 
cheval  dtant  tombed  de  lassitude,  il  ge  con- 
cha quelqueg  heiireg,  au  pied  d^m  arbre, 
en  danger  d^dtre  gurpris  k  tout  moment  par 
leg  rainqueurg  qui  le  cherchaient  de  toug 
c6t6»y — VoLTAiRB,  Hittoire  de  Charles  XII. 


ig  after  dread  Pultowa^s  dav, 
fortune  left  the  royal  Swede, 
a  slaughter^  array  lay, 
e  to  combat  and  to  bleed, 
wer  and  glory  of  the  war, 
■g  as  their  vain  votarieg,  men, 
pg^d  to  the  triumphant  Czar, 
^cow*s  wallg  were  safe  again, 
day  more  daric  and  drear, 
nore  memorable  year, 
give  to  glaughter  and  to  shame 
tier  hogt  and  haughtier  name ; 
BT  wreck,  a  deeper  fall, 
:  to  one — a  thunderbolt  to  all. 


wan  the  hazard  of  the  die ; 
nnded  Charleg  wag  taught  to  fly 

and  night  through  field  and  flood, 
with  his  own  and  gubjectg*  blood ; 
usands  fell  that  flight  to  aid : 

a  voice  wag  heard  to  upbraid 
in  in  hig  humbled  hour, 
-uth  had  nought  to  dread  from  power, 
se  was  slain,  and  Gieta  gave 
I — and  died  the  Rusgiang^  glave. 
n  ginks  after  many  a  league 

sufitain'd,  but  rain  fatigue; 
the  depth  of  forestg,  dancling 
trh-flreg  in  the  distance  gparkling — 
irons  of  gurrounding  foeg — 
innKt  lay  his  limbs  at  length. 
le  the  laurels  and  repose 
ch  the  nations  gtrain  their  strengthT 
lid  him  by  a  sarage  tree, 


In  out- worn  nature^g  agony ; 

His   wounds   were  stiff — hig   limbs  were 

gtark — 
The  heavy  hour  wag  chill  and  dark ; 
The  ferer  in  hig  blf>od  forbade 
A  trangfent  glumber^g  fitful  aid: 
And  thug  it  wag;  but  yet  through  all, 
King-like  the  monarch  bore  his  fall, 
And  made,  in  thig  extreme  of  ill. 
His  pangs  the  vaggals  of  liis  will; 
Ail  silent  and  subdued  M-ere  they, 
Ag  once  the  nations  round  him  lav. 


A  band  of  chiefs  !—alag!  how  few. 
Since  but  the  fleeting  of  a  day 
Had  thinnM  it ;  but  tnig  wreck  wbm  true 
And  chiyalroug ;  upon  the  clay 
Each  gate  him  down,  all  gad  and  mute. 
Beside  big  monarch  and  his  steed. 
For  danger  lerelg  man  and  brute. 
And  all  are  fellowg  in  their  need. 
Among  the  regt,  Mazeppa  made 
Hig  pillow  in  an  old  oak'g  shade— 
Himself  as  rough,  and  scarce  legg  old. 
The  Ukraine^s  netman,  calm  and  bold ; 
But  firgt,  ontgpent  with  hig  long  courge, 
The  Cossack  prince  mbb'd  down  hig  horge, 
And  made  for  him  a  leafy  bed. 
And  gmoothM  his  fetlocks  and  his  mane, 
And  glackM  hig  girth,  and  gtrippM  hig  rein. 
And  joy*d  to  see  how  well  he  fed ; 
For  until  now  he  had  the  dread 
His  wearied  courser  might  refuse 
To  browse  beneath  the  midnight  dews : 
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But  he  was  hardy  ai  hii  lord, 
And  little  cared  for  bed  and  board ; 
But  spirited  and  docile  too , 
Whatever  was  to  be  done,  would  do. 
Shaggy  and  swift,  and  strong  of  limb. 
All  Tartar-like  he  carried  him ;    * 
ObeyM  hia  Toice,  and  came  to  call. 
And  knew  him  in  the  midst  of  all : 
Though  thousands  were  around,  and  Night, 
Without  a  star,  pursued  her  flight, 
That  steed  from  sunset  until  dawn 
His  chief  would  follow  like  a  fawn. 

This  done,  Mazcppa  spread  his  cloak. 
And  laid  his  lance  beneath  his  oak, 
Felt  if  his  arms  in  order  good 
The  long  day's  march  had  well  withstood — 
If  still  the  powder  filPd  the  pan. 
And  flints  unloosen^  kept  their  lock — 
His  sabre's  hilt  and  scabbard  felt, 
And  whether  they  had  chafed  his  belt— 
And  next  the  Tenerable  man, 
From  out  his  haversack  and  can. 
Prepared  and  spread  his  slender  stock : 
And  to  the  monarch  and  his  men 
The  whole  or  portion  offered  then 
With  far  less  of  inquietude 
Than  courtiers  at  a  banquet  would. 
And  Charles  of  this  his  slender  share 
With  smiles  partook  a  moment  there. 
To  force  of  cheer  a  greater  show. 
And  seem  abore  both  wounds  and  woe ;  — 
And  then  he  said— ^'  Of  all  our  band. 
Though  firm  of  heart  and  strong  of  hand. 
In  skirmish,  march,  or  forage,  none 
Can  less  have  said,  or  more  have  done, 
Than  thee,  Mazeppa !  On  the  earth 
So  fit  a  pair  had  never  birth, 
Since  Alexander's  days  till  now. 
As  thy  Bucephalus  and  thou : 
All  Scythia's  fame  to  thine  should  yield 
For  pricking  on  o'er  flood  and  field." 
Mazeppa  answer'd— *'  111  betide 
The  school  wherein  I  leamM  to  ride! " 
Quoth  Charles — **01d  hetman,wherefore  so. 
Since  thou  hast  learn 'd  the  art  so  well  ?  " 
Mazeppa  said  -  ^*  'Twere  long  to  tell ; 
And  we  have  many  a  league  to  go 
With  every  now  and  then  a  blow. 
And  ten  to  one  at  least  the  foe. 
Before  our  steeds  may  graze  at  ease 
Beyond  the  swift  BorysUienes: 
And,  Sire,  your  limbs  have  need  of  rest, 
And  I  will  be  the  sentinel 
Of  this  your  troop."— «'  But  I  request,** 
Said  Sweden's  monarch ,  **  thou  wilt  tell 
This  tale  of  thine,  and  I  may  reap 
Perchance  from  tliis  the  boon  of  sleep. 
For  at  this  moment  from  my  eyes 
The  hope  of  present  slumber  flies." 

«' Well,  Sire,  yith  such  a  hope,  111  track 
My  seventy  yean  of  memorr  back : 
I  think  twat  in  my  twentietli  spriBg,— 


Ay,  'twas, -> when  Casimir  was  king  — 
John  Casimir, — I  was  his  pagre 
Six  summers  in  my  earlier  age ; 
A  learned  monarch,  faith !  was  he. 
And  most  vnlikc  your  majesty : 
He  made  no  wars,  and  did  not  gain 
New  realms  to  lose  them  back  again  ; 
And  (save  debates  in  Warsaw*8  diet) 
He  reign'd  m  wst  unseemly  quiet ; 
Not  that  ho  MM  no  cares  to  vex. 
He  loved  the  raiises  and  the  sex ; 
And  sometimes  these  so  froward  are. 
They  made  him  wish  himself  at  war ; 
But  soon  his  wrath  being  o'er,  he  took 
Another  mistress,  or  new  book : 
And  then  he  gave  prodigious  f^tes — 
All  W^arsaw  gatlier'd  round  his  gatea 
To  gaze  upon  his  splendid  court. 
And  dames,  and  chiefs,  of  princely  port : 
He  was  the  Polish  Solomon, 
So  sung  his  poets,  all  but  one. 
Who,  being  unpension'd,  made  a  satire. 
And  boasted  that  he  could  not  flatter. 
It  was  a  court  of  jousts  and  mimes. 
Where  every  courtier  tried  at  rhymes ; 
Even  I  for  once  produced  some  verses. 
And  sign'd  my  odes.  Despairing  Thirsis. 
There  was  a  certain  Palatine, 
A  count  of  far  and  high  descent. 
Rich  as  a  salt-or  silver-mine ; 
And  he  was  proud,  ye  may  divine, 
As  if  from  heaven  he  had  been  sent: 
He  had  such  wealth  in  blood  and  ore 
As  few  could  match  beneath  the  throne ; 
And  he  would  gaze  upon  his  store. 
And  o'er  his  pedigree  would  pore, 
Until  by  some  confusion  led. 
Which  almost  looL'd  like  want  of  head. 
He  thought  their  merits  were  his  own. 
His  wife  was  not  of  his  opinion  — 
His  junior  she  by  thirty  years — 
Grew  daily  tired  of  his  dominion  ; 
And    after  wishes,  hopes,  and  fears. 
To  virtue  a  few  farewell  tears, 
A  restless  dream  or  two,  some  glances 
At  Warsaw's  youth,  some  songs,  and  dances 
Awaited  but  the  usual  chances. 
Those  happy  arridents  which  render 
The  coldest  damej  so  very  tender. 
To  deck  her  Count  with  titles  given, 
Tis  said,  as  passports  into  heaven ; 
But,  strange  to  say,  they  rarely  boast 
Of  these  who  have  deserved  them  most. 


**  I  was  a  goodly  stripling  then  ; 
At  seventy  years  1  so  may  say. 
That  there  were  few,  or  boys  or  men. 
Who,  in  my  dawning  time  of  day. 
Of  vassal  or  of  knight's  degree. 
Could  vie  in  vanities  with  me; 
For  I  had  strength,  youth,  gaiety, 
A  port  not  like  to  this  ye  see. 
But  smooth,  as  all  is  rugged  now ; 
For  time,  and  eare,  mad  war,  have  plough 
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ry  fonl  from  out  my  brow; 
us  I  fbould  be  disavowed 
my  kind  and  kin,  could  they 
re  my  day  and  yesterdav ; 
lange  wai  wrought,  too,  long  ere  age 
'en  my  features  for  his  page : 
-ears,  ye  know,  hare  not  declined 
ength,  my  courage,  or  my  mind, 
hit  hour  I  should  not  be 
;  old  tales  beneath  a  tree, 
'tarlees  skies  my  canopy. 
t  me  on:  Theresa's  form — 
ks  it  glides  before  me  now, 
u  me  and  yon  chestnut's  bough, 
emory  is  so  quick  and  warm ; 
it  I  find  no  words  to  tell 
Ape  of  her  I  loyed  so  well : 
id  the  Asiatic  eye, 
J  our  Turkish  neighbourhood 
tingled  with  our  Polish  blood, 
■  aboye  us  is  the  sky ; 
"ough  it  stole  a  tender  light, 
le  first  moonrise  at  midnight ; 
dark,  and  swinuning  in  the  stream, 
seem'd  to  melt  to  its  own  beam; 
e,  half  languor,  and  half  fire, 
ints  that  at  the  stake  expire, 
't  their  raptured  looks  on  high, 
igfa  it  were  a  joy  to  die. 
'  like  a  midsummer-lake, 
arent  with  the  sun  therein, 
wa^es  no  murmur  dare  to  make, 
aTen  beholds  her  face  within. 
k  and  lip— but  why  proceed  ? 
her  then— I  lore  her  still; 
ch  as  I  am,  loye  indeed 
e  extremes — in  good  and  ill. 
11  we  love  eyen  m  our  rage, 
anted  to  our  yery  age 
be  vain  shadow  of  tne  past, 
laxeppa  to  the  last. 


met — ^we  gazed — ^I  saw,  and  sigh*d, 
[  not  speak,  and  yet  replied ; 
ire  ten  thousand  tones  and  signs 
ir  and  see,  but  none  defines — 
itary  sparks  of  thought, 

stnke   from   out   me  heart  over- 
wrought, 
rm  a  strange  intelligence, 
DTSterious  and  intense, 
link  the  burning  chain  that  binds, 
t  their  will,  y  oun^  hearts  and  minds; 
ing,  as  the  electric  wire, 
>w  not  how,  the  absorbing  fire. — 
and  sigh'd — in  silence  wept, 
11  reluctant  distance  kept, 
was  made  known  to  her, 
(  might  then  and  there  confer 
t  suspicion— then,  even  then, 
;,  and  was  resolred  to  speak; 
my  lips  they  died  again, 
:cnts  tremulous  and  weak, 
we  hoar. — ^There  is  a  game. 


A  frivolous  and  foolish  play, 

WheVewith  we  while  away  the  day ; 

It  is — ^I  have  forgot  the  name — 

And  we  to  this,  it  seems,  were  set. 

By  some  strange  chance,  which  I  forget: 

I  reck'd  not  if  I  won  or  lost, 

It  was  enough  for  me  to  be 

So  near  to  hear,  and  oh !  to  see 

The  being  whom  I  loved  the  most. — 

I  watch'd  her  as  a  sentinel, 

(May  ours  this  dark  niffht  watch  as  well !) 

Until  I  saw,  and  thus  it  was, 

That  she  was  pensive,  nor  perceived 

Her  occupation,  nor  was  grieved 

Nor  glad  to  lose  or  gain ;  but  still 

Play'd  on  for  hours,  as  if  her  will 

Yet  bound  her  to  the  place,  though  not 

Tliat  hers  mi^t  be  the  winning  lot. 

Then    through    my    brain    the    thought 

did  pass 
Even  as  a  flash  of  lightning  there, 
That  there  was  something  in  her  air 
Which  would  not  doom  me  to  despair ; 
And  on  the  thought  my  words  broke  forth. 
All  incoherent  as  they  were — 
Their  eloquence  was  little  worth. 
But  yet  she  listened — 'lis  enough — 
Who  listens  once  will  listen  twice ; 
Her  heart,  be  sure,  is  not  of  ice. 
And  one  refusal  no  rebuff. 


''  I  loved,  and  was  beloved  again— 
They  tell  me.  Sire,  yon  never  knew 
Those  gentle  frailties ;  if  'tis  true, 
I  shorten  all  my  joy  or  pain. 
To  you  'twoulfl  seem  absurd  as  Tain ; 
But  all  men  are  not  bom  to  reign. 
Or  o'er  their  passions,  or  as  you 
Thus  o'er  themselves  and  nations  too, 
I  am — or  rather  was — a  prince, 
A  chief  of  thousands,  and  could  lead 
Them  on  where  each  would  foremost  bleed 
But  could  not  o'er  myself  evince 
The  like  control— But  to  resume: 
I  loved,  and  was  beloved  again : 
In  sooth,  it  is  a  happy  doom. 
But  yet  where  happiest  ends  in  pain.— 
We  met  in  secret,  and  the  hour 
Which  led  me  to  that  lady's  bower 
Was  fiery  Expectation's  dower.  ^ 
My  days  and  nights  were  nothing— all 
Except  that  hour,  which  doth  recal 
In  the  long  lapse  from  vouth  to  age 
No  other  like  itself— I'd  give 
llie  Ukraine  back  again  to  live 
It  o'er  once  more— and  be  a  page. 
The  happy  page,  who  was  the  lord 
Of  one  soft  heart,  and  his  own  sword, 
And  had  no  other  gem  nor  wealth 
Save  nature's  gift  of  youth  and  health. — 
We  met  in  secret — doubly  sweet. 
Some  say,  they  find  it  so  to  meet; 
I  know  not  that- 1  would  have  given 
My  life  but  to  have  call'd  her  mine 
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In  the  full  view  of  rarlh  and  heaven ; 

Fur  I  did  oft  and  long;  repine 

That  we  could  only  meet  by  stealth. 

'*>  For  lorers  there  are  many  eyes. 
And  such  there  were  on  us;  — the  dc\il 
On  suc^  occasions  should  be  civil  — 
The  devil !->rni  loth  to  do  him  wron;^, 
It  might  be  some  untoward  saint. 
Who  would  not  be  at  rest  too  long. 
But  to  his  pious  bile  gave  vent- 
But  one  fair  night,  ^ome  lurking  spies 
Surprised  and  seized  us  both. 
The    Count    was   something    more    than 

wroth— 
I  was  unarmed ;  but  if  in  steel. 
All  cap-k-pie  from  head  to  heel, 
liVhat  'gainst  their  numbers  could  I  do?  — 
^was  near  his  castle,  far  away 
From  city  or  from  succour  near. 
And  almost  on  the  break  of  day ; 
1  did  not  think  to  see  another. 
My  moments  seem'd  reduced  to  few; 
And  with  one  prayer  to  Mary  Mother, 
And,  it  may  be,  a  saint  or  two. 
As  I  resign^  me  to  my  fate, 
They  led  me  to  the  castle-g^te  : 
Theresa's  doom  1  never  knew. 
Our  lot  was  henceforth  separate.— 
An  angry  man,  ye  may  opine. 
Was  he,  the  proud  Count  Palatine ; 
And  he  had  reason  good  to  be, 
But  he  was  most  enraged  lest  such 
An  accident  should  chance  to  touch 
l^pon  his  future  pedigree ; 
Nor  lent  amazed,  that  such  a  blot 
His  noble  'scutcheon  should  have  got, 
While  he  was  highest  of  his  line; 
Because  unto  himself  he  seem'd 
Uie  first  of  men,  nor  less  he  deem'd 
In  others'  eyes,  and  most  in  mine. 
^Sdeath!  with  a  pa^e  —  perchance  a  king 
Had  reconciled  him  to  the  thing ; 
But  with  a  stripling  of  a  page— 
I  felt— but  cannot  paint  hit  rage. 

''  '*Bring  forth  the  horse  P—  the  horae  WRI 

brought ; 
In  troth,  he  was  a  noble  steed, 
A  Tartar  of  the  Ukraine  breed, 
Who  look'd  as  though  the  speed  of  thought 
Were  in  his  limbs ;  but  he  was  wild, 
Wild  as  the  wild  deer,  and  untaught, 
With  spur  and  bridle  nndefiled  — 
'Twas  but  a  day  he  had  been  caught ; 
And  snorting,  with  erected  mane. 
And  struggling  fiercely,  but  in  vain. 
In  the  full  foam  of  wrath  and  dread 
To  me  the  desert- bom  was  led: 
They  bound  me  on,  that  menial  throng, 
Vpon  his  back  with  many  a  thong ; 
Then  loosed  him  with  a  sudden  lash— 
Away !  —  away !  —  and  on  we  dash ! — 
Torrents  less  rapid  and  less  rash. 


•••Away  !— away  !  -My  breath  was  gone  — 
I  saw  not  where  he  hurried  on : 
'Twas  scarcely  yet  the  break  of  day. 
And  on  he  foam 'd— away ! — away  ! — 
The  last  of  human  soundi«  which  rose. 
As  1  was  darted  from  my  foes. 
Was  the  wild  shout  of  ^avag•  laughter. 
Which  on  the  wind  came  roaring  after 
A  moment  from  that  rabble  rout : 
With  sudden  wrath  I  wrench'd  my  head, 
4nd  snapp'd  the  cord,  which  to  the  mane 
Had  bound  my  neck  in  lieu  of  rein, 
And,  writhing  half  my  form  about. 
How  I'd  back  my  curse ;  but  ^idst  the  tread. 
The  thunder  of  my  courser's  speed. 
Perchance  they  did  not  hear  nor  heed  : 
It  vexes  me— for  I  would  fain 
Have  paid  their  insult  back  again. 
I  paid  it  well  in  after-days : 
There  is  not  of  that  castle-gate. 
Its  drawbridge  and  portcullis'  weight. 
Stone,  bar,  moat,  bridge,  or  barrier  left ; 
Xor  of  its  fields  a  blade  of  grass, 
Save  what  grows  on  a  ridge  of  wall. 
Where  stood  the  hearth-stone  of  the  hall ; 
And  many  a  time  ye  there  might  pass, 
Kor  dream  that  e'er  that  fortress  was : 
I  saw  its  turrets  in  a  blaze. 
Their  crackling  battlements  all  cleft. 
And  the  hot  lead  pour  down  like  rain 
From  off  the  scorch'd  and  blackening  roof. 
Whose  thickness  was  not  vengeance-proof, 
lliey  little  thought  that  day  of  pain. 
When  launch'd,  as  on  the  lightning's  flash. 
They  bade  mo  to  destruction  dash. 
That  one  day  I  should  come  again. 
With  twice  five  thousand  horse  to  thank 
The  Count  for  his  uncourteous  ride. 
They  playM  me  then  a  bitter  prank. 
When ,  with  the  wild  horse  for  my  guide, 
They  bound  me  to  his  foaming  flank : 
At  length  I  play'd  them  one  as  frank — 
For  time  at  last  sets  all  things  even — 
And  if  we  do  but  watch  the  hour. 
There  never  yet  was  human  power 
Which  could  evade,  if  unforgiven. 
The  patient  search  and  vigil  long 
Of  him  wlio  treasures  up  a  wrong. 


**Away,  away,  my  steed  and  I, 
Upon  the  pinions  of  tlie  wind. 
All  human  dwellings  left  behind : 
We  sped,  like  meteors  through  the  skT, 
When  with  its  crackling  sound  the  night 
Is  chequer'd  with  the  northern  light: 
Town — village — none  were  on  our  track. 
But  a  wild  plain  of  far  extent, 
And  bounded  by  a  forest  black  ; 
And,  save  the  scarce  seen  battlement 
On  distant  heights  of  some  strong  hold. 
Against  the  Tartars  built  of  old. 
No  trace  of  man.     The  year  before 
A  Turkish  army  had  march'd  o*er; 
And  where  the  Spahi's  hoof  hath  trod, 
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rdiire  fliM  the  bloody  sod:  — 
y  -wBri  dull,  and  dim,  mid  f^rny^ 
low  bree'/e  rrept  moaning  by  — 
!  have  ani«wer^d  with  a  sigh — 
«t  we  fled,  awav,  away  — 
could  neither  sigh  nor  pray ; 
y  cold  gwcat- drops  fell  liLe  rain 
he  coarser's  bristling  mane : 
lorting  still  with  rage  and  fear, 
V  upon  his  far  career: 
es  I  almost  thought,  indeed, 
st  have  slackened  in  his  speed: 
—  ray  bound  and  slender  frame 
olhing  to  his  angry  might, 
erely  like  a  spur  became : 
notion  which  I  made  to  free      * 
oln  limbs  from  their  agony 
9td  his  fury  and  alTright : 

my  Yoicc, — 'twas  faint  and  low, 
t  be  swerved  as  from  a  blow ; 
tarting  to  each  accent,  sprang 
n  a  sudden  trumpet^s  clang : 
me  my  cords  were  wet  with  gore, 
,  oozing  through  my  limbs,  ran  o^er; 

my  tongue  the  thirst  became 
Bthing  fierier  far  than  flame. 


i  nearM  the  wild  wood — 'twas  so  wide, 
no  bounds  on  either  side; 
studded  with  old  sturdy  trees, 
lent  not  to  the  roughest  breeze 
I  howls  down  from  Siberia's  waste, 
rips  the  forest  in  its  haste, — 
e»c  were  few,  and  far  hetwcen 
ck  with  shrubs  more  young  and  green, 
iant  with  their  annual  leaves, 
rown  by  those  autumnal  eves 
lip  the  forest's  foliage  dead, 
onr'd  with  a  lifeless  red, 
I  stands  thereon  like  stifien'd  gore 
the  slain  when  battle's  o'er, 
ime  long  winter's  night  hath  shed 
St  o'er  every  tomblcss  head, 
d  and  stark  the  raren's  beak 
>eck  nnpierred  each  frozen  cheek : 
•  wild  waste  of  underwood, 
ere  and  there  a  rhesnut  stood, 
trong  oak,  and  the  hardy  pine; 
r  apart— and  well  it  were, 
B  a  different  lot  were  mine — 
onghs  gave  way,  and  did  not  tear 
mbs ;  and  I  found  strength  to  brar 
lands,  already  scarr'd  with  cold— 
»nds  forbade  to  loose  my  hold. 
;«tled  thrttugh  the  leaves  like  wind, 
bnib^,  and  trees,  and  wolves  behind  ; 
rht  I  heard  them  on  the  track, 
troop  came  hard  upon  our  back, 
their  long  gallop,  which  can  tire 
land's  deep  hate,  and  hunter's  ftro; 
Tcr  we  flew  they  follow'd  on, 
ft  us  with  the  morn inji;- sun  ; 
I  I  saw  them,  scarce  a  ro«id, 
r-break  winding  througli  the  woitd. 


And  through  the  night  had  heard  their  feet 
Their  stealing,  rustling  step  repeat. 
Oh!  how  1  wish'd  for  spear  or  sword, 
At  least  to  die  amidst  the  horde, 
And  perish — if  it  must  be  so  — 
At  bay,  destroying  many  a  foe. 
When  first  my  courser's  race  begun, 
1  wish'd  the  goal  already  v.'on ; 
liut  now  I  doubted  strength  and  spfcd. 
Vain  doubt!  his  swift  and  savage  breed 
Had  nerved  him  like  the  mountain-roe; 
Nor  faster  falls  the  blinding  snow 
Which  whelm 4  the  peasant  near  the  door 
Whose  Uireshold  he  shall  cross  no  more, 
Bewilder'd  with  the  dazzling  blast. 
Than  through  the  forest-paths  he  past — 
Untired,  untamed,  and  worse  than  wild ; 
All  furious  as  a  favour'd  child 
Balk'd  of  its  wish;  or  fiercer  still — 
A  woman  piqued— who  has  her  will. 


tc 


The  wood  was  past ;   'twas  more  than 

noon ; 
Rut  chill  the  air,  although  in  June  ^ 
Or  it  micht  be  my  veins  ran  cold  — 
Prolong'd  endurance  tames  the  bold  : 
And  I  was  tlien  not  what  I  seem. 
Rut  headlong  as  a  wintry  stream, 
And  wore  my  feelings  out  before 
1  well  could  count  their  causes  oVr : 
And  what  with  fury,  fear,  and  wrath, 
I'lie  tortures  which  beset  my  path, 
Cold,  hunger,  sorrow,  shame,  distress, 
Tlius  bound  in  nature's  nakedness ; 
Sprung  from  u  race  whose  rising  blood 
When  stirr'd  beyond  its  calmer  mood, 
And  trodden  hard  upon,  U  like 
The  rattle-snake's,  in  act  to  strike. 
What  marvel  if  this  worn  out  trunk 
Beneath  its  woeq  a  moment  sunk  ? 
The  earth  gave  way,  the  skies  rolTd  round, 
I  scem'd  to  sink  upon  the  ground ; 
But  err'd,  for  I  was  fastly  bound. 
My  heart  tnmM  tick,  my  brain  grew  sore, 
And  throbb'd  awhile,  then  beat  no  more: 
The  skies  spun  like  a  mighty  wheel ; 
I  saw  the  trees  like  drunkards  reel. 
And  a  slight  flash  sprang  o'er  my  eyes, 
Which  saw  no  farther;  he  who  dies 
Can  die  no  more  than  then  I  died. 
O'ertortnred  by  that  ghastly  ride, 
1  felt  the  blacknesa  come  and  go, 
.And  strove  to  wake ;  but  could  not  make  ^ 
My  senses  climb  up  from  below ; 
1  felt  as  on  a  plank  at  sea. 
When  all  the  waves  that  dash  o^er  thee. 
At  the  same  time  upheave  and  whelm. 
And  hurl  thee  towards  a  desert  realm. 
My  undulating  life  was  as 
Tlic  fancied  lights  that  flitting  pass 
Our  shut  ryes  in  deep  midnight,  when 
Fever  begins  upon  the  brain; 
Rut  soon  it  pass'd,  with  little  pain, 
But  a  confnsioB  wone  than  fAch: 
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I  own  that  1  should  deem  it  mach. 
Dying,  t4>  feel  the  same  again ; 
And  yet  1  do  suppose  we  must 
Feel  far  more  ere  we  turn  to  dust: 
Ko  matier;  I  have  bared  mj  brow 
Full  in  Dcath^s  face — ^before— and  now. 


**My  thoughts  came  back ;  where  was  I  ? 

Cold, 
And  nnmb,  and  giddy :  pulse  by  pulse 
Life  reassumed  its  lingering  hold, 
And  throb  by  throb ;  till  grown  a  pang 
Which  for  a  moment  would  conrulse, 
My    blood    reflow*d,    though    thick    and 

chill; 
My  ear  with  uncouth  noises  rang, 
My  heart  began  once  more  to  thrill ; 
My  sight  return^,  though  dim;  alas! 
And  thick enM,  as  it  were,  with  glass. 
Methought  the  dash  of  waves  was  nigh ; 
There  was  a  gleam  too  of  the  sky. 
Studded  with  stars;  — it  is  no  dream; 
The  wild  horse  swims  the  wilder  stream! 
The  bright  broad  rirer^s  gushing  tide 
Sweeps,  winding  onward,  far  and  wide. 
And  we  are  half-way  struggling  o'^er 
To  yon  unknown  and  silent  shore. 
The  waters  broke  my  hollow  trance, 
And  with  a  temporary  streng^ 
My  stiffened  limbs  were  rebaptized. 
My  courser's  broad  breast  proudly  braves, 
And  dashes  off  the  ascending  waves 
And  onward  we  advance! 
We  reach  the  slippery  shore  at  length, 
A  haven  I  but  little  prised. 
For  all  behind  was  dark  and  drear. 
And  all  before  was  night  and  fear. 
How  many  hours  of  night  or  day 
In  those  suspended  pangs  I  lay, 
1  could  not  tell;  I  scarcely  knew 
If  this  were  human  breath  I  drew. 

*'With  glossy  skin,  and  dripping  mane, 
And  reeling  limbs,  and  reeking  flank. 
The  wild  steed's  sinewy  nerves  still  strain 
Up  the  repelling  bank. 
We  gain  the  top:  a  boundless  plain 
Spreads  through  the  shadow  of  the  night, 
And  onward,  onward,  onward,  seemt 
Jjike  precipices  in  our  dreams. 
To  stretch  beyond  the  sight ; 
And  here  and  there  a  speck  of  white, 
Or  scattered  spot  of  dusky  green. 
In  masses  broke  into  the  light. 
As  rose  the  moon  upon  my  right. 
But  nought  distinctly  seen 
In  the  dim  waste,  would  indicate 
Tlie  omen  of  a  cottage-gate ; 
No  twinkling  taper  from  afar 
Stood  like  an  hospitable  star ; 
Not  even  an  ignis-fatuus  rose 
To  make  him  weary  with  my  woes : 
Tliat  very  cheat  had  cheer'd  me  then ! 
Although  detected,  welcome  still. 


Reminding  me,  through  every  ill. 
Of  the  abodes  of  men. 

"Onward  we  went— but  slack  and  slow; 
His  savage  force  at  length  o'erspent, 
The  drooping  courser,  faint  and  low. 
All  feebly  foaming  went. 
A  sickly  infant  had  had  power 
To  guide  him  forward  in  that  hour; 
But  useless  all  to  me. 
His  new-bom  tameness  nought  availM, 
My  limbs  were  bound ;  my  force  had  failed. 
Perchance,  had  they  been  free. 
With  feeble  effort  still  I  tried 
To  rend  the  bounds  so  starkly  tied — 
But  still  it  was  in  vain ; 
My  limbs  were  only  wrung  the  more. 
And  soon  the  idle  strife  gave  o'er, 
Which  but  prolong'd  their  pain: 
The  dizxy  race  seem'd  almost  done, 
Although  no  goal  was  nearly  won: 
Some  streaks  announced  the  coming  sun  — 
How  slow,  alas  !  he  came ! 
Methought  that  mist  of  dawning  gray 
Would  never  dapple  into  day : 
How  heavily  it  roll'd  away— 
Before  the  eastern  flame 
Rose  crimson,  and  deposed  the  stars. 
And  caird  the  radiance  from  their  cars, 
And  fiird  the  earth,  from  his  deep  throne. 
With  lonely  lustre,  all  his  own. 


"Up  rose  the  sun ;  the  mists  were  curl'd 
Back  from  the  solitary  world 
Which  lay  around — behind  —before : 
What  booted  it  to  traverse  o'er 
Plain,  forest,  river?  Man  nor  brute. 
Nor  dint  of  hoof,  nor  print  of  foot. 
Lay  in  the  wild  luxuriant  soil ; 
No  sign  of  travel — none  of  toil ;  ^ 

The  very  air  was  mute; 
And  not  an  iniect's  shrill  small  horn. 
Nor  matin  bird's  new  voice  was  borne 
From  herb  nor  thicket.  Many  a  werst, 
Panting  as  if  his  heart  would  burst. 
The  weary  brute  still  stagger'd  on ; 
And  still  we  were — or  seem'd — alone: 
At  length,  while  reeling  on  our  way, 
Metliought  I  heard  a  courser  neigh. 
From  out  yon  tuft  of  blackening  firs. 
Is  it  tlie  wind  those  branches  stirs  ? 
No,  no!  from  out  the  forest  prance 
A  trampling  troop;  I  see  them  come! 
In  one  vast  squadron  they  advance ! 
I  strove  to  cry — my  lips  were  dumb. 
Tlie  steeds  rush  on  in  plunging  pride ; 
But  where  are  they  the  reins  to  guide? 
A  thousand  horse— and  none  to  ride! 
With  flowing  tail,  and  flying  mane. 
Wide  nostflls— never  stretch 'd  by  pain. 
Mouths  bloodless  to  the  bit  or  rein. 
And  feet  that  iron  never  shod. 
And  flanks  unscarr'd  by  spur  or  rod. 
A  thousand  horse,  the  wild,  the  free, 
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1%  eg  that  follow  A*er  the  sea, 

hickly  thundering;  on, 

ir  faint  approach  to  meet; 

-ht  re-nerved  mj  courser^s  feet, 

ent  stag^rin^^  feebly  fleet, 

rnt,  with  a  faint  low  neigh, 

)rer*d,  and  then  fell; 

aftptt  and  glazing  ey<*8  he  lay, 

rking  limb*  immoTeable, 

t  and  layt  career  ifl  done! 

le  the  troop— they  saw  him  ttoop, 

ftw  me  strangely  bound  along 

'k  withtmany  a  bloody  thong : 

top — they  ftart—they  mnff  uie  air, 

a  moment  here  and  there, 

eh,  retire,  wheel  round  and  ronad, 

•lunging  back  with  sudden  bound, 

I  by  one  black  mighty  steed, 

-em^d  the  patriarch  of  his  breed. 

it  a  single  speck  or  hair 

te  upon  his  shaggy  hide ; 

nurt.  they  foam,  neigh,  SM'erve  aside, 

rkward  to  the  forest  fly, 

inct  from  a  hnman  eye.— 

eft  me  there,  to  my  despair, 

to  the  dead  and  stiflTening  wretch, 

lifeless  limbs  beneath  me  stretcli, 

d  from  that  unwonted  weight, 

'hence  I  could  not  extricate 

a  nor  me— «nd  there  we  lay, 

ing  on  the  dead ! 

deemM  another  day 

see  my(  litfuseless,  helpless  head. 


tliere  from  mom  till  twilight  bound, 
le  heayy  hours  toil  round, 
ist  enough  of  life  to  see 
.  of  suns  go  down  on  me. 
rless  certainty  of  mind, 
lakes  us  feel  at  length  resigned 
,  which  our  foreboding  years 
9  the  worst  and  last  of  fears 
>le  -  eren  a  boon, 
re  unkind  for  coming  soon ; 
LunM  and  dreaded  with  such  care, 
only  were  a  9nare 
■udence  might  escape : 
9  both  widh'd  for  and  implored, 
I  sought  with  self-pointed  sword, 
1  a  dark  and  hideous  close 
I  intolerable  woes, 
icomc  in  no  shape, 
range  to  say ,  the  sons  of  pleasure, 
ho  hare  rereird  beyond  measure 
ty,  wassail,  wine,  and  treasure, 
u,  or  calmer,  oft  than  he 
heritage  was  misery : 
who  bath  in  turn  run  through 
waf  beautiful  and  new, 
n^t  to  hope,  and  nought  to  leave; 
re  the  future  (which  is  ?iew*d 
te  as  men  are  base  or  good, 
heir  nerres  may  be  endued,) 
mgjhi  perhapf  to  griere:— 


* 

The  wretch  still  hopes  hie  woes  must  end. 
And  Death,  whom  he  slM^ild  deem  his  friend. 
Appears,  to  his  distempered  eyes. 
Arrived  to  rob  him  of  his  prize, 
The  tree  of  his  new  Paradise. 
To-morrow  would  hare  giren  him  all. 
Repaid  his  pangs,  repair'd  his  fall ; 
To-morrow  would  hare  been  the  first 
Of  dayA  no  more  deplored  or  curst. 
But  bright,  and  long,  and  beckoning  years. 
Seen  dazzling  through  the  mist  of  tears. 
Guerdon  of  many  a  painful  hour ; 
To-morrow  would  hare  given  him  power 
To  rule,  to  shine,  to  smite,  to  sare — 
And  must  it  dawn  upon  his  grave? 

''The  sun  was  sinking — still  I  lay 
Chained  to  tho'chill  and  stiflening  ^teed, 
1  thought  to  mingle  there  our  clay  ; 
And  my  dim  eyes  of  death  had  neeid. 
No  hope  arose  of  being  freed : 
I  cast  my  last  looks  up  the  sky. 
And  there  between  me  and  the  sun 
1  saw  the  expecting  raren  fly 
Who  scarce  would  wait  till  botli  should  die, 
Ere  his  repast  begun ; 
He  flew,  and  percti'd,  then  flew  once  more. 
And  each  time  nearer  than  before ; 
I  saw  his  wing  through  twilight  flit. 
And  once  so  near  me  he  alit 
I  could  have  smote,  but  lack'd  the  strength ; 
But  the  slight  motion  of  my  hand. 
And  feeble  scratching  of  the  sand. 
The  exerted  throat^s  faint  struggling  noise. 
Which  scarcely  could  be  cairS  a  voice. 
Together  scared  him  ofl'at  length.— 
I  know  no  more— my  latest  dream 
Is  something  ol  a  lorely  star 
Which  fix'd  moduli  eyes  from  afar, 
And  went  and  came  with  wandering  beam. 
And  of  the  cold,  dull,  swimming,  dense 
Sensation  of  recurring  sense. 
And  then  subsiding  back  to  death. 
And  then  again  a  little  breath, 
A  little  thrill,  a  short  suspense, 
An  icy  sickness  curdling  o*er 
My  heart,  and  sparks  that  crossed  my  brain  *- 
A  gasp,  a  thnib,  a  start  of  pain, 
A  sigh,  and  nothing  more. 

"I  woke — Where  was  I?— Do  1  see 
A  human  face  look  down  on  me  ? 
And  doth  a  roof  above  me  close? 
Do  tliese  limbs  on  a  couch  repose? 
Is  til  is  a  chamber  where  I  lie? 
And  is  it  mortal  yon  bright  eye. 
That  watches  me  with  gentle  glance? 
I  closed  my  own  again  once  more. 
As  doubtful  that  the  former  trance 
Could  not  as  yet  be  o^er. 
A  slender  j^irl,  long-haired,  and  tall, 
Sate  watching  by  the  cottage-wall ; 
The  sparkle  of  her  eye  I  can^t, 
Even  witli  my  first  retom  of  thought ; 
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For  erer  and  anon  the  threw 

A  prying,  pitying  glance  on  me 

With  her  blaclc  eyes  to  wild  and  free: 

I  gazed,  and  gazed,  until  I  knew 

No  vision  it  conld  be, — 

Bat  that  I  lived,  and  wac  releaied 

From  adding  to  the  vuUnre's  feast : 

And  when  the  Consack-maid  beheld 

My  heavy  eyes  at  length  iinieard, 

She  smiled — and  I  essayM  to  upeak, 

Kut  faird— and  she  approached,  and  made 

With  lip  and  finger  signs  that  said, 

1  must  not  strive  as  yet  to  break 

l*he  silence,  till  my  strength  should  be 

Enough  to  leave  my  accents  free; 

And  then  her  hand  on  mine  she  laid. 

And  smoothed  the  pillow  for  my  head. 

And  stole  along  on  tiptoe  tread. 

And  gently  oped  the  door,  and  spake 

In  whispers —ne^er  was  Toice  so  sweet! 

Even  music  followM  her  light  feet !  ~ 

But  those  she  callM  were  not  awake. 

And  she  went  forth;  but,  ere  she  passed. 

Another  look  on  me  she  cast. 

Another  sign  she  made,  to  say. 

That  I  had  nonght  to  fvar,  that  all 

Were  near,  at  mv  command  or  call, 

And  she  would  not  delav 

Her  due  retnm;- while  she  was  gone 

Methought  I  felt  too  much  alone. 


^*'She  came  with  mother  and  with  sire— 
What  need  of  more?->l  will  not  tire 
With  long  recital  of  the  re<it. 
Since  1  became  the  Cos8ack*H  guent : 
They  found  me  senseless  on  the  plain — 
They  bore  me  to  the  nearest  hut — 
They  brought  me  into  life  again ^ 
Me — one  day  p^er  their  realm  to  reign  ! 
Thus  the  vain  fool  who  strove  to  glut 
His  rage,  refining  on  my  pain. 
Sent  me  forth  to  the  wilderness. 
Bound,  naked,  bleeding,  and  alone. 
To  pass  the  desert  to  a  thrvne. — 
What  mortal  his  own  doom  may  guess  ?  — 
Let  none  despond,  let  none  despair ! 
To-morrow  the  Borysthenes 
May  see  our  coursers  graze  at  easis 
Upon  his  Turkish  bank,— and  never 
Had  I  such  welcome  for  a  river 
As  I  shall  yield  when  safely  there. 
Comrades,  good  night!  **— The  Hetman  threw 
His  length  beneath  the  oak-tree-shade. 
With  leafy  cmich  already  made, 
A  bed  nor  comfortless  nor  new 
To  him  who  took  his  rest  wheneVr 
The  hoar  arrived,  no  matter  where : — 
Hit  eyes  the  hastening  slumbers  steep. 
And  if  ye  marvel  Charles  forgot 
To  thank  his  tale,  Ae  wondered  not, — 
The  king  had  been  an  hour  asleep. 
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RosALiivs.  Fsrewell,  Monsiear  Trsveller:  Look,  you  Htp,  and  wear  utrange 
■aits;  disable  all  the  benefits  of  yonr  own  conntry;  be  ont  of  love  with  your 
Nativi^,  and  almost  chide  God  for  miUdng  yoo  that  conntenance  you  are ;  or  I 
will  scarce  think  that  yon  have  swam  in  a  Gondola. 

As  You  LiKB  IT,  Act  IV.  Sc.  I. 

AfinoXaiiwi  of  the  Commentators. 

That  is,   been  at  Venice,  which   was  much   visited  by  the  young  En^ish 

Sentlemen  of  those  times ,    and  was  then  what  /*an$  is  now—the  seat  m  aU 
iisoluteness. 


*Ti8  known,  at  least Hs  should  be,  that 

throughout 
All  countries  of  the  Catholic  persuasion. 
Some  weeks  before  Shrove-Tnesday  comes 

about. 
The  people  take  their  fill  of  recreation, 
And  buy  repentance,  ere  they  grow  devout. 
However  high  their  rank,   or    low    their 

station. 
With  fiddling,  feasting,  dancing,  drinking, 

masking. 
And  other  things  which  may  be  had  for 

asking. 


The  moment    night    with   dusky   mantle 

covers 
The  skies  fand  the  more  duskily  the  better). 
The  time  less  liked  by  husbands  than  by 

lovers 
Begins,    and    prudery    flings     aside    her 

fetter; 
And  gaiety  on  restless  tiptoe  hovers. 
Giggling  with  all  the  gallants  who  beset 

her; 
And  there  are  song^,  and  quavers,  roaring, 

•  humming. 

Guitars,  and  every  other  sort  of  itmmmiog. 
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%iid  there  are  dreatet  tplendid,  but  fontaft- 

ical, 
Maiikfl  of  all  times  and  nations,  Turks  and 

Jews, 
And   harleqains   and    clowns,   with   feats 

gyuinastical, 
Greeks,    Romans,  Yankee  -  doodles ,   and 

Hindoos ; 
All  kinds  of  dress,  except  the  ecclesiastical, 
AU  people,  as  their  fancies  hit,  may  choose. 
Bat  no  one  in  these  parts  may  quia  the 

clergy. 
Therefore  take  heed,  ye  Freethinkers!  1 

charge  ye. 


Vou'd  better  walk  about  begirt  with  briars. 
Instead  of  coat  and  smallclothes,  than  put  on 
A  single  stitch  reflecting  upon  friars. 
Although  you  swore  it  only  was  in  fnn ; 
They*d  haul  you  o^er  tlie  «:oals,  and  stir 

the  fires 
Of  Phlegethon  with  every  motlier's  son, 
Kor  say  one  mass  to  cool  the  canldron^s 

bubble 
That  boilM  your  bones,  unless  you  paid 

them  doable. 


But  saving  this,  you  may  put  on  whateVr 
You  like,  by  way  of  doublet,  cape,  or  cloak, 
Soch  as  in  Monmouth-street,  or  in  Rag-Fair, 
Would  rig  you  out  in  seriousness  or  joke; 
And  eren  in  Italy  such  places  are 
With  prettier  names  in  softer  accents  spokft. 
For,  bating  CoTont-Garden,  I  can  hit  on 
^o  place  tibat*s  called  ^'Piazsa**  in  Great- 
Britain. 


This  feaat  is  named  the  Camiyal,  which 

being 
hterpreted,  implies  '^farewell  to  flesh :  ** 
So  cali'dy   because   the    name   and  thing 

agreeing. 
Throng  Lent  they  live  on  fish  both  salt 

and  fresh. 
Bat  wlij  they  usher  Lent  with  so  much 

glee  in, 
li  more  than  I  can  tell,  although  I  guess 
lu  as  we  take  a  glass  witli  friends  at 

parting, 
b  the  stagecoach  or  packet,  just  at  starting. 


U  thas  they  bid  farewell  to  carnal  dishes, 
lad  eolid  meats,  and  highly  spiced  ragouts. 
To  lire  for  forty  days  on  ill-dress*d  fishes, 
iKaaae  they  have  no  sauces  to  their  stews, 
A  thiog  which  causes  many  ^^poohs**  and 

''piriies,'* 
kai  aeveral  oathf  (which  would  not  rait 

the  Muse) 
VbMB  traTellers  aecustom'd  from  a  boy 
Total  their  falmon,  at  the  least,  with  soy; 


And  therefore  humbly  I  would  recommend 
^'The  curious  in  fish-sauce,^  before  they 

cross 
The  sea,  to  bid  tlicir  cook,  or  wife,   or 

friend. 
Walk   or  ride   to  the  Strand,  and  buy  in 

gross 
(Or  if  set  out  beforehand,  these  may  send 
By  any  means  least  liable  to  loss) , 
Ketchup,  Soy,  Chili-vinegar,  and  Hervey, 
Or,  by  the  Lord  I   a  Lent  will  weU  ni^ 

starve  ye; 


That  is  to  say,  if  your  religion's  Roman, 
And  you  at  Rome  would  do  as  Romans  do. 
According   to  the  proverb, —although    ao 

man 
If  foreign,  is  obliged  to  fast ;  and  you. 
If  protestant,  or  sickly,  or  a  woman, 
Would  rather  dine  in  sin  on  a  ragout- 
Dine,  and   be  d~d !  1  don't  mean  to   be 

coarse. 
But  that*s  the  penalty,  to  say  no  worse. 


Of  all  the  places  where  the  Carnival 
Was  most  facetious  in  the  days  of  yore. 
For  dance,  and  song,  and  serenade,  and  ball. 
And  masque,and  mime  and  mystery ,and  more 
Than  I  have  time  to  tell  now,  or  at  all, 
Venice  the  bell  from  every  city  bore. 
And  at  the  moment  when  I  fix  my  story, 
That  sea-born  city  was  in  all  her  glory. 


TheyVe    pretty    faces   yet,    those    same 

Venetians, 
Black  eyes,  arch*d  brows,  and   sweet  ex- 
pressions still. 
Such   as    of   old   were  copied   firom    the 

Grecians, 
In  ancient  arts  by  modems  mimicked  ill ; 
And  like  so  many  Venuses  of  Titian's 
(The  best's  at  Florence — see  it,  if  ye  will). 
They  look  when  leaning  over  the  balcony. 
Or  stepp'd  from  out  a  picture  by  Giorgione, 


Whose  tints  are  truth  and  beauty  at  their 

best; 
And  when  you  to  Manfrini's  palace  go. 
That  picture  (howsoever  fine  the  rest) 
Is  loveliest  to  my  mind  of  all  the  show : 
It  may  perhaps  be  also  to  your  zest. 
And  Uiat's  the  cause  I  rhyme  upon  it  so, 
Tis  but  a  portrait  of  his  son,  and  wife. 
And  self;  but  »uch  a  woman!  love  in  life! 


Love  in  full  life  and  length,  not  love  ideal, 
No,  nor  ideal  beauty,  that  fine  name. 
But  something  better  still,  so  Tery  real. 
That  the  sweet  model  must  have  been  the 
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A  thing  that  jou  woald  purchase,  beg,  or 

§teaU 
Wer^t  not  impossible,  besides  a  shame: 
The  face  recals  some  face,  as  *twere  witli 

pain. 
You  once  have  seen,   but  ne'er  will  see 

again; 


One  of  those  forms  which  flit  bj  us,  when  we 
Are  joung,  and  fix  our  eyes  on  everj  face ; 
And,  oh !  the  loTeliness  at  times  we  see 
In  momentary  gliding,  the  soft  grace. 
The  youth,  the  bloom,  the  beauty  which 

agree. 
In  many  a  nameless  being  we  retrace. 
Whose  course  and  home  we  knew  not,  nor 

shall  know. 
Like  the  lost  Pleiad  seen  no  more  below. 


I  said  that  like  a  picture  by  Giorgione 
Venetian  women  were,  and  so  they  are. 
Particularly  seen  from  a  balcony, 
(For  beanty^s  sometimes  best  set  off  afar). 
And  there,  just  like  a  heroine  of  Goldoni, 
They  peep  from  out  the  blind,  or  o*er  the 

bar; 
And,  truth  to  say,    they're  mostly   rery 

pretty, 
And  rather  like  to  show   it,  more'f  the 

P«ty! 


For  glances  beget  ogles,  ogles  sighs. 

Sighs  wishes,  wishes  words,  and  words  a 

letter, 

Which  flies  on  wings  of  light-heePd  Mer- 
curies, 

Who  do  such  things  because  they  know  no 

better ; 

And  then,  God  knows  what  mischief  may 

arise. 

When  lore  links  two  young  people  in  one 

fetter. 

Vile  assignations,  and  adulterous  beds. 

Elopements,  broken  tows,  and  hearta,  and 

heads. 


Shakespeare  described  the  sex  in  Desdemona 
As  very  fair,  but  yet  suspect  in  fame. 
And  to  this  day  from  Venice  to  Verona 
Such  matters  may  be  probably  the  same. 
Except  that  since  those   times  was  never 

known  a 
Husband  whom  mere  suspicion  could  in- 
flame 
To  suffocate  a  wife  no  more  than  twenty. 
Because  she  had  a  '^cavalier  servente.'' 


Their  jealousy  (if  they  are  erer  jealous) 
Is  of  a  fair  complexion  altogether. 
Not  like  that  aooty  deril  of  Othello's 


Which  smothers  women  in  a  bed  of  feather, 
But   worthier  of  tliese  much  more  J4>lly 

fellow^); 
When  weary  of  the  matrimonial  tether 
His  head  for  such  a  wife  no  mortal  bothers, 
But  takes  at  once  another,  or  another's. 


Did'st  ever  see  a  gondola  ?  For  fear 
You  should  not,  Til  describe  it  you  exactly ; 
'TIS  a  long  cover'd  boat  that's  common  here, 
Carved   at  the  prow,    built  lightly,    but 

compactly, 
Row'd  by  two  rowers,  each  called  '^Gon- 

dolier," 
It  glides  along  the  water  looking  blackly. 
Just  like  a  conin  clapt  in  a  canoe. 
Where  none  can  make  out  what  you  say 

or  do. 


And  up  and  down  the  long  canals  they  go, 
And  under  the  Rialto  shoot  along. 
By  night  and  day,  all  paces,  swift  or  slow, 
And  round  the  theatres,  a  sable  throng, 
Tliey  wait  in  their  dusk  livery  of  woe, 
But  not  to  them  do  woeful  things  belong. 
For  sometimes  they  contain  a  deal  of  fun, 
Like  mourning  coaches  when  the  funerars 

done. 


But  to  my  story.— 'Twas  some  years  ago. 
It  may  be  thirty,  fortr,  more  or  less. 
The  Carnival  was  at  its  height,  and  so 
Were  all  kinds  of  buffoonery  and  dress ; 
A  certain  lady  went  to  see  the  show. 
Her  real  name  I  know  not,  nor  can  guess. 
And  fo  we'll  call  her  Laura,  if  you  please. 
Because  it  slips  into  my  verse  with  ease. 


She  was  not  old,  nor  young,  nor  at  the 

years 
Which  certain  people  call  a  "certain  ag'e*'. 
Which  yet  the  most  uncertain  age  appears. 
Because  I  never  heard,  nor  could  engage 
A  person  yet  by  prayers,  or  bribes  or  tears. 
To  name,  define  by  speech,    or  write  on 

pagre* 
The  period  meant  precisely  by  that  word, — 

Which  surely  is  exceedingly  absurd. 


Laura  was  blooming  still,  had  made  the  beat 
Of  time,  and  time  return'd  the  compliment. 
And  treated  her  genteelly,  so  that,  drest. 
She  look'd  extremely  well   where'er  she 

went: 
A  pretty  woman  is  a  welcome  guest. 
And  Laura's  brow  a  frown  had  rarely  bent. 
Indeed   she  shone  all  smiles,  and  seem'd 

to  flatter 
Mankind  with  her  black  eyes  for  looking 

at  her. 
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sin  was  a  married  woman ;  'tis  conTenient, 
Because  in  Christian  countries  'ti«  a  rule 
To  Tiew  their  little  ilipi  with  eyet  more 

lenient ; 
Whereas  if  single  ladies  play  the  fool, 
(Unless,  within  the  period  intervenient, 
A  well-timed  wedding  makes  the  scandal 

cool) 
I  donH  linow  how  they  ever  can  get  over  it, 
Except  the  J  manage  never  to  discover  it. 


Her  husband  saiPd  upon  the  Adriatic, 
And  made  some  v<^ages,  too,  in  other  seas. 
And  when  he  lay  in  quarantine  for  pratique 
(A  forty  days*  precaution  'gainst  disease) , 
His  wife  wvold  mount,  at  times,  her  highest 

attic. 
For  theoce  she  could  discern  the  ship  with 

ease: 
He  was  a  merchant  trading  to  Aleppo, 
His  name  Giuseppe,  cali'd,    more  briefly, 

Beppo. 


He  was  a  man  as  dusky  as  a  Spaniard, 
Snnbamt  with  travel,  yet  a  ptirtly  figure; 
Though,   coloured,    as   it   were,    within  a 

tanyard. 
He  was  a  person  both  of  sense  and  vigour — 
A  better  seaman  never  yet  did  man  yard : 
And  sAe,  although  her  manners  showM  no 

rigour, 
Was    deemM    a   woman    of   the    strictest 

principle. 
So  much  as  to  be  thought  almost  invincible. 


But  sereml  jrears  elapsed  since  they  had  met, 
SoBM    people   thought  the  yhip  was  lost, 

and  some 
That  he  had  somehow  blundered  into  debt. 
And  did  not  like  the  thoughts  of  steering 

home; 
iad  there  were  several  offered  any  bet, 
Orthat  he  would,  or  that  he  would  not  come, 
Formost  men  (till  by  losing  rendered  sager) 
Will  bade  their  own  opinions  with  a  wager. 


Tis  said  that  their  last  parting  was  pathetic, 
Is  partings  often  are,  or  ought  to  be. 
And  their  presentiment  was  quite  prophetic 
That  they  should  never  move  each  other  see, 
Ci  sort  of  morbid  feeliag,  half  poetic, 
which  I  hare  known  occur  in  two  or  three) 
When  kneeling  on  the  shore  upon  her  sad 

knee. 
Re  left  this  Adriatic  Ariadne. 

Aal  Lantn  waited  long,  and  wept  a  little. 
And  thought  of  wearing  weeds,  ass  well  she 

might; 
Ske  ahnoat  iMt  all  appetite  for  victual. 


And  cuuld  not  sleep  with   ease  alone  at 

night ; 
She  deem*d  the  window-frames  and  shutters 

brittle 
Against  a  daring  house-breaker  or  sprite. 
And  no  she  thought  it  prudent  to  connect  her 
With  a  vice- husband,  chiefly  to  protect  her. 


She  chose,  (and  what  is  there  they  will 

not  choose, 
If  only  you  will  but  oppose  their  choice?) 
Till  Beppo   should  return  from  his  long 

cruise. 
And  bid  once  morti  her  faithful  heart  rejoice, 
A  man  some  women  like,  and  yet  abuse  — 
A  coxcomb  was  he  by  the  public  voice ; 
A  Cdiiut  of  wealth,  they  said,   as  well  as 

quality. 
And  in  his  pleasures  of  great  liberality. 


And  then  he  was  a  Count,  and   then   he 

knew 
Music  and  dancing,  fiddling,  French  and 

Tuscan ; 
The  last  not  easy,  be  it  known  to  you. 
For  few  Italians  speak  the  right  Ctruscan. 
He  was  a  critic  upon  operas  too, 
And    knew  all   niceties  of  the  sock    and 

buskin ; 
And  no  Venetian  audience  could  endure  a 
Song,  scene,   or  air,  when  he  cried  ^^sec- 

catura."* 


His  ^'bravo"^  was  decisive,  for  that  sound 
HushM  ^^academie,**  sighed  in  silent  awe; 
The  fiddlers  trembled  as  he  lookM  around. 
For  fear  of  some  false  note's  detected  flaw. 
The  ^^prima  donna's ''  tuneful  heart  would 

bound,  / 

Dreading  the  deep  damnation  of  his  **bah !  ** 
Soprano,  basso,  even  the  contra-alto, 
Whh'd  him  five  fathom  under  the  Rialto. 


He  patronized  the  Improvisatori, 
Nay,could  himself  extemporize  somestaaxas. 
Wrote  rhymes,  sang  songs,  could  alio  toll 

a  story, 
Sold  pictures,  and  was  skilful  in  the  dance  as 
Italians  can  be,  though  in  this  their  glonr 
Must  surely  yield  tlie  palm  to  that  which 

France  has ; 
In  short,  he  was  a  perf^t  cavaliero, 
And  to  his  very  valet  seemM  a  heto. 


Then    he  was  faithful    too,   as    well    as 

amorous ; 
So  that  no  sort  of  female  could  complain. 
Although   they're  now  and  then  a  little 

clamorous, 
1  He  naver  put  the  pretty  souls  in  pain  : 

IB 
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His  heart  waf   one  of  those  which   mo»t 

enamour  ii». 
Wax  to  receive,  and  marble  to  retain. 
lie  was  a  lo^er  of  the  g^od  old  school. 
Who  still  become  more  constant  as  thej  c«iol. 


No  wonder  such  accomplishments  should 

turn 
A  temalc  head,  however  sage  and  steady  - 
With  scarce  a  htipe  that  Bcppo  could  return, 
In  lav  he  was  almost  as  good  as  dead,  he 
Nor  sent,  nor  wrote,  nor  show'd  the  least 

concern. 
And  she  had  waited  several  years  ali*eady  ^ 
And  really  if  a  man  won't  let  us  know 
That  he's  alive,  he's  deoc^,  or  should  be  so. 


Bc«ides,  within  the  Alps,  to  every  woman 
(Although,  €rod  knows,  it  is  a  grievous  sin,) 
n'is,  1  may  say,  permitted  to  have  two  men ; 
1  can't  tell  who  first  brought  the  custom  in; 
But  ^'Cavalier  Senentes^.are  quite  common. 
And  no  one  notices,  nor  cares  a  pin ; 
And  we  may  call  this  (not  to  say  the  wont) 
A  second  marriage  wliich  corrupts  the  first. 


The  word  was  formerly  a  ^^Cicisbeo," 
But  that  is  now  grown  vulgar  and  indecent ; 
The  Spaniards  call  the  person  a  ^'•Coriejo" 
For  the  same  mode  subsists  in  Spain,  though 

recent ; 
In  short  it  reaches  from  the  Po  to  Tcio, 
And  may  perhaps  at  last  be  o'er  the  sea  sent. 
But  Heaven  preserve  Old  England   from 

such  courses! 
Or  what  becomes  of  damage  and  divorces? 


However,  1  still  think,wit]i  all  due  deference 
To  the  fair  single  part  of  the  Creation, 
That  married  ladies  should  preserve  the 

preference 
In  l^te-d-t4tc  or  general  conversation — 
And  this  I  say  without  peculiar  reference 
To  England,  France,  or  any  other  nation — 
Because  they  know  the  world,  and  are  at  ease, 
And  1)eing  natural,  naturally  please. 


'Tis  true,    your    budding  Miss    is    very 

charming. 
But  shy  and  awkward  at  first  coming  out. 
So  much  alarm'd,  that  she  is  quite  alarming. 
All  Giggle,  Blush  }-<half  Pertness,  and  hiUf 

Pout; 
And  glancing  at  Mamma,  for  fear  there's 

harm  in 
What  you,  she,  it,  or  they,  may  be  about. 
The  Nursery  still  lisps  out   in  all   they 

utter — 
Besides,  they  always  smell  of  bread  and 

butter. 


But  ^^Cavalier  Senente''  is  tlie  phraa)« 
Used  in  politest  circles  to  express 
'J'liis  supernumerary  8la%e,  who  stays 
dose  to  die  lady  ax  a  part  of  dress. 
Her  word  the  only  law  which  he  obeys. 
His  is  no  sinecure,  tk»  you  may  guess ; 
Coach,  servants,  gondola,   he  goes  to  call. 
And  carries  fan,  and   tippet,    glomes,    and 

shawl. 


With  all  its  sinful  doings,  I  must  say. 
That  Italy's  a  pleasant  place  to  me. 
Who  love  to  see  the  Sun  shine  every  day, 
And  vines  (not  nail'd  to  walls)   from  tres 

to  tree 
Festoon'd,  much  like  the  back-scene  of  a 

Or  melodrame,  whicli  i>eople  flock  to  see. 
When  the  first  act  is  ended  by  a  dance 
In  vineyards  copied    from   the    south    of 

France. 


I  like  on  Autumn-evenings  to  ride  out, 
Witliout  being  forced  to  bid  my  groom  be 

sure 
My   cloak    is    round    his  middle   strapp'd 

about. 
Because  the  skies  are  not  the  most  secure ; 
I  know  too  that,  if  stopp'd  upon  my  route. 
Where  the  green  alleys  windingly  allure. 
Keeling  with  grapes  red  waggons  choke 

the  way — 
In  England  'twould  be  dung,  dust,  or  a  dray. 


I  also  like  to  dine  on  beccaficas. 

To  see  the  Sun.se t,  sure  he'll  rise  to-morrow. 

Not  through  a   misty  morning   twinkling 

weak   as 
A   drunken    man's    dead   eye  in  maudlin 

sorrow. 
But  with   all  heaven   t'himself;  that   day 

will  break  as 
Beauteous  as  cloudless,,  nor  be  forced  to 

borrow 
That  sort   of  farthing-candlelight   wliich 

glimmers 
Where  reeking  London's  smoky   cauldron 

simmers. 


I  love  the  language,  that  soft  bastard  Latin, 
Which  melts   like  kisses  from  a   female 

moutli. 
And  sounds  as  if  it  should  be  writ  on  satio. 
With  syllables  which  breathe  of  the  sweet 

Soutli, 
And  gentle  liquids  gliding  all  so  pat  in. 
That  not  a  single  accent  seems  uncouth. 
Like  our  harsh  northern  whistling,  grunt- 
ing guttural. 
Which  we're  obliged  to  hiss,  and  spit,  and 

sputter  all. 
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1  like  the  women  too  (forg^ive  my  folly), 
From    the    rich    pea^nnt -cheek    of    ruddy 

bronze, 
And  large  black  eyei  tbnt  flash  on   yoa  a 

volley 
Of  rays  that  8ay  a  thousand  things  at  once, 
To  the  high  damans  brow,  more  melancholy, 
But  clear,    and    with  a  wild  and  liqtud 

glance. 
Heart  on  her  lips,  and  soul  within  her  eyes, 
Soft  as  her  clime,  and  sunny  as  her  skies. 


Etc  of  the  land  which  still  i^  Paradise ! 
Italian  Beauty !  didst  thou  not  inspire 
Raphael,  who  die^l  in  thy  embrace,  and  vies 
With  all  wo  know  of  Heaven,  or  can  desire, 
In  what  he  hath  bequeathM  us  V — in  what 

guise, 
Thongfa  flashing  from   tlic  fervour  of  the 

lye, 
Woald  word§  describe  thy  past  and  present 

glow, 

^bile  yet  CanoYa  can  create  below?  *) 


^'England !  with  all  thy  faults  1  love  thee 

still," 
I  said  at  Calais,  and  have  not  forgot  it; 
i  like  to  speak  and  lucubrate  my  fill ; 
I  lifce  the  goremment  (but  that  is  not  it) ; 
1  like  the  freedom  of  the  press  and  quill; 
I  like  the  Habeas  Corpus  (when  we^ve  got  it); 
1  like  a  parliamentary  debate, 
I^rtlcaiarly  when  ^tis  not  too  late ; 


i  like  the  taxes,  when  they^re  not  too  many ; 
I  like  a  sracoal-fire,  when  not  too  dear; 
1  like  a  hecf-steak,  too,  as  well  as  any; 
HaTO  no  objection  to  a  pot  of  beer ; 
I  like  the  weather,  when  it  is  not  rainy. 
That  10,  I  like  two  months  of  every  year. 
Aid  oo  God  save  the  Regent,  Church,  and 

King! 
Which  means  that  I  like  all  and  every  thing. 


Oar  standing  amiy,  and  disbanded  seamen, 
Poor'^s  rate.  Reform,  my  own,  the  nation's 

debt. 
Our  little  riots  just  to  show  wc  arc  freemen, 


*)  in  talking  thus,  the  writer, more  especially 
Of  women,  wonid  be  understood  to  say. 
He  speaks  as  a  spectator,  not  officially, 
lad  always,  reader,  in  a  modest  way; 
frrliapii.  too.  in  no  very  great  degree  shall  he 
Afpear  to  have  offended  in  this  lay, 
Siace,   as  nil  know,  without  the  sex,   our 

sonnets 
Wsaid  seem  unfinished  like  their  nntrimmd 

bonnets. 
(Signed)     Pni'^TKn'"  DmL. 


Our  trifling  bankruptcies  in  the  Gazette, 
Our  cloudy  climate,  and  our  chilly  women, 
All  these  I  can  forgive,  and  those  forget. 
And  greatly  venerate  our  recent  gJorien,   « 
And  wish  they  were  not  owing  to  the  Tories. 


But  to  my  tale  of  Laura, — for  1  find 
Digression  is  a  sin,  tliat  by  degrees 
Becomes  exceeding  tedious  to  my  mind. 
And,    therefore,   may  the  reader  too    disj- 

please— 
The  gentle  reader,  who  may  wax  unkind. 
And,  caring  little  for  the  author's  eaue. 
Insist  on  knowing  what  he  means,  a  hard 
And  hapless  situation  for  a  bard. 


Oh,  that  I  had  the  art  of  easy  writing 
What  should  be  easy  reading !  could  I  scale 
Parnassus,  where  the  Muses  sit  inditing 
Those  pretty  poems  never  known  to  fail, 
How   quickly  would   I   print   (the   world 

delighting) 
A  Grecian,  Syrian,  or  Assyrian  tale; 
And  sell  you,    mix'd  with  western  senti- 

mentaltsm. 
Some  samples  of  the  finest  Orientalism. 


But  I  am  but  a  nameless  sort  of  person, 
(:\  broken  Dandy  lately  on  my  travels) 
And  take  for  rhyme,  to  hook  my  rambling 

verse  on, 
The  first  that  Walker's  Lexicon  unravels, 
And  when  I  can't  find  that,  1  put  a  worse  on, 
Not  caring  as  1  ought  for  critics'  cavils; 
I've  half  a  mind  to  tumble  down  to  prose. 
But  verse  is  more  in  fashion— so  here  goes. 


The  Count    and  Laura   made   their    new 

arrangement. 
Which  lasted  as  arrangements  sometimes  do. 
For  half  a  dozen  years  w  ithont  t^strange- 

ment; 
They  had  their  little  differences  too; 
Those    jealous    whiffs,    which   never  any 

change  meant : 
In  such  affairs  there  probably  are  few 
Who  have   not  had  this   pouting  sort  of 

squabble. 
From  sinners  of  high  station  to  the  rabbU. 

But  on  the  whole  thev  were  a  happy  pair. 
As  happy  as  unlawful  love  could  make  them; 
The  gentleman  was  fond,  the  lady  fair. 
Their  chains  so  slight,  'twas  not  wortli  whilo 

to  break  them: 
The  world  beheld  them  with  indulgent  air; 
I'lie  piouii  only  wish'd  «'the  devil  take  them!" 
He  took  them  not ;  he  very  ofUm  waits, 
And  leaves  old  sinners  to  he  young  ones* 

baits. 
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But  they  were  jroung :    Oh !  what  withoat 

our  youth 
Would    love    be!   What  would  youth  be 

without 'loTo! 
Youth  lendf  it  joy,  and  sweetnese,  Tigpoor, 

truth, 
Heart,   aoul,   and  all  that  ^eemf  af  from 

above ; 
But,  languishing  with  yean,  it  grows  mi- 

couth^ 
One  of  few  things  experience  don*t  improre. 
Which  is,    perhaps,   the  reason   why   old 

fellows 
Are  always  so  prepotteroafly  jealous. 


It  was  the  Carnival,  as  I  hare  said 
Some  six  and  thirty  stanzas  back,    and  so 
Laura  the  usual  preparations  made, 
Which  you  do  when  your  mind^s  made  up 

to  go 
To-night  to  Mrs.  Boehm's  masquerade, 
Spectator,  or  partaker  in  the  show ; 
llie  only  difference  known  between  the  cases 
Is — Aere,  we  hare  six  weeks  of  '*Tamish*d 

faces.^ 


Laura,  when  drest,  was  (as  I  sang  before) 
A  pretty  woman  as  was  ever  seen, 
Fresh  as  the  Angel  o*er  a  new  inn-door. 
Or  frontispiece  of  a  new  Magazine, 
With  all  the  fashions  which  the  last  month 

wore. 
Colour^,  and  silver-paper  leaved  between 
That  and  the  title-page,  for  fear  the  press 
Should  soil  with  parts  of  speech  the  parts 

of  dress. 


They  went  to  the  Ridotto ;  -  'tis  a  hall 
Where  people  dance,  and  sup,  and  dance 

again; 
Its  proper  name,perhaps,were  a  masked-ball. 
But  that's  of  no  importance  to  my  strain ; 
*Tis  (on  a  smaller  scale)  like  our  Vauxhall, 
Excepting  that  it  can't  be  spoilt  by  rain : 
The   company  is   *'mix'd"  (the  phrase  I 

quote  is. 
As  ranch  as  saying,   they're  below  your 

notice) ; 


For  a  *'mixt  company"  implies  that,  save 
Yourself  and  friends,  and  half  a  hundred 

^  more, 

•    Whom  yon  may  bow  to  withmt  looking 

Tbo  rest  are  but  a  rulgar  set,  the  bore 
Of  public  places,  where  they  basely  braie 
The  IbshioMiblo  stare  of  twenty  score 
Of  well-bred  persons,  called  <f  Ae  World ;" 

but  I, 
Although  I  know  them,  really  don't  know 

why. 


j  This  is  the  case  in  England  ;   at  least  was 
'  During  the  dynasty  of  Dandies,  now 
Perchance  succeeded  by  some  other  class 
Of  imitated  imitators  :— how 
Irreparably  soon  decline,  aia^ ! 
The  demagogues  of  fashion :  all  below 
Is  frail ;  how  easily  the  world  is  lost 
By  love,  or  war,  and  now  and  then  by  frost! 


Crush'd  was  Xapoleon  by  the  northern  Thor, 
Who    knocked    his    army   down   with  icy 

hammer, 
Stopp'd  by  the  element*,  like  a  whaler,  or 
A   blundering  novice  in  his  new  French 

grammar ; 
Good  cauHc  had  he  to  doubt  the  chance  of 

war, 
And  as  for  Fortune-  but  I  dare  not  d— a 

her. 
Because  were  I  to  ponder  to  infinity. 
The  more  I  should  believe  in  her  divinity. 


She  rules  the  present,  past,  and  all  to  be  yet, 

She  gives  us  luck  in   lotteries,  love  and 

marriage ; 

I  cannot  say  that  she's  done  much  for  me 

yet; 

\ot  that  I  mean  her  bounties  to  disparage, 

We've  not  yet  closed  accounts,    and   we 

shall  see  yet 

I  low   much  she'll   omke  amends  for  past 

miscarriage; 

Meantime  the  goddess  I'll  no  more  impor- 
tune. 

Unless  to  thank  her  when  ((he's  made  my 

fortune. 


To  turn.—And  to  return ;~ the  devil  take  it. 
This   story   slips   for   ever    through    my 

finj^ers. 
Because,  just  as  the  stanza  likes  to  make  it^ 
It  needs  must  be>-and  so  it  rather  lingers  ; 
This  form  of  verse  began.I  can't  well  br<^  it. 
But  must  keep  time  and  tune  like  public 

singers ; 
But  if   I  once  get   through   my    present 

measure, 
I'll  take  another  when  Fm  next  at  leisure. 


They  went  to  the  Ridotto:  ('tis  a  place 
To  which  I  mean  to  go  myself  to-morrow. 
Just  to  divert  my  thoughts  a  little  space, 
Beeaaso  I'm  rather  hippish,  and  may  borrow 
Some   spirits,   guessing   at  what  kind    of 

face 
May  lurk  beneath  each  mask,  aod  as  ray 

sorrow 
Slackens  its  paee  sometimes.  I'll  make,  or 

find 
Something   shall    leRV4>    it   half    an    hoar 

liehind.) 
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Now  Laara  moiret  ftloag  the  Joyoiu  crowd, 
Smiles  in  her  eyes,  and  simperg  on  her  lips ; 
To  some  she  whispers,  others  speaks  alond ; 
To  some  she  cartsies,  and  to  some  she  dips. 
Complains  of  warmth,  and  tliis  complaint 

avowed, 
Her  lorer  brings  (he  lemonade,  she  sips ; 
She  then  sarreys,  condemns,  but  pities  still 
Her  dearest  friends  for  being  drest  so  ill. 


One  has  false  curld,  another  too  much  paint, 
A  third — where  did  she  buy  that  frightful 

turban  ? 
A  fonrth  *s  so  pale  jhe  fears  she's  going  to 

faint, 
A    fifth's  look  *s    Tuigar,   dowdyish,   and 

suburban, 
A  sixth's  white  silk  has  got  a  yellow  taint, 
A  seventh's  thin  muslin  surely  will  be  her 

bane. 
And  to!  an  eighth  appears, — ^^ril  s^e  no 

more ! " 
For  fesr,  like  Banquets  kings,  they  reach 

a  score. 


Meantime,  while  she   was  thus  at  others 

gazing. 
Others  were  loTelling  their  looks  at  her ; 
She  lieard  the  men's  half-whisper'd  mode 

of  praising. 
And,  till  ^twasdone,  determined  not  to  stir ; 
The  women  only  tlionght  it  quite  amazing 
That  ml  her  time  of  life  so  many  were 
Admirers  still,  — but  men  are  so  debased. 
Those   brazen  creatures  always  suit  their 

taste. 


Forniy  part,  now,  1  ne'er  could  understand 
Why  naughty  women — but  I  won't  discuss 
A  thing  whii:h  is  a  scandal  to  the  land, 
I  only  don't  see  why  it  should  be  thus ; 
iad  if  1  were  but  in  a  gown  and  band, 
Jnst  to  entitle  me  to  make  a  funs, 
1^   preach  on    thi«   till   Wilberforce    and 

Romilly 
Shoold  quote  in  their  next  speeches  from 

my  homily. 


While   fjaura   thus  ^w  fieen  and    seeing, 

smiling, 

Talkiag.  she  knrw  not  whT  and  cared  not 

wiiat, 

Sathalher  female  friends,  witli  envy  broil- 
ing, 

fttlKid  her  airs  and  triumph,  and  all  thai; 

And  well  drest  males  still  kept  hefbre  her 

filing. 

Aid  paseing  bow'd  aad  mingled  with  her 

chat; 

Ksre  than  the  reet  one  pertee  seem'd  to  stare 

With  pertinarity  that's  rather  rare.  | 


He  was  a  Turk,  the  colour  of  mahogany ; 
And  Laura  saw  him,  and  at  first  was  glad. 
Because  the  Turks  so  much  admire  phi- 

Although  their  usage  of  their  wives  is  sad ; 
Tis  said  they  use  no  better  than  a  dog  any 
Poor  woman,  whom  they  purchase  like  a 

pad: 
They  have  a  aamber,   though  they  ne'er 

exhibit  'em, 
Four  wives  by  law,  and  concubines  **ad 

libitum.  " 


They  loch  them  up,   and  veil,   and  guard 

them  daily. 
They  scarcely  can  behold  their  male  re- 
lations, 
So  that  tlieir  moments  do  not  pass  so  gaily 
As   is   supposed   the   case   with   northern 

nations ; 
Confinement,  too,   must  make  than  look 

quite  palely: 
And  as  the  Turks  abhor  long  convi||atioas, 
I'heir  days  are  either  past  in  doing  nothing. 
Or  bathing,    nursing,    making   love,    and 

clothing. 


They  cannot   read,    and   so  don't  lisp  In 

criticism ; 
\or  write,   and  so  they  don't  aflect  the 

muse ; 
Were  never  caught  in  epigram  or  wittician. 
Hare  no  romances,  sermons,  plays,  reviews,— 
In   harams  learning  soon   would  make  a 

pretty  schism! 
But  luckily  the4ie  beauties  are  no  ^^blues,** 
Xo  bustling  Botherbys  have  they  to  show  Vm 
^'That  charming   passage  in  the  last  new 

poem." 


No  solemn,  antique  gentleman  of  rhyme. 
Who  having  angled  all  his  life  for  fame. 
And  getting  but  a  nibble  at  a  time. 
Still  fussily  keeps  fishing  on,  tfie  same 
Small  **Triton  of  the  minnows,"  the  fablime 
Of  mediocrity,  the  furious  tame. 
The  echo's  echo,  usher  of  the  school 
Of  female  wits,  boy-bards— in  short,  a  fool ! 


A  stalking  oracle  of  awful  phrase. 

The  approving  "Crood!"  (by  no  means  eoea 

in  law) 
Hnraraing  like  flies  around  the  newest  blaee. 
The  bluest  of  bluebottles  you  e'er  saw, 
Teasing    with    blame,    excruciating    mith 

praise. 
Gorging  the  little  faoie  he  gets  all  raw. 
Translating  tongues  he  knows  not  even  bv 

letter. 
And  sweating  plays  so  middling,  bad  were 

better: 


^, 
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One  hateg  an  author,   that't    aU   author, 

fellows 
In  fooltcap  aniforms  turn'd  np  with  ink. 
So  very  anxious,  clever,  fine,  and  jealous, 
One  donH   know  what  so  say  to  them,  or 

think. 
Unless  to  puff  them  with  a  pair  of  hellows ; 
Of  coxcombry's  worst  coxcombs   e'en  the 

pink 
^rc  preferable  to  these  shreds  of  paper. 
These  unqnench'd  snuffings  of  Uie  midnight- 
taper. 


Of  these  same  we  see  sereral,  and  of  others. 
Men  of  the  world,    who  know  the  world 

like  men, 
S-tt,   R— t,   M— re,   and    all    the  better 

brothers. 
Who  think  of  sonetliing  else  besides  the 

pen; 
Bnt    fi#    the    children    of    the    ''mighty 

mother's,'' 
'fhe  wAld-be  wits  and  can't-bc  gentlemen, 
I  leave  them  to  their  daily  *'tea  is  ready," 
Smug  coterie,  and  literary  lady. 


The    poor    dear    Mussulwomen    whom   I 

mention 
Have   none  of  these   instructive    pleasant 

people. 
And  one  would  seem  to  them  a  new  invention, 
Unknown  as  bells  within  a  Turkish  steeple; 
I  diink  'twould  almost  be  worth  while  to 

pension 
(Though    best-sown    projects    very    often 

reap  ill) 
A  missionary  author,  just  to  preach 
Our  Christian  usage  of  the  parts  of  speech. 


No  chemistry  for  them  unfolds  her  gasses. 

No  metaphysics  are  let  loose  in  lectures. 

No  circulating  library  amasses 

Religious  novels,  moral  tales,  and  strictures 

Upon  the  living  manners  as  they  pass  us ; 

No  exhibition  glares  with  annual  pictures ; 

They  stare  not  on  the  stars  from  out  their 

attics. 

Nor  deal  (thank  God  for  that !)  in  mathe- 
matics. 


Why  I  thank  God  for  that  is  no  great  matter, 
I  have  my  reasons,  yon  no  doubt  suppose. 
And  as,  perhaps,  they  would  not  highly 

flatter, 
I'll  beep  them  for  ray  life  (to  rome)  in 

prose; 
I  fear  I  have  a  little  turn  for  satire. 
And  yet  methinks  the  older  that  one  grows 
Inclines  us  more  to  laugh  than  scold,  though 

laughter 
Leaves  us  ho  doubly  serious  shortly  after. 


Oh,  Mirth  and  InnocH^nce !   Oh,   Milk  and 

Water! 
Ye  happy  mixtures  of  more  huppy  day8 ! 
In  these  sad  centuries  of  nin  and  slaughter, 
Abominable  Man  no  more  allays 
His  thirst  with  such   pure  beverage.     \o 

matter, 
I  love  you  both,  and  both  shall  have  my 

praitie : 
Oh,  for  old  Saturn's  reign  of  sugar-candy  !— 
Meantime  I  drink  to  your  return  in  brandy. 


Our  Laura's  Turk  still  kept  his  eyes  upon 

her. 
Less  in  the  Mussulman  than  Christian  way, 
Which  seems  to   say,  '^Madam,  I  do  you 

honour, 
And  while  I  please  to  stare,  you'll  pleae>e 

to  stay;" 
Could  staring  win  a  woman  this  had  won 

her. 
But  Laura  could  not  thus  be  led  astray. 
She  had  stood  fire  too  long  and  well  to 

boggle 
Even  at  this  stranger's  most  outlandish  ogle. 


The   morning  now   was  on   the   point   of 

breaking, 
A  turn  of  time  at  which  I  would  adviijc 
Ladies  who  have  been  dancing,  or  partaking 
In  any  other  kind  of  exercise. 
To  make  their  preparations  for  forsaking 
The  ball-room  ere  the  sun  begins  to  rise. 
Because  when  once  the  lamps  and  candles 

fail, 
His  blushes  make  them  look  a  little  pale. 


I've  seen  some  balls  and  revels  in  my  time. 
And  staid  them  over  for  some  silly  reason. 
And  then  I  look'd  (I  hope  it  was  no  crime). 
To  see  what  lady  best  stood  out  the  season; 
And   though  I've   seen  some  thousands  in 

their  prime. 
Lovely  and  pleasing,  and  who  still  may 

please  on, 
I  never  saw  but  one  (the  stars  witlidrawn). 
Whose  bloom   could    after    dancing  dare 

the  dawn. 


The  name  of  this  Aurora  Til  not  mention. 

Although  I   might,   for   she  was  nought 

to  me 

More  than  that  patent-work  of  God's  in- 
vention, 

A  charming  woman,  whom  we  like  to  see; 

But  writing  names  would  merit  reprehen- 
sion. 

Yet  if  you  like  to  find  out  this  fair  she. 

At  the  next  London  or  Parisian  ball 

You  still  may  mark  her  check,  out-hloom- 

ing  all. 
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Liiara,  who  knew  it  would  not  do  at  all 
To  nitHst  the   daylight  after  seven  hours 

sitting 
Among  three  thousand  people  at  a  hall. 
To  make  her  curtsy  thought  it  right  and 

fitting; 
The  Count  was  at  her  elbow  with  her  shawl. 
And  they  the  room  were  on  the  point  of 

quitting, 
When  lo !  those  cursed  gondoliers  had  got 
Just  in  the  very  place  where  they  should  not. 


In  this  they're  like  our  coachmen,  and  the 

cauyiie 
Is  much  the  tame— the  crowd,  and  pulling, 

hauling, 
Witli  blasphemies  enough   to  break  their 

jaws, 
T7i«^y  make  a  never  intermitted  bawling. 
At  home,  our  Bow-street  geniincn  keep  tlie 

law8\ 
And  here  a  sentry  stands  within  your  calling; 
But,  for  ail  that,  there  is  a  deal  of  swearing, 
And  nauseous  words   past  mentioning   or 

bearing. 

The  Count  and  Laura  found  their  boat  at 

last. 
And    homeward    floated    o'er    the    silent 

tide, 
Oiscassing  all  the  dances  gone  and  past ; 
The  dancers  and  their  dresses,  too,  beside; 
Some  little  scandals  eke :  but  all  aghast 
(As    to     their    palace  -  stairs    the    rowers 

glide). 
Sate  Laura  by  the  side  of  her  Adorer, 
When  lo !  the  Mussulman  was  there  before 

her. 


""Sir,"  said  the  Count,  with  brow  exceeding 

grave, 
"Your  unexpected  presence  here  will  make 
It  neceMsarr  for  myself  to  crave 
Its  import  f  But  perhaps  'tis  a  mistake; 
I  hope  it  is  so ;  and  at  once  to  wave 
111  f^ompliment,  I  hope  so  for  your  sake ; 
f  on  understand  my  meaning,  or  yon  shalV 
^Sir,^  (qaoth  the  Turk)  '''tis  no  mistake 

at  all. 


riMt  ladj  it  my  i&i/e/"  Much  wonder  paints 
rhe  lady^s  changing  cheek,  as  well  itmiglit: 
Bat   where   an  Englishwoman  sometimes 

faints, 
bilian  females  don't  do  so  outright; 
tk^  on ly^  call  a  little  on  their  saints, 
lad   then   come   to  themselves,  almost  or 

quite; 
Vkieh   saves  much  hartshorn,  salts,   and 

sprinkling  faces, 
Ud  cutting  stays,  ai  usual  in  such  cases. 


She  said,— what  could  she  say?  Why  not 

a  word : 
But  the  Count  courteously  invited  in 
The  stranger,   much  appeased  by  what  he 

heard : 
''Such   things  perhaps  we'd   best   discuss 

within," 
Said  he,  "don't  let  us  make  ourselves  absurd 
In  public,  by  a  scene,  nor  raise  a  din. 
For  then  the  chief  and   only  satisfaction 
Will  be  much  quizzing  on  the  whole  trans- 
action." 


They  enter'd,  and  for  coffee  call'd.—it  came, 
A  beverage  for  Turks  and  Christians  both, 
.Although  the  way  they  make  it's  not  the 

same. 
Now  Laura,  much  recover'd,  or  less  loth  i 
To  speak,  cries  "Beppo !  what's  your  pagan- 
name  f 
Bless    me!    your    beard    is    of    amazing 

growth  I 
And  how  came  you  to  keep  away  so  longi 
Are  you  not  sensible  'twas  very  wrong? 


"And  are  you  reallyy    truly,  now  a  Turk¥ 
With  any  other  women  did  you  wive? 
Is't  true  they  use  their  fingers  for  a  fork  ? 
Well,   that's   the   prettiest   shawl — as  I'm 

alive! 
You'll  give  it  me?  They  say  you  eat  no 

pork. 
And  how  so  many  years  did  ^ou  contrive 
To — Bless  me!  did  I  ever?  !Vio,  I  never 
Saw  a  man  grown  so  yellow !  How's  your 

liver? 


"Beppo !  that  beard  of  yours  becomes  you  not, 
It  shall  be  shaved    before  you're  a  day 

older: 
Why  do  you  wear  it?  Oh!  I  had  forgot— 
Pray  don't  you  think  the  weather  here  is 

colder 
How  do  I  look?  You  shan't  stir  from  this  spot 
In   that   queer  dress,   for   fear   that  some 

beholder? 
Should   find  you  out,   and  make  the  story 

known. 
How  short  your  hair  is !  Lord  !   how  g^tiy 

it's  grown ! " 


What  answer  Beppo  made  to  these  demands. 
Is  more  than  1  know.  He  was  cast  away 
About  where  Troy  stood  once,  and  nothing 

stands ; 
Became  a  slave  of  course,  and  for  his  pay 
Had  bread  and  bastinadoes,  till  some  bands 
Of  pirates  landing  in  a  neighbouring  bay. 
He  join'd  the  rogues   and  prospered,   and 

became 
A  renegado  of  indifferent  fame. 
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But  he  i^w  rich,  and  with  his  richef  grew  to 
Keen  the  desire  to  see  his  home  again. 
He  tliought  himself  in  daty  bound  to  do  so, 
And  not  be  always  thieving  on  the  main ; 
lionely  he  felt,  at  times,  as  Robin  Crusoe, 
And  so  he  hired  a  ressel  come  from  Spain, 
Bound  for  Corfu ;  she  was  a  fine  polacca. 
Manned  with  tweWe  hands,  and  laden  with 

tobacco. 


Rimself,    and  much  (heaTen  knows  how 

gotten)  cash, 
He  then  embarkM,  with  risk  of  life  and  limb. 
And  got  clear  off,  although  the  attempt  was 

rash ; 
He  said  that  Providence  protected  him  — 
For  my  part,  I  say  nothing,  lest  we  clash 
In  our  opinions:  — well,  the  ship  was  trim, 
8et  sail,  and  kept  her  reckoning  fairly  on. 
Except  three  days  of  calm  when  off  Cape 

Bonn. 


They  reached  the  Island,  he  transferred  his 

lading. 

And  self  and  live-stock,  to  another  bottom. 

And  passed  for  a  true  Turkey-merchant, 

trading 

With  goods  of  rarious  names,  but  Tve  for- 
got *em. 

However,  he  got  off  by  this  evading. 


Or  else  the  people  would  perhaps  have  shot 

him ; 
And  thus  at  Venice  landed  to  reclaim 
His  wife,religion,house,and  Christian  name. 


His  wife  received,  the  patriarch  re-baptized 

him, 

(He  made  the  church  a  present  by  the  way;) 

He  then  threw  off  the  garments  which  dis- 
guised him, 

And  borrowed  the  Count^s  small-clothes  for 

a  day; 

His  friends  the  more  for  his  lon^  absence 

prized  him. 

Finding  heM  wherewithal  to  make  them  gay, 

With  dinners,    where   he  oft  became  the 

laugh  of  them, 

For  stories,— but  /  don*t  believe  the  half 

of  them. 


WhateVr  his  youth  had  suffered,  his  old  age 
With  wealth  and  talking  made  him  some 

amends  ; 
Though  Laura  sometimes  put  him  in  a  rage, 
Fve  heard  the  Count  and  he  were  always 

friends. 
My  pen  is  at  the  bottom  of  a  page, 
Which  being  finished  here  the  story  ends ; 
Tie  to  be  wished  it  had  been  sooner  done. 
But  stories  somehow  lengthen  when  begun. 


DON     JUAN. 


'DilHefle  eit  proprie  comniQaia  dicere.  ** 

floBaci. 


CANTO    I. 

I  WANT  a  hero:  an  uncommon  want. 
When  every  year  and  month  sends  forth  a 

new  one. 
Till,  after  cloying  the  gazettes  with  cant, 
The  age  discovers  he  is  not  the  true  one ; 
Of  such  as  these  I  should  not  care  to  vaunt, 
ril  therefore  take  our  ancient  friend  Don 

Juan; 
We  all  have  seen  him  in  the  Pantomime 
Sent  to  the  devil,  somewhat  ere  his  time. 

Vernon,  the  butcher  Cumberland,  Wolfe, 

Hawke, 

Prince  Ferdinand,  Granby,  Bnrgoyn^,  K^p- 

pel,  Howe, 

Evil  and  gooJl,  have  had  theit  tithe  ok*  ttlk. 


And  fiird  their  sign-posts  then,   Hire  Wel- 

lesley  now ; 

Each  in  their  turn  like  Banquets  monarcha 

stalk, 

Followers  of  fame,  **nine  farrow**  of  that 

sow: 

France,  too,  had  Bnonaparti^  and  Dumourier, 

Recorded  in  the  Moniteur  and  Courier. 


Bamave,  Brissot,  Condorcct,  Mirabeau, 
Petion,  Clootz,  Danton,  Marat,  La  Fayette, 
WereFrench,and  famous  pcople,as  we  know; 
And  tliere  were  others,  scarce  forgotten  yet, 
Jonbcrt,  Hoche,  Marceau,  Lannes,  Destaix* 

Moreau, 
With  many  of  the  military  set. 
Flxreedingly  remarkable  at  times. 
But  not  at  all  adapted  to  my  rhymes. 
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at  onrc  Britannia^s  g^d  of  war, 
should  be  so,  but  the  tide  is  turnM ; 
10  more  to  be  said  of  Trafalgar, 
1  oar  hero  quietly  inurn^d ; 
the  army's  grown  more  popular, 
I  the  naval  people  are  concemM : 
;he  Prince  is  all  for  the  land-service, 
ig  Duncan,  lVeUon,Howe,andJervi8. 


ni  were  living  before  Agamemnon 
e  exceeding  valorous  and  sage, 
leal  like  him  too,  though  quite  the 

same  none ; 
they  shone  not  on  the  poet's  page, 
have  been  forgotten: — I  condemn 

none, 
t  find  any  in  the  present  age 
y  poem  (that  is,  for  my  now  one) ; 
said,  ril  take  my  friend  Don  Juan. 


c  poets  plunge  in  ''mcdias  res,'' 
makes  this  the  heroic  turnpike- 
road), 
n  your  hero  tells,   whene'er  you 

please, 
!nt  before— by  way  of  episode, 
ated  after  dinner  at  his  ease, 
is  mistress  in  some  soft  abode, 
>r  garden,  paradise,  or  cavern, 
irwea  the  happy  couple  for  a  tavern. 


he  usual  method,  but  not  mine — 
is  to  begin  with  the  beginning ; 
ilarity  of  my  design 
1 1  wandering  as  the  worst  of  sinning, 
efore  I  shall  open  with  a  line 
h  itc'Oi^tinelialfan  hour  in  spinning) 
i:  somewhat  of  Don  Juan's  father, 
of  his  mother,  if  you'd  rather. 


e  was  he  bom,  a  pleasant  city, 
'or  oranges  and  women  —  he 
not  seen  it  will  be  much  to  pity, 
lie  proverb  -  and  I  quite  agree; 
he  Spanish    towns   is  none   more 

pretty, 
haps — ^but  that  you  soon  may  see:— 
'«  parents  lived  beside  the  river, 
tream,  and  call'd  the  Guadalquivir. 


r*0  name  was  J<Sse  -  Don,  of  coarse, 
idalgo,  free  from  every  stain 
or  Hebrew  blood,  he  traced  his 

source 
the   most  Gothic  gentlemen  of 

Spain ; 
cavalier  ne'er  mounted  horse, 
moanted,  e'er  got  down  again, 
ic,  who  begot  our  lien»,  who 
at  thatli  to  come— Wei  I,  to  renew :  I 


His  mother  was  a  learned  lady,  famed 
For  every  branch  of  every  science  known— 
In  every  chriitian  language  e%'er  named. 
With  Turtues  equall'd  by  lier  wit  alone. 
She  made  the  cleverest  people  quite  ashamed. 
And  even  the  good  with  inward  en>y  groan. 
Finding  themselves  so  very  much  exceeded 
In  their  own  way  by  all  the  things  that 

she  did. 


Her  memory  was  a  mine :  she;knew  by  heart 
All  Calderon  and  greater  part  of  Lope, 
So  that  if  any  actor  miss'd  his  part 
She  coald  have  served  him  for  the  prompt- 
er's copy; 
For  her  Feinagle's  were  a  useless  art. 
And  he  himself  obliged  to  shut  up  shop— ha 
Could  never  make  a  memory  so  fine  as 
That  which  adom'd  the  brain  of  Donna  Incs. 


Her  favourite  science  was  the  mathematical, 
Her  noblest  virtue  wa^  her  magnanimity. 
Her  wit  (she  sometimes  tried  at  wit)  was 

Attic  ail. 
Her  serious  sayings  darkened  to  sublimity; 
In  short,  in  all  things  she  was  fairly  what 

I  call 
A  prodigT — her  morning-dress  was  dimity. 
Her  evening  silk,  or,  in  the  summer,  muslin. 
And  other  stuffs,  with  which  I  won't  stay 

puzzling. 


She  knew  the  Latirt-that  is,  ''the  Lord's 

prayer," 

And  Ghreek— the  alphabat  I'm  nearly  sure; 

She  read  some  French  romances  here  and 

tliere. 

Although  her  mode  of  speaking  was  not 

pure; 

For  native  Spanish  she  had  no  great  care, 

At  least  her  conversation  was  obscure ; 

Her  thoughts  were  theorems,  her  words  a 

problem, 

As  if  ]  she  deemed  that  mystery  would  en- 
noble 'em. 


She  liked  thoEnglish  and  thoHebrew  tongue. 
And  said  there  was  analogy  between  'em; 
She  proved  it  somehow  out  of  sacred  song. 
But  I  must  leave  the  proofs  to  those  who've 

seen  'em; 
But  this  I  heard  her  say,  and  can't  be  wrong, 
And  all  may  think  which  way  their  judg- 
ments lean  'em, 
*''•  'TIS  strange — the   Hebrew   noun   which 

means  '''I  am," 
The  English  always  use  to  govern  d— n." 
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In  short  she  wwi  a  walking;  cairn iation, 
Mis*  Edgeworth'i*  novwU  stepping  from  their 

rovers. 
Or  Mrs.  Triinmer^s  hooks  on  ednration. 
Or  ''Coelebs'.  Wife''  set  ont  in   quest   of 

lorers. 
Morality's  prim  personification. 
In  which  not  Envy's  self  a  flaw  discovers ; 
To  others'  share  let  "-female  errors  fall," 
For  she  had  not  even  one  -  the  wor^t  of  all. 


Oh !  she  was  perfect  past  all  parallel  — 
Of  any  modem  female  saint's  comparison ; 
So  far  above  the  cunning  powers  of  hell, 
Her  guardian  angel  had  given  up  his  gar- 

/  rison ; 

JEven  her  minutest  motions  went  as  well 
As  those  of  the  best  timo>piece  made  by 

Harrison : 
In  virtues  nothing  earthly  could  surpass  her. 
Save  thine  ^incomparable  oil,"  Maca!}>ar ! 


Perfect  she  was,  but  as  perfection  is 
Insipid  in  this  naughty  world  of  our:*. 
Where  our  first  parents  never  learn'd  to  kiss 
Till  they  were  exiled   from  their  earlier 

bowers, 
Where  all  was  peace,  and  innocence,  and 

bliss, 
(I  wonder  how  they  got  through  the  twelve 

hours) 
Don  Jcise  like  a  lineal  son  of  Eve, 
Went  plucking  various  fruit  without  her 

leave. 


He  was  a  mortal  of  the  careless  kind. 
With  no  great  love  for  learning,   or  the 

learn'd. 
Who  rhose  to  go  where'er  he  had  a  mind. 
And  never  dream'd  his  lady  was  concern'd : 
llie  world,  as  usual,  wickedly  inclined 
To  see  a  kingdom  or  a  house  o'ertum'd, 
Whisper'd  he  had  a  mistress,  some  said  two. 
But  for  domestic  quarrels  one  will  do. 


IVow  Donna  Inez  had  with  all  her  merit, 
A  great  opinion  of  her  own  good  qualities ; 
Neglect,  indeed,  requires  a  saint  to  bear  it, 
4nd  snch,  indeed,  she  was  in  her  moralities; 
But  then  she  had  a  devil  of  a  spirit. 
And  sometimes  mix'd  up  fancies  with  re- 
alities. 
And  let  few  opportunities  escape 
Of  getting  her  liege  lord  into  a  scrape. 

This  was  an  easy  matter  with  a  man 
Oft  in  the  wrong,  and  never  on  his  guard ; 
And  even  the  wisest,  do  the  best  they  can, 
Have  moments,  hours,  and  days,  so  unpre- 
pared. 


That  you  might  '-brain  them   with   their 

lady's  fan;" 
And  sometimes  ladi«Mi  hit  exceeding  hard. 
And  fans  turn  into  falchions  in  fair  hands. 
And  whv  and  wherefore  no  one  understands. 


'TIS  pity  learned  virgins  ever  wed 

With  persons  of  no  sort  of  education. 

Or  gentlemen,  who,  though  well-born  an«l 

bred. 
Grow  tired  of  scientific  conversation : 
I  don't  cho4ise  to  say  much  upon  this  head, 
I'm  a  plain  man  and  in  a  single  station. 
But — Oh!  ye  lordn  of  ladies  intellectual. 
Inform  us  truly,  have  they  not  hen-peck'd 

yon  allV 


Don  Jdse  and  his  lady  qnarrell'd— u^At/, 
Not  any  of  the  many  could  divinr. 
Thongh  several  thousand  people  chonc  to 

'Twas  surely  no  concern  of  theirs  nor  mine : 
I  loathe  that  low  vice  cnriosity : 
But  if  there's  any  thing  in  which  1  shine, 
'TIS  in  arranging  all  my  friends'  affairs, 
Not  having,  of  my  own,  domestic  cares. 


And  so  I  interfered,  and  with  the  best 
Intentions,   but   their   treatment  was   not 

kind; 
I  think  the  foolish  people  were  possess'd. 
For  neither  of  them  could  1  ever  find. 
Although  their  porter  afterwards  confessed— 
But  that's  no  matter,  and  the  worst  behind. 
For  little  Juan  o'er  me  threw,  down  stairs, 
A  pail  of  housemaid's  water  unawares. 


A  little  curly-headed,  good-for-nothing. 
And    mischief-making    monkey    from    his 

birth  ; 
His  parents  ne'er  agreed  except  in  doting 
Upon  the  most  unquiet  imp  on  earth ; 
Instead  of  quarrelling,  had  they  been  but 

both  in 
Their  senses,  they'd  have  sent  young  master 

forth 
To   school,  or  had  him  soundly  whipp'd 

at  home, 
To  teach  him  manners  for  the  time  to  come. 


Don  Jdte  and  the  Donna  Inez  led 
For  some  time  an  unhappy  sort  of  life. 
Wishing  each  other,   not   divorced,   hut 

dead; 
They  lived  respectably  as  man  and  wife. 
Their  conduct  was  exceedingly  well-bred, 
And  gave  no  outward  signs  of  inward  strife, 
Untifat  length  the  smother'd  fire  broke  out. 
And   put  the   business   past  all    kind    of 

doubt. 


CUnto  I. 
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Fot  Iocs  call'd  tome  dlrug^gisto  and  phyii- 

cians, 
AmI  tried  to  prove  her  loving  lord  was  mad. 
Rut  as  he  had  8oine  locid  iiitermissionfl, 
She  aext  decided  he  wa«  only  bad; 
Yet  when  they  ask^d  her  for  her  depositions, 
Xo  sort  of  explanation  could  he  had, 
Sav-e  that  her  duty  hoth  to  man  and  God 
Re^nired  this  conduct —which  seem*d  yery 

odd. 


She  kept  a  journal,  where  his  faults  were 

noted, 
And  opened  certain   trunks  of  books  and 

letters. 
All   which  might,  if  occasion  served,  be 

quoted; 
And  thea  she  had  all  Seville  for  abettors. 
Besides  her  good  old  grandmother   (who 

doted); 
The  hearers  of  her  case  became  repeaters. 
Then  advocates,  inquisitors,  and  judges. 
Some  for  amusement,  others  for  old  grudges. 


And  then  this  best  and  meekest  woman  bore 
With  such  serenity  her  husband's  woes, 
Just  as  the  Spartan  ladies  did  of  yore, 
Who  s«w  their  spouses  kilPd,  and  nobly 

chose  « 

Never  to  say  a  word  about  them  more~ 
Calmly  she  heard  each  calumny  that  rose, 
And  saw  kit  agonies  with  such  sublimity. 
That    all    the   world  exclaimed,   «'What 

magnanimity !  ** 


Xo  doubt,  this  patience,  when  the  world 

is  damning  us. 
Is  philosophic  in  our  former  friends ; 
Tis  alsu  pleasant  to  be  deemed  magnanimous. 
The  more  so  in  obtaining  our  own  ends; 
And  what  the  lawyers  rail  a  **malut  animus," 
Condact  like  this  by  no  means  comprehends : 
Revcage  in  person's  certainly  no  virtue. 
But  then  'tis  not  my  fault  if  otAers  hurt  you. 


And  if  our  quarrels  should  rip  up  old  stories. 
And  help  them  with  a  lie  or  two  additional, 
Tss  not  to  blame,  as  you  well  know,   no 

more  is 
Any  one  else —  they  were  become  traditional ; 
Resides,  their  resurrection  aids  our  glories 
By  contrast,  which  is  what  we  just  were 

wishing  all : 
lad  avienre  profits  by  this  resurrection — 
Brad  scandals  form  good  subjects  for  dis- 
section. 


Their  friends  htiil  tried  at  rrroneiliation. 
Thm  their  relations,   who  made  uiiitlerM 

worse 


r^fwere  hard  to  tell  upon  a  like  occasion 
To  whom  it  may  be  best  to  have  recourse — 
I  can*t  say  much  for  friend  or  yet  relation)  : 
The  lawyers  did  their  utmost  for  divorce. 
But  scarce  a  fee  was  paid  on  either  side 
Before,  unluckily,  Don  Jdse  died. 


He  died :  and  most  unluckil;]^  because. 
According  to  all  hints  I  could  collect. 
From  counsel  learned  in  those  kinds  of  laws 
(Although  their  talk's  obscure  and  circum- 
spect), 
His  death  contrived  to  spoil  a  charming 

cause; 
A  thousand  pities  also  with  respect 
To  public  feeling,  which  on  this  oci^asion 
Was  manifested  in  a  great  sensation. 


But  ah !  he  died !  and  buried  with  him  lay 
The  public  feelii|^  and  the  lawyer's  fees ; 
His  house  was   sold,    his    servants    «cnt 

away, 
A  Jew  took  one  of  his  two  mistresses, 
A  priest  the  other — at  least  so  they  say  : 
I  ask'd  the  doctors  after  his  disease. 
He  died  of  the  slow  fever  called  the  tertian. 
And  left  his  widow  to  her  own  aversion. 


Yet  JrSse  was' an  honourable  mna, 
Tliat  I  must  say,  who  knew  him  very  well ; 
Therefore  his  frailties  I'll  no  further  scan. 
Indeed  there  were  noi  many  more  to  tell ; 
And  if  his  passion  now  and  then  outran 
Discretion,  and  were  not  so  peaceable 
As  Numa's  (who  was  also  named  Pompilius), 
He  had  been  ill  brought  up,  and  was  bom 

bilious. 


Whate'er  might  be   his  worth lessncss  or 

worth. 
Poor  fellow !  he  had  many  things  to  wound 

him. 
Let's  own,  since  it  can  do  no  good  on  earth  ; 
It  was  a  tryingmoment  that  which  found  him 
Standing  alone  beside  his  desolate  hearth. 
Where  all  his  household-gods  lay  shiver'd 

round  him ; 
\o  choice  was  left  his  feelings  or  his  pride 
Save  death  or  Doctors'  Commons — so  he  dieiL 


Dying  intestate,  Juan  was  sole  heir 

I'o  a  chancery-suit,  and   messuages,  and 

Inndsi, 
Which,  with  a  long  minority  and  care, 
Promised  to  turnout  well  in  proper  hands: 
Inea  beranic  sole  guardian,  which  was  fair, 
And  answer'd  but  to  nature's  just  demands: 
An  only  son  left  with  an  only  mother 
Is  brought    up   much   more   wisely   than 

another. 
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Sa^ett  of  women,  even  of  widowi,  the 
Ref«»lv(Ml  that   Juan   should    be   quite  a 

paragon, 
And  worthy  of  the  noblett  pedig^ree 
(His   sire   was   of  Castile,  his  dam  from 

Arragon) : 
Tlien  for  accomplishmentii  of  chivalry. 
In  cHme  our  lord  the  Iting  should  go  to  war 

again, 
He   learned   the  arts  of    riding,  fencing 

gunnery. 
And  how  to  scale  a  fortress — or  a  nunnery. 


But  that  which  Donna  Inez  most  desired. 
And  finw  into  herself  each  day  before  all 
The    learned   tutors   whom   for   him   she 

hired. 
Was  that  his  breeding  should  be  strictly 

moral ; 
Much  into  all  his  studies  she  inquired, 
And  so  they  were  submit^  first  to  her,  all. 
Arts,  sciences,  no  branch  was  made  a  mystery 
To  Juan^s  eyes,  excepting  natural  history. 


The  languages,  especially  the  dead. 
The  sciences,  and  most  of  all  the  abstruse. 
The  arts,  at  least  all  such  as  could  be  said 
To  be  the  roost  remote  from  conunon  use. 
In  all  these  he  was  much  and  deeply  read ; 
But  not  a  page  of  any  thing  that's  loose, 
Or  hints  continuation  of  the  species. 
Was  ever  suffered,  lest  he  should   grow 

vicious. 


His  classic  studies  made  a  little  puzzle. 
Because  of  filthy  hives  of  gods  and  goddesses, 
Who  in  the  earlier  ages  raised  a  bustle, 
But  never  put  on  pantaloons  or  bodices ; 
His  reverend  tutors  had  at  times  a  tussle. 
And  for  their  Aoneids,  Iliads  and  Odysseys, 
Were  forced  to  make  nn  odd  sort  of  apology. 
For  Donna  Inez  dreaded  the  mythology. 


0%id*s  a  ralce ,  as  half  his  verses  show  him  : 
Anacreon's  morals  area  still  worse  sample; 
Catullus  scarcely  has  a  decent  poem ; 
I  don't  think  Sappho's  Ode  a  good  example, 
Although  Longinus  tvlls  us  there  is  no  hymn 
Where  the  sublime  soars  forth  on  wings 

more  ample ; 
But  VirgiTs   songs  are  pure,   except  that 

horrid  one 
Beginning  with  *^Formosiun  Pattor  Corydon, 


n 


Lucretius'  irrcligion  is  too  strong 

For  early  stomachs,   to  prove  wholesome 

food ; 
I  ran't  Jiclp  think in*^  Juvrnal  wni9  wrimg, 
Alfhout^h  noflonht  his  real  intrnt  was  good. 
For  6pe«iking  out  so  plainly  in  Xiitf  Ming, 


So  much  indeed  a«  to  be  downright  rude; 
And  then  what  proper  person  ran  be  partial 
To  all  those  nauseous  epigrams  of  Martial  ? 


Juan  was  taught  fnim  out  the  best  edition. 
Expurgated  by  learned  men.  Mho  place. 
Judiciously,  from  out  the  schoolboy's  vision, 
The  grosser  parts ;  but  fearful  to  deface 
Too  much  their  modest  bard  by  this  omission. 
And  pitying  sore  his  mutilated  case, 
They  only  add  them  all  in  an  appendix. 
Which  saves,  in  fact,  the  trouble  of  an  index; 


For  there  we  have  them  all  "  at  one  fell 

swoop," 
Instead  of  being  scattered  through  the  pages ; 
They  stand  forth  marshall'd  in  a  handsoma 

troop. 
To  meet  the  ingenuous  youth  of  future  ages. 
Till  some  less  rigid  editor  shall  stoop 
To  call  them  back  into  their  separate  cages. 
Instead  of  standing  staring  altogether. 
Like  garden-gods — and  not  so  decent,  either. 


The  Missal  too  (it  was  the  family-Missal) 

Was  ornamented  in  a  sort  of  way 

Which  ancient  mass-books  often  are,   and 

this  all 
Kinds  of  grotesques  illumined;  and  how  they. 
Who  saw  those  figures  on  the  margin  kiss  all. 
Could  turn  their  optics  to  the  text  and  pray 
Is  more  than  I  know— but  Don  Juan's  motlier 
Kept  this  herself,  and  gave  her  son  another. 


Sermons  ho  read,  and  lectures  he  endured. 
And  homilies,  and  lives  of  all  the  saints ; 
To  Jerome  and  to  Chrysostom  inured. 
He  did  not  take  such  studies  for  restraints : 
But  how  faith  is  acquired,  and  then  insured. 
So  well  not  one  of  the  aforesaid  paints 
As  Saint  Augustine,  in  his  fine  Con fessiona, 
Which  make  the  reader  envy  his  trans- 

g^essions. 


This,  too,  was  a  seal'd  book  to  little  Juan — 
I  can't  but  say  that  his  mamma  was  right. 
If  such  an  education  was  the  true  one. 
She  scarcely  trusted  him  from  out  her  sight ; 
Her  maids  were  old,  and   if  she  took    a 

new  one 
Yon  might  be  sure  she  was  a  perfect  fright ; 
Shed  id  thisduring  even  herhushand'ji  life — 
1  recommend  as  much  to  every  wife. 


Vonng  Juan  wax'd  in  goodliness  and  grace; 
At  six  a  charming  child,  and  at  eleven 
With  all  the  promise  tif  an  Hoe  a  face 
As  e'er  toman's  maturer  growth  Miis given: 
He  studied  steadily  and  grew  apace. 
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Ami  teem*!!,  at  least.  In  the  right  mad  to 

heayen; 

For  half  his  daj0  were  passed  at  church, 

the  other 

Between  hb  tutors,  confessor,  and  mother. 


At  iix»  I  said,  he  was  a  charming;  child. 
At  twelve  he  was  a  fine,  but  quiet  boy; 
Althoni^h  in  infancy  a  little  wild, 
'lliey  tamed  him  down  amon^^t  them;  to 

destroy 
lliM  natural  spirit  not  in  vain  they  toii'd 
At  least  it  seeinM  so ;  and  his  mother^s  joy 
\V  ai*  to  declare  how  sage,and  stili.and  steady, 
Her  yoang  philaeapher  was  grown  already. 


I  had  my  doabts,  perhaps  I  have  them  still, 
Hot  what  I  say  is  neither  here  aanihere : 
1  knew  his  father  well,  and  have  MjjHkskill 
In  character — but  it  would  not  be  fair 
From  sire  to  son  to  augfur  good  or  ill : 
He  and  his  wife  were  an  ill-sorted  pnin^i. 
Bat  scandal^  my  aversion — I  protest     -    ) 
Agaiast  all  eril  speaking,  eren  in  jest. 


For  my  part  I  say  nothing — nothing—  bat 
m*  I  will  say — my  reasons  are  my  own — 
That  if  I  had  an  only  son  to  put 
To  achaol  (asGod  be  praised  that  1  have  none) 
Tis  DOt  with  Donna  Inez  1  would  shut 
Him  up  to  learn  his  catcrhinm  alone ; 
>•  -  nfi — rd  send  him  out  betimes  to  college. 
For  there  it   was    1    pickM   up   my   own 

knowledge. 


For  there  one  learns— *tis  not  for  me  to  boast, 
Tboof^h  I  acquired— but  I  pass  over  t/iat. 
As  well  AS  all  the  Greek  I  since  have  lost : 
1  my  that  there's  the  place  -  but^^  /  er6vm  aat" 
1  think  I  pick'd  up,  too,  as  well  as  most, 
Kaawledge  of  matters — but  nomatter  irAat— 
I  never  married— but,  1  think.  1  know 
That  sons  should  not  be  educated  so. 


Voani?  Jnan  now  was  sixteen  years  of  age. 
Tall,  handsome,  slender,  but  well  knit; 

he  8e<*m*d 
Active,  though  not  so  sprightly,  as  a  page; 
And  every  body  bnt  his  mother  deemM 
Him  almost  man ;   but  she  flew  in  a  rage, 
Aa4  bit  her  lips  (for  else  she  might  have 

screainM) 
If  tay  aaid  so,  for  to  be  precocious 
Was  in  her  eyes  a  thing  the  most  atrocious. 

AasMigftt  her  numerous  acquaintance,  all 
Sclect«*d  for  discrtH^ion  and  devotion, 
'l\tn  was  the  Dimna  Julia,   whom  to  call 
Pftlly  vere  but  t(»  give  a  feeble  notion 


Of  many  charms,  in  her  as  natural 
As  sweetness  to  the  flower,  or  salt  to  ocean. 
Her  zone  to  Venus,  or  his  bow  to  Cupid 
(But  this  last  simile  is  trite  and  stupid). 


The  darkness  of  her  oriental  eve 
Accorded  with  her  Moorish  origin 
(Her  blood  was  not  all  Spaninh,  by  the  by; 
In  Spain,  you  know,  this  is  a  sort  of  hIu); 
When  proud  Grenada  fell,  and,  forced  to  fly, 
Boabdill  wept,  of  Donna  Julia's  kin 
Some  went  to  Africa,  some  stay'd  in  Spain, 
Her   great   great    grandmamma  chose   to 

remain. 


She  married  (I  forget  the  pedigree) 
With  an  Hidalgo,  who  transmitted  down 
Ills    blood    less    noble    than    such   blood 

should  l>e; 
At  such  alliances  his  sires  would  frown. 
In  that  point  so  precise  in  each  degree 
I'hat  they  bred  in  and  in,  as  might  be  shown. 
Marrying  their  cousins — nay,  their  aunts 

and  nieces. 
Which  always  spoils  the  breed,if  it  increases. 


This  heathenish  cross  restored  the  breed 

again, 
RuiuM  its  blabd ,  but  much  improved  its 

flesh: 
For,  from  a  root,  the  ugliest  in  Old  Spain, 
Sprung  up  a  tainch  as  beautiful  as  fresh ; 
The  sons  no  more  were  short,  the  daughters 

plain : 
But  there's  a  rumour  which  I  fain  would 

hush — 
Tis  said  that  Donna  Julians  grandmamma 
Produced  her  Don  more  heirs  at  love  than 

law. 


However  this  might  be,  the  race  went  on 
Improving  still  through  every  generation. 
Until  it  centred  in  an  only  son 
Who  left  an  only  daughter;  my  narration 
May  have  suggested  that  this  single  one 
Could  be  bnt  Julia  (whom  on  this  occasion 
1  shall  have  much  to  speak  about),  and  sho 
Was  married,  charming,  chaste,  and  twenty- 
three. 


Her  eye  (I'm  very  fond  of  handsome  eyes) 
Was  large  and  dark,  suppressing  half  its  firo 
Until  she  spoke,then  through  its  soft  disguise 
FlashM  an  expression  more  of  pride  than  ire. 
And  love  than  either ;  and  there  would  arise 
A  something  in  them  which  was  not  desire. 
Hut  would  have  been,  perhaps,  but  for  the 

soul 
Which  struggled  through   and   chnston*d 

down  the  whole. 
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Her  gloMy  hair  was  cluttered  o^er  a  brow 
Bright  with   intelligence,    and   fair  and 

*  tmooth ; 

Her  ejcbrowf*  ehape  was  like  the  aerial  bow; 
Her  cheek  all  purple  with  the  beam  of  youth. 
Mounting,  at  times,  to  a  transparent  glow, 
AsifherTeins  ran  lightning ;  she,  in  sooth, 
Posdes8*d  an  air  and  grace  by   no   means 

common : 
Her  stature  tail— I  hate  a  dumpy  woman. 


Wedded  she  was  some  years,  and  to  a  man 
or  fifty,  and  such  husbands  are  in  plenty ; 
And  yet,  I  think,  instead  of  such  a  onb 
^Twere  better  to  have  two  of  five-and- 

twenty. 
Especially  in  countries  near  tl|p  sun : 
And  now  I  think  on%  *'mi  Tien  in  mente,^ 
Ladies,  even  of  the  most  uneasy  virtue,  * 
Prefer  a  spouse  whose  age  is  short  of  thirty. 


Tis  a  sad  thing,  I  cannot  choose  but  say, 
And  all  the  fault  of  that  indecent  sun 
Who  cannot  leaTe  alone  our  helpless  clay, 
But  will  keep  baking,  broiling,  burning  on, 
That  howsoever  people  fast  and  pray 
The  flesh  is  frail,  and  so  the  soul  undone: 
What  men  call  gallantry,  9«*d  ends  adultery. 
Is  much  more  common  where  .,  .     limate^s 

fliillfy. 

Happy  tlie  nations  of  the  iBkral  north ! 
Where  all  is  virtue,  and  thcr^ winter-season 
Sends  sin,  without  a  rng  on,  shivering  forth 
(^was  snow  that  brought  Saint  Anthony  to 

reason) ; 
Where  juries  cast  up  what  a  wife  is  worth 
By  laying  whatever  sum,  in  mulct,  they 

please  on 
The  lover,  who  must  pay  a  handsome  price, 
Because  it  is  a  marketidiile  vice. 


Alfonso  was  the  name  of  Jalia's  lord, 
A  man  well  looking  for  his  years,  and  who 
Was  neither  much  beloved,  nor  yet  abhorred : 
They  li%ed  together  as  most  people  do, 
Siiflering  each  other*s  foibles  by  accord. 
And  not  exactly  either  one  or  two; 
Yet  he  was  jealous,though  he  did  not  show  it. 
For  jealousy  dislikes  the  world  to  know  it. 


Julia  was— yet  I  nerer  could  see  why  — 
With  Donna  Inez  ^ite  a  favourite  friend ; 
Between    their    tastes    there    was    small 

sympathy. 
For  not  a  line  had  Julia  ever  penned : 
Some  people  whisper  (but,  no  doubt  they  lie. 
For  malice  still  imputes  some  private  end) 
That  Inez  had,  ere  Don  Alfonso*s  marriage. 
Forgot  with  him  her  very  prudent  carriage ; 


And  that,  still  keeping  up  the  old  connexion. 
Which  time  had  lately  rendered  much  more 

chaste. 
She  took  his  lady  also  in  aflection. 
And   certainly    this  course  was  much  the 

best: 
She  flatter'd  Julia  witli  her  sage  protection, 
And  complimented  Don  Alfonso^s  taste ; 
And  if  she  could  not  (who  can?)  silence 

scandal. 
At  least  she  left  it  a  more  slender  handle. 


I  can^t  tell  whether  Julia  saw  the  affair 
With  other  people^s  eyes,  n>  if  her  own 
Discoveries  nmde,  but  none  could  be  aware 
Of  this,  at  least  no  symptom  e^er  was  shown ; 
Pi  *haps  she  did  not  know,  or  did  not  care, 
Indili  .  •nt  '^rom  the  first,  or  callous  grown: 
I^  voanofi  mxxied  what  to  think  or  say, 
Slie  ksftolier  counsel  in  so  dose  a  way. 

m 
I 

Juan  the  saw,  and,  as  a  pretty  child, 
Caressed  him  often ;  such  a  thing  might  be 
Quite  innocently  done,  and  harmless  styled. 
When  she  had  twenty  years,  and  thirteen  he ; 
But  I  am  not  so  sure  1  should  have  smiled 
When  he  was  sixteen,  Julia  twenty-three: 
These   few   short  years  'make    wondrous 

alterations. 
Particularly  amongst  sunburnt  nations. 


Whatever  the  cause  might  be,   they   had 

become 
Changed;  for  the  dame  grew  di titan t,  die 

youth  shy. 
Their   looks    cast    down ,    their   greetings 

almost  dumb. 
And  much  embarrassment  in  either  eve : 
There  surely  will  be  litde  doubt  with  some 
That  Donna  Julia  knew  the  reason  why. 
But  as  for  Juan,  ho  had  no  more  notion 
Than  he  who  never  saw  the  sea  of  ocean. 


Yet  Julians  verv  coldness  still  was  kind. 
And  tremulously  gentle  her  small  hand 
Withdrew  itself  from  his ,  but  left  behind 
A  little  pressure,  thrilling,  and  so  bland 
And  slight,  so  very  flight,  that  to  the  mind 
'Twas  but  a  doubt;  but  ne'er  magician's  wand 
Wrought  change  with  all  Armida's  fairy  art 
Like  what  this  light  touch  left  on  Juan^s 

heart. 


And  if  she  met  him,  though  she  smiled  no 

more, 
ShelookM  a  sadness  Hweeter  tlian  lierKmile, 
As  if  her  heart  had  deeper  thoughts  in  store 
She  must  not  own,  but  crherioh'd  more  the 

while. 
For  that  compression  in  its  burning  core ; 
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Even  innocence  itself  hat  many  a  wile, 
And  will  not  dare  to  tmat  ittelf  with  truth. 
And  love  is  taught  hypocrisy  from  youth. 


But  panion  most  diftemhiei,  yet  hetrava, 
£ven  by  its  darknesf;  as  the  blackest  sky 
Fnretels  the  heaviest  tempest,  it  displays 
Itsworkinga  through  the  vainly -guarded  eye, 
And  in  whatever  aspect  it  arrays 
ItMfif,  *tia  still  the  same  hypocrisy: 
Coldness  or  anger,  even  disdain  or  hate, 
Are  masks  it  often  wears,  and  still  too  late. 


Then  there  were   sighs,   the  deeper  for 

suppression. 
And  stoleu glances,  sweeter  for  the  theft. 
And    buraiag    blushes,    though    for    no 

transgression, 
I'remblings  when  met,  and  restlessness  when 

left; 
All  these  are  little  prelndes  to  posnession, 
Of  which  young  Passion  cannot  be  bereft. 
And  merely  tend  to  show  how  greatly  Love  is 
EmbarraM*d  at  first  starting  with  a  novice. 


Poor  Julians  heart  was  in  an  awkward  state ; 
She  felt  it  going,  and  resolved  to  make 
The  noblest  efforts  for  herself  nod  mate. 
For  honour*!), pride^s,  religion*s,v  irtue^s  sake: 
Her  resolutions  were  most  truly  great. 
And  almost  might  have  made  a  TIarquin 

quake; 
She  pray*d  the  Virgin  Mary  for  her  grace. 
An  being  the  best  judge  of  a  lad^*s  case. 


She  vow^d  she  never  would  see  Juan  more. 
And  next  day  paid  a  visit  to  his  mother, 
And  looked  extremely  at  the  opening  door, 
Which,  by  the  Virgin's  grace,  let  in  another; 
Grateful  she  was,  and  yet  a  little  sore>- 
.igain  it  opens,  it  can  be  no  other, 
Ti4  surely  Juaa  now  -No!  Vm  afraid 
That  night  the  Virgin  was  no  further  prayed. 


Slie  now  determined  that  a  rirtuons  woman 
Should  rather  face  and  overcome  temptation; 
That  flight  was  base  and  dastardly, and  no  | 

man  j 

Should  ever  give  her  heart  the  least  sen- 1 

sation ; 
That  is  to  say  a  thought  beyond  the  common 
Preference  that  we  must  feel  upon  occasion 
For  people  who  are  pleasanter  than  others. 
But  then  they  only  seem  so  many  brothers. 


And  even  if  by  chance— and  who  can  tell? 
TheDeviPs  so  very  sly — she  should  discover 
That  all  within  was  not  so  very  well. 
And  if,  still  free,  that  such  or  such  a  lover 


Might  please  perhaps,  a  virtuous  wife  can 

quell 
Such   thoughts,   and   be  the  better  when 

they're  over; 
And,  ir  the  man  should  ask,  'tis  hut  denial: 
1  recommend  young  ladies  to  make  trial. 


And  then  there  are  such  thingrs  as  love  divine. 
Bright  and  immaculate,  unmix'd  and  pure. 
Such  as  the  angels  think  so  very  line. 
And  mntnms,  who  would  be  no  less  secure, 
Platonic,    perfect,    "just     such    love    as 

mine:" 
Thus  Julia  said— and  thought  so,  to  be  sure. 
And  so  rd  have  her  think,  were  1  the  man 
On  whom  her  reveries  celestial  ran. 


Such  love  is  innocent,  and  may  exist 
Between  young  persons  without  any  danger, 
A  hand  may  first,  and  then  a  lip  be  kiss'd  ; 
For  my  part,  to  such  doings  Pm  a  stranger. 
But  hear  these  freedoms  form  the  utmost 

list 
Of  all  o'er  which  such  love  may  be  a  ranger: 
If  people  go  beyond,  'tis  quite  a  crime. 
But  not  my  fault— I  tell  them  all  in  time. 


Love,  then,  but  love  within  its  proper  limits. 
Was  Julia's  innocent  determination 
In  young  Don  Juan's  favour,  and  to  him  its 
Exertion  might  be  useful  on  occasion ; 
And,  lighted  at  too  pure  a  shrine  to  dim  its 
Ktherial  lustre,  with  whatswcet  persuasion 
He  might  be  taught,by  love  and  her  together, 
I  really  don't  know  what,  nor  Julia  either. 


Fraught  with  this  fine  intention,  and  well 

fenced 
In  mail  of  proof —her  purity  of  soul, 
She,for  the  futureof  her  strength  convinced. 
And  that  her  honour  was  n  rock,  or  mole. 
Exceeding  sagely  from  that  hour  dispensed 
With  any  kind  of  tninblesome  control; 
But  whether  Julia  to  the  task  was  equal 
Is  that  which  must  be  mention'd  in  the 

sequel. 


Her  plan  she  dcem'd  both  innocent  and 

feasible,. 
And,  surely,  with  a  stripling  of  sixteen 
Not  scandal's  fangs  could  fix  on  much  that's 

seizable ; 
Or  if  they  did  so,  satisfied  to  mean 
Nothing  but  what  Mas  good,  her  breast  was 

peaceable— 
A  quiet  conscience  makes  one  so  serene! 
Christians  have  burn'd  each  other,  quite 

persuaded 
That  all  the  Apostles  would  have  done  as 

they  did. 
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And  if,  in  the  mean  tlino,  her  husband  died, 
Bui  heaven  Torliid  that  such  a  thouglit  should 

cross 
Her  brain,  though  in  a  dream !  (and  then  «ihe 

sigh'd) 
Ne\er  could  she  survive  that  common  loss; 
But  just  suppose  that  moment  should  betide , 
I  only  saj  suppose  it — inter  no8, 
(lilts  should  be  entrenaug,f or  Julia  thought 
In  French ,  but  then  the  rhyme  would  go 

(or  nought). 


I  only  say  suppose  this  supposition: 
Juan  being  then  grown  up  to  man^s  estate 
Would  fully  suit  a  widow  of  condition; 
Even  seven  years  hence  it  would  not  be  too 

late; 
And  in  the  interim  (to  pursue  this  vision) 
The  mischief  after  ail,  could  not  be  g^eai. 
For  he  would  learn  the  rudiments  pf  love, 
I  mean  the  seraph>way  of  those  above. 


So  much  for  Julia.  Kow  well  turn  to  Juan, 
Poor  little  fellow !  he  had  no  idea 
Of  his  own  case,  and  never  hit  the  true  one; 
In  feelings  quick  as  Ovid*s  Miss  Medea, 
He  puzxlcd  over  what  he  found  a  new  one, 
But  not  as  yet  imagined  it  could  be  a 
lliing  quite  in    course,    and  not   at  all 

alarming. 
Which,  with  a  little  patience,  might  grow 

charming. 


Silent  and  pensive,  idle,  restless,  slow, 
His  home  deserted  for  the  lonely  wood. 
Tormented  with  a  wound  he  could  not  know. 
His,  like  all  deep  grief,  plunged  in  solitude. 
I*m  fond  myself  of  solitude  or  so. 
Hut  then  I  beg  it  may  be  understood 
By  solitude  I  mean  a  sultan's,  not 
A  hermit's,  with  a-  haram  for  a  grot 


*^0h  Love !  in  such  a  wilderness  as  this, 
Where  transport  and  security  entwine. 
Here  is  the  empire  of  thy  perfect  bliss, 
And  here  thou  art  a  god  indeed  divine. 
The  bard  I  quote  from  does  not  sing  amiss, 
With  tlie  exception  of  the  second  line^ 
For   that    same    twining  '^transport   and 

security" 
Are  twisted  to  a  phrase  of  some  obscurity. 


»i 


Hie  poet  meant,  no  doubt,  and  thus  appeals 
To  the  good  sense  and  senses  of  mankind, 
The  very  thing  which  every  body  feels. 
As  all  have  found  on  trial,  or  may  find. 
That  no  one  likes  to  be  disturbed  at  meals 
Or  love: — I  won't  say  more  about  "entwined" 
Or  "transport,"  as  we  know  all  that  before, 
But  beg  "Security"  will  bolt  the  door. 


Young  Juan  wanderM  by  the  glassy  brooks, 
Thinking  unutterable  things;  he  threw 
Himself  at  length  within  the  leafy  nooks 
Where  the  wild  branch  of  the  cork-forest 

grew ; 
There  poets  find  materials  for  their  books. 
And  every  now  and  then  we  read   them 

through. 
So  that  their  plan  and  prosody  are  eligible. 
Unless,  like  Wordsworth,  they  prove  un- 
intelligible. 


He,  Juan  (and  not  Wordsworth),  so  pursued 
His  self-communion  with  his  own  high  soul. 
Until  his  mighty  heart,  in  its  great  mood. 
Had  mitigated  part,  though  not  the  whole 
Of  its  disease ;  he  did  the  best  he  could 
With  things  not  very  subject  to  control. 
And  tnrnM,without  perceiving  his  condition. 
Like  Coleridge,  into  a  metaphysician. 


He  thought  about  himself,  and  the  whole 

earth. 
Of  man,  the  wonderful,  and  of  the  stars. 
And  how  the  deuce  they  ever  could  have 

birth ; 
And  then  he  thought  of  earthquakes  and  of 

wars, 
How  many  miles  the  moon  might  have  in 

girth, 
Of  air-balloons,  and  of  the  many  bars 
To  perfect  knowledge  of  the  boundless  skies; 
And  then  he  thought  of  Donna  Julia's  eyes. 


In  thoughts   like  these  true  wisdom  may 

discern 
Longings  sublime,  and  aspirations  high. 
Which  some  are  bom  with ,  but  the  most 

•  part  learn 
To  plague  themselves  n  ithal,  they  know  not 

why: 
IVas  strange  that  one  so  young  should  thus 

concern 
His  brain  about  the  action  of  the  sky ; 
If  you  think  'twas  philosophy  that  this  did, 
I  can't  help  thinking  puberty  assisted. 


He  pored  upon  the  leaves,  and  on  the  flowers, 
And  heard  a  voice  in  all  the  wind^;  and  then 
He  thought  of  wood-nymphs  and  immortal 

bowers. 
And  how  the  goddettes  came  down  to  men  : 
He  miss'd  the  pathway,  he  forgot  the  hours. 
And  when  he  look'd  upon  his  watch  again. 
He  found  how  much  old  Time  had  been  a 

winner — 
He  also  found  that  he  had  lost  his  dinner. 


Sometimes  he  tum'd  to  gaze  upon  his  book, 
Boscan,  or  Garcilasso; — by  the  wind 
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Eren  w  the  page  Is  rattled  while  we  look, 
So  hj  the  |>oe9T  of  his  own  mind 
Otct  the  mjftic  leaf  his  soul  was  shook, 
As  if  Hwere  one  whereon  magicians  hind 
Their  spells,  and  gjye  them  to  the  passing 

gale, 
According  to  some  good  old  woman^s  tale. 


Thus  wonld  he  while  his  lonely  honrs  away 
Dissatisfied,  nor  knowing  what  he  wanted ; 
Nor  glowing  reyerie,  nor  poet*s  lay, 
Coold  yield  his   spirit   that  for   which  it 

panted, —  ^ 

A  hosom  whereon  he  his  head  might  lay. 
And  hear  the  heart  beat  with  the  love  it 

granted. 
With — sereral  other  things,  which  T  forget, 
Or  which,  at  least,  I  need  not  mention  yet. 


Thoee  lonely  walks  and  lengthening  rcTeries 
Conld  not  escape  the  gentle  Julians  eyes ; 
She  saw  that  Jnan  was  not  at  his  ease ; 
Bmt   that  which    chiefly  may  and   must 

surprise, 
Is,  that  the  Donna  Inez  did  not  tease 
Her  only  son  with  question  or  surmise ; 
Whether  it  was  she  did  not  see,  or  would  not. 
Or,  like  all  very  clever  people,  could  not. 


Thlt  may  aeem  strange ,  hut  yet  ^tis  very 

common : 
For  inatence — gentlemen,  whose  ladies  take 
Leave   to  o'erstep  the  written   rights   of 

woman. 

And  break  the Which  commandment  isH 

/     they  break  ? 
(I  hare  forrot  the  number,  and  think  no  man 
Slioald  rashly  quote,  for  tear  of  a  mistake.) 
Isay,when  these  same  gentlemen  are  jealous, 
They  make  some  blunder,  which  their  ladies 

tell  us. 


A  real  husband  always  is  suspicious, 
Bnt  still  no  less  suspects  in  the  wrong  place, 
Jealooa  of  some  one  who  had  no  such  wishes, 
Or  pandering  blindly  to  his  own  disgrace 
By  harbouring  some  dear  friend  extremely 

vicious; 
The  last  indeed^s  infallibly  the  case: 
And  when  the  spouse  and  friend  are  gone 

off  wholly, 
Be  wonders  at  their  vice,  and  not  his  folly. 


That  parents  also  are  at  times  short-sighted; 
Hbongh  watchful  as  the  lynx ,   they  ne'er 

discover , 
Ike  while    the  wicked  world    beholds, 

delighted, 
Tsaag  Hopef^ra  mistress,  or  Miss  Fanny's 

lover. 


Till  some  confounded  escapade  has  blighted 
The  plan  of  twenty  years,  and  all  is  over; 
And  then  the  mother  cries,  the  father  swearv, 
And  wonders  why  the  devil  he  got  heirs. 


But  Inez  was  so  anxious  and  so  clear 
Of  sight,  that  I  must  think,  on  this  occasion. 
She  had  some  other  motive  much  more  near 
For  leaving  Juan  to  this  new  temptation ; 
But  what  that  motive  was,  I  sha'n't  say  here ; 
Perhaps  to  fininh  Juan's  education. 
Perhaps  to  open  Don  Alfonso's  eyes. 
In  case  he  thought  his  wife  too  great  a  prize. 


It  was  upon  a  day,  a  summer's  day  ;— 
Summer's. indeed  a  very  dangerous  season, 
And  so  is  spring  about  the  end  of  May ; 
The  sun,  no  doubt,  is  the  prevailing  reason ; 
But  whatsoe'er  the  cause  is ,  one  may  say. 
And  stand  convicted  of  more   truth  than 

treason. 
That  there  are  months  which  nature  growi 

more  merry  in — 
March  has  its  hares ,  and  May  must  have 

its  heroine. 


'Twas  on  a  summer's  day — the  sixth  of  June : 
I  like  to  be  particular  in  dates. 
Not  only  of  the  age,  and  year,  but  mooa: 
They  are  a  sort  of  post-house,where  theF^tei 
Change  horses ,  making  history  change  its 

tune. 
Then  spur  away  o'er  empires  and  o'er  states. 
Leaving  at  last  not  much  besides  chronology. 
Excepting  the  post-obits  of  theology. 


Twas  on  the  sixth  of  June,  about  the  hour 
Of  half-past  six — perhaps  still  nearer  seven. 
When  Julia  sate  within  as  pretty  a  bower 
As  e'er  held  houri  in  that  heathenish  heaven 
Described  byMahomet,and  Anacrenn-Moore, 
To  whom  the  lyre  and  laurels  have  been 

given. 
With  all  the  trophies  of  triumphant  song — 
He  won  them  well,  and  may  he  wear  them 

long! 


She  sate ,  but  not  alone ;  I  know  not  well 
How  this  same  interview  had  taken  place. 
And  even  if  I  knew,  I  should  not  tell — 
People  should  hold  their  tongueit  in  any  case; 
\o  matter  how  or  why  the  thing  befel. 
But  there  were  she  and  Juan  face  to  face — 
When  two  such  faces  are  so,  'twould  be  wise. 
But  very  difficult,  to  shut  their  eyes. 

How  beautiful  she  look'd!  her  conscious  heart 
Glow'd  in  her  cheek,  and  yet  she  felt  no 

wrong. 
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Oh  LoYe!  how  perfect' ii  thy  mystic  art, 
Strengthening  the  weak  and  trampling  on 

the  strong; 
How  self-deceitful  is  the  sagcst  part 
Of  mortals  whom  thy  Inre  hath  led  along: 
The  precipice  she  stood  on  was  immense ~ 
So  was  her  creed  in  her  own  innocence. 


She  thoughtof  her  oivn  strength,  and  Joan^s 

youth 
And  of  the  fully  of  all  prudish  fears. 
Victorious  virtue,  and  domestic  truth. 
And  then  of  Don  Alfonso^g  fifty  years: 
1  wish  these  last  had  not  occurrM,  in  sooth. 
Because  that  number  rarely  much  endears. 
And  through  all  climes,  the  snowy  and  the 

sunny. 
Sounds  ill  in  love,  whatever  it  may  in  money. 


When  people  say,  "I  Vc  told  yon  fifty  times," 
They  mean  to  scold,  and  very  often  do ; 
liVhen  poets  say,  "I've  written  fifty  rhymes," 
They  make  you  dread  that  theyll  recite 

them  too; 
In  gangs  of^/fy,thieves  conunit  their  crimes; 
At  fifty  love  for  love  is  rare,  ^tistrue; 
But  then,  no  doubt,  it  equally  as  true  is, 
A  good  deal  may  be  bought  for  fifty  Louis. 


Julia  had  honour,  virtue,  truth,  and  love, 
For  Don  Alfonso ;  and  she  inly  swore, 
By  all  the  vows  below  to  powers  above. 
She  never  would  disgrace  the  ring  she  wore. 
Nor  leave  a  wish  which  wisdom  might 

reprove ; 
And  while  she  pondered  this,  besides  much 

more , 
One  hand  on  Juan^s  carelessly  was  thrown, 
Quite  by  mistake— she  thought  it  was  her 

own; 


Unconsciously  she  lean'd  upon  the  other. 
Which  play  M  within  the  dangles  of  her  hair; 
And  to  contend  with  thoughts  she  could 

not  smother 
She  seemM,  by  the  distraction  of  her  air. 
^was  surely  very  wrong  in  Juan^s  mother 
To  leave  together  this  imprudent  pair. 
She  who  for  many  years  ha^d  watch*d  her  son 

so — 
I^m  very  certain  mtite  would  not  have  done  to. 


The  hand  which  still  held  Juan^s,by  degrees 
Gently,  but  palpably,  confirmed  its  grasp. 
As  if  it  said  ^^dctain  me,  if  yon  please;" 
Yet  there*s  no  doubt  she  only  meant  to  clasp 
His  fingers  with  a  pure  Platonic  squeeze; 
She  would  have  shrunk  as  from  a  toad  or  asp. 
Had  she  imagined  such  a  thing  could  rouse 
A  feeling  dangerous  to  a  prudent  s^^uie. 


I  cannot  know  what  Juan  thought  of  this, 
Butwhathedid,is  much  what  you  would  do; 
His  young  lip  thankM  it  with  a  grateful  kixs. 
And  then,  abashM  at  its  own  joy,  withdrew 
In  deep  despair,  lest  he  had  done  amiss, 
Love  is  so  very  tiyiid  when  'tis  new: 
She  bliksh^d  and  frowned  not,  but  she  strove 

to  speak , 
And  held  her  tongue,  her  voice  was  grown 

so  weak. 


The  sun  set,  and  up  rose  the  yellow  moon: 
The  dcviPs  in  the  moon  for  mischief;  they 
Who  cairdher  ooastb,  methinks,  began  too 

soon 
Their  nomenclature ;  there  is  not  a  day. 
The  longest,  not  the  twenty-first  of  June, 
Sees  half  the  business  in  a  wicked  way 
On  which  three  single  hours  of  moonshine 

smile — 
And  then  she  looks  so  modest  all  the  while. 


There  is  a  dangerous  silence  in  that  hour, 
A  stillness  which  leaves  room  for  the  full 

soul 
To  open  all  itself,  without  the  power 
Of  calling  wholly  back  its  self-control ; 
The  silver-light  which,  hallowing  tree  and 

tower. 
Sheds  beauty  and  deep   softness  o^er   the 

whole. 
Breathes  also  to  the  heart,  and  oVr  it  throws 
A  loving  languor,  which  is  not  repose. 


And  Julia  sate  with  Juan,  half  embraced 
And  half  retiring  from  the  glowing  arm. 
Which  trembled  like  the  bosom  where  'twas 

placed ; 
Yet  still  she  must  have  thought  there  was  no 

harm. 
Or  else  'twere  easy  to  withdraw  her  waist; 
But  then  the  situation  had  its  charm. 
And  then God  knows  what  next — Ican^t 

go  on: 
Pra  almost  sorry  that  I  e'er  begun. 


Oh  Plato !  Plato !  yon  have  paved  the  way. 
With  your  confounded  fantasies,  to  more 
Immoral  conduct  by  the  fancied  sway 
Your  system  feigns  o'er  the  controlless  core 
Of  human  hearts ,  than  all  the  long  array 
Of  poets  and  romancers :  —  You're  a  bore, 
A  charlatan,  a  coxcomb— and  have  been. 
At  best,  no  better  than  a  go-between. 


And  Julia's  voice  was  lost,  except  in  sighs. 
Until  too  late  for  useful  conversation ; 
The  tears  were  gushing  from  her  gentle  eyes, 
I  wish,  indeed,  they  had  not  had  occasion  ; 
But  who,  alas!  can  love,  and  then  be  wise? 
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Not  that  remone  did  not  oppose  temptation, 
A  little  f  till  she  ttrove,  and  much  repented, 
And  whispering  '^I  will  no^er  consent*^ — 

consented. 


Tis  said  that  Xenes  ofierM  a  reward 
To   those  who   conld  inient  him  a  new 

pleasure; 
iMfthinks  the  requisition's  rather  hard, 
And  must  hare  cost  his  majesty  a  treasure : 
For  my  part,  Pm  a  moderate-minded  bard, 
Fond  of  a  little  Ioyc  (which  I  call  leisure) ; 
I  care  not  for  new  pleasures,  as  the  old 
Are  quite  enough  for  me,  so  they  but  hold. 


Oh  Pleannre!  you're  indeed  a  pleasant  thing. 
Although  one  must  be  damned  for  you,  no 

doubt ; 
1  make  a  resolution  every  spring 
Of  refoimation  ere  the  year  run  out, 
Bnt,somehow,this  my  vestal  vow  takes  wing. 
Yet  still,  1  trust,  it  may  be  kept  throughout: 
I'm  very  sorry,  very  much  ashamed. 
And  mean,  next  winter,to  be  quite  reclaimed. 


Here  n^  chaste  muse  a  liberty  must  take- 
Start  not!   still  chaster  reader — she'll  be 

nice  hence- 
Porward,and  there  is  no  great  cause  to  quake: 
Thj#  liberty  is  a  poetic  license. 
Which  some  irregularity  may  nuike 
In  the  design ,  and  as  1  have  a  high  sense 
Of  Aristotle  and  the  Rules,  'tis  fit 
To  beg  his  pardon  when  1  err  a  bit. 


lUa  license  it  to  hope  the  reader  will 
Sappooe  from  June  the  sixth  (the  fatal  day. 
Without  whose  epoch  my  poetic  skill, 
For  want  of  facts,  would  all  be  thrown  away), 
Bat  keeping  Julia  and  Don  Juan  still 
In  sight,  that  several  months  have  pass'd ; 

well  say 
Twaa  in  November,  but  I'm  not  so  sure 
About  the  day — the  era  's  more  obscure. 


Well  talk  of  that  anon.— Tis  sweet  to  hear 
At  midnight  on  the  blue  and  moonlit  deep 
The  song  and  oar  of  Adria's  gondolier, 
By  distance  mellow'd,  o'er  the  waters  sweep; 
Tis  sweet  to  see  the  evening-star  appear ; 
Tis  sweet  to  listen  as  the  night-windi  creep 
ftmm  leaf  to  leaf;  'tis  sweet  to  view  on  high 
Tbe  rainbow,  based  on  ocean,  span  the  sky; 


Tis  tweet  to  hear  the  watch-dog's  honest 

bark 
Btf  deep-monthM  welcome  as  we  draw  near 

home; 
Tis  sveet  to  know  there  is  an  eye  will  mark 


Our  coming ,  and  look  brighter  when  we 


come 


'Tis  sweet  to  be  awaken'd  by  the  lark, 
Orluirdby  falling  waters;  sweet  the  hum 
Of  bees,  the  voice  of  girls,  the  song  orbirds^ 
The  lisp  of  children,   and  their  earliest 

words ; 


Sweet  Is  the  vintage ,  when  the  showering 

grapes 
In  Bacchanal- profusion  reel  to  earth 
Purple  and  gui^hing ;  sweet  are  our  escapes 
From  civic  revelry  to  rural  mirth ; 
Sweet  to  the  miser  are  his  glittering  heaps ; 
Sweet  to  the  father  is  his  first-bom's  birth ; 
Sweet  is  revenge— especially  to  women. 
Pillage  to  soldiers,  prize-money  to  seamen ; 


Sweet  is  a  legacy;  and  passing  sweet 
The  unexpected  death  of  some  old  lady 
Or  gentleman  of  seventy  years  complete. 
Who've  made  ''us  youth"  wait  too—  too  long 

already 
For  an  estate,  or  cash,  or  country-seat. 
Still  breaking,  but  with  stamina  so  steady, 
That  all  the  Israelites  are  fit  to  mob  its 
Next  owner  for  their  double  -  damn'd  post- 
obits  ; 


'TIS  sweet  to  win,no  matter  how,one's  laurels 
By  blood  or  ink ;  'tis  sweet  to  put  an  end 
To  strife ;  lis  sometimes  sweet  to  have  our 

quarrels. 
Particularly  with  a  tiresome  friend ; 
Sweet  is  old  wine  in  bottles,  ale  in  barrels; 
Dear  is  the  helpless  creature  we  defend 
Against  the  world ;  and  dear  the  schoolboy- 

•  spot 

We  ne'er  forget,  though  there  we  are  forgot; 


But  sweeter  still  than  this,  tlian  these,  than 

all. 
Is  first  and  passionate  love — it  stands  alone, 
Like  Adam's  recollection  of  his  fall ; 
The  tree  of  knowledge  has  been  pluck 'd— 

all's  known — 
And  life  yields  nothing  further  to  recal 
Worthy  of  this  ambronial  sin  so  shown, 
\o  doubt  in  fable,  as  the  un  forgiven 
Fire  which  Prometheus  filch'd  for  us  from 

heaven. 


Man's  a  strange  animal,  and  makes  strange 

use 
Of  his  own  nature  and  the  various  arts, 
And  likes  particularly  to  produce 
Some  new  experiment  to  show  his  parts : 
This  is  the  age  of  oddities  let  loose. 
Where  difibrent  talents  find  their  different 

marts; 
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YouM  best  begin  vith  troth,   and  when 

you've  loft  your 
Labuor,  there'ia  fure  market  for  impoftnre. 


What  opposite  discoveries  we  have  seen! 
(Signs  of  true  genius,  and  of  empty  pockets) 
One  makes  new  noses,  one  a  guillotine. 
One  breaks  your  bones,   one  sets  them  in 

their  sockets  $ 
But  vaccination  certainly  has  been 
A  kind  antithesis  to  Congreve's  rockets. 


Bread  has  been  made  ( indifferent )  from 

potatoes, 
And  ffalvanism  has  set  some  corpses  grinning. 
But  has  not  answered  like  the  apparatus 
Of  the  Humane  Society's  beginning, 
By  which  men  are  nnsuffocated  gratis  ;— 
liVhat  wondrous  new  machines  have  late 

been  spinning! 


This  is  the  patent-age  of  new  inventions 
For  killing  bodies,  and  for  saving  souls, 
All  propagated  with  the  best  intentions: 
Sir  Humphry  Davy's  lantern,  by  which  coals 
Are  safely  mined  for  in  the  mode  he  mentions, 
Tombnctoo-travels ,  voyages  to  the  Poles, 
Are  ways  to  benefit  mankind,  as  true. 
Perhaps,  as  shooting  them  at  Waterloo. 


Man  *s  a  phenomenon,  one  knows  not  what, 
And    wonderful     beyond    all     wondrous 

measure; 
Tis  pity  though,  in  this  sublime  world,  that 
Pleasure  's  a  sin,  and  sometimes  sin's  a 

pleasure ; 
Few  mortals  know  what  end  they  would 

be  at. 
But  whether  glory,power,or  love,or  treasure, 
Tlie  path  is  tiirongh  perplexing  ways,  and 

when 
The  goal  if  gain'd,  we  die,  yon  know— and 

then 


What  then  ?— I  do  not  know,  no  more  do 

you — 
And  so  ^od-night — Return  we  to  our  story: 
Twas  m  November,  when  fine  days  are  few. 
And  the  far  mountains  wax  a  little  hoary. 
And  clap  a  white  cape  on  Uieir  mantles  blue. 
And  the  sea  dashes  round  the  promontory. 
And  the  loud  breaker  boils  against  the  rock, 
And  sober  snas  imut  set  aft  five  oVlock. 


Twas,  as  the  watchmen  say,  a  cloudy  night; 
No  moon,  no  stars,  the  wind  wan  low  or  loud 
By  gusts,  and  many  a  sparkling  hearth  was 

bright 
With  the   piled  wood,   round  which  the 

family  crowd ; 
There's  something  cheerful  in  that  sort  of 

light. 
Even  as  a  summer  sky's  without  a  cloud : 
I'm  fond  of  fire,  and  cricketti,  and  all  that, 
A  lobster-salad,  and  champagne,  and  chat. 


Twas  midnight— Donna  Julia  was  in  bed, 
Sleeping,  most  probably,— when  at  her  door 
Arose  a  clatter  might  awake  the  dead. 
If  they  had  never  been  awoke  before — 
And  that  they  have  been  so  we  all  have  read, 
And  are  to  be  so,  at  the  least,  once  more  — 
The  door  was  fasten'd,but,with  voice  and  fist, 
First  knocks  were  heard ,  then  '^Madam- 
Madam— hist  ! 


For  God's  sake,   Madam— Madam  —  hcre*s 

my  master. 
With  more  than  half  the  city  at  his  back — 
Was  ever  heard  of  such  a  curst  dinaster? 
Tis  not  my  fault — I  kept  good  watch — 

Alack! 
Do,  pray,  undo  the  bolt  a  little  faster — 
They're  on  the  stair  just  now,  and  in  a  crack 
Will  all  be  here ;  perhaps  he  yet  may  fly— 
Surely  the  window's  not  so  very  high!' 


\n 


By  this  time  Don  Alfonso  was  arrived 
With  torches,  friends,  and  servants  in  great 

number; 
The  major  part  of  them  had  long  been  wived. 
And  therefore  paused   not  to  disturb  the 

slumber 
Of  any  wicked  woman,  who  contrived 
By     stealth    her    husband's    temples    to 

encumber : 
Examples  of  this  kind  are  so  contagions, 
Were   one  not  punished,    all    would   be 

outrageous. 


I  cant  tell  how,  or  why,  or  what  suspicion 
Could  enter  into  Don  Alfonso's  head ; 
But  for  a  cavalier  of  his  condition 
It  surely  was  exceedingly  ill-bred. 
Without  a  word  of  previous  admonition. 
To  hold  a  levee  round  his  lady's  bed. 
And  summon  lackeys,  arm'd  with  fire  and 

sword, 
To  prove  himself  the  thing  he  most  abhorr'd. 

Poor  Donna  Julia!  starting  as  from  sleep 
(Mind  -  that  I  do  not  say — she  had  not  slept). 
Began  at  once  to  scream,  and  yawn,  and 

weep; 
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H«r  maid  Antonia,  who  wat  an  adept, 
Coniriyed  to  fling  the  bed-clothes  in  a  heap, 
At  iff  the  had  ju«t  now  from  oot  them  crept: 
I  can^  tell  why  ghe  should  talce  all  this 

trouble 
To  prore  her  mistress  had  been  sleeping 

double. 


Bat  Julia  mistress,  and  Antonia  maid. 
Appeared  like  two  poor  harmless  women,who 
Of  goblins,  but  still  more  of  men,  afraid. 
Had  thought  one  man   might  be  deter r'd 

by  two. 
And  therefor*  side  by  side  were  gently  laid, 
UnUl  the  hours    of   absence  should    run 

through, 
And  tmaot  husband  should  return,  and  say. 
My  dear,  I  was  the  first  who  came  away. 


(i 


»i 


Now  Julia  found  at  length  a  Toice,  and  cried, 
'^In  heayen^s  name,  Don  Alfonso,  what  d^ye 

mean? 
Has  madness  seized  yon?  would  that  I  had 

died 
Ere  such  a  monster*s  victim  I  had  been ! 
What  may  this  midnight-Tiolence  betide, 
A  sadden  fit  of  drunkenness  or  spleen  V 
Dare  yon  suspect  me,  whom  the  thought 

would  kill? 
Search,    then,    the  room!"— Alfonso  said, 

"I  will." 


He  searchM,  they  search^,  and  rummaged 

every  where, 
Closet  andclothes*-press,  chest  and  window- 
seat, 
And  fannd  much  linen  lace,  and  seyeral  pnir 
Of  stockings,    slippers,    brushes,    combs, 

complete, 
With  other  articles  of  ladies  fair. 
To  keep  them  beautiful,  or  leave  them  neat: 
Arras  they  pricked  and  curtains:  with  their 

swords, 
And  wonnded  several  shutters,  and  some 

boards. 


Under  the  bed  they  searched,  and  there  they 

found  — 
Ko  matter  what — it  was  not  that  they  sought; 
They  opened  windows,  gazing  if  the  ground 
Had  signs  or  foot-marks,  but  the  earth  said 

'  nonght ; 
And  then  they  stared  each  other*s  faces  round: 
Tis  odd,  not  one  of  all  these  seekers  thought, 
And  seems  to  me  almost  a  sort  of  blunder. 
Of  looking  in  the  bed  as  well  as  under. 


Baring  this  inquisition  Julia's  tongue 
Was  not* asleep-^ Yes,  search  and  search, 

she  cried, 


bk 


Insult  on   insult   heap ,    and   wrong   on 

wrong! 

It  was  for  this  that  I  became  a  bride! 
For  this  in  silence  I  have  suffered  long 
A  husband  like  Alfonso  at  my  side ; 
But  now  ni  bear  no  more,  nor  here  remain. 
If  there  be  law,  or  lawyers,  in  all  Spain. 


^'Yes,  Don  Alfonso !  husband  now  no  mure, 
If  ever  you  indeed  deserved  the  name, 
Is't  worthy  of  your  yean?  -  you  have  thrH>- 

score. 
Fifty,  or  sixty— it  is  all  the  same— 
Is't  wise  or  fitting  causeless  to  explore 
Fur  facts  against  a  virtuous  woman's  finue? 
Ungrateful,peijured.barbarons  Don  Alfonso! 
How  dare  you  think  your  lady  would  go 

on  so? 


'^Is  it  for  this  I  have  disdained  to  hold 
The  common  privileges  of  my  sex? 
That  I  have  chosen  a  confessor  so  old 
And  deaf,  that  any  other  it  would  lex. 
And  never  once  he  has  had  cause  to  scold, 
Bat  found  my  lery  innocence  perplex 
So  much,  he  always  doubted  I  was  married — 
How  sorry  you  will  be  when  Tve  miscarried! 


''Was  it  for  this  that  no  Cortejo  ere 

I  yet  have  chosen  from  out  the  yonth  of 

Seville? 
Is  it  for  this  I  scarce 'went  any  where. 
Except  to  bull-fights,  mass,  play,  rout,  and 

revel ? 
Is  it  fur  this,  whate'er  ray  suitors  were, 
I  favoured  none  —  nay,  was  almost  uncivil? 
Is  it  for  this  that  General  Count  O'Reilly, 
Who  tookAlgiers,declares  I  used  him  vilely? 


'*Did  not  the  Italian  Mnsico  Cazzani 
Sing  at  my  heart  six  months  at  least  in 

vain  ? 
Did  not  his  countryman.  Count  Comiani, 
Call  me  the  only  virtuous  wife  in  Spain? 
Were  there   not  also  Hussians,   English, 

many? — 
The  Count  Strongstrognnoff  I  put  in  pain, 
And  Lord  Mount  Coffeehouse,  the  Irish  peer. 
Who  kiird  himself  for  love  (with  wine) 

last  year. 


"Have  I  not  had  two  bishops  at  my  feet? 
The  Duke  of  Ichar,  and  Don  Fernan  \unes, 
And  is  it  thus  a  faithful  wife  you  treat? 
1  wonder  in  whatqnarter  nuw  the  moon  is: 
I  praise  your  vast  forbearance  not  to  beat 
Me  also,  since  the  time  so  opportune  is  — 
Oh,  valiant  man!  with  sword  drawn  and 

cockM  trigger. 
Now,  tell  me,  dont  you  cut  a  pretty  figure? 
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^^Was  it  for  thii  yon  took  yoor  sudden 

journey, 
Under  pretence  of  bnsineis  indispeotible, 
IVith  that  rablime  of  rascals  your  attorney. 
Whom  1  see  standing  there,  and  looking 

sensible 
Of  having  played  the  fool  ?  though  both  I 

spurn,  he 
Desenes  the  worst,  his  conduces  less  de- 
fensible. 
Because,  no  doubt,  Uwas  for  his  dirty  fee, 
And  not  from  any  lore  to  yon  nor  me. 

^^If  he  comes  here  to  take  a  deposition, 
By  all  means  let  the  gentleman  proceed ; 
YouVemade  the  apartment  in  a  fit  condition: 
There^s  pen  and  ink  for  you,  sir,  when  you 

need — 
Let  every  thing  be  noted  with  precision, 
I  would  not  you  for  nothing  should  be  fee'd— 
But,  as  my  maid's  undress'd,  pray  turn  your 

spies  ouf 
'«0h!*'  sobb*d  Antonia,  '«!  could  tear  their 

eyes  out." 


«'There  is  the  closet,  there  the  toilet,  there 
The  anti-chamber — search  them  under,  over: 
There  i$  the  sofa,  there  the  great  arm-chair, 
rhe  chimney— which  would  really  hold  a 

lover. 
I  wish  to  sleep,  and  beg  you  will  take  care 
And  make  no  further  noise  till  you  discover 
The  secret  cavern  of  this  lurking  treasure — 
And,  when  'tis  found,  let  me,   too,   have 

that  pleasure. 


^^And  now,  Hidalgo!  now  that  yon  have 

thrown 
Doubt  upon  me,  confusion  over  ail. 
Pray  have  the  courtesy  to  make  it  known 
H'ho  is  the  man  you  search  for  ?  how  d'ye  call 
UimY  what's  bis  lineage?  let  him  but  be 

shown — 
I  hope  he's  young  and  handsome — is  he  tallf 
Tell  me — and  be  assured,that  since  you  stain 
My  honour  thus,  it  shall  not  be  in  vain. 


^At  least,  perhaps,  he  has  not  sixty  years— 
At  that  age  he  would  be  too  old  for  slaughter, 
Or  for  so  young  a  husband's  jealous  fears — 
(Antonia!  let  me  have  a  glass  of  water). 
1  am  ashamed  of  having  shed  these  tears. 
They  are  unworthy  of  my  father's  daughter ; 
My  mother  dream'd  not  in  my  natal  hour 
That  I  should  fall  into  a  monster's  power. 


^'Perhaps  'tis  of  Antonia  you  are  jealous, 
You  saw  that  she  was  sleeping  by  my  side 
When  you  broke  in  upon  us  with  your 

fellows: 


Look  where  you  please—  we've  nothing,  sir, 

to  hide; 
Only  another  time,  I  trust,  you'll  tell  us. 
Or  for  the  sake  of  decency  abide 
A  moment  at  the  door,  that  wc  may  be 
Dress'd  to  receive  so  much  good  company. 


^'And  now,  sir,  I  have  done,  and  say  no  more; 
The  little  I  have  said  may  serve  to  show 
The  guileless  heart  in  silence  may  grieve  o'er 
The  wrongs  to  whose  exposure  it  is  slow : — 
I  leave  you  to  your  conscience  as  before, 
'Twill  one  day  ask  you  why  you  used  me  so? 
God  grant  you  feel  not  then  the  bitterest 

grief! — 
Antonia!  where's  my  pocket-handkerchief?  " 


She  ceased,  and  tum'd  upon  her  pillow ;  pnle 
She  lay,  her  dark  eyes  flashing  through 

their  tears. 
Like  skies  that  rain  and  lighten ;  as  a  veil. 
Waved  and  o'ershading    her  wan   check, 

appears 
Her  streaming  hair ;  the  black  curls  strive, 

but  fail. 
To  hide  the  glossy  shoulder  which  uproars 
Its  snow  through  all ;  -  her  soft  1  ips  lie  apart. 
And  louder  uian  her  breathing  beats  her 

heart. 


The  Senhor  Don  Alfonso  stood  confused  ; 
Antonia  bustled  round  the  ransaek'd  room. 
And,  turning  up  her  nose,  with  looks  abused 
ifer  master,  and  his  myrmidons,  of  whom 
Not  one,  except  the  attorney,  was  amused ; 
He,  like  Achates,  faithful  to  the  tomb, 
So  there  were  quarrels,  rared  not  for  the 

cause. 
Knowing  they  must  be  settled  by  the  laws. 


With  prying  snub-nose,  and  small  eyes,  ho 

stood, 
Following  Antonia's  motions  here  and  there. 
With  much  suspicion  in  his  attitude; 
For  reputations  he  had  little  care ; 
So  that  a  suit  or  action  were  made  good. 
Small  pity  had  he  for  the  young  and  fair. 
And  ne'er  believed  in  negatives,  till  these 
Were  proved  by  competent  false  witnesses. 


But  Don  Alfonso  stood  with  downcast  looks. 
And,  truth  to  say,  he  made  a  foolish  figure; 
When,  after  searching  in  five  hundred  nooks. 
And  treating  a  young  wife  with  so  much 

rigour. 
He  gain'd  no  point,  except  some  self- rebukes. 
Added  to  those  his  lady  with  such  vigour 
Had  pour'd  upon  him  for  the  last  half  hour, 
Quick,   thick,  and  heavy— as  a  thunder- 
shower. 
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At  first  he  tried  to  hammer  an  exente, 
To  which  the  lole  reply  were  tean  and  tobg. 
And  indications  of  hysterica,  whose 
Proio|^e  is  alwayscertain  throes  and  throbs. 
Gasps,   and    whatever    else    the    owners 

choose :  — 
Alfonso  saw  his  wife,  and  thoup^ht  of  Job's; 
He  saw  too,  in  perspectiie,  her  relations, 
And  then  he  trinl  to  muster  all  his  patience. 


He  stood  in  act  to  speak,  or  rather  stammer, 
But  sage  Anton ia  cut  him  short  before 
UMasTii  of  his  speech  received  the  hanuner. 
With  ^^Pray,  sir,  leave  the  room,  and  say 

no  more. 
Or  maduB  dies."— Alfonso  mutter'd  '>*D— n 

her,** 
Bnt  nothing  else,  the  time  of  words  was  o^er; 
He  cast  a  rueful  look  or  two,  and  did. 
He  knew  not  wherefore,   that  which  he 

was  bid. 


With  him  retired  his  ^'•poBse  eomitatua,'^ 
The  attorney  last,  who  linger^  near  the 

door, 
Relactantly,  still  tarrying  there  as  late  as 
Antonia  let  him— not  a  little  sore 
At  this  most  strange  and  unexplained  '*hiattu^* 
In  Don  Alfonso^  facts,  which  just  now  wore 
An  awkward  look ;  as  he  revolred  the  case 
The  door  was  fasten^  in  his  legal  face. 


No  sooner  wan  it  bolted,  than— Oh  shame! 
Oh  sin !  Oh  sorrow  !  and  Oh  womankind  ! 
How  can  you  do  such  things  and  keep  your 

fame, 
Tnlesfl  this  world,  and  t'other  too,  be  blind? 
Kothing  so  dear  as  an  unfilchM  good  name! 
Bnt  to  proceed — for  there  is  more  behind : 
With  much  heart- felt  reluctance  be  it  said, 
Yonn^  Juan  slipped,  half-smother'd,   from 

the  bed. 


He  had  been  hid^I  don't  pretend  to  say 
How,  nor  can  I  indeed  describe  the  where — 
Vonng'.  slender,  and  pack'd  easily,  he  lay, 
Xo  doubt,  in  little  compass,  round  or  square ; 
Bat  pity  him  I  neither  must  nor  may 
His  suffocation  by  that  pretty  pair ; 
Twere  better,  sure,  to  die  so,  than  be  shut 
With  maudlin  Clarence  in  hisMalmsey-butt. 


And,  secondly,  I  pity  not,  because 
He  had  no  bnsiness  to  commit  a  sin. 
Forbid  by  heavenly,  fined  by  human  laws,— 
At  least  'twas  rather  early  to  begin  ; 
Bat  at  sixteen  the  conscience  rarely  gnaws 
8a  much  as  when  we  call  our  old  debts  in 
At  sixty  years,  and  draw  the  accounts  of  evil, 
Aad  find  a  deuced  balance  with  the  devil. 


Of  his  position  I  can  give  no  notion: 
'Tis  written  in  the  Hebrew  Chronicle, 
How  the  physicians,  leaving  pill  and  potion. 
Prescribed,  by  way  of  blister,  a  young  belle, 
When  old  King  David's  blood  grew  dull  in 

motion, 
And  that  the  medicine  ansM'cr'd  very  well; 
Perhaps  'twas  in  a  different  way  applied. 
For  David  lived,  but  Juan  nearly  died.     • 


What's  to  be  done?  Alfonso  will  be  back 
The  moment  he  has  sent  his  fools  away. 
Antonia's  skill  was  put  upon  tlie  rack. 
But  no  device  could  be  brought  into  play — 
And  how  to  parry  the  renew'd  nttark  T 
Besides,  it  wanted  but  few  hours  of  day : 
Antonia  puzided ;  Julia  did  not  s|ieak. 
But  press'd  her  bloodless  lip  to  Juan's  cheek. 


He  turn'd  his  lip  to  hers,  and  with  his  hand 
Call'd  back  the  tangles  of  her  wandering 

hair; 
Even  then  their  love  they  could  not  all 

command. 
And  half  forgot  their  danger  and  despair  i 
Antonia's  patience  now  was  at  a  stand — 
"Come,  come,  'tis  no  time  now  for  fooling 

there," 
She  whisper 'd    in   great   wrath— '*I  must 

deposit 
This  pretty  gentleman  within  the  closet: 


"Pray  keep  your  nonsense  for  some  luckier 

night — 

Who  can  have  put  my  master  iu  this  mood? 

What  will  become on'tf— I'm  in  nucha  fright! 

The  devil's  in  the  urchin,  and  no  good— 

In  this  a  time  for  giggling?   this  a  plight? 

Why,  don't  you  know  that  it  may  end  in 

blood  ? 

You'll  lose  your  life,  and  I  shall  lose  my 

place, 

My  mistress  all,  for  tliat  half-girlish  face 


"Had  it  but  been  for  a  stout  cavalier 

Of  twenty-five   or   thirty— (Come,   make 

haste) 
But  for  a  child,  what  piece  of  work  is  here! 
I  really,  madam,  wonder  at  your  taste— 
(Come,  sir,  get  in) — my  master  must  be  near. 
There,  for  the  present,  at  the  least  he's  fast. 
And,  if  we  can  but  till  the  morning  keep 
Our  counsel— (Juan,  mind  you  must  not 

sleep)." 


Now,  Don  Alfonso  entering,  bnt  alone. 
Closed  the  oration  of  the  trusty  uuiid  : 
She  loiter'd,  and  he  told  her  to  be^ne. 
An  order  somewhat  sullenly  obey'd ; 
However,  present  remedy  was  none. 
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And  no  great  good  teeni'd  answered  if  she 

stayed : 
Regarding  both  with  ilowand§idelongTiew, 
She  HnufTd  the  candle,  curtsied,  and  with- 
drew. 


AifoRso  paused  a  minute — then  begun 
Some  strange  excuses  for  his  late  proceeding; 
He  would  not  justify  what  he  had  done, 
To  sav  the  best,  it  was  extreme  ill  breeding. 
But  there  were^ ample  reasons  for  it,  none 
Of  which  he  specified  in  this  his  pleading : 
His  speech  was  a  fine  sample,  on  the  whole. 
Of  rhetoric,  which  the  learnM  call  *'rig~ 

mairole." 


Julia  said  nought;  though  all  the  while 
g  there  rose 

'  A  ready  answer,  which  at  once  enables 
A  matron,  who  her  husband^s  foible  knows. 
By  a  few  timely  words  to  turn  the  tables. 
Which,  ifit  does  not  silence,  still  must  pose, 
Ef  en  if  it  should  comprise  a  pack  of  fables; 
Tis  to  retort  with  firmness,  and  when  he 
Suspects  with  one,  do  you  reproach  with 

three. 


Julia,  in  fact,  had  tolerable  grounds, 
Alfonso*s  loves  with  Inez  were  well  known; 
But  whether  'twas  that  one's  own  guilt 

confounds  — 
But  that  can't  be,  as  has  been  often  shown ; 
A  lady  with  apologies  abounds : 
It  might  be  that  her  silence  sprang  alone 
From  delicacy  to  Don  Juan's  ear. 
To  whom  she  knew  his  mother's  fame  was 

dear. 


There  might  bo  one  more  mo  tire,  which 

makes  two: 
Alfonso  ne'er  to  Juan  had  alluded, 
Mention'd  his  jealousy,  but  never  who 
Had  been  the  happy  lover,  he  concluded, 
Conceal'd  amongst  his  premises ;  'tis  true. 
His  mind  the  more  o'er  this  its  mystery 

brooded ; 
To  speak  of  Inez  now  were,  one  may  say. 
Like  throwing  Juan  in  Alfonso's  way. 


A  hint,  in  tender  cases,  is  enough ; 
Silence  is  best,  besides  there  is  a  tact 
(That  modem  phrase  appears  to  me  sad 

stuff. 
But  it  will  serve  to  keep  ray  verse  compact) 
Which  keeps,   when  push'd   by  questions 

rather  rough, 
A  lady  always  distant  from  the  fact — 
The  charming  creatures  lie  with  such  a 

grace. 
There's  nothing  so  becoming  to  the  face. 


They  blush,  and  we  believe  them:  at  least  I 
Have  always  done;  'lis  of  no  great  use, 
In  any  case,  attempting  a  reply. 
For  then  their  eloquence  grows  quite  priifuse; 
And  when  at  length  they  are  out  of  breath, 

they  sigh. 
And  cast  their  languid  eyes  down,  and  let 

loose 
A  tear  or  two,  and  then  we  make  it  up ; 
And  then— and  tlicn — and  then — sit  down 

and  sup. 


Alfonso  closed  his  speech,   and  begg'd  her 

pardon. 
Which  Julia  half  withheld,  and  then  half 

granted. 
And  laid  conditions,he  thought,very  hard  on. 
Denying  several  little  thing*  he  wanted  : 
He  stood,  like  Adam,   lingering  near  his 

garden, 
With  useless  penitence  perplex'd  and  haunt- 
ed. 
Beseeching  she  no  further  would  refuse. 
When  lo !  he  stumbled  o'er  a  pair  of  shoes. 


A  pair  of  shoes!— what  then?  not  much, 

if  they 
Are  such  as  fit  with  lady's  feet,  but  these 
(No  one  can  tell  how  much  I  grieve  to  say) 
Were  masculine ;   to  see  them  and  to  seize 
Was  but  a  moment's  act.— Ah!  Well-a-day ! 
My  teeth  begin  to  chatter,  ray  veins  freeze  — 
Alfonso  first  examined  well  their  fashion, 
And  then  flew  out  into  another  passion. 


He  left  the  room  for  his  relinquished  sword. 
And  Julia  instant  to  the  closet  flew. 
^'Fly,  Juan,  fly!   for  heaven's  sake— not  a 

word— 
The  door  is  open  -you  may  yet  slip  through 
The  passage  you  so  often  have  explored  - 
Here  is  the  garden-key— Fly— fly— Adiei| ! 
Haste— haste!— I  hear  Alfonso's  hurrying 

feet- 
Day  has  not  broke— there's  no  one  in  the 

street." 


None  can  say  that  this  was  not  good  advice. 
The  only  mischief  was,  it  came  too  late ; 
Of  all  experience  'tis  the  usual  price. 
A  sort  of  income-tax  laid  on  by  Fate : 
Juan  had  reach'd  the  room-door  in  a  trice. 
And  might  have  done  so  by  the  garden-gate. 
But  met  Alfonso  in  his  dressing-gown. 
Who  threateo'd  death — so  Juan  knock'd  him 

down. 


Dire  was  the  scuffle,  and  out  went  the  light, 
Antonia  cried  out  ^'Rape!"  and  Julia  ''Fire!" 
But  not  a  tenrant  ftirT'd  to  aid  the  fight. 
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Alfonso,  pommellM  to  hh  heart's  desire, 
Swore  lustily  lie*d  be  reveiij^d  this  night; 
And  Joan ,    too ,    blasphemed  an    octavo 

higher ; 
His  blood  was  up ;  thoogh  young,  he  was 

a  Tartar, 
And  not  at  all  disposed  to  prove  a  martyr. 


Alfonso's  tword  had  dropped  ere  he  could 

draw  it, 
And  they  continaed  battling  hand  to  hand, 
For  Joan  very  lackily  ne'er  saw  it; 
His  temper  not  being  under  great  command, 
If  at  that  moment  he  had  chanced  to  claw  it, 
Alfonso's  days  had  not  been  in  the  land 
Much  longer. — Think  of  husbands',  lovers' 

lives! 
Andhowyou  may  be  doubly  widows— wives! 


Alfonso  grappled  to  detain  the  foe, 
And  Juan  throttled  him  to  get  away. 
And  blood  ('twas  from  the  nose)  began  to 

Aow; 
At  last,  as  they  more  faintly  wrestling  lay, 
Jaan  ccmtrived  to  give  an  awkward  blow, 
And  then  his  only  garment  quite  gave  way ; 
He  fled,  like  Joseph,  leaving  it -but  there, 
I  doubt,  all  likeness  ends  between  the  pair. 


Lights  came  at  length,  and  men  and  maids, 

who  found 

An  awkward  spectacle  their  eyes  before; 

Antonia  in  hysterics,  Julia  swoon'd, 

Alfonso  leaning,  breathless,  by  the  door; 

Some  half-torn  drapery   scatter'd   on   the 

ground. 

Some  blood,  and  several  footsteps,  but  no 

more: 

Jian  the  gate  gain'd,  tnrn'd  the  key  about, 

Aad  liking  not  tlie  inside,  lock'd  the  out. 


Here  ends  this  Qinto.— Need  I  sing  or  say, 
How  Juan,  naked,  favour'd  by  the  Night 
(Who  favours  what  she  should  not),  found 

his  way. 
And  reach'd  his  home  in  an  unse<smly  plight? 
The  pleasant  scandal  which  arose  next  day. 
The  nine  days'  wonder  which  was  brought 

to  light. 
And  how  Alfonso  sued  for  a  divorce. 
Were  in  the  English  newspapers,  of  course. 


If  yon  would  like  to  see  the  whole  pro- 
ceedings. 
The  depositions,  and  the  cause  at  full. 
The  names  of  all  the  witnesses,  the  pleadings 
Of  counsel  to  non-suit  or  to  annul, 
Thon'fl  more   than  one  editicm,   and   the 

readings 
Ala  mions,  hut  they  aoae  of  them  are  dull ; 


The  best  is  that  In  short-hand,  ta'oa  by 

Gurney, 
Who  to  Madrid  on  purpose  made  a  journey. 


But  Donna  Inez,  to  divert  the  train 
Of  one  of  the  most  circulating  scandals 
That  had  for  centuries  been  known  in  Spain, 
At  least  since  the  retirement  of  the  Vandals, 
First  vow'd  (and  never  had  she  vow'd  in  vain) 
To  Virgin  Mary  several  pounds  of  candles; 
And  then,  by  the  advice  of  some  old  ladies, 
She  sent  her  son  to  be  shipp'd  off  from  Cadii. 


She  had  resolved  that   he  should  travel 

through 
All  European  climes  by  land  or  sea. 
To  mend  his  former  morals,  and  get  new, 
Especially  in  France  and  Italy  * 

(At  least  this  is  the  thing  most  people  do). 
Julia  was  sent  into  a  convent ;  she 
Grieved,  but,  perhaps,  her  feelings  may  ba 

better 
Shown  .in  the  following  copy  of  her  letter: 


(k' 


They  tell  me  'tis  decided ;  yon  depart : 
'Tis  wise ~'tis  well,  but  not  the  less  a  pain; 
I  have  no  further  claim  on  your  young  heart. 
Mine  is  the  victim,  and  would  be  again ; 
To  love  too  much  has  been  the  only  art 
I  used;— I  write  in  haste,   and  if  a  stain 
Be  on  this  sheet,  'tis  not  what  it  appears — 
My  eyeballs  bum  and  throb,   but  have  no 

tears. 


^^I  loved,  I  love  yon,  for  this  love  have  lost 
State,  station,  heaven,  mankind's,  my  own 

esteem. 
And  yet  cannot  regret  what  it  hath  cost. 
So  dear  is  still  the  memory  of  that  dream; 
Yet,  if  I  name  my  guilt,  'ti^  not  to  boast, — 
None  can  deemharshlierofmethan  I  deem: 
I  trace  thi§  scrawl  because  I  cannot  rest— - 
I've  nothing  to  reproach  or  to  request. 


^^Man's  love  is  of  man's  life  a  thing  apart, 
'TIS  woman's  whole  existence;  man  may 

range 
The  court,  camp,  church,  the  vessel,  and 

the  mart. 
Sword,  gown,  gain,  glory,  offer  in  exchange 
Pride,  fame,  ambition,  to  fill  up  his  heart. 
And  few  there  are  whom  these  can  not 

estrange : 
Men  have  all  these  resources ;  we  but  one* 
To  love  again,  and  be  again  undone. 


'  ^^You  will  proceed  in  pleasure  and  in  pride, 

I  Deloved  and  loving  many ;  all  is  o'er 

I  For  me  on  earth,  except  some  years  to  hide 
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My  sliame  and  •orrov  deep  In  my  heart** 

core; 
Theie  I  eon  Id  bear,  bat  cannot  cast  aiide 
The  passion,  which  still  rages  as  before. 
And  so  farewell — forgive  me,  love  me— No, 
That  word  is  idle  now— but  let  it  go. 


It 


My  breast  has  been  all  weakness,  is  so  yet ; 
But  still,  I  think,  I  can  collect  my  mind ; 
My  blood  still  rushes  where  my  spirit's  set. 
As  roll  the  waves  before  the  settled  wind ; 
My  heart  is  feminine,  nor  can  forret— 
To  all,  except  one  image,  madly  blind : 
So  shakes  the  needle,  and  so  stands  the  pole. 
As  vibrates  my  fond  heart  to  my  fix'd  soul. 


^I  hare  no  more  to  say,  bat  linger  still, 
And  dare  not  set  my  seal  upon  this  sheet, 
And  yet  I  may  as  well  the  task  fulfil. 
My  misery  can  scarce  be  more  complete : 
I  had  not  lived  till  now,  could  sorrow  kill , 
Death  shuns  the  wretch  who  fain  the  blow 

would  meet. 
And  I  must  even  surriTe  this  last  adieu. 
And  bear  with  life,  to  love  and  pray  for  you!*' 

Thit  note  was  written  upon  gift-edged  paper, 
With  a  neat  little  crow-quill,sllghtand  new: 
Her  small  white  hand  could  hardly  reach 

the  taper. 
It  trembled  as  magnetic  needles  do, 
And  yet  she  did  not  let  one  tear  escape  her ; 
The  seal  a  sun -flower:    "EUe  vous  suit 

partout,'* 
The  motto,  cut  upon  a  white  cornelian. 
The  wax  was  superfine,  its  hue  Termillion. 


This  was  Don  Juan's  earliest  scrape ;   but 

whether 
I  shall  proceed  with  his  adventures  is 
Dependant  on  the  public  altogether; 
We'll  see,  however,  what  they  say  to  this 
(Their  favour   in   an  author's   cap  's    a 

feather. 
And  no   great  mischief  's   done  by  their 

caprice) ; 
And,  if  their  approbation  we  experience. 
Perhaps  they'll  have  some  more  about  a 

year  hence. 


Ity  poem's  epic,  and  is  meant  to  be 
Divided  in  twelve  books ;  each  book  con- 
taining. 
With  love,  and  war,  a  heavy  gale  at  sea, 
A   list  of  ships,  and   captains,  and  kings 

reigning. 
New  characters;  the  episodes  are  three: 
A  panorama- view  of  hell  's  in  training, 
AfticT  the  stylo  of  Virgil  and  of  Homer, 
So  that  my  name  of  Epic  Is  no  misnomer. 


All  these  things  will  be  specified  in  time, 
With  strict  regard  to  Arist<>tle^«  Rules, 
The  vade  meeum  of  the  true  sublime. 
Which  makes  so  many  poets  and  some  fools  ; 
Frose-poets  like  blank-verse,    Vm  fond  of 

rhvme, 
Good  workmen   never  quarrel  with   their 

tools ; 
I've  got  new  mythological  machinery. 
And  very  handsome  supernatural  scenery. 


There's  only  one  slight  difference  between 
M^  and  my  epic  brethren  gone  before. 
And  here  the  advantage  is  my  own,  I  ween  ; 
(Not  that  I  have  not  several  merits  more. 
But  this  will  more  pecnliarly  be  seen) 
They  so  embellish,  that  'tis  quite  a  bore 
Their  labyrinth  of  fables  to  thread  through, 
Whereas  this  story  's  actually  true. 


If  anv  person  doubt  it,  I  appeal 
To  history,  tradition,  and  to  facts, 
I'o  newspapers,whose  truth  all  know  and  feel. 
To  plays  m  five,  and  operas  in  three  acts; 
All  Uiese  confirm  my  statement  a  good  deal. 
But  that  which  more  completely  faith  exacts 
Is,  that  myself,  and  several  now  in  Seville, 
^10  Juan's  last  elopement  with  the  devil. 


If  ever  I  should  condescend  to  prose, 
I'll  write  poetical  commandments,  which 
Shall  supersede  beyond  all  donbt  all  those 
That  went  before;  in  these  1  shall  enrich 
My  text  with  many  things  that  no  one  knows, 
Aifd  carry  precept  to  Uie  highest  pitch : 
I'll  call  the  work  *^Longinus  o'er  a  Bottle  , 
Or,  Every  Poet  his  own  Aristotle." 


Tlioa  shalt  believe  in  Milton,  Dryden,  Pope : 
Thou  shalt  not  set  up  Wordsworth,  Cole- 
ridge, Southey; 
Because  the  first  is  erased  beyond  all  hope. 
The  second  drunk,  the  third  so  quaint  and 

mouthey : 
With  Crabbe  it  may  -be  difficult  to  cope. 
And  Campbell's  Ilippocrene  is  somewhat 

dronthy : 
Thou  shalt  not  steal  from  Samuel  Rogers,nor 
Commit—  flirtation  with  the  muse  of  Moore. 


Thou  shalt  not  covet  Mr.  Sotheby's  Muse, 
His  Pegasus,  nor  any  thing  that's  his: 
Thou  uialt  not  bear  false  witness,    like 

'*the  Blues," 
(There's  oae,  at  least,  is  very  fond  of  this) 
Thou  shalt  not  write,  in  short,  but  what  I 

choose: 
This  is  true  criticism,  and  yon  may  kiss  — 
Exactly  as  yoa  please,  or  not — the  rod. 
But  if  yon  dont,  I'll  lay  it  on,   by  »— d! 
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If  anj  person  shoald  presume  to  assert 
This  story  is  not  moral,  first,  I  pray 
That  thej  will  not  cry  oat  before  Uiey*re 

hurt ; 
Then,  that  theyll  read  it  o*er  again,  and  say 
(But,  donbtless,  nobody  will  be  so  pert) 
That  this  is  not  a  moral  tale,  though  gay ; 
Besides,  in  canto  twelfth,  I  mean  to  show 
The  Tcry  place  where  wicked  people  go. 


If,  after  all,  there  should  be  some  so  blind 
To  their  own  good  this  warning  to  despise. 
Led  by  some  Utrtuosity  of  mind, 
Not  to  believe  my  verse  and  their  own  eyes. 
And  cij   that    Uiey    ^Hhe    moral    cannot 

find,'' 
I  tell  bifli,  if  a  clergyman,  he  lies — 
Should  captains  the  remark  or  critics  make, 
They  also  lie  too — under  a  mistake. 


The  public  approbation  I  expect. 

And  beg  they'll  take  my  word  about  the 

moral. 
Which  I  with  their  amusement  will  connect 
(So children  cutting  teeth  receive  a  coral); 
Meaatime,  they'll  doubtless  please  to  re- 
collect 
My  epical  pretensions  to  the  laurel : 
For  femr  some  prudish  readers  should  grow 

skittish, 
rre  bribed  my  grandmother's  review— the 

British. 


I  sent  it  in  a  letter  to  the  editor. 

Who  tlianfc'd  me  duly  by  return  of  post — 

riB  for  a  handsome  article  his  creditor; 

Yet  if  my  gentle  Muse  he  please  to  roast, 

Aad  break  a  promise  after  having  made  it  her, 

Denying:  the  receipt  of  what  it  cost, 

Ami,  amoar  his  page  with  gall  instead  of 

honey. 
All  I  «:an  say  is— that  he  had  the  money. 


And  would  not  brook  at  all  this  sort  of  thing 
In  my  hot  youth— when  George  the  lliirS 

was  King. 


But  now,  at  thirty  years,  my  hair  Is  gray 
(1  wonder  what  it  will   be  like  at  forty? 
I  thought  of  a  peruke  the  other  day). 
My  heart  is  not  much  greener;   and,  in 

short,  I 
Have  squander'd  my  whole  sunamer  while 

'twas  May, 
And  feel  no  more  the  spirit  to  retort;  I 
Have    spent    my  life,   both   interest  and 

principal, 
And  deem  not,   what  I   deem'd,  my  soul 

invincible. 


No  more  -  no  more — Oh !  never  more  on  me 
The  freshness  of  the  heart  can  fall  like  dew* 
Which  out  of  all  the  lovely  things  we  see 
Extracts  emotions  beautiful  and  new. 
Hived  in  our  bosoms  like  the  bag  o'tlie  bee : 
I'hinkst'thou  the  honey  with  those  objects 

grew? 
Alas!  'twas  not  in  them,  but  in  thy  power 
To  double  even  the  sweetness  of  a  flower. 


No  more— no  more — Oh !   never  more,  my 

heart. 
Canst  thou  be  my  sole  world,  my  universe! 
Once  all  in  all,  but  now  a  thing  apart, 
l^hon  canst  not  be  my  blessing  or  my  curse : 
The  illusion's  gone  for  ever,  and  thou  art 
Insensible,  1  trupt,  but  none  the  worse ; 
And  in  thy  stead  I've  got  a  deal  of  judgment, 
Though  heaven  knows  how  it  ever  fbund 

a  lodgement. 


I  think  tlint  with  this  holy  new  alliance 
1  mmj  insure  the  public,  and  defy 
All  other  magazines  of*  art  or  science, 
Daily,  or  monthly,  or  threc-montly ;  I 
Haire  not  essayed  to  multiply  their  clients, 
Ikcsnae  they  tell  me  'twere  in  vain  to  try. 
And  that  the  Ediaburgh-Heview  and  Quar- 
terly 
Tfcal  a  dissenting  author  very  martyrly. 


*\§m  ef^  hoc  ftrrem  ctdida  juventa 
Cmumie  Planeo**  Horace  said,  and  so 
Snr  I,  by  which  quotation  there  is  meant  a 
njat  that  some  six  or  sev«'n  good  years  ago 
(Lsng   ere  I  dreamt  of  dating   from  the 

Brrnta) 
I  VM  moat  ready  to  return  a  blow, 


My  days  of  love  are  over,  me  no  more 
The  charms  of  maid,  wife,  and  still  less  of 

widow. 
Can  make  the  fool  of,  which  they  made 

before — 
In  short,  1  must  not  lead  the  life  I  did  do : 
The  credulous  hope  of  mutual  minds  is  o'er ; 
The  copious  use  of  claret  is  forbid,  too ; 
So,  for  a  good  old  gentlemanly  vice, 
1  think  I  must  take  up  with  avarice. 


Ambition  was  my  idol,  which  was  broken 
Before  the  shrines  of  Sorrow  and  of  Pleasure; 
And  the  two  last  have  left  me  many  a  token 
O'er  which  reflection  may  be  made  at  leisure: 
Now,  like  Friar  Bacon's  brazen  head,  Tve 

spoken, 
*'Timc  is.  Time  was.  Time's  past,"  a  chymic 

treasure 
Is  glittering   youth,   which  I  have  spent 

betimes — 
My  heart  in  passion,and  my  head  on  rhymes. 
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What  is  the  end  of  fame?  'tis  hut  to  fill 
A  certain  portion  of  uncertain  paper : 
Some  lil^en  it  to  climbing  up  a  hill, 
Whose  summit,  like  all  hills,  is  lost  in 

vapour; 
For  this  men  write,  speak,   preach,  and 

heroes  kill, 
And  bards  burn  what  they  call  their  ^'mid- 

nighlr-taper,*' 
To  have,  when  the  orij^nal  is  dust, 
A  name,  a  wretched  picture,  and  worse  bust. 


What  are  the  hopes  of  man?  old  Egypt's  King, 
Cheops,  erected  the  firi$t  pyramid 
And  largest,  thinking  it  was  just  the  thing 
To  keep  his  memory  whole,  and  mununy  hid; 
But  somebody  or  other,  rummaging, 
Burglarioufily  broke  his  coffin^s  lid : 
Let  not  a  monument  give  you  or  me  hopes. 
Since  not  a  pinch  of  dust  remains  of  Cheops. 


Bat  I,  being  fond  of  true  philosophy, 

Say  Tery  often  to  myself,  ^^Alas ! ' 

All  things  that  liave  been  born  were  born 

to  die. 
And  flesh  (which  Death  mows  down  to  hay) 

is  grass ; 
YooVe  passed  your  youtli  not  so  unplua- 

santly. 
And  if  you  had  it  o'er  again  —  'twould  pass  — 
So  thank  vour  stars  tliat  matters  are  no  wor^e. 
And  read'  your  Bible,  sir,  and  mind  your 

purse. " 


CANTO    II. 

Oh  ye!  who  teach  the  ingenuous  youth  of 

nations, 
Holland,   France,  England,   Germany,   or 

Spain, 
I  pray  ye  flog  them  upon  all  occasions. 
It  mends  their  morals ;  never  mind  the  pain: 
The  best  of  mothers  and  of  educational, 
In  Juan's  case,  were  but  employed  in  vain. 
Since  in  a  way,  that's  rather  of  the  oddest,  he 
Became  divested  of  his  native  modesty. 


Had  he  but  been  placed  at  a  public  school. 
In  the  third  form,  or  even  in  the  fourth. 
His  daily  task  had  kept  his  fancy  cool. 
At  least  had  he  been  nurtured  in  the  north ; 
Spain  may  prove  an  exception  to  the  rule. 
But  then  exceptions  always  prove  its  worth— 
A  lad  of  sixteen  causing  a  divorce 
Puzzled  his  tutors  very  much,  of  course. 


I  can't  say  that  it  puzzles  me  at  all. 

If  all  things  be  consider'd :  first,  there  was 

His  lady-mother,  matliematical, 

A never  mind;  his  tutor,  an  old  ass; 

A  pretty  woman— (that's  quite  natural. 
Or  else  the  thing  had  hardly  come  to  pa»s)  ; 
A  husband  rather  old,  not  much  in  unity 
With  his  young  wife — a  time,  and  oppor- 
tunity. 


Bat  for  the  present,  gentle  reader !  and 
Still  gentler  purchaser!  the  bard — that's  I— 
Must;  with  permission,  shake  you  by  the 

hand, 
And  so  your  humble  servant,  and  good  bye ! 
We  meet  again,  if  we  should  understand 
Each  other ;  and,  if  not,  I  shall  not  try 
Your  patience  further  than  by  this  short 

sample  — 
Twcre  well  if  others  foUow'd  my  example. 


**Go,  little  book,  from  this  my  solitude ! 
1  cast  thee  on  the  waters,  go  thy  ways ! 
And  if,  as  I  believe,  thy  vein  be  good. 
The  world  will  find  thee  after  many  days." 
When   Southey  's    read,   and  Wordsworth 

anderstood, 
I  can't  help  putting  in  my  claim  to  praise — 
The  four  first  rhymes  are  Southey's,  every 

line: 
For  God's  sake,  reader !  take  them  not  for 

mine. 


Well — well,  the  world  must  turn  upon  its 

axis. 
And  all  mankind  turn  with  it,  heads  or  tails. 
And  live  and  die,  make  love,  and  pay  our 

taxes. 
And  as  the  veering  wind  shifts,   shift  our 

sails ; 
The  4(ing  commands  us,  and   the   doctor 

quacks  us. 
The  priest  instructs,  and  so  our  life  exhales, 
A  little  breath,  love,  wine,  ambition,  fame. 
Fighting,  devotion,  dust— perhaps  a  name. 


I  said,  that  Jnikn  had  been  sent  to  Cadiz — 
A  pretty  town,  I  recollect  it  well  — 
'TIS  there  the  mart  of  the  colonial  trade  is 
(Or  was,  before  Peru  leam'd  to  rebel). 
And  such  sweet  girls — I  mean  such  graceful 

ladies. 
Their  very  walk  would  make  j'our  bosom 

swell, 
I  can't  describe  it,  though  so  much  it  strike. 
Nor  liken  it — I  never  saw  the  like : 


.4n  .4rab  horse,  a  stately  stag,  a  barb 
New  broke,  a  camelopard,  a  gazelle. 
No — none  of  these  will  do;— and  then  their 

garb! 
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Their  Teil  and  petticost- Alu !  to  dwell 
I'pon  such  things  would  very  near  absorb 
A  canto—  then  their  feet  and  ancles !  —well, 
Thank  heaven  IVe  got  nu  metaphor  quite 

ready 
(And  Ml,  my  sober  Muse— come  let  *s  be 

steady — 


Chaste  Muse ! — well,   if   you    must,   you 

must)  — the  leil 
Thrown  back  a  moment  with  the  glancing; 

hand, 
ll'hile  the  overpowering  eye,  that  turns  you 

pale. 
Flashes  into  the  heart:— All  sunny  land 
d)f  loTo!  when  1  forget  you,  may  I  fail 
To  —say  my  prayers — but  never  was  there 

plannM 
A  dress  through  which  the  eyes  give  such 

a  volley, 
Excepting  the  Venetian  Faxaioli. 


But  to  oar  tale :  the  Donna  Inex  sent 
Her  son  to  Cadix  only  to  embark. 
To  stay  there  had  not  answer^  her  intent, 
But  why  ?— we  leave  the  reader  in  the  dark— 
Twas  for  a  voyage  that  the  young  man 

was  meant. 
As  if  a  Spanish  ship  were  Noah's  ark. 
To  wean  him  from  the  wickedness  of  earth, 
And  send  him  like  a  dove  of  promise  forth. 


Don  Jnan  bade  his  valet  pack  his  things 
Acrcording  to  direction,  then  received 
A  lecture  and  some  money :  for  four  springs 
He  was  to  travel ;  and,  though  Inez  grieved 
(As  every  kind  of  parting  has  its  stings). 
She    hoped   he    would    improve  —perhaps 

believed : 
A  letter,  too,  she  gave  (he  never  read  it) 
Of  good  advice— and  two  or  three  of  credit. 


In  the  mean  time,  to  pass  her  hours  away, 
Brave  Inez  nqw  set  up  a  Sunday-school 
For  naughty  children,  who  would  rather 

pli^      • 
(Like  truant  rogues)  the  devil  or  the  fool; 
laCants  of  three  years  old  were  taught  that 

day, 
Diwces  were  whippM  or  set  upon  a  stool : 
The  ^eat  success  of  Juan*s  education 
Sp«rr*d  her  to  teach  another  generation. 


Jean  cmbarkM — the  sliip  got  under  way, 
The    wind    was   fair,    the  water  passing 

rough; 
A  devil  of  a  sea  rolls  in  that  bay, 
is   I,    who'ie  crossed  it  oft,    know  well 

enough ; 
lad.  standiag  opoa  deck,  the  dasliing  spray 


Flies  in  one^s  face,  and  makes  it  weather- 

tt>ugh : 
And  there  he  stood  to  take,  and  take  again. 
His    first— perhaps    his    last— farewell  of 

Spain. 


1  can't  but  say  it  is  an  awkward  Hight 
To  see  one's  native  land  receding  through 
The  growing  waters— it  unmans  one  quite; 
E(»pecially  when  liTe  is  rather  new: 
1  recollect  Great-Britain's  coast  looks  white. 
But  almost  every  other  eountr^'s  blue, 
\Vhen,gazing  on  them,mystified  by  distance. 
We  enter  on  our  nautical  existence. 


So  Juan  stood  bewildered  on  the  deck : 
The  wind  sung,  cordage  strain'd,  and  sail- 
ors swore. 
And  thesliip  creak 'd,the  town  became  a  speck. 
From  whicli  away  so  fair  and  fast  they  bore — 
The  best  of  remedies  is  a  beef-steak 
Against  sea-sirkness ;  try  it,  sir,  before 
You  sneer,  and  1  assure  you  this  is  true, 
For  I  have  found  it  answer -so  may  yoa. 


Don  Juan  stood,  and,  gazing  from  the  stem. 
Beheld  his  native  Spain  receding  far : 
Firwt  partings  form  a  lesson  hard  to  learn, 
lAen  nations  feel  this  when  they  go  to  war; 
There  is  a  sort  of  un expressed  concern, 
A  kind  of  shock  that  sets  one's  heart  ijar: 
At  leaving  even  the  most  unpleasant  people 
And  places,  one  keeps  looking  at  the  steeple. 


But  Juan  had  got  many  things  to  leave — 
Hid  mother,  and  a  mistress,  and  no  wife. 
So  that  he  had  much  better  cause  to  grieve 
Than  many  persons  more  advanced  in  life; 
And,  if  we  now  and  then  a  sigh  must  heave 
At  quitting  even  those  wc  quit  in  strife, 
No  doubt    we    weep  for   those    the  heart 

endears  — 
That  is,  till  deeper  griefs  congeal  our  tears. 


So  Juan  wept,  as  wept  tlie  captive  Jews 
By  Babel's  water,  still  remembering  Sion ; 
I'd  weep,  but  mine  is  not  a  weeping  Muse, 
And  such  light  griefs  are  not  a  tiling  to 

die  on; 
Young  men  should  travel,  if  but  to  amuse 
Therasehes;  and  the  next  time  their  ser- 
vants tie  on 
Behind  their  carriages  their  new  portman- 
teau. 
Perhaps  it  may  be  lined  witli  this  my  canto. 


And  Juan  wept,  and  much  he  sigh'd,  and 

thought. 
While  his  salt  tears  dropp'd  into  the  salt 
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*^Sweet8  to  the  sweet;**  (I  like  §o  much  to 

quote: 
Y^ou  must  excuse  this  extract,  His  where  ihe, 
The  Queen  of  Denmark,  for  Ophelia  brought 
Flowers  to  the  grave)  and  sobbing  often,  he 
Reflected  on  his  present  situation, 
And  seriously-  resolvM  on  reformation. 


<*Farewell,  my  Spain!  a  long  farewell!** 

he  cried, 
*^ Perhaps  I  may  revisit  thee  no  more. 
But  die,  as  many  an  exiled  heart  hath  died, 
Of  its  own  thirst  to  see  again  thy  shore : 
Farewell,where6uadalquivir*s  wators  glide! 
Farewell,  my  mother  I  and,  since  all  is  o*er. 
Farewell,  too,  dearest   Julia  !**— (hVre  he 

drew 
Her  lettor  out  again,  and  read  it  tiinmgh.) 


**And  oh!  if  e*er  I  should  forget,  I  swear- 
But  that's  impossible,  and  cannot  be  — 
Sooner  shall  this  blue  ocean  melt  to  air. 
Sooner  shall  earth  resolve  itself  to  sea. 
Than  I  resign  thine  image,  oh !  my  fair ! 
Or  think  of  any  thing,  excepting  thee; 
A  mind  diseased  no  remedy  can  physic  ^ — 
(Here  the  ship  gave  a  lurch,  and  he  grew 

sea-sick.) 


^^Sooner  shall  heaveii  kiss  earth— (here  he 

fell  sicker) 
Oh,  Julia!  what  is  every  other  woe? ^ 
(Far  God's  sake,  let  me  have  a  glass  of 

liquor- 
Pedro!  Battista!  help  me  down  below.) 
Julia,  my  love !  —  (you  rascal ,   Pedro, 

quicker)— 
Oh,  Julia! — (this  cursed  vessel  pitches  so) — 
Beloved  Julia !  hear  me  still  beseeching'* — 
(Here  he  grew  inarticulato  with  retohing.) 


He  felt  that  chilling  heaviness  of  heart. 
Or  rather  stonuch,  which,  alas !  attends. 
Beyond  the  best  apothecary^s  art. 
The  loss  of  love,  the  treachery  of  friends. 
Or  death  of  those  we  doat  on,  when  a  part 
Of  us  dies  with  them,  as  each  fond  hope  ends : 
No  doubt  he  would  have  been  much  more 

pathetic. 
But  the  sea  actod  as  a  strong  emetic. 


Love's  a  capricious  power ;  I've  known  it 

hold 
Out  throngh  a  fever  caused  by  its  own  heat. 
But  be  much  pnsiled  by  a  cough  and  cold. 
And  find  a  qninsy  very  hard  to  treat; 
Agrainst  all  noble  maladies  he's  bold. 
But  vulgar  illnesses  don't  like  to  meet. 
Nor  that  a  jineeie  should  interrupt  his  sigh. 
Nor  inflammations  redden  his  blind  eye. 


But  worst  of  ail  is  nausea,  or  a  pain 
About  the  lower  region  of  the  bowels ; 
Love,  who  heroically  breathes  a  vein. 
Shrinks  from  the  application  of  hot  towels, 
And  purgatives  ap;  dangerous  to  his  reign, 
Sea-sickness   death :   his  love  was  perfect, 

how  else 
Could  Juan's  pasEion,while  the  billows  roar, 
Resist  his  stomach,  ne'er  at  sea  before  ? 


»» 


The  ship,  called  the  most  holy  ^^Trinidada, 
Was  steering  duly  for  the  port  Leghorn ; 
For  there  the  Spanish  family  Moncada 
Were  settled  long  ere  Juan's  sire  was  born: 
They  were  relations,  and  for  them  he  had  a 
Letter  of  introduction,  which  the  morn  / 
Of  his  departure  had  been  sent  him  by 
His  Spanish  friends  for  those  in  Italy. 


His  suite  consisted  of  three  servants  and 
A  tutor,  the  licenciate  Pedrillo, 
Who  several  languages  did  understand. 
But  now  lay  sick  and  speechless  on  his 

pillow, 
And,rocking  in  hishammock,long'd  for  land. 
His  headache  being    increased   by   every 

billow ; 
And  the  waves  ooxing  through  the  port-hole 

made 
His  birth  a  little  damp,  and  him  afraid. 


*Twas  not  without  some  reason,  for  the  wind 
Increased  at  night,  until  it  blew  a  gale ; 
And  though 'twas  not  much  to  a  naval  mind. 
Some  landsmen  would  have  lookM  a  little 

pale. 
For  sailors  are,  in  fact,  a  diflTerent  kind : 
At  sunset  they  began  to  take  in  sail, 
For  the  sky  showed  it  would  come  on  to 

blow. 
And  carry  away,  perhaps,  a  mast  or  so. 


At  one  o'clock,  the  wind  with  sudden  shift 
Threw  the  ship  right  into  the  trough  of 

the  sea. 
Which  struck  her  aft,  and  made  an  awkward 

rift. 
Started  the  stem -post,  also  shatter'd  the 
Whole  of  her   stem-frame,    and  ere  she 

could  lift 
Herself  from  out  her  present  jeopardy 
The  rudder  tore  away :  'twas  time  to  sound 
The  pumps,  and  there  were  four  feet  water 

found. 


One  gang  of  people  instantly  was  put 
Upon  the  pumps,  and  the  remaindrr  set 
To  get  up  part  of  the  cargo,  and  what  not. 
But  they  could  not  come  at  the  leak  as  yet; 
A4  last  they  did  get  at  it  really,  but 
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Still  their  Miration  vat  bd  ereti  beti 
The  water  niih*d  through  in  a  way  quite 

pnxzling, 
While  the  J  thmtt  sheets,  shirts,  jackets, 

hales  of  muslin, 


Into  the  opening ;  hut  all  such  ingredients 
Would   have  heen   vain,    and    they  must 

have  gone  down, 
Despite  of  all  their  eflTorts  and  expedients. 
Bat  for  the  pumps :  I'm  glad  to  make  them 

known 
To  all  the  hrother-tars  who  may  have  need 

hence. 
For  fifty  tOBf  of  water  were  npthrown 
By  them  per  hour,  and  they  had  all  heen 

undone 
But  for  the  maker,  Mr.  Mann,  of  London. 


As  day  advanced  the  weather  seem'd  to 

ahate. 

And  then  the  leak  they  reckonM  to  reduce. 

And  keep   the  ship  afloat,    though  three 

feet  yet 

Kept  two  hand-  and  one  chain-pump  still 

in  use. 

The  wind  hlew  fresh  again :  as  it  grew  late 

A  squall  came  on,  and,  while  some  guns 

hroke  loose, 

A  gust — which  all  descriptive  power  trans- 
cends— 

Laid  with  one  blast  the  ship  on  her  beam- 
ends. 


There  she  lay,  motionless,  and  seemM  upset ; 
The  water  left  the  hold,and  washed  the  decks, 
And  made  a  scene  men  do  not  soon  forget; 
For  they  remember  battles,  fires,  and  wrecks. 
Or  any  other  thing  that  brings  regret, 
Or  breaks  their  hopes,  or  hearts,  or  heads, 

or  necks: 
Thna  drownings  are  much  talked  of  by  the 

divers 
And  swimmers  who  may  chance  to  be  sur- 
vivors. 


Immediately  the  masts  were  cut  away. 
Both  main  and  micen ;  first  the  mizen  went. 
The  main-mast  followed:  but  the  ship  still 

lay 
Like  a*  mere  log,  and  baffled  our  intent. 
Foremast  and  bowsprit  were  cut  down,  and 

they 
Eased  her  at  last  (although  we  never  meant 
To   part   with   all    till    every    hope    was 

blighted), 
And  then  with  violence  the  old  ship  righted. 

Ic  may  he  easily  supposed,  while  this 
Was  gaing  on,  oome  people  were  unquiet ; 


That  passengers  would  find  it  much  amiss 
To  lose  their  lives,  as  well  as  spoil  their  diet; 
That  evea  the  able  seaman,  deeming  his 
Days  nearly  o'er,  might  be  disposed  to  riot, 
As  upon  such  occasion  tars  will  ask 
For  grog,   and  sometimes  drink  rum  from 

the  cask. 


There's  nought,   no  doubt,  so  much  the 

spirit  calms 
As  mm  and  true  religion ;  thus  it  was, 
Some  plunder'd,  some  drank  spirits,  some 

sung  psalms. 
The  high  wind  made  the  treble,  and  as  bass 
The  hoarse  harsh  waves  kept  time ;   fright 

cured  the  qualms 
Of  all  the  luckless  landsmen's  sea- sick  maws: 
Strange    sounds    of   wailing,    blasphemy, 

devotion, 
Clamour'd  in  chorus  to  the  roaring  ocean. 

Perhaps  more  mischief  had  been  done,bat  for 
Our  Juan,  who,  with  sense  beyond  his  years. 
Got  to  the  spirit-room,  and  stood  before 
It  with  a  pair  of  pistols ;  and  their  fears. 
As  if  Death  were  more  dreadful  by  his  door 
Offire  than  water,  spite  of  oaths  and  tears. 
Kept  still  aloof  the  crew,  who,  ere  they  sunk. 
Thought  it  would  be  becoming  to  die  drunk. 


'^Give  us  more  grog,"  they  cried,  ^^for  it 

will  be 
All  one  an  hour  hence."  Juan  answer'd,  '*No ! 
'Tis  true  that  death  awaits  both  you  and  me, 
Bnt  let  us  die  like  men,  not  sink  below 
Like  brutes :  "—and  thus  his  dangerous  post 

kept  he. 
And  none  liked  to  anticipate  the  blow; 
And  even  Pedrillo,  his  most  reverend  tutor, 
Was  for  some  rum  a  disappointed  suitor. 


The  good  old  gentleman  was  quite  aghast. 
And  made  a  loud  and  pions  lamentation; 
Repented  all  his  sins,  and  made  a  last 
Irrevocable  vow  of  reformation  ; 
Nothing  should  tempt  him  more  (this  peril 

past) 
To  quit  his  academic  occupation. 
In  cloisters  of  the  classic  Salamanca, 
To  follow  Juan's  wake  like  Sancho  Panca. 


But  now  there  came  a  flash  of  hope  once 

more ; 
Day  broke,  and  the  wind  luU'd :  the  masts 

were  gone. 
The  leak  increased ;  shoals  round  her,  bnt 

no  shore. 
The  vessel  swam,  yet  still  she  held  her  own. 
They  tried  the  pumps  again,  and  though 

before 
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Their  despernte  efforts  teemM  all  nfleleM 

l^rown, 
A  glimpMs  of  sunshine  set  some  hands  to 

bale  — 
The  stronger  pumped,  the\reaker  thrummM 

a  sail. 


lender  the  TesscFs  keel  the  sail  was  passed, 
And  for  the  moment  it  had  some  effect; 
But  with  a  leak,  and  not  a  stick  of  mast 
Nor  rag  of  canTas,  what  could  they  expect? 
But  still  His  best  to  struggle  to  the  last, 
Tis  never  too  lato  to  be  wholly  wrcrkM: 
And  though  His  true  that  man  can  only  die 

once, 
7is  not  so  pleasant  in  the  Gulf  of  Lyons. 


There  winds  and  wares  had  hnrlM  them, 

and  from  thence. 

Without   their  will,    they    carried    them 

away; 

For    thiy  were  forced  with    steering    to 

dispense. 

And  nerer  had  as  yet  a  quiet  day 

On  which  they  might  repose,  or  CTen  com- 
mence 

A  jury-mast  or  rudder,  or  could  say 

The  ship  would  swim  an  hour,  which,   by 

good  luck. 

Still  swam— though  not  exactly  like  a  duck. 


The  wind,  in  fact,  perhaps  was  rather  less. 
But  the  ship  laboured  so,  they  scarce  could 

hope 
To  weather  out  much  longer ;  the  distress 
I¥m  also  great  with  which   they  had  to 

cope 
For  want  of  water,  and  their  solid  mess 
Was  scant  enough :  in  Tain  tlie  telescope 
Was  used -nor  sail  nor  shore  appeared  in 

sight, 
Nought  but  the  heary   sea,    and  coming 
«  night 


Again  the  weather  threatened,— again  blew 
A  gale,  and  in  the  fore-  and  after-hold 
Water  appeared ;   yet,   though  the  people 

knew 
All  this,  the  most  were  patient,  and  some 

bold , 
Until   the  chains  and  leathers  were  worn 

through 
Of  ail  our  pumps:— a  wreck  complete  she 

roird, 
At  mercy  of  the  wares,   whose  mercies  are 
Like  human  beings  during  civil  war. 


Then  came  the  carpenter,  at  last,  with  tears 
In  his  rough  eyes,  and  told  Uie  captain,  he 
Could  do  no  more ;  he  was  a  man  in  years. 


And  long  had  voyaged  through  many  a 

stormy  sea, 
And  if  he  wept  at  length,  they  were  not  fears 
That  made  his  eyelids  as  a  woman's  be. 
But  he,  poor  fellow,  had  a  wife  and  children. 
Two  things  for  dying  people  quite  bewil- 
dering. 


The  ship  was  evidently  settling  now 
Fast  by  the  head ;  and,  all  distinction  gone. 
Some  went  to  prayers  again,  and  made  a  vow 
Of  candles  to  their  saints — but  there  were 

none 
To   pay   them  with;  and  some  look'd  oVr 

the  bow; 
Some  hoisted  out  the  boats ;  and  there  was 

one 
That  beggM  Pedrillo  for  an  absolution. 
Who  toldhimtobedamnM— in  his  confusion. 


Some  lashed  them  in  their  hammocks,  some 

put  on 
Their  best  clothes  as  if  g«»ing  to  a  fair ; 
Some  cursed  the  day  on  which  they  saw 

the  sun. 
And    gnashM    their   teeth,    and,   howling, 

tore  their  hair ; 
And  others  went  on,  as  they  had  begun. 
Getting  the  boats  out,  being  well  aware 
That  a  tight  boat  will  live  in  a  rough  sea. 
Unless  with  breakers  close  beneath  her  lee. 


The  worst  of  all  was,  that  in  their  condition. 
Having  been  several  days  in  great  distress, 
n\ras  difficult  to  get  out  such  provision 
As  now  might  render  their  long  suffering 

less : 
Men,  even  when  dying,  dislike  inanition; 
Their  stock  was  damaged  by  the  weather's 

stress : 
Two  casks  of  biscuit  and  a  keg  of  butter 
Were  all  that  could  be  thrown  into  tlic  cutter. 


But  in  the  long-boat  they  contrived  to  stow 
Soiue  pounds  of  bread,   though  injured  by 

the  wet; 
Water,  a  twenty- gallon-cask  or  so; 
Six  flasks  of  wine ;  and  they  contrived  to  get 
A  portion  of  their  beef  up  from  below. 
And  with  a  piece  of  pork,  moreover,  met. 
But  scarce  enough  to   serve   them,  for   a 

luncheon — 
Tlien   there  was  rum.   eight  gallons  in  a 

puncheon. 


The  other  boats,  the  yawl  and  pinnace,  had 
Been  stove  in  the  beginning  of  the  gale ; 
And  the  long-boat*s  condition  was  but  bad. 
As  there  were  but  two  blankets  for  a  sail. 
And  one  oar  for  a  mast,  which  a  young  lad 
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Threw  in  by  good  lack  oyer  the  ihlp's  rail ; 
And  two  boati  conid  nut  hold,  far  lets  be 

stored, 
To  fcre  one  half  the  people  then  on  board. 


Twa«  twilight,  for  the  snnlets  day  went 

down 
Orer  the  waste  of  waters  ;  like  a  fell, 
Which,  if  withdrawn,  wonld  but  disclose 

the  frown 
Of  one  who  hates  us,  so  the  night  was  shown, 
And  grimly  darkled  o*er  their  faces  pale, 
And  hopeless  eyes,  which  o'er  the  deep  alone 
Gazed  dim  and  desolate ;  twel?e  days  had 

Fear 
Been  their  familiar,  and  now  Deatli  was  here. 


Some  trial  had  been  making  at  a  raft. 
With  little  hope  in  such  a  rolling  sea, 
A  sort  of  thing  at  which  one  would  have 

langh*d. 
If  any  lancfater  at  such  times  could  be. 
Unless  wiui  people  who  too  much  hare 

quafTd, 
And  hare  a  kind  of  wild  and  horrid  glee, 
Half  epileptical,  and  half  hysterical :— 
Their    preservation    would    have    been   a 

miracle. 


At  half-past  eight  oVlock,  booms,  hen-coops, 

spars. 
And  all  things,  for  a  chance,  had  been  cast 

loose, 
That  still  could  keep  afloat  the  struggling 

tars. 
For  yet  they  strove,  although  of  no  great  use: 
There  was  no  light  in  heaven  but  a  few  stars; 
The  boats  put  off  overcrowded  with  their 

crews; 
She  ^ave  a  heel,  and  then  a  lurch  to  port. 
And,  going  down  head-foremost—- sunk,  in 

short. 


Then  roaefrom  sea  to  sky  the  wild  farewell ! 
Then  ihriek'd  the  timid  and  stood  still  the 

brave; 
Then  some  leaped  overboard  with  dreadful 

yell, 

Af  ea|;er  to  anticipate  their  grave ; 

And  the  sea  yawn'd  around  her  like  a  hell, 

Aad  down  she  suck'd  with  her  the  whirling 

wave. 
Like  one  who  grapples  with  his  enemy. 
And  strives  to  strangle  him  before  he  die. 


firat  one  universal  shriek  there  mshM, 
Lender  than  the  loud  ocean,  like  a  crash 
Of  echoing  thunder;  and  then  all  was  hush'd. 
Save  the  wild  wind  and  the  remorseless  dash 
Of  billows ;  but  at  intervals  there  gush'd. 


Aecompanied  with  a  convulsive  splash. 
A  solitary  shriek— the  bubbling  cry 
Of  some  strong  swimmer  in  his  agony. 

The  boats,  as  stated,  had  got  off  before, 
And  in  tliem  crowded  several  of  the  crew; 
And  yet  their  present  hope  was  hardly  more 
Than  what  it  had  been,  for  so  strong  it  blew 
There  was  slight  chance  of  reaching  any 

-  shore ; 

And  then  they  were  too  many ,  though  so 

few— 
Nine  in  the  cutter,  thir^  in  the  boat. 
Were  counted  in  them  when  they  got  afloat. 


All  the  rest  perished ;  near  two  hundred  souls 
Had  left  their  bodies;  andfWhat's  worte,alasl 
When  over  catholics  the  ocean  rolls. 
They  must  wait  several  weeks  before  a  mass 
Takes  off  one  peck  of  purgatorial  coals, 
Because,tiil  people  know  what's  come  to  pass, 
They  won't  lay  out  their  money  on  the  dead  -* 
It  costs  three  francs  for  every  mass  that^ 

said. 


Juan  got  into  the  long-boat,  and  there 
C<^ntrived  to  help  Fedrillo  to  a  place ; 
It  seem'd  as  if  th^  had  exchanged  their  care, 
For  Juan  wore  the  magisterial  face 
Which  courage  gives,  while  poor  Fedrillo^ 

pair 
Of  eyes  were  crying  for  their  owner^s  case : 
Batti8ta,thougli,  (a.  name  call'd  shortl  vTita) 
Was  lost  by  getting  at  some  aqua-vita. 


Pedro,  his  valet,  too,  he  tried  to  save; 
But  the  same  cause,  conducive  to  his  loss. 
Left  him  so  drunk,  he  jump'd  into  the  wave 
As  o'er  the  cutter's  edge  he  tried  to  cross. 
And  so  he  found  a  wine-and-watery  grave : 
They  could  not  rescue  him,al though  so  close. 
Because  the  sea  ran  higher  every  minute. 
And  for  the  boat — the  crew  kept  crowding 

in  it. 


A  small  old  spaniel,— which  had  been  Don 

Jose's, 
His  father's,  whom  he  loved,as  ye  may  think. 
For  on  such  things  the  memory  reposes 
With  tenderness, — stood  howling  on  the 

brink. 
Knowing,   (dogs  have  such    intellectual 

noses !) 
No  doubt,  the  vessel  was  about  to  sink ; 
And  Juan  caught  him  up,  and  ere  he  stepn'd 
Off,  threw  him  in,  then  after  him  he  leap'd. 


He  also  stufTd  his  money  where  he  could 
About  his  person,  and  Pedrillo's  too, 
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Who  let  him  do,  in  fart,  ifhateVr  he  would. 
Not  knowing  what  lilouelf  to  taj  or  do, 
As  evexy  rising  wave  his  dread  renewed ; 
But  Juan ,    trusting  they  might  still  get 

through, 
And  deeming  there  were  remedies  for  any  ill, 
Thus  re-emhark*d  his  tutor  and  his  spaniel. 


Twas  a  rough  night,  and  hlew  so  stiffly  yet, 
That  the  sail  was  hecalm'd  between  the  seas. 
Though  on  the  wavers  high  top  too  much  to 

set. 
They  dared  not  take  it  in  for  all  the  breeze; 
Each  sea  curPd  o^er  the  stem ,   and  kept 

them  wet. 
And  made  them  bale  witliont  a  moments 

ease, 
So  that  themselres  as  well  as  hopes  were 

damped, 
And  the  poor  little  cutter  quickly  swamped. 


Nine  souls  more  went  in  her:   tlie  long- 
boat still 
Kept  above  water,  with  an  oar  for  mast. 
Two  blankets  stitchM  together,answering  ill 
Instead  of  sail,  were  to  the  oar  made  fa^t; 
Though  every  wave  roird  menacing  to  ftll. 
And  present  peril  all  before  surpassed, 
They  grieTed  for  those  who  perishM  with 

the  cutter. 
And  also  for  the  biscuit-caks  and  butter. 


The  sun  rose  red  and  fiery,  a  sure  sign 
Of  the  continuance  of  the  gale :  to  run 
Before  the  sea ,  until  it  should  grow  fine. 
Was  all  that  for  the  present  y>uld  be  done: 
A  few  tea-spoonfuls  of  their  rum  and  wine 
Were  served  out  to  the  people,  who  begun 
To  faint,  and  damaged  bread  wet  through 

the  bags. 
And  most  of  them  had  little  clothes  but  rags. 


They  counted  thirty,  crowded  in  a  space 
Which   left   scarce   room    for    motion   or 

exertion ; 
They  did  their  best  to  modify  their  case. 
One  half  sate  up,  though  numbM  with  the 

immersion. 
While  t'other  half  were  laid  down  in  their 

place, ' 
At  watch  and  watch ;  thus,  shiyering  like 

the  tertian 
Ague  in  its  cold  fit ,  they  fill'd  their  boat, 
With  nothing  but  the  sky  for  a  great-coat. 


Tis  very  certain  the  desire  of  life 
Prolongs  it;  this  is  obvious  to  physicians. 
When  patients,  neither  plagued  with  friends 

nor  wife, 
Survive  through  very  desperate  i.'onditions. 


Because  tliey  still  can  hope,  nor  shines  the 

knife 
Nor  shears  of  Atropos  before  their  virions: 
Despair  of  all  retsovery  spoils  longevity. 
And    makes   men's   miseries    of  alarming 

brevity. 


Tis  said  that  persons  living  on  annuities 
Are  longer  lived  than  others, — Grod  knows 

why, 
Unless  to  plague  the  grantors, — ^yet  so  true 

it  is. 
That  some,  I  really  think,  do  never  die; 
Of  any  creditors  the  worst  a  Jew  it  is. 
And  thaVs  their  mode  of  furnishing  supply : 
In  my  young  days  they  lent  me  rash  that 

way , 
Which  I  found  very  troublesome  to  pay. 


^is  thus  with  people  in  an  open  boat. 
They  live  upon  the  love  of  life,  and  bear 
More  than  can  be  believed,  or  even  thought. 
And  stand,  like  rocks ,  the  tempest's  wear 

and  tear; 
And  hardship  still  has  been  the  sailor's  lot. 
Since  Noah's  ark  went  cniising   here  and 

there  — 
She  had  a  curious  crew  as  well  as  cargo. 
Like  the  first  old  Greek  privateer,  the  Argo. 


But  man  is  a  carnivorous  production, 
And  must  have  meals,  at  least  one  meal  a  day: 
He  cannot  livejikc  woodcocks,upon  suction, 
But,like  the  shark  and  tiger,must  have  prey: 
Although  his  anatomical  construction 
Bears  vegetables  in  a  grumbling  way. 
Your  labouring  people   think  beyond   all 

question. 
Beef,  veal,  and  mutton,  better  for  digestion, 


And  thus  it  was  with  this  our  hapless  crew ; 
For  on  the  third  da  v  there  came  on  a  calm. 
And  though,  at  first,  their  strength  it  might 

renew. 
And,  lying  on  their  weariness  like  balm, 
Lull'd  them  like  turtles     leeping   on  the 

blue 
Of  ocean,  when  they  woke  they  felt  a  qualm. 
And  fell  all  ravenously  on  their  provision. 
Instead  of  hoarding  [^  with  due  precision. 


The  consequence  was  easily  foreseen — 
They  ate  up  all  they  had,  and  drank  their 

wine. 
In  spite  of  all  remonstrances,  and  then 
On  what,  in  fact,  next  day  were  they  to  dine? 
They  hoped  the  wipd   would   rise,    these 

foolish  men ! 
And  carry  them  to  «hore ;  these  hopes  were 

fine, 
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Bat,  ■■  thej  had  but  one  oar,  and  that  brittle. 
It  would  have  been  more  wUe  to  save  their 

victaal. 


The  foartli  day  came,  but  not  a  breath  of  air. 
And  Ocean  slamber^d  like  an  nnwean'd  child: 
The  fifth  daj ,  and  their  boat  lay  floating 

there. 
The  tea  and  §ky  were  blue,  and  clear,  and 

mild  — 
With  their  one  oar  (I  wiih  they  had  had  a 

pair) 
What  could  they  do?  and  hunger^i  rag^  grew 

wild: 
So  Juaa^fl  spaniel ,  ipite  of  hit  entreating, 
Waa  kill^,  and  portioii'd  out  for  present 

eating. 


Oil  the  sixth  day  they  fed  upon  his  hide. 
And  Juan,  who  had  still  refused,  because 
Tlie  creature  was  his  father's  dog  that  died, 
Now  feeling  all  the  vulture  in  his  jaws. 
With  some  remorse  received  (though  first 

denied). 
As  a  great  favour,  one  of  the  fore-paws, 
Which  he  divided  with  Pedrillo,  who 
Devoured  it,  longing  for  the  other  too. 


l^he  seventh  day,  and  no  wind— the  burning 

sun 
Blistered  and  scorch'd,  and,  stagnant  on  the 

sea, 
Tihej  lay  like  carcasses ;  and  hope  was  none, 
S«ve  in  the  breexe  that  came  not ;  savagely 
Tliey  glared  upon  each  other — all  was  done. 
Water,  and  wine,  and  food, — and  you  might 

see 
Hie  longings  of  the  cannibal  arise 
(Although  they  spoke  not)  in  their  wolfish 

eyes. 


At  length  one  whisperM  his  companion,  who 
Whiaper*d  another,  and  thus  it  went  round, 
Aad  then  into  a  hoarser  murmur  grew, 
Aa  ominous,  and  wild,  and  desperate  sound ; 
Aad    when  his   comrade's    thought   each 

sufferer  knew, 
Twaa  bat  his  own ,  suppressed  till  now,  he 

found : 
Aad  oat  they  spoke  of  lots  for  flesh  and  blood, 
And  who  should  die  to  be  his  fellows'  food. 


Bat  ere  they  came  to  this,they  that  day  shared 
flaiM  leothem  capSf  and  w-hat  remaln*d  of 

shoes: 
Aad  then  they  look'd  around  thrm,   and 

despaired, 
Aad  none  to  be  the  sacrifice  would  choose ; 
At  length    the    lots   were   torn    up    and 

prepared. 


But  of  materials  that  much  shock  theM use— 
Having  no  paper,  for  the  want  of  better, 
They  took  by  force  from  Juan  Julia's  letter. 


The  lots  were  made,  and  mark'd,  and  mix*d, 

and  handed. 
In  silent  horror,  and  their  distribution 
Luli'd    even    the   savage    hunger    which 

demanded. 
Like  the  Promethean  vulture,  this  pollution; 
None  in  particular  had  sought  or  plann'd  it; 
ex  was  nature  gnaw'd  them  to  this  resolution, 
By  which  none  were  permitted  to  be  neuter— 
And  the  lot  fell  on  Juan's  luckless  tutor. 


He  but  requested  to  be  bled  to  death : 
The  surgeon  had  his  instruments  and  bled 
Pedrillo,  and  so  gently  ebb'd  his  breath. 
You  hardly  could  perceive  when  he  was 

dead. 
He  died  as  bom,  a  Catholic  in  faith. 
Like  most  in  the  belief  in  which  they're 

bred. 
And  first  a  little  crucifix  he  kiss'd. 
And  then  held  out  his  jugular  and  wrist. 


The  surgeon,  aa  there  was  no  other  fee, 
Had  his  first  choice  of  morselfYor  his  pains ; 
But  being  thirstiest  at  the  moment,  he 
Preferr'd  a  draught  from  the  fast-flowing 

veins : 
Part  was  divided,  part  thrown  in  the  sea. 
And  such   things  as  the  entrails  and  the 

brains 
Regaled  two  sharks,  who  foUow'd  o'er  the 

billow — 
The  sailors  ate  the  rest  of  poor  Pedrillo. 


The  sailors  ate  him,  all  save  three  or  four. 
Who  were  not  quite  so  fond  of  animal  food ; 
To  these  was  added  Juan,  who,  before 
Refusing  his  own  spaniel,  hardly  coulH 
Feel   now    his   appetite    increased    much 

more; 
'Twas  not  to  be  expected  that  he  should, 
Even  in  extremity  of  their  disaster, 
Dine  with  them  on  his  pastor  and  his  master. 


Twas  better  that  he  did  not ;  for,  in  fact, 
The  consequence  was  awful  in  the  extreme: 
For  they ,  who  were  most  ravenous  in  the 

act. 
Went  raging  mad  —  Lord  !  how  they  did 

blaspheme ! 
And  foam  and  roll,with  strange  convulsions 

racb'd. 
Drinking  salt-water  like  a  monntain-stream, 
I'earing,  and  grinning,  howling,  screeching, 

swearing. 
And,  with  hyaena-laughter,  died  despairing! 
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Their  numbers  were  mubh  thixn^d  hy  thit 

infliction, 
And  all  tlie  rest  were  thin  enough,  heaven 

knowi ; 
And  some  of  them  had  lost  their  recollection, 
Happier  than  they  who  still  perceived  their 

woes; 
Bat  others  pondered  on  a  new  dissection, 
As  if  not  warnM  sufficiently  by  those 
Who  had  already  perish'd,  suffering  madly, 
For  having  used  their  appetites  so  sadly. 


And  next  they  thought  upon  the  master's 

mate. 
As  fkttest ;  but  he  saved  himself,  because. 
Besides  being  much  averse  from  such  a  fate, 
There  were  some  other  reasons :  the  first 

was, 
He  had  been  rather  indisposed  of  late, 
And  that  which  chiefly  proved  his  saving 

clause. 
Was  a  small  present  made  to  him  at  Cadis, 
Bj  general  subscription  of  the  ladies. 


Of  poor  Pedrillo  something  still  remained, 
But  was  used  sparingly, — some  were  afraid. 
And  others  still  their  appetites  constrained, 
Or  but  at  times  a  little  supper  made ; 
All  except  Juan,  who  throughout  abstainM, 
CSiewing  a  piece  of  bamboo,  and  some 

lead: 
At  length  they  caught  two  boobies  and  a 

noddy, 
Asd  then  they  left  off  eating  the  dead 

body. 


And  if  Pedrillo's  fate  should  shocking  be, 
Remember  Ugolino  condescends 
To  eat  the  head  of  his  arch-enemy 
The  moment  after  he  politely  ends 
His  tale ;  if  foes  be  food  in  heU,  at  sea 
*Tis  surelv  fair  to  dine  upon  our  friends, 
Wlfen  shipwreck's  short  allowance  grows 

too  scanty. 
Without  being  much  more  horrible  than 

Dante. 


And  the  same  night  there  fell  a  shower  of 

rain. 
For  which  their  months  gaped ,  like  the 

cracks  of  earth 
When  dried  to  summer-dust ;  till  taught  by 

pain, 
Men  really  know  not  what  good  water's 

worth: 
If  yon  had  been  in  Turkey  or  in  Spain, 
Or  with  a  famish'd  boat's-crew  had  your 

birth. 
Or  in  the  desert  heard  the  camel's  bell, 
Tou'd  wish  yourself  where  Truth  is—in  a 
•  well. 


It  pour'd  down  torrents,  but  they  were  uo 

richer, 
Until  they  found  a  ragged  piece  of  sheet. 
Which  served  them  as  a  sort  of  spongy 

pitcher. 
And  when  they  deem'd  its  moisture  was 

complete,  • 
They  wrung  it  out,  and,  though  a  thirsty 

ditcher 
Might  not  have  thought  the  scanty  draught 

so  sM'eet 
As  a  full  pot  of  porter,  to  their  thinking 
They  ne'er  till  now  had  known  the  joys 

of  drinking. 


And  their  baked  lips,  with  many  a  bloody 

crack, 
Suck'd  in  the  moisture,  which  like  nectar 

streamed; 
Their  throats  were  ovens,their  swoln  tongu  ea 

were  black. 
As  the  rich  man's  in  hell,who  vainly  scream'd 
To  beg  the  beggar,  who  could  not  rain  back^ 
A  drop  of  dew,  when  every  drop  had  seem'd 
To  taste  of  heaven — ^if  this  be  true,  indeed* 
Some  Christians  have  a  comfortable  creed. 


There  were  two  lathers  in  this  ghastly  crew, 
And  with  them  their  two  sons ,   of  whom 

the  one 
Was  more  robust  and  hardy  to  the  view. 
But  he  died  early ;  and  when  ho  was  gone. 
His  nearest  messmate  told  his  sire,  who  thrcnv 
One  glance  on  him ,   and  said ,  ^^Heavea's 

will  be  done! 
I  can  do  nothing,"  and  he  saw  him  thrown 
Into  the  deep,  without  a  tear  or  groan. 


The  other  father  had  a  weaklier  child, 
Of  a  soft  cheek,  and  aspect  delicate ; 
But  the  boy  bore  up  long,  and  with  a  mild 
And  patient  spirit,  held  aloof  his  fate ; 
Little  he  said,  and  now  and  then  he  smiled, 
As  if  to  win  a  part  from  off  the  weight 
He  saw  increasing  on  his  father's  heart. 
With  the  deep  deadly  thought ,  that  they 

must  part. 


And  o'er  him  bent  his  sire,  and  never  raised 
His  eyes  from  off  his  face,  but  wiped  the 

foam 
From  his  pale  lips,  and  ever  on  him  gazed; 
And  when  the  wished-for  shower  at  length 

was  come. 
And  the  boy's  eyes,  which  the  dull  film 

half  glazed, 
Brighten'd,   and  for  a  moment   seem'd  to 

roam. 
He  fqueexed  from  out  a  rag  some  drops  of 

rain 
Into  his  dying  child's  mouth — ^but  in  vain. 
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Hie  boy  exptred---tfie  fbtlierhelil  the  claj, 
And  lookM  apon  it  long,  and  when  at  last 
Death  left  no  doQbt,and  the  dead  burthen  lay 
Stiff  on  his  heart,  and  pulse  and  hope  were 

past, 
He  watchM  it  wistfully,  until  away 
Twat  borne  by  the  rude  ware  wherein  *twas 

cast; 
Then  he  himself  sunk  down,  all  dumb  and 

shivering. 
And  gare  no  signs  of  life,  save  his  limbs 

quivering. 


Now  overhead  a  rainbow,  bursting  through 
Tlie  scattering  clouds,  shone,  spanning  the 

dark  sea, 
Resting  its  bright  base  on  the  quivering  blue. 
And  all  within  its  arch  appeared  to  be 
Clearer  than  that  without,  and  its  wide  hue 
1Vax*d  broad  and  waving  like  a  banner  free, 
Then  changed  like  to  a  bow  that^s  bent, 

and  then 
Fortook  the  dim  eyes  of  these  shipwrecked 

men. 


It  changed,  of  course;  a  heavenly  cameleon, 
The  airy  child  of  vapour  and  the  sun. 
Brought    forth    in    purple,     cradled    in 

Vermillion, 
Baptised  in  molten  gold,  and  swathed  in  dun. 
Glittering    like  crescents    o^er   a    Turk's 

pavilion. 
And  blending  every  colour  into  one, 
Just  like  a  black  eye  in  a  recent  scuffle, 
(For  aoDietimea  we  must  box  without  the 

muffle.) 


Our  ahipwreck'd  seamen  thought  it  a  good 

omen— 
It  in  as  well  to  think  so,  now  and  then; 
^Twaa  an  old  custom  of  the  Greek  and 

Roman, 
And  may  become  of  g^eat  advantage  when 
Folk*  are  discouraged;  and  most  surely  no 

men 
Had  greater  need  t«i  nerve  themselves  again 
Than  these,   and  so  this   rainbow  looked 

like  hope — 
Qaitc  a  i^elestial  kaleidoscope. 


Abont  this  time  a  brantiful  white  bird, 
Wehfooted,  not  unlike  a  dove  in  size 
And  plunoage  (probably  it  might  have  errM 
Upon   ita  course),   passM  oft  before  their 

eyes, 
Aad  tried  to  perch,  although  it  saw  and 

heard 
Hwmen  within  the  boat,  and  in  this  guise 
It  eaoM  and  went,  and  flutter^  round  them 

till 
Sight  fell : — th is  seemed  a  better  omea  still. 


But  in  this  case  I  also  must  remark, 
TwB9  well   Uiis  bird  of  promise  diid  not 

perch. 
Because  the  tackle  of  our  shatter'd  bark 
Was  not  so  safe  for  roosting  as  a  church ; 
And  had  it  been  the  dove  from  Noah's  ark, 
Returning  there  from  her  successful  search. 
Which  in  their  way  that  moment  chaocad 

to  fall. 
They  would  have  eat  her,  olive-branch  and 

all. 


With  twilight  it  again  came  on  to  blow. 
But  not  wiSi  violence ;  the  stars  shone  out, 
The  boat  made  way;  yet  now  they  were  so 

low. 
They  knew  not  where  nor  what  they  wefe 

about ; 
Some  fancied  they  saw  laud,  and  some  said 

"No!" 
The  frequent  fog-banks  gave  them  cause  to 

doubt — 
Some  swore  that  they  heard  breakers,  others 

guns. 
And  all  mistook  about  the  latter  once. 


As  morning  broke  the  light  wind  died  away. 
When  he  who  had  the  watch  sung  out,  and 

swore 
If  'twas  not  land  that  rose  with  the  sun's  ray. 
He  wish'd  that  land  he  never  might  see  more: 
And  the  rest  rubb'd  their  eyes,and  saw  abay. 
Or  thouffht  they  saw,and  shaped  their  course 

for  shore ; 
For  shore  it  was,  and  gradually  grew 
Distinct,  and  high ,  and  palpable  to  view. 


And  then  of  these  some  part  burst  into  tears, 
And  others,  looking  with  a  stupid  stare. 
Could  not  yet  separate  their  hopes  from  fears. 
And  seem'd  as  if  they  had  no  further  care ; 
While  a  few  pray'd— -(the  first  time  for  some 

years) — 
And  at  the  bottom  of  the  boat  three  were 
Asleep ;  they  shook  them  by  the  hand  and 

head , 
And  tried  to  awaken  them,  but  found  them 

dead. 


The  day  before,  fast  sleeping  on  the  water. 
They  found  a  turtle  of  the   hawk's -bill 

kind. 
And  by  good  fortune,  gliding  softly,  caught 

her. 
Which  yielded  a  day's  life,   and  to  their 

mind 
Proved  even  still  a  more  nutricious  matter. 
Because  it  left  encouragement  behind: 
They  thought  that,   in  such  perils,   more 

than  chance 
Had  sent  them  this  for  their  deliverance. 
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The  land  appear^  a  high  and  rocky  coast. 
And  higher  gr«w  the  mountains  ai  the  j  drew, 
Set  by  a  corrent,  toward  it:  they  were  lost 
In  Tariout  conjectures,  for  none  knew 
To  what  part  of  the  earth  they  had  been 

tossM, 
So  changeable  had  been  the  windu  that  blew; 
Some  thought  it  was  Mount  Aetna,  some 

the  highlands 
Of  Candia,  Cyprus,  Rhodes,  or  o&er  islands. 


Meantime  the  current,  with  a  rising  gale, 
Still  set  them  onwards  to  the  welcome  shore, 
Like  Charon^s  bark  of  8pectree,dull  and  pale: 
Their  living  freight  was  now  reduced  to 

four, 
And  three  dead,  whom  their  strength  could 

not  avail 
To  heave  into  the  deep  with  those  before. 
Though  the  two  sharks  still  followed  tliem, 

and  dash'd 
The  spray  into  their  faces  as  they  splash*d. 


Famine,despair,cold,thirst,andheat  had  done 
Their  work  on  them  by  turns,  and  thinn*d 

them  to 
Such  things,  a  mother  had  not  known  her  son 
Amidst  the  skeletons  of  that  gaunt  crew; 
By  night  chilPd,  by  day  scorch'd,  thus  one 

by  one 
They  perishM,  until  wither^  to  these  few, 
Bnt  chiefly  by  a  species  of  self-slanghter. 
In  washing  down  Pedrillo  with  salt-water. 


As  they  drew  nigh  the  land ,  which  now 

was  seen 
Unequal  in  its  aspect  here  and  there, 
They  felt  the  freshness  of  its  growing  green, 
That  waved  in  forest-tops ,  and  smoothed  the 

air. 
And  feU  upon  their  glased  eyes  like  a  screen 
From  glistening  waves,  and  skies  so  hot 

and  bare — 
Lovely  seemM  any  object  that  should  sweep 
Away  the  vast ,  salt,  dread ,  eternal  deep. 


The  shore  lookM  wild,  without  a  trace  of 

man, 
And  girt  by  formidable  waves ;  but  they 
Were  mad  for  land,  and  thus  their  course 

they  ran. 
Though  right  ahead  the  roaring  breakers 

lay: 
A  reef  hetween  them  also  now  began 
To  show  its  boiling  surf  and  bounding  spray. 
But  finding  no  place  for  their  landing  better, 
They  ran  Uie  botft  for  shore,  and  overset  her. 


But  in  his  native  stream,  the  Guadalquivir, 
Juan  to  lare  his  yonthful  ILnhs  waa  wob|; 


And  having  leamM  to  swim  in  that  sweet 

river. 
Had  often  tum*d  the  art  to  some  account. 
A  better  swimmer  you  could  scarce  see  ever. 
He  could,  perhaps,  have  passed  the  Helles- 
pont, 
As  once(a  feat  on  which  ourselves  we  prided) 
Leander,  Mr.  £kenhead,  and  I  did. 


So  here,  though  faint,  emaciated,  and  stark. 
He  buoy'd  his  boyish  limbs^and  strove  to  ply 
With  the  quick  wave,  and  gain,  ere  it  wa« 

dark , 
The  beach  which  lay  before  him,  high  and 

dry: 
The  greatest  danger  here  was  from  a  shark, 
That  carried  off  his  neighbour  by  the  thigh; 
As  for  the  other  two,  they  could  not  swim. 
So  nobody  arrived  on  shore  but  him. 


Nor  yet  had  he  arrived  but  for  the  oar. 
Which,  providentially  for  him,  was  wash'd 
Just  as  his  feeble  arms  could  strike  no  more, 
And  the   hard   wave  overwhelmed   him  as 

^twas  dash'd 
Within  his  grasp ;  he  clung  to  it,  and  sore 
The  watersbeat  while  he  thereto  was  lashed; 
At  last,  with  swimming,  wading ,   scram- 
bling, he 
Roird  on  the  beach,  half  senseless ,  from 

the  sea: 


There,  breathless,  with  his  digging  nails 

he  clung 
Fast  to  the  sand ,  lest  the  returning  wave. 
From  whose  reluctant  roar  his  life  he  wrung, 
Shonld  suck  him  back  to  her  insatiate  grave: 
And  there  he  lay,  full-length,  where  he 

was  flung. 
Before  the  entrance  of  a  clifl'-worn  cave. 
With  just  enough  of  life  to  feel  its  pain. 
And  deem  that  it  was  saved,  perhaps  in  vain. 


With  slow  and  staggering  effort  he  arose. 
But  sunk  again  upon  his  bleeding  knee 
And  qnivenng  hand;  and  then  he  lookM 

for  those 
Who  long  had  been  his  mates  upon  the  sea. 
But  none  of  them  appear^  to  share  his  woes. 
Save  one,  a  corpse  from  out  the  feunishM 

three. 
Who  died  two  days  before,and  now  had  found 
An  unknown  barren  beach  for  burial-ground. 


And  as  he  gazed,  his  dizxy  brain  spun  fast. 
And  down  he  sunk :  and  as  he  sunk,   the 

sand 
Swam  round  and  round,  and  all  his  senses 

passed: 
He  fell  upon  hit  fide,  and  hit  stretch*d  hand 
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Droop*d  dripping  on  the  oar  (their  jary- 

mast). 
Aid,  like  a  witherVI  lily,  on  the  land 
His  tleader  frame  and  pallid  aipect  lay, 
Af  fair  a  thing  ai  e'er  was  form'd  of  clay. 


How  long  in  hit  damp  trance  young  Juan  lay 
He  knew  not,  for  tlie  earth  was  gone  for  him, 
And  Time  had  nothing-more  of  night  nor  day 
Fer  hit  congealing  blood,  and  senses  dim ; 
And  how  this  heavy  faintness  passM  away 
He  knew  not,till  each  painful  pulseand  limb, 
An^  tingling  vein ,  seemed  throbbing  back 

to  life, 
For  Death,  though  vanquishM,  still  retired 

with  strife. 


His  eyes  he  opened,  shut,  again  unclosed, 
For  all  was  doubt  and  dizziness ;  he  thought 
He  still  was  in  the  boat,  and  had  but  dozed, 
And  felt  again  with  his  despair  overwrought. 
And  wiiih*d  it  death  in  which  he  had  reposed, 
And  then  once  more  his  feelings  back  were 

brought, 
And  slowly  by  his  swimming  eye  was  seen 
A  loTely  female  face  of  serenteen. 


Twaa  bending  close  o^er  his,  and  the  small 

month 
Seemed  almost  prying  into  his  for  breath ; 
And  chafing  him,the  soft  warm  hand  of  youth 
Recaird  his  answering  spirits  back  from 

death; 
And,bathiBg  his  chill  temples^tried  to  soothe 
Each  pulse  to  animation,  till  beneath 
Its  geatle  touch  and  trembling  care,  a  sigh 
To  theae  kind  efforts  made  a  low  reply. 


Then  waa  the  cordial  poured ,  and  mantle 

flung 
ArooBd  hie  ecarce-clad  limbs ;  and  the  fair 

arm 
Raised  higher  the  faint  head  which  o'er  it 

hung ; 
Aad  her  transparent  cheek,   all  pure  and 

warm, 
PillowM  his  death-like  forehead;  then  she 

wrung 
Bis  dewy  carls,   long  drench'd  by  every 

storm; 
And  watch'd  with  eagerness  each  throb  that 

drew 
A  ligh  from  his  heaved  bosom — and  hers  too. 

Aad  lifkieg  him  with  care  Into  the  cave, 
The  geotle  girl,  and  her  attendant,-— one 
Ysaag,  yet  her  elder,   and  of  brow  less 

grave. 
And  more  robust  of  figure, — then  begun 
Te  kindle  fire,  and  as  the  new  flames  gave 


Light  to  the  rocks  that  roofd  them,  which 

the  sun 
Had  never  seen,  the  maid,  or  whatsoe'er 
She  was,  appear 'd  distinct,  and  tall,  and 

fair. 


Her  brow  was  overhung  with  coins  of  ffold, 
That  sparkled  o'er  the  auburn  of  her  hair, 
Her  clustering  hair,  whose  longer  locks 

were  rolrd 
In  braids  behind,  and  though  her  stature 

were 
Even  of  the  highest  for  a  female  mould. 
They  nearly  reach'd  her  heel ;  and  in  her  air 
There   was   a   something  which  bespoke 

command. 
As  one  who  was  a  lady  in  the  land. 


Her  hair,  I  said,  was  auburn ;  but  her  eyes 
Were  black  as  death,  their  lashes  the  same 

hue , 
Of  downcast  length,  in  whose  silk-shadow 

lies 
Deepest  attraction,  for  when  to  the  view 
Forth  from  its  raven-fringe  the  full  glance 

flies. 
Ne'er  with  such  force  the  swiftest  arrow  flew; 
Tis  as  the  snake,  late  coird,  who  pours 

his  length, 
And  hurls  at  once  his  venom  and  his  strength. 


Her  brow  was  white  and  low,  her  cheek's 

pure  dye 

Like  twilight  rosy  still  with  the  set  sun ; 

Short  upper-lip — sweet  lips !  that  make  us 

sigh 

Ever  to  have  seen  such ;  for  she  was  one 

Fit  for  the  model  of  a  statuary 

(A  race  of  mere  impostors,  when  all's  done — 

I've  seen  much  finer  women,  ripe  and  real. 

Than  all  the  nonsense  of  their  stone-ideal). 


I'll  tell  you  why^  I  say  so,  for  'tis  just 
One  should  not  rail  without  a  decent  cause: 
There  was  an  Irish  lady,  to  whose  bust 
I  ne'er  saw  justice  done,  and  yet  she  was 
A  frequent  model ;  and  if  e'er  she  must 
Yield  to  stem  Time  and  Nature^s  wrinkling 

laws, 
They  will  destroy  a  face   which   mortal 

thought 
Ne'er  compass'd,  nor  less  mortal  chisel 

wrought. 


And  such  was  she,  the  lady  of  the  cave : 
Her  dress  was  very  different  from  theSpanish, 
Simpler,  and  yet  of  colours  not  so  grave; 
For,  as  you  know,the  Spanish  women  banish 
Bright  hues  when  out  of  doors ,  and  yet, 

while  wave 
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Aroand  them    (what  I   hope  will  never 

vanith) 
The  basqnina  and  the  mantilla,  they 
Seem  at  the  same  time  mystical  and  gay. 


Bat  with  our  damsel  this  was  not  the  case: 
Her  dress  was  many-colour'd.  finely  spun ; 
Her  locks  curl'd  negligently  round  her  face. 
But  through  them  gold  and  gems  profusely 

shone ; 
Her  girdle  sparkled,  and  the  richest  lace 
Flowed  in  her  veil,and  many  a  precious  stone 
Flashed  on  her  little  hand ;  but  what  was 

shocking, 
Her  small  snow-feet  had  slippers ,  but  no 

stocking. 

The  other  female*s  dress  was  not  unlike, 
But  of  inferior  materials:  she 
Had  not  so  many  ornaments  to  strike ; 
Her  hair  had  silver  only,  bound  to  bo 
Her  dowry ;  and  her  veil,  in  form  alike. 
Was  coarser;   and  her  air,   though  firm, 

less  free; 
Her  hair  was  thicker,  but  less  long ;  her  eyes 
As  black,  but  quicker,  and  of  smaller  size. 


And  these  two  tended  him,  and  cheered  him 

both 
With  food  and  raiment,  and  those  soft 

attentions. 
Which  are  (as  I  must  own)  of  female  growth, 
And  have  ten  thousand  delicate  inventions : 
They  made  a  most  superior  mess  of  broth, 
A  thing  which  poesy  but  seldom  mentions, 
But  the  best  dish  that  e*er  was  cookM  since 

Homer^s 
Achilles  ordered  dinner  for  new  comers. 


1*11  tell  you  who  they  were,  this  female  pairi 
Lest  they  should  seem  princesses  in  disguise; 
Besides,  I  hate  all  mystery,  and  that  air. 
Of  clap-trap,  which  your  recent  poets  prize ; 
And  so,  in  short,  the  girls  they  really  were 
They  shall  appear  before  your  curious  eyes. 
Mistress  and  maid;    the  first  was   only 

daughter 
Of  an  old  man  who  lived  upon  the  water. 


A  fisherman  he  had  been  in  his  youth. 
And  still  a  sort  of  fisherman  was  he; 
But  other  speculations  were,  in  sooth. 
Added  to  his  connexion  with  the  sea. 
Perhaps  not  so  respectable,  in  truth: 
A  little  smuggling,  and  some  piracy, 
Left  him,  at  last,  the  sole  of  many  masters 
Of  an  ill-gotten  million  of  piasters. 


A  fisher,  therefore,  was  he— though  of  men, 
Like  Peter  the  Apostle,^and  he  fish*d 


For  wandering  merchant- vesseb ,  now  and 

then. 
And  sometimes  caught  as  many  as  he  wishM; 
The  cargoes  he  confiscated,  and  gain 
He  sought  in  the  slave- market  too,   and 

dish'd 
Full  many  a  morsel  for  that  Turkish  trade. 
By  which,no  doubt,a  good  deal  may  be  made. 


^ 


He  was  a  Greek,  and  on  his  isle  had  built 
One  of  the  wild  and  smaller  Cyclades) 

very  handsome  house  from  out  his  guilt. 
And  there  he  lived  exceedingly  at  ease ; 
Heaven  knows  what  cash  he  got,  or  blood 

he  spilt, 
A  sad  old  fellow  was  he,  if  you  please. 
But  this  I  know,  it  was  a  spacious  building. 
Full  of  barbaric  carving,  paint,  and  gilding. 


He  had  an  only  daughter,  calPd  Haidee, 
The  greatest  heiress  of  the  £astem  Isles : 
Besides,  so  very  beautiful  was  she. 
Her  dowry  was  as  nothing  to  her  smiles : 
Still  in  her  teens,  and  like  a  lovely  tree 
She  grew  to  womanhood,and  between  whiles 
Rejected  several  suifbrs,  just  to  learn 
How  to  accept  a  better  in  his  turn. 


And  walking  out  upon  the  beach,  below 
The  cliff,  towards  sunset,  on  that  day  she 

found. 
Insensible,— not  dead,  but  nearly  so, — 
Don  Juan,  almost  famish*d,and  half  drown 'd; 
But  being  naked,   she  was  shocked,   you 

know. 
Yet  deemed  herself  in  common  pity  bound, 
As  far  as  in  her  lay,  ^^to  take  him  in, 
A  stranger"  dying,  with  so  white  a  skin. 


But  taking  him  into  her  father's  house 
Was  not  exactly  the  best  way  to  save. 
But  like  conveying  to  the  cat  the  mouse, 
Or  people  in  a  trance  into  their  grave ; 
Because  the  good  old  man  had  so  much 

"VOWf," 

Unlike  the  honest  Arab  thieves  so  brave. 
He    would    have    hospitably    cured    the 

stranger. 
And  told  him  instantly,  when  out  of  danger. 


And  therefore,  with  her  maid,  she  thought 

it  best 
(A  virgin  always  on  her  maid  relies) 
To  place  him  in  the  cave  for  present  rest : 
And  when,  at  last,  he  open'd  his  black  eyes. 
Their  charity  increased  about  their  guest; 
And  their  compassion  grew  to  such  a  size. 
It  ope nM  half  the  turnpike-gates  to  heaven— 
(St  Paul  says  *tis  the  toll  which  must  be 

given.) 
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Thej  made  a  fire ,  but  such  a  fire  as  they 
Upon  the  mnment  could  contrive  with  such 
Materials  as  were  cast  up  round  the  bay, 
Some  broken  planks,  and  oars,  that  to  the 

touch 
Were  nearly  tinder,  since  so  long  they  lay 
A  mast  was  almost  crumbled  to  a  crutch; 
Bat,  by  God^s  grace ,  here  wrecks  were  in 

such  plenty. 
That  there  was  fuel  tohavefnrnishM  twenty. 


He  had  a  bed  of  furs  and  a  pelisse, 
For  Haidee  strippM  her  sables  off  to  make 
His  couch;  and,that  he  might  be  more  at  ease. 
And  warm,  in  case  by  chance  he  should 

awake, 
They  also  gave  a  petticoat  apiece. 
She  and  her  nmid^and  promised  by  day-break 
To  pay  him  a  fresh  visit,  with  a  dish 
For  breakfast,  of  eggs,coffee,  bread,and  fish. 


And  thna  they  left  him  to  his  lone  repose : 
Juan  slept  like  a  top,  or  like  the  dead. 
Who  sleep  at  last,  perhaps^fGod  only  knows) 
Just  for  the  present;  and  m  his  lulTd  head 
Not  eren  a  vision  of  his  former  woes 
Throbbed  in  accursed  dreams,  which  some- 
times spread 
Unwelcome  visions  of  our  former  years. 
Till  the  eye,  cheated,  opens  thick  with  tears. 


Voung  Juan  slept  all  dreamless :  —but  the 

maid. 
Who  smoothM  his  pillow,  as  she  left  the  den 
LookM  back  upon  him,  and  a  moment  stayM, 
And  turned,  believing  that  he  caird  again. 
lie  slumbered  ;  yet  she  thought,at  least  she 

said, 
(The  heart  will  slip  even  as  the  tongue 

and  pen). 
He  had  pronounced  her  name — but  she  forgot 
That  at  this  moment  Juan  knew  it  not. 


Aod  pensive  to  her  father's  house  she  went, 
Eajoining  silence  strict  to  Zoe,  who 
Better  than  her  knew  what,in  fact,she  meant, 
fihe  being  wiser  by  a  year  or  two ; 
A  year  or  two 's  an  age  when  rightly  spent, 
Aad  Zoe  spent  hers  as  most  women  do. 
In  gaining  all  that  useful  sort  of  knowledge 
is  aequired  in   Nature's  .good  ol^ 

college. 


The  mom  broke,  and  found  Juan  slumbering 

still 
Fait  in  his  cave,  and  nothing  clashed  upon 
ffis  rest ;   the  rushing  of  the  neighbouring 

rill, 
lad  the  young  beams  of  the  excluded  sun, 
Tnmbled  htm  not,and  he  might  sleep  his  fill; 


And  need  he  had  of  slumber  yet,  for  none 
Had    suffered   more  —  his  hardships   were 

comparative 
To  those  relatedin  my  grand-dad's  Nav- 

rative. 


Not  so  Haidee ;  she  sadly  toss'd  and  tumbled, 
And  started  from  her  s]e«p,  and,  turning  o'er, 
Dream'd  of  a  thousand  wrecks,  o'er  which 

she  stumbled. 
And   handsome  corpses   strew'd   upon  the 

shore ; 
And  woke   her  maid    so   early  that   she 

grumbled. 
And  call'd  her  father's  old  slaves  up,  who 

swore 
In  several  oaths — Armenian,   Turk,  and 

Greek, — 
They  knew  not  what  to  think  of  such  a  freak. 


But  up  she  got,  and  up  she  made  th^m  get, 
With  some  pretence  about  the  sun,  that 

makes 
Sweet  skies  just  when  he  rises,  or  is  set ; 
And  'tis,no  doubt,a  sight  to  see  when  breaks 
Bright  Phoebus,  while  the  mountains  still 

are  wet 
With  mist,  and  every  bird  witli  him  awakes, 
And  night  is  flung  off  like  a  mourning-suil 
Worn  for  a  husband,  or  some  other  brute. 


I  say,  the  sun  is  a  most  glorious  sight, 
I've  seen  him  rise  full  oft,  indeed  of  late 
I  have  sat  up  on  purpose  all  the  night, 
Which  hastens,  as  physicians  say,  one's  fate; 
And  so  all  ye,  who  would  be  in  the  right 
In  health  and  purse,  begin  your  day  to  date 
From   day-break,    and   when    coffin'd   at 

fourscore. 
Engrave  upon  the  plate ,  you  rose  at  four. 


And  Haidee  met  the  morning  face  to  face ; 
Her  own  was  freshest,thongh  a  feverish  flush 
Had  dyed  it  with  the  headlong  blood,  whose 

race 
From  heart  to  cheek  is  curb'd  into  a  blush, 
Like  to  a  torrent  which  a  mountain's  base. 
That  tiverpowers  some  Alpine-river's  rush. 
Checks  to  a  lake ,  whose  waves  in  circles 

spread ; 
Or  the  Hed  Sea — but  the  sea  is  not  red. 


And  down  the  cliiT  the  island-virgin  came. 
And  near  the  cave  her  quick  light  footsteps 

drew. 
While  tlie  sun  smiled  on  her  with  his  first 

flame. 
And   young  Aurora   kiss'd  her  lips   with 

dew. 
Taking  her  for  a  sister  ;  just  the  same 
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Mistake  you  wuald  haTe  made  on  teeing  the 

two, 
Although  the  mortal,  quite  as  fresh  and  fair, 
Had  all  the  advantage  too  of  not  heing  air. 


And  when  into  the  cavern  Haidee  stepped. 
All  timidly,  yet  rapidly,  she  saw 
That  like  an  infant  Juan  sweetly  slept ; 
And  then  she  stopp^d,and  stood  as  if  in  awe 
(For  sleep  is  awful),  and  on  tiptoe  crept 
And  wrapt  him  closer,  lest  the  air,  too  raw. 
Should  reach  hin  blood;  then   o'er  him, 

still  as  death. 
Bent  with  hushM  lips  that  drank  his  scarce- 
drawn  breath. 


And  thus,  like  to  an  angel  o'er  the  dying 
Who  die  in  righteousness,  she  lean'd ;  and 

there 
All    tranquilly    the   shipwrecked  boy  was 

lying, 
Ai  o'er  him  lay  the  calm  and  stirless  air : 
But  Zoe  the  meantime  some  eggs  was  frying. 
Since,  after  all,  no  doubt  the  youthful  pair 
Must  breakfast,    and  betimes  — lest  they 

should  ask  it. 
She  drew  out  her  provision  from  the  basket. 


She  knew  that  the  best  feelings  must  have 

victual. 

And    that   a    shipwrecked    youth    would 

hungry  be ; 

Besides,beingless  in  love,she  yawn'd  a  little. 

And  felt  her  veins  chill'd  by  the  neigh- 
bouring tea; 

And  to,  she  cook'd  their  breakfast  to  •  tittle; 

I  can't  say  that  she  gave  them  any  tea. 

But  there  were  eggs,  fruit,  coffee,  bread, 

fish,  honey. 

With  Scio-wine,  — and  all  for  love,   not 

money. 


And  Zoe ,  when  the  eggs  were  ready,  and 
The  coffee  made,  would  fain  have  waken'd 

Juan; 
But  Haidee  stopp'd  her  with  her  quick  tnuill 

hand. 
And  without  word,  a  sign  her  finger  drew  on 
Her  lip,  which  Zoe  needs  must  understand ; 
And,  the  first  breakfast  spoil'd,  prepared  a 

new  one. 
Because  her  mistress  would  not  let  her  break 
That  sleep  which  seem'd  as  it  would  ne^er 

awake. 


For  still  he  lay  and  on  his  thin  worn  cheek 
A  purple  hectic  play'd  like  dying  day 
On   the  snow  -  tops  of  distant   hills ;   the 

streak 
Of  sufferance  yet  upon  his  forehead  lay. 


Where   the   blue   veins    look'd   shadowy, 

shrunk,  and  weak; 

And  his  black  curls  were  dewy  with  the 

spray. 

Which  weigh'd  upon  them  yet,  all  damp 

and  salt, 

Mix'd  with  the  stony  vapours  of  the  vault. 


And  she  bent  o'er  him,  and  he  lay  beneatli, 
Hush'd  as  the  babe  upon  its  mother's  breast, 
Droop'd  as  the  willow  when  no  winds  can 

breathe, 
Lull'd  like  the  depth  of  ocean   when    at 

rest. 
Fair  as  the  crowning  rose  of  the   whole 

wreath. 
Soft  as  the  callow  cygnet  in  its  nest ; 
In  short,  he  was  a  veiy  pretty  fellow. 
Although  his  woes  had  tum'd  him  rather 

yellow. 


He  woke  and  gaxed,  atid  would  have  slept 

again. 
But  the  fair  face  which  met  his  eyes  forbade 
Those  eyes  to  close,  though  weariness  and 

pain 
Had  further  sleep  a  further  pleasure  made; 
For  woman's  face  was  never  form'd  in  vain 
For  Juan,  so  that  even  when  he  pray'd 
He  tum'd  from  grisly  saints,  and  martyrs 

hairy. 
To  the  sweet  portraits  of  the  Virgin  Mary. 


And  thus  upon  his  elbow  he  arose. 
And  look'd  upon  the  ladv  in  whose  cheek 
The  pale-  contended  with  the  purple-rose. 
As  with  an  effort  she  began  to  speak  ; 
Her  eyes  were  eloquent ,  her  words  would 

pose. 
Although  she  told  him,   in  good  modem 

6reel[, 
With  an  Ionian  accent,  low  and  sweet. 
That  he  was  faint,  and  must  not  talk,but  eat. 


Now  Juan  could  not  understand  a  word. 
Being  no  Grecian ;  but  he  had  an  ear. 
And  her  voice  was  the  warble  of  a  bird. 
So  soft,  so  sweet,  so  delicately  clear. 
That  finer,  simpler  music  ne'er  was  heard; 
The  sort  of  sound  we  echo  with  a  tear. 
Without  knowing  why — an  overpowering 

tone. 
Whence  Melody  descends  as  from  a  throne. 


And  Juan  gazed  as  one  who  is  awoke 
By  a  distant  organ,  doubting  if  he  be 
Not  yet  a  dreamer,  till  the  spell  is  broke 
By  die  watchman,  or  some  such  reality. 
Or  by  one's  early  valet's  cursed  knock ; 
At  least  it  is  a  heavy  sound  to  me. 
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Who   like    a    noiiiing-slnmber  —  for  the 

night 
Showt  0tan  and  women  in  a  better  light. 


And  Juan,too,was  hel|i'd  out  from  hif  dream, 
Or  »leep ,  or  whatioe'er  it  was,  bj  feeling 
A  most  prodigions  appetite :  the  steam 
Of  Zoe's  cookery  no  doubt  was  stealing 
Upon  his  senses,  and  the  kindling  beam 
Of  the  new  fire,which  Zo€  kept  up,kneeling, 
To  stir  her  Tiands ,  made  him  quite  awake 
And  long  for  food,  but  chiefly  a  beef-steak. 


Bat  beef  is  rare  within  these  oxless  isles; 
Goat's  flesh  there  is,  no  donbt,  and  kid, 

and  mutton. 
And,  when  a  holiday  upon  them  smiles, 
A  joint  apon  their  barbarous  spits  they 

put  on: 
Bat  this  occurs  but  seldom,  between  whiles. 
For  some  of  these  are  rocks  with  scarce  a 

hut  on, 
Others  are  fair  and  fertile,  among  which 
This ,   though  not  large ,  was  one  of  the 

most  rich. 


I  say  thai  beef  is  rare,and  can't  help  thinking 
lliat  the  old  ftible  of  the  Minotaur^ 
FroB  which  our  modem  morals ,   rightly 

shrinking, 
Condemn  the  royal  lady's  taste  who  wore 
A  cow's  shape  for  a  mask — was  only  (sinking 
The  allegory)  a  mere  type,  no  more. 
That  Pasiphae  promoted  breeding  cattle. 
To  make  the  Cretans  bloodier  in  battle. 


Per  we  all  know  that  English  people  are 
Fed  upon  beef— I  won't  say  much  of  beer, 
Because  His  liquor  only,  and  being  far 
From  this  my  subject,  has  no  business  here ; 
We  know,  too,  they  are  Tery  fond  of  war, 
A  pleafme—like  all  pleasures— rather  dear; 
So  were  the  Cretans — from  which  I  infer 
That  beef  and  battles  both  were  owing  to  her. 


Bat  to  rerame.  The  languid  Juan  raised 
ffis  head  upon  his  elbow,  and  he  saw 
A  ti|cht  on  which  he  had  not  lately  gazed. 
As  all  hif  latter  meals  had  been  quite  raw. 
Three  or  four  things,  for  which  the  Lord 

he  praised, 
Aad^feeling  still  the  famish'd  vulture  gnaw. 
Be  fell  npon  whate'er  was  oifer'd,  like 
A  priett,  a  shark,  an  alderman,  or  pike. 


Iirate,and  he  was  well  supplied  ;  and  she. 
Who  watch'd  him  like  a  mother ,   would 

have  fed 
Hffii  poai  all  ho«ndt,beetniseshe  smiled  to  see 


Such  appetite  In  one  she  had  deem'd  dead : 
But  Zoe,  being  older  than  Haidee, 
Knew  (by  tradition,  for  she  ne'er  had  read) 
That  famish'd  people  must  be  slowly  nnrst. 
And  fed  by  spoonf nl8,el8e  they  always  bunt. 


And  so  she  took  the  liberty  to  state. 
Rather  by  deeds  than  words,because  the  case 
Was  urgent,  that  the  gentleman,  whose  fate 
Had  made  her  mistress  quit  her  bed  to  trace 
The  sea-shore  at  this  hour,  must  leave  his 

plate. 
Unless  he  wish'd  to  die  upon  the  place — . 
She  snatch'd  it,  and  refused  another  morsel. 
Saying ,  he  had  gorged  enough  to  make  a 

horse  ill. 


Next  they — he  being  naked,  save  a  tatter'd 
Pair  of  scarce  decent  trowsers— went  to  work. 
And  in  the  fire  his  recent  rags  they  scatter'd. 
And  dress'd  him,  for  the  present,  luce  a  Turk, 
Or  Greek— that  is,   although  it  not  much 

matter'd. 
Omitting  turban,  slippers,  pistols,  dirk,— 
They  fumish'd  him,    entire  except  some 

stitches, 
With  a  clean  shirt,    and   very  spacious 

breeches. 


And  then  fair  Haidee  tried  her  tongue  at 

speaking. 
But  not  a  word  could  Juan  comprehend. 
Although  he  listen'd    so  that  the  young 

Greek  in 
Her  uftstness  would  ne'er  have  made  an 

end ; 
And,  as  he  interrupted  not,  went  eking 
Her  speech  out  to  her  prot($g^  and  friend. 
Till  pausing  at  the  last  her  breath  to  take. 
She  saw  he  did  not  understand  Romaic. 


And  then  she  had  recourse  to  nods,  and  signs, 
And  smiles,  and  sparkles  of  the  speaking  eye, 
And  read  (the  only  book  she  could)  the  lines 
Of  his  fair  face,  and  found,  by  sympathy. 
The  answer  eloquent,  where  the  soul  shines 
And  darts  in  one  quick  glance  a  long  reply; 
And  thus  in  every  look  she  saw  exprest 
A  world  of  words,  and  things  at  which  she 

guess'd. 


And  now,  by  dint  of  fingers  and  of  eyes. 
And  words  repeated  after  her,  he  took 
A  lesson  in  her  tongue ;  but  by  surmise. 
No  doubt ,   less  of  her  language  than  her 

look: 
As  he  who  studies  fervently  the  skies 
Turns  uftoner  to  the  stars  tnan  to  his  book. 
Thus  Juan  leam'd  his  alpha  beta  better 
From  Haidee'i  glooce  than  any  graven  letter. 
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^U  pleasing  to  be  schooi'd  in  a  strange 

tongnp 
By  female  lip8  and  eyes  — that  is,    I  mean, 
When  both  the  teacher  and  the  taught  are 

young. 
As  was  the  case,  at  least,  where  I  have  been; 
They  smile  so  when  one^s  right,  and  when 

one*s  wrong 
They  smile  still  more,  and  then  there  in- 

terrene 
Pressure  of  hands,  perhaps  eyen  a  chaste 

kiss;— 
I  leam'd  the  little  that  I  know  by  this: 

That  is,  some  words  ofSpanii^h,  Turk,  and 

Greek, 
Italian  not  at  all,  having  no  teachers ; 
Much  Englitih  I  cannot  pretend  to  speak. 
Learning  that  language  chiefly  from  its 

preachers, 
Barrow,  South,  Tillotson,  whom  every  week 
I  study,  also  Blair,  the  highest  reachen 
Of  eloquence  in  piety  and  prose — 
I  hate  your  poets,  so  read  none  of  those. 

As  for  the  ladies,  1  have  nought  to  say, 
A  wandd^er  from  theBritish  world  of  fashion. 
Where  I,  like  other  ^'dogs,have  had  my  day," 
Like  other  men  too^   may  have  had   my 

passion— 
But  that,  like  other  things,  has  passed  away: 
And  all  her  fools  whom  I  could  lay  the 

lash  on. 
Foes,  friends,  men,  women,  now  are  nought 

to  me 
But  dreams  of  what  has  been,  nomoaptobe. 

Return  we  to  Don  Juan.    He  begun 
To  hear  new  words,  and  to  repeat  them ;  but 
Some  feelings,  universal  as  the  sun. 
Were  such   as  could  not  in  his  breast  be 

shut 
More  than  within  the  bosom  of  a  nun : 
He  was  in  love~as  you  would  be,  no  doubt. 
With  a  young  benefactress, — so  was  she. 
Just  in  the  way  we  ytry  often  see. 


And  every  day  by  day-^break — rather  early 
For  Juan,  who  was  somewhat  fond  of  rest — 
She  came  into  the  cave,  but  it  was  merely 
To  see  her  bird  reposing  in  his  nest; 
And  she  would  softly  stir  his  locks  so  curly. 
Without  disturbing    her  yet  slumbering 

guest, 
Breathing  all  gently  o^cr  his  cheek  and 

mouth. 
As  o^er  a  bed  of  roses  the  sweet  south. 


And  every  morn  his  colour  freshlier  came. 


And  every  day  help'd  on  his  convaleaoeace ;  Such  plentiful  precautions,  that  still  he 


^Twas  well,   because  health  in  the  human 

frame 
Is  pleasant,  besides  being  true  love's  essence, 
For  health  and  idleness  to  pa^bion^s  flame 
Are  oil  and  gunpowder;   and  some  good 

lemons 
Are  also  learnt  from  Ceres  and  from  Bacchus, 
Without  whom  Venus  will  not  long  attack  us. 


While  Venus  fills  the  heart  (without  heart 

really 
Love,   though   good  always,    it  not  quite 

80  good) 
Ceres  presents  a  plate  of  vermicelli — 
For  love  must  be  sustained  like  flesh  and 

blood,— 
While  Bacchus  pours  out  Mine,  or  liand< 

a  jelly : 
Eggs,  oysters  too,  are  amatory  food ; 
But  who  is  their  purveyor  from  above 
Heaven  knows, — it  may  be  \eptune.  Fan. 

or  Jove. 


When  Juan   woke,    he   found  some  good 

things  ready, 
A  bath,  a  breakfast,  and  the  finent  eyes 
lliat  ever  made  a  youthful  heart  less  steady, 
Bcciides  her  maid^s,  as  pretty  for  their  size; 
But  I  have  spoken  of  all  this  already. 
And  repetition  *s  tiresome  and  unwise; 
Well— Juan,  after  bathing  in  the  sea. 
Came  always  back  to  cofl'ee  and  Ilaideo. 


Both  were  so  young,   and  one  so  innocent. 
That  bathing   passed   for   nothing;  Juan 

seemed 
To  her,  as  *twere,  the  kind  of  being  sent. 
Of  whom  these  two  years  she  had  nightly 

dream'd, 
A  something  to  be  loved,  a  creature  meant 
To  be  her  happiness,  and  whom  she  deem'd 
To  render  happy ;  all  who  joy  would  win 
Must  share  it, — Happiness  was  bom  a  twin. 


It  was  such  pleasure  to  behold  him,    such 
Enlargement  of  existence  to  partake 
^ature  with  him,    to  thrill   beneath  his 

touch, 
To  watch  him  slumbering,  and  to  see  him 

wake : 
To  live  with  him  for  ever  were  too  much; 
But  then  the  thought  of  parting  made  her 

quake: 
He  was  her  own,  her  ocean-treasure,  cast 
Like  a  rich  wreck — her  first  love  and  her 

last. 


And  thus  a  moon  roHM  on,  and  fatrllaidee 
Paid  daily  visits  to  her  boy,  and  took 


Cum  U. 


DON    JUAN. 


St.  17ft-lM.      Ig9 


RcfMiiB^d  unknown  within  hh  craggy  nook : 
At  last  her  fafcher^s  prows  put  oat  to  sea, 
For  certain  merchantmen  apon  the  look, 
Not  as  of  yore  to  carry  off  an  lo. 
Bat  tliree  Hagnsan  vessels,  hound  for  SciO. 


Then  came  her  freedom,  for  she  had  no 

mother. 
So  that,  her  father  being  at  sea,  she  was 
Free  a»  a  married  woman,  or  such  other 
Fi-male,  as  where  she  likes  may  freely  pass, 
W  iihout  even  the  incumbrance  of  a  brother. 
The  freest  she  that  ever  gazed  on  glass : 
1  fiipeak  of  Christian  lands  in  this  comparison. 
Where  wives,  at  least,  are  seldom  kept  in 

garriflon. 


\ow  she  prolong^  her  visits  and  her  talk 
( For  they  must  talk),  and  he  had  learnt  to  gay 
So  much  as  to  propose  to  take  a  walk, — 
For  little  had  he  wandered  since  the  day 
On  which,    like  a  young  flower  snapped 

from  the  stalk, 
Drooping  and  dewy  on  the  beach  he  lay,— 
And  thus  they  walk'd  out  in  the  afterntion, 
And  saw  the  sun  set  opposite  the  moon. 


It  was  a  wild  and  break er-boaten  coast. 
With  cliffs  above,  and  a  broad  sandy  shore. 
Guarded  by  shoals  and  rocks  as  by  an  host. 
With  here  and  there  a  creek,  whose  aspect 

wore 
A  better  welcome  to  the  tempest-tost; 
And  rarely  ceased  the  haughty  billow ^s  roar. 
Save  on  the  dead-long  summer-days,  which 

make 
The  outstretched  ocean  glitter  like  a  lake. 


And  the  small  ripple  spilt  upon  the  beach 
Scarcely    o^erpass'd    the    cream    of   your 

champaigne. 
When  o'er  the  brim  the  sparkling  bumpers 

rearh, 
That  spring-dew  of  the  spirit!   the  hearths 

rain ! 
Few  things  surpass  old  wine ;  and  they  may 

preach 
Ulio  please^— the  more  because  they  preach 

in  vain, — 
Let  OS  have  wine  and  woman,  mirth  and 

laughter, 
Scnnona  and  soda-water  the  day  after. 

Man,  being  reasonable,  must  get  drunk ; 
The  heat  of  life  is  but  intoxication  : 
Glory,  the  grape,  love,gold,in  these  are  sunk 
The  hopes  of  all  men,  and  of  every  nation; 
Without  their  sap,  how   branchless  were 

the  trunk 
Of  life's  straage  tree,  so  fruitful  on  occasion: 


But  to  return,  ~Oet  very  drunk ;  and  when 
Vou  wake  with  head-ache,  you  shall  see 

what  then. 


Ring  for  your  valet—  bid  him  quickly  bring 
Some  hock  and  soda-water,  then  yon^il  know 
A  pleasure  worthy  Xerxes  the  great  king ; 
For  not  the  blessed  sherbet,  sublimed  with 

snow, 
Nor  the  first  sparkle  of  the  desert-spring, 
Nor  Burgundy  in  all  its  sunset-glow. 
After  long  travel,  ennui,  love,  or  slaughter. 
Vie  with  that  draught  of  hock  and  soda- 
water. 


The  coast — I  think  it  was  the  coast  that  1 
Was  just  describing — Yes,  it  uhu  the  coast— 
Lay  at  this  period  quiet  as  the  sky. 
The  sands  untumbled,  the  blue  waves  nn- 

tost. 
And  all  was  stillness,  save  the  sea-bird's  cry, 
And  dolphin's  leap,  and  little  billow  crost 
By  some  low  rock  or  shelve,  that  made  it  fret 
Against  the  boundary  it  scarcely  wet. 


And  forth  they  wander'd,  her  sire  being  gone, 
As  I  have  said,  upon  an  expedition ; 
And  mother,  brother,  g^ardian,she  had  none, 
Save  Zoe,  who  although  with  due  precision 
She  waited  on  her  lady  with  the  sun, 
Thought  daily  service  was  her  only  missioa, 
Beinging  warm  water,  wreathing  her  long 

tresses. 
And  asking  now  and  then  for  cast-off  dresses. 


It  was  the  cooling  hour,  just  when  the 

rounded 
Red  sun  sinks  down  behind  the  asure  hill, 
Which  then  seems  as  if  the  whole  earth  it 

bounded, 
Circling  all  nature,  husli'd,  and  dim,  and 

still, 
With  the  far  mountain -crescent  half  sur- 
rounded 
On  one  side,  and  the  deep  sea  ralm  and  chill 
Upon  the  other,  and  the  rosy  sky. 
With  one  star  sparkling  through  it  like  an 

eye. 


And  thus  they  wandcr'd  forth,  and  hand  in 

hand. 
Over  the  shining  pebbles  and  the  shells. 
Glided  along  the  smooth  and  hardened  sand. 
And  in  the  worn  and  wild  receptacles 
Work'd   by  the  storms,    yet  work'd  as  it' 

were  planned. 
In  hollow  halls,  with  sparry  roofs  and  cells. 
They  tum'd  to  rest;  and  each  rlasp'd   by 

an  arm. 
Yielded  to  the  deep  twilight's  purple  charm. 
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Thej  looked  op  to  the  tky,  whote  floating 

glow 
Spread  like  a  rosy  ocean,  Tast  and  bright; 
They  gazed  upon  the  glittering  sea  below, 
Whence  the  broad  moon  rose  circling  into 

sight; 
lliey  heard  the  waves  splash,  and  the  wind 

so  low, 
And   saw   each  otlier^s  dark  eye»  darting 

light 
Into  each  other— and,  beholding  this, 
Their  lips  drew  near,  and  clung  into  a  kiss; 


A  long,   long  kiss,  a  kiss  of  youth,  and 

love. 
And  beauty,  all  concentrating  like  rays 
Into  one  focus,  kindled  from  above; 
Such  kisses  as  belong  to  early  days, 
Where  heart,  and  soul,  and  sense,  in  con- 
cert move. 
And  the  blood  ^s  lava,  and  the  pulse  a  blaxe. 
Each   kiss  a  heart-quake,  —  for  a  kiss's 

strength, 
I  think  it  must  be  reckoned  by  its  length. 


By  length  1  mean  duration ;  theirs  endured 
Heaven  knows  how  long — no  doubt  they 

never  reckoned ; 
And  if  they  had,  they  could  not  have  secured 
The  sum  of  their  sensations  to  a  second : 
They  had  not  spoken ;  but  they  felt  allured. 
As  if  their  souls  and  lips  each  other  beckonM, 
Which,  being  joined,  like  swarming  bees 

they  clung  ~ 
Their  hearts  ^e  flowers  from  whence  the 

honey  sprui^. 


They  were  alone,  but  not  alone  as  they 
Who  shut  in  chambers  think  it  loneliness; 
The  silent  ocean,  and  the  starlight-bay, 
The  twilight-glow,  which  momently  grew 

less. 
The  voiceless  sands,  and  dropping  caves, 

that  lay 
Around  them,  made  them  to  each  other 

press. 
As  if  there  were  no  life  beneath  the  sky 
Save  theirs,and  that  their  life  could  never  die. 


They  fearM  no  eyes  nor  ears  on  that  lone 

beach, 
The^  felt  no  terrors  f^rom  the  niglit,tliey  were 
All  m  all  to  each  other :  though  their  speech 
Was  broken  words,  they  thought  a  language 

there, — 
And  all  the  burning  tongues  the  passions 

teach 
Found  in  one  sigh  the  best  interpreter 
Of  Nature's  oracle— first  love, — ^that  all 
Which  Eve  has  left  her  daughters  since 

lier  iaU. 


Haidee  spoke  not  of  scruples,  ask'd  no  vows. 
Nor  offered  any;  she  had  never  heard 
Of  plight  and  promifies  to  be  a  spouse. 
Or  perils  by  a  loving  maid  incurred ; 
She  was  all  which  pure  ignorance  allows. 
And  flew  to  her  young  mate  like  a  young 

bird; 
And,  never  having  dreamt  of  falsehood,  she 
Had  not  one  word  to  say  of  constancy. 


She  loved,  and  was  beloved— she  adored. 
And   she  was  worshipped,    after  nature*s 

fashion ; 
Their  intense  souls,  into  each  other  pour'd. 
If  souls  could  die,  had  perished  in  that 

passion, — 
But  by  degrees  their  senses  were  restored. 
Again  to  be  overcome,  again  to  dash  on ; 
And,  beating   'gainst  hia  bosom,  Haidee's 

heart 
Felt  as  if  never  more  to  beat  apart. 


Alas  I 'they  were  so  young,  so  beautiful, 
So  lonely,  loving,  helpless,  and  the  hour 
Was  that  in  which  the  heart  is  always  full, 
And,  having  o'er  itself  no  JFurther  power. 
Prompts  deeds  .eternity  can  not  annul. 
But  pays  ofi*  moments  in  an  endless  shower 
Of  hell-fire — all  prepared  for  people  giving 
Pleasure  or  pain  to  one  another  living. 


Alas !  for  Juan  and  Haidee !  they  were 
So  loving  and  so  lovely— till  then  never. 
Excepting  our  first  parents,  such  a  pair 
Had  run  the  risk  of  being  damn'd  for  ever; 
And  Haidee,  being  devout  as  well  as  fair, 
Had,daubtless,hes^  about  theStygian  river. 
And  hell  and  purgatory -but  forgot 
Just  in  the  very  crisis  she  should  not. 


They  look  upon  each  other,  and  their  eyes 
Gleam  in  the  moonlight ;  and  her  white 

arm  clasps 
Round  Juan's  head,  and  his  around  hers  lies 
Half  buried  in  the  tresses  which  it  grasps; 
She  sits   upon   his  knee,   and  drinks  his 

sighs. 
He  hers,  until  they  end  in  broken  gasps ; 
And  thus  they  form  a  group  that's  quite 

antique. 
Half  naked,  loving,  natural,  and  Greek. 


And  when  those  deep  and  burning  moments 

pass'd. 
And  Juan  sunk  to  sleep  within  her  arms. 
She  slept  not,  but  all  tenderly,  though  fast, 
Sustain'd  his  head  upon  her  bosom's  charms ; 
And  now  and  then  her  eye  to  heaven  is  cast. 
And  then  on  the  pale  cheek  her  breast  now 

warms. 
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Pillow'd  on  her  o^rflowlng  heart,  which 

pants 
With  all  it  granted,  and  with  all  it  g;nuit8. 


An  infont  when  it  gasei  on  a  light, 

A  child  the  moment  when  it  drains  the 

breast, 
A  deTotee  when  soars  the  Host  in  sight. 
An  Arab  with  a  stranger  for  a  guest, 
A  sailor  when  the  prize  has  struck  in  fight, 
A  miser  filling  his  most  hoarded  chest. 
Peel   rapture;  bat  not  such  true  joy  are 

reaping 
As  they  who  watch  o*er  what  they  lore 

while  sleeping. 


For  there  it  lies  so  tranquil,  so  beloved. 
All  that  it  hath  of  life  with  us  is  liiing; 
So  gentle,  stirless,  helpless,  and  unmoved, 
And  all  unconscious  of  the  joy  'tis  giving; 
All  it  hath  felt,  inflicted,  passed,  and  proved, 
HnshM  into  depths  beyond  the  watcher's 

di?ing ; 
There  lies  the  thing  we  love  with  all  its 

errors 
And  all  its  charms,  like  death  without  its 

terrors. 


The  lady  wmtch*d  her  lover  *and  that  hour 
Of  Love's,  and  Night's,  and  Ocean's  solitude, 
O'erflow'd  her  soul  with  their  united  power ; 
Amidst  the  barren  sand  and  rocks  so  rude 
She   and  her  wave-worn  love  had  made 

their  bower, 
Where  nought  upon  their  passion   could 

intrude. 
And  all  the  stars  that  crowded  the  blue  space 
Saw  nothing  happier  than  her  glowing  face. 


Alas!  the  love  of  women!  it  is  known 
To  be  a  lovely  and  a  fearful  thing; 
For  all  of  theirs  upon  that  die  is  thrown, 
And  if  tis  lost,  life  hath  no  more  to  bring 
To  them  but  mockeries  of  the  past  alone. 
And  their  revenge  is  as  the  tiger's  spring. 
Deadly,    and  quick,    and   crushing;    yet, 

as  real 
Torture  Is  theirs,  what  they  inflict  they  feel. 


lli^  are  right ;  for  man,  to  man  so  oft  uigust, 
b  always  so  to  women ;  one  sole  bond 
Awaits  them,  treachery  is  all  their  trust; 
Tnght  to  conceal,  their  bursting  hearts 

despond 
Ow  their  Idol,  till  some  wealthier  lust 
liys  them   in  marriage — and  what  rests 

beyond  ? 
A dbank lam  husband,  next  a  faithless  lover, 
IWa  dreaeiog,  nursing,  praying,  and  all's 

over. 


Some  take  a  lover,  some  take  drams  or 

prayers. 
Some  mind  their  household,   others  dissi- 
pation. 
Some  run  away, and  but  exchange  their  cares. 
Losing  the  advantage  of  a  virtuous  station ; 
Few  changes  e'er  can  better  their  affairs. 
Theirs  being  an  unnatural  situation, 
From  the  dull  palace  to  the  dirty  hovel : 
Some  play  the  devil,  and  then  write  a  novel. 


Haidee  was  Nature's  bride,  and  knew  not  this; 
Haidee  was  Passion's  child,  born  where  the 

sun 
Showers  triple  light,  and  scorches  even  the 

kiss 
Of  his  gaxelle-eyed  daughters;  she  was  one 
Made  but  to  love,  to  feel  that  she  was  his 
Who  was  her  chosen :  what  was  said  or  done 
Elsewhere  was  nothing— She  had  nought  to 

fear, 
Hope,   care,   nor  love  beyond,  her  heart 

beat  here. 


And  oh!  that  quickening  of  the  heart,  that 

beat ! 
How  much  it  costs  us  I  yet  each  rising  throb 
Is  in  its  cause  as  its  effect  so  sweet. 
That  Wisdom,  ever  on  the  watch  to  rob 
Joy  of  its  alchymy,  and  to  repeat 
Fine  truths;   even  Conscience,  too,  has  a 

tough  job 
To  make  us  understand  each  good  old  maxim. 
So  good — I  wonderCastlereagh  don't  tax  'em. 


And  miw  *twas  done — on  the  lone  shore 

were  plighted 
Their    hearts;    the    stars,    their    nuptial 

torches,  shed 
Beauty  upon  the  beautiful  they  lighted : 
Ocean  their  witness,  and  the  cave  their  bed. 
By  theif  own  feelings  hallow'd  and  united. 
Their  priest  wasSolitude,and  they  were  wed: 
And  they  were  happy,  for  to  their  young  eyes 
Each  was  an  angel,  and  earth  paradise. 


OliLove!  of  whom  greatCaesar  was  the  suitor, 
Titus  the  master,  Antony  the  slave, 
Horace,  Catullus,  scholars,  Ovid  tutor, 
Sappho  the  sage  blue-stocking,  in  whose 

grave 
All  those  may  leap  who  rather  would  be 

neuter — 
(Leucadia*s  rock  still  overlooks  the  wave)-- 
Oh  Love !  thou  art  the  very  god  of  evil. 
For,  after  all,  we  cannot  call  thee  devil. 


Thou  mak'st  the  chaste   connubial  state 

precarious, 
And  jestest  with  the  brows  of  ou^htleal^BAiiix 
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Caesar  and  Pompejr,  Mahomet,  Relisarins, 
Have  much  emplojr'd  the  muse  of  history^s 

pen; 
Their  liyes  and  fortunes  were  extremely 

Tarious, — 
Such  worthies  Time  will  never  see  again  ;— 
Yet  to  these  four  ih  three  things  the  same 

luck  holds, 
They   all    were   heroes,   conquerors,   and 

cuckolds. 


Thou  mak'st  philosophers :  there^s  Epicurus 

And  Aristippus,  a  material  crew! 

Who  to  immoral  courses  would  allure  us 

By  theories,  quite  practicable  to(^; 

If  only  from  the  devil  they  would  insure  us. 

How  pleasant  were  the  maxim  (not  quite 

new), 
'*Eat,  drink,  and  love,   what  can  the  rest 

avail  us?'* 
So  said  the  royal  sage,  Sardanapalus. 


But  Juan!  had  he  quite  forgotten  Julia? 
And  should  he  have  forgotten  her  so  soon  ? 
I  can't  but  say  it  seems  to  me  most  truly  a 
Perplexing  question  ;  but^nodoubt, the  moon 
Does  these  things  for  U8,and  whenever  newly  a 
Palpitation  rises,  'tis  her  boon ; 
Else  how  the  devil  is  it  that  fresh  features 
Have  such  a  charm  for  us  poor  human 

creatures? 


I  hate  inconstancy — I  loathe,  detest. 
Abhor,  condemn,  abjure  the  mortal  made 
Of  such  quicks! Iver-rlay  that  in  his  breast 
No  permanent  foundation  can  be  laid ; 
Love,  constant  love,  has  been  my  constant 

guest. 
And  yet  last  night,  being  at  a  masquerade, 
I  saw  the  prettiert  creature,   fresh   from 

Milan, 
Which  gave  me   some   sensations  like  a 

rillain. 


But  soon  Philosophy  came  to  my  aid. 
And  whisper'd  ^^think  of  every  sacred  tie! " 
'*!  will,  my  dear  Philosophy ! "  I  said, 
**But  then  her  teeth,  and  then,  oh  heaven ! 

her  eye! 
I'll  just  inquire  if  she  be  wife  or' maid. 
Or  neither — out  of  curiosity." 
'^Stop!"   cried  Philosophy,    with  air   so 

Grecian, 
(Though  she  was   mask'd  then  as  a  fair 

Venetian)— 


''Stop ! "  so  I  stopp'd.— But  to  return :  that 

which 
Men  call  inconstancy  is  nothing  more 
Than  admiration  due  where  nature's  rich   | 


Profusion  with  young  beauty  covers  o'er 
Some  farour'd  object ;  and  as  in  the  niche 
A  lovely  statue  we  almost  adore. 
This  sort  of  adoration  of  the  real 
Is  but  a  heightening  of  the  ''beau  ideal.'* 


'TIS  the  perception  of  the  beautiful, 
A  fine  extension  of  the  faculties, 
Platonic,  universal,  wonderful. 
Drawn  from  the  stars,  and  filter'd  tlirough 

the  skies,    t 
Without  which  life  would  be  extremely  dull; 
In  short,  it  is  the  use  of  our  own  eyes. 
With  one  or  two  small  senses  added,    just 
To  hint  that  flesh  is  form'd  of  fiery  dust. 


Yet  'tis  a  painftil  feeling,  and  unwilling. 
For  surely  if  we  always  could  perceive 
In  the  same  object  graces  quite  as  killing 
As  when  she  rose  upon  us  like  an  Eve, 
'Twould  sare  us  many  a  heart-ache,  many 

a  shilling 
(For  we  must  get  them  any  how,  or  grieve). 
Whereas,  if  one  sole  lady  pleased  for  ever. 
How  pleasant  for  the  heart,  as  well  as  liver ! 


The  heart  is  like  the  sky,  a  part  of  heaven, 
But  changes  night  and  day  too,  like  the  sky  ; 
Now  o'er  it  clouds  and  thunder  must  bo 

driven. 
And  darkness  and  destruction  as  on  high  ; 
But  when  it  hath  been  scorch'd,  and  pierced, 

and  riyen, 
Its  storms  expire  in  water-drops;  the  eye 
Pours  forth  at  last  the  heart's  blood  turn'd 

to  tears. 
Which  make  theEnglish  climate  of  our  years. 


The  liver  is  the  lazaret  of  bile. 
But  very  rarely  executes  its  function. 
For  the  first  passion  stays  there  such  a  while, 
That  all  therest  creep  in  and  form  a  junction. 
Like  knots  of  vipers  on  a  dnnghilTs  soil. 
Rage,  fear,  hate,  jealousy,   revenge  com- 
punction. 
So  that  all  mischiefs  spring  up  from  this 

en  trail. 
Like  earthquakes  from  the  hidden  fire  call'd 

"central." 


In  the  mean  time,  without  proceeding  more 
In  this  anatomy,  I've  finish'd  now 
Two  hundred  and  odd  stanzas  as  before. 
That  being  about  the  number  I'll  allow 
Each  canto  of  the  twelve,  or  twenty-four; 
And,  laying  down  my  pen,  I  make  my  bow. 
Leaving  Don  Juan  and  Haidee  to  plead 
For  them  and  theirs  with  all  who   deign 

to  read. 
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CANTO 

Hail,  Mute!  et 


III. 


cetera.  —  We  left  Jnan 

sleeping, 
Pillowed  apon  s  fidr  and  happy  bresft. 
And  watch*d  bj  eye*  that  never  yet  knew 

weeping. 
And  loTed  by  a  yonng  heart,  too  deeply 

blett 
To  feel    the    poison    through  her   spirit 

creeping. 

Or  know  who  rested  there ;  a  foe  to  rest 
Had  soil'd  the'enrrent  of  her  sinless  years, 
And  timi*d  her  pure  heart's  purest  blood 

to  tears. 


Oh,  Lore!  what  is  it  in  this  world  of  ours 
Which  makes  it  fatal  to  be  loved?  Ah,  why 
With  cypress  branches  hast  thou  wreathed 

thy  bowers, 
And  aude  thy  best  interpreter  a  sigh  f 
As  those  who  dote  on  odours  pluck  the 

flowers, 
And  place  them  on  their  breast— but  place 

to  die- 
Thus  the  frail    beings   we  would  fondly 

cherish 
Are  laid  within  our  bosoms  but  to  perish. 


In  her  first  passion  woman  lores  her  loTer, 
In  all  the  others  all  she  loves  is  lore. 
Which  grows  a  habit  she  can  ne'er  get  over. 
And  fits  her  loosely— like  an  easy  glove, 
As  yon  may  find,  whene'er  you  like  to  prove 

her: 
One  man  alone  at  first  her  heart  can  move ; 
She  then  prefers  him  in  the  plural  number. 
Not  finding  that  the  addition^  much  en- 
cumber. 


I  know  not  if  the  fault  be  men's  or  theirs ; 
Bat  one  thing  's  pretty  sure;    a  woman 

planted — 
(Unlets   at   once  she  plunge  for  life    in 

prayers)  — 
After  a  decent  time. must  be  gallanted; 
Althongh,  no  doaht,  her  first  of  love-affairs 
Is  that  to  which  her  heart  is  wholly  granted; 
Te(  there  are  some,  they  say,  who  have 

had  none. 
Bat  those  who  have  ne'er  end  with  only  one. 


Tie  melancholy,  and  a  fearful  sign 
Of  human  frailty,  folly,  also  crime. 
That  love  and  marriage  rarely  can  combine. 
Although  they  both  are  bom  in  the  same 

clime ; 
Marriage  from  love,  like  vinegar  from  wine 
A  Old,  tour,  sober  beverage— by  time 
Is  sharpen'd  from  its  high  celestial  flavour 
OoWB  to  a  very  homely  household  savour. 


I  There's  something  of  aatipalhy,  as  *twere, 
I  Between    their    present  and   tiieir   future 

state; 
A  kind  of  flattery  that's  hardly  ftiir 
Id  used  until  the  truth  arrives  too  late— 
Yet  what  can  people  do,  except  despair  ? 
The  same  things  change   their  names  at 

such  a  rate; 
For  instance— passion  in  a  lover's  glorious, 
But  in  a  husband  is  pronounced  uxorious. 


Men  grow  ashamed  of  being  so  very  fond ; 
They  sometimes  also  get  a  little  tired 
(But  that,  of  course,  is  rare) ,  and   then 

despond : 
The  same  things  cannot  always  be  admired. 
Yet  'tis  *^90  nominated  in  the  bond," 
That  both  are  tired  till  oneshall  haveexpired. 
Sad  thought!  to  lose  the  spouse  that  was 

adorning 
Our   days,    and    put  one'<i  servants    into 

mourning. 


There's  doubtless  something  in  domestic 

doings. 
Which  forms,  in  fact,  true  love's  antithesis, 
Romances  paint  at    full    length   people's 

wooings. 
But  only  give  a  bust  of  marriages ; 
For  no  one  cares  for  matrimonial  cooings. 
There's  nothing  wrong  in  a  connubial  kiss : 
Think  you,if  Laura  had  been  Petrarch's  wife. 
He  would  have  written  sonnets  all  his  lifeV 


All  tragedies  are  finish'd  by  a  death. 
All  comedies  are  ended  by  a  marriage; 
The  future  states  of  both  are  left  to  faith. 
For  authors  fear  description  might  disparage 
The  worlds  to  come  of  both,  or  fall  beneath. 
And  then  both  worlds  would  punish  their 

miscarriage ; 
So  leaving   each  their  priest  and  prayer- 
book  reRdy,^ 
They  say  no  more  of  Death  or  of  the  Lady. 


The  only  two  that  in  my  recollection 
Have  sung  of  heaven  and  hell,or  marriagcare 
Dante  and  Milton,  and  of  both  the  affection 
Was  hapless  in  their  nuptials,  for  some  bar 
Of  fault  or  temper  ruin'd  the  connexion 
(Such  things,  in  fact,  it  don't  ask  much 

to  mar); 
But  Dante's  Beatrice  and  Milton's  Eve 
Were   not  drawn  from  their  spouses,  you 

conceive. 


Some  persons  say  that  Dante  meant  theology 
By  Beatrice,  and  not  a  mistress — I, 
Although  my  opinion  may  require  apology, 
Deem  tnit  a  commentator's  phantasy, 
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Unlesf  indeed  it  wm  from  hif  own  know- 

ledg;e  he 
Decided  ibuf ,  and  showM  good  reason  why ; 
I  think  that  Dante^s  more  ahfltruie  ecttatics 
Meant  to  perionify  the  mathematici. 


Haidee  and  J  nan  were  not  married,  hot 
The  fault  waf  theirs,  not  mine:  it  it  not  fair, 
Chaste  reader,  then,  in  any  way  to  put 
The  blame  on  me,  unless  yon  wish  they  were; 
Then  if  youM  have  them  wedded,  please 

to  shut 
The  book  which  treats  of  this  erroneous  pair. 
Before  the  consequences  g^w  too  awful — 
'TIS  dangeroua  to  read  of  loyes  unlawful. 


Yet  they  were  happy, — happy  in  the  illicit 
Indulgence  of  their  innocent  desires; 
But  more  imprudent  grown  with  erery  Tisit, 
Haidee  forgot  the  island  was  her  sirens; 
When  we  hiaTe  what  we  like,  *tis  hard  to 

miss  it. 
At  least  in  the  beginning,  ere  one  tires ; 
Thus  she  came  often,  not  a  moment  losing. 
Whilst  her  piratical  papa  was  cruising. 


Let  not  his  mode  of  raising  cash  seem  strange. 
Although  he  fleeced  the  iwgs  of  erery  nation, 
For  into  a  prime-minister  but  change 
His  til ICf  and  *tis  nothing  but  taxation ; 
But  he,    more  modest,  took  an  humbler 

range 
Of  life,  and  in  an  honester  Tocation 
Pursued  o^er  the  high  seas  his  watery  journey. 
And  merely  practised  as  a  sea-attorney. 


The  good  old  gentleman  had  been  detained 
By  winds  and  waTot,  and  some  important 

captures ; 
And,  in  the  hope  of  more,  at  sea  remained, 
Although  a  squall  or  two  had  damp'd  his 

raptures, 
By  fwamping  one  of  the  priies;  he  had 

chainM 
His  prisoners,  dividing  them  like  chapters. 
In  numberM  lots;  they  all  had  cuffs  and 

collars. 
And  areraged  each  from  ten  to  a  hundred 

dollars. 


Some  he  disposed  of  off  Cape  Matapan, 
Among  his  friends  the  M ainots ;  some  he  told 
To  his  Tunis  correspondents,  sare  one  man 
TossM  overboard  unsaleable  (being  old) ; 
The  rest— save  here  and  there  some  richer 

one, 
Reserved  for  future  ransom  in  the  hold, — 
Vvere  link'd    alike;    at  for  the  common 

people  he 
Had  a  large  order  from  the  Dtj  of  TVIpolL 


The  merchandise  was  served  in  the  same  way, 
Pieced  out  for  different  marts  in  the  Levant, 
Except  some  certain  portions  of  the  prey. 
Light  classic  articles  of  female  want, 
Fraieh  stufi*s,  lace,   tweezers,  toothpicks, 

teapot-tray, 
Guitars  and  castanets  from  Alicant, 
All  which  selected  from  the  spoil  he  gathers. 
Robbed  for  his   daughter  by  the  be8t  of 

fathers. 


A  monkey,  a  Dutch  mastiff,  a  mackaw. 
Two  parrots,  with  a  Persian  cat  and  kittens. 
He  chose  from  several  animals  he  saw  — 
A  terrier  too,  which  once  had  been  a  Briton's, 
Who  dying  on  the  coast  of  Ithaca, 
The  peasants  gave  the  poor  dumb  thing  a 

pittance ; 
Theae  to  secure    in   this   strong  blowing 

weather, 
He  caged  in  one  huge  hamper  alti>geiher. 


Then  having  settled  his  marine  affairs. 
Despatching  single  cruisers  here  and  there. 
His  vessel  having  need  of  some  repairs. 
He  shaped  his  course  to  where  his  daughter 

fair 
Continued  still  her  hospitable  cares ; 
But  that  part  of  the  coast  being  shoal  and 

bare, 
And  rough  with  reefs  which  ran  out  many 

a  mile. 
His  port  lay  on  the  other  side  o'  the  isle. 


And  there  he  went  ashore  without  delay. 
Having  no  custom-house  nor  quarantine 
To  ask  him  awkward  questions  on  the  way 
About  the  time  and  place  where  he  had  been: 
He  left  his  ship  to  be  hove  down  next  day. 
With  orders  to  the  people  to  careen ; 
So  that  all  hands  were  busy  beyond  measure. 
In  getting  out  goods,    ballast,    guns,  and 

treasure. 


Arriving  at  the  summit  of  a  hill 

Which  overlooked  the  white  walls  of  his 

home. 
He  stopped. — What  singular  emotions  fill 
Their  bosoms  who    have  been  induced  to 

roam! 
With  fluttering  doubts  if  all  be  well  or  ill— 
With  love  for  many,and  with  fe^irs  for  some ; 
All  feelings  which  overleap  the  years  long 

lost. 
And  bring  our  hearts  back  to  their  starting- 
post. 


The  approach  of  home  to  husbands  and  to 

sires. 
After  long  traveUing  by  land  or  water. 
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MofI  natarally  tome  tmall  doubt  iuplnt — 
A  feoiaie  familT  *■  a  •erioaa  matter 
(Nmio  tmitf  ue  fez  more,    or  fo  mucli 

admiret-* 
Bat  they  hate  flattery,  «o  I  nerer  flatter) ; 
WiTes  ia  their  hatbands'  absences  grow 

subtler. 
And  daughters  sooietimes  run  off  with  the 

butler. 


An  honest  gentleman  at  his  return 

May  not  haye  the  good  fortune  of  Ulysses; 

Not  all  lone  matrons  for  their  husbands 

mourn. 
Or  show  the  same  dislike  to  suitors*  kisses; 
The  odds  are  that  he  finds  a  handsome  urn 
To  his  memory,  and  two  or  three  young 

misses 
Bom  to  some  friend,  who  holds  his  wife 

and  riches. 
And   that  his   Argus  bites    him   by — the 

breeches. 


If  single, .  probably  his  plighted  fair 
Has  in  his  absence  wedded  some  rich  miser; 
But  all  the  better,  for  the  happy  pair 
May  quarrel,  and  the  lady  growing  wiser, 
He  may  resume  his  amatory  care 
Ab  cavalier  serTcnte,  or  despise  her ; 
And  that  his  sorrow  may  not  be  a  dumb  one. 
Write  odes  on  the  Inconstancy  of  Woman. 


And  oh !  ye  gentlemen  who  have  already 
Some  chaste  liaiMon  of  the  kind — ;I  mean 
An  honest  friendship  with  a  married  lady — 
The  only  thing  of  this  sort  eyer  seen 
To  last—  of  all  connexions  the  most  steady. 
And    the  true  Hymen   (the  first  's  but  a 

screen) — 
¥et  for  all  that  keep  not  too  lung  away, 
IVe  known  the  absent  wronged  four  times 

a-day. 


Lanbro,  our  sea-solicitor,  who  had 
Much  less  experience  of  dry  land  than  ocean, 
On  seeing  his  own  chimney-smoke,  felt  glad; 
Bat  not  knowing  metaphysics,  had  no  notion 
Of  the  tme  reason  of  his  not  being  sad. 
Or  that  of  any  other  strong  emotion ; 
He  loTed  his  child,  and  would  have  wept 

the  loss  of  her. 
But  knew  the  cause  no  more  than  a  philo- 
sopher. 


He  saw  his  white  walls  shining  in  tho  sun. 
His  garden-trees  all  shadowy  and  green; 
He  heard  his  rivulet*^  light  bubbling  run, 
The  distant  dog-bark;  and  perceived  be- 
tween 
The  nmbfage  of  the  wood,  so  cool  and  dun,  I 


The  moving  figures  and  the  sparkling  shoan 
Of  arms  (in  the  East  all  arm),  and  varione 

dyes 
Of  colour'd  garbs,  as  bright  as  butterflies. 


And  as  the  spot  where  they  appear  he  nears, 
Surprised  at  these  unwonted  signs  of  idling. 
He  hears— alas !  no  music  of  the  spheres, 
But  an  unhallow'd,  earthly  sound  of  fiddling! 
A  melody  which  made  him  doubt  his  ears. 
The  cause  being  past  his  guessing  or  aa- 

ridfuing ; 
A  pipe,  too,  and  a  drum,  and  shortly  after, 
A  most  unoriental  roar  of  laughter. 


And  still  more  nearly  to  the  place  advancing. 
Descending  rather  quickly  the  declivity. 
Through  the  waved  branches,  o'er  the  green- 
sward glancing, 
'Midst  other  indications  of  festivity. 
Seeing  a  troop  of  his  domestics  dancing 
Like  aervises,  who  turn  as  on  a  pivot,  he 
Perceived   it    was   the  Pyrrhic    dance  so 

martial. 
To  which  the  Levantines  are  very  partial. 


And  further  on  a  group  of  Grecian  girls. 

The  first  and  tallest   her  white   kerchief 

waving. 

Were  strung  together  like  a  row  of  pearls; 

Link'd  hand  in  hand,  and  dancing;  each 

too  having 

Down  her  white  neck  long  floating  auburn 

curls  — 

(The  least  of  which  would  set  ten  poets 

raving);  ' 

Their  leUder  sang — and  bounded  to  her  song. 

With  choral  step  and  voice,  the  virgin- 
throng. 


And   here,  assembled    cross-legg'd    round 

their  trays, 
Small  social  parties  just  begun  to  dine ; 
Pilaus  and  meats  of  all  sorts  met  the  gaxe, 
And  flasks  of  Samian  and  of  Chfan  wme. 
And  sherbet  cooling  in  the  porous  vase ; 
Above  them  their  dessert  grew  on  its  vine. 
The  orange  and  pomegranate  nodding  o'er, 
Dropp'd  in  their  laps,  scarce  pluck'd,  their 

mellow  store. 


A  band  of  children,  round  a  snow-white 

ram. 
There  wreathe  his  venerable  horns  with 

flowers ; 
While  peaceful  as  if  still  an  unwean'd  lamb, 
Tlie  patriarch  of  the  flock  all  gently  cowers 
His  sober  head,  migesticallv  tame. 
Or  eati  from  out  the  palm,  or  playful 

lowers 
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Hit  brow,  af  if  in  act  to  bnU,  and  then, 
Yielding  to  their  nnall  hands,  draws  back 

again. 


Their    classical    profiles,    and    glittering 

dresses, 
Their  large  black  eyes,  and  soft  seraphic 

*    cheeks, 
Crinton  as  cleft  pomegranates,  their  long 

tresses, 
The  gesture  which  enchants,  the  eje  that 

speaks, 
The   innocence    which    happy    childhood 

blesses. 
Made  qaite  a  picture  of  these  little  Greeks; 
So  that  the  philosophical  beholder 
Sigh*d  for  their  sakes— that  they  should 

e*er  grow  older. 


Afar,  a  dwarf  buffoon  stood  telling  tales 
To  a  sedate  g^ray  circle  of  old  smokers. 
Of  secret  treasures  found  in  hidden  vales, 
Of  wonderful  replies  from  Arab  jokers. 
Of  charm  to  mue  good  gold  and  cure  bad 

Of  rocks  bewitchM  that  open  to  the  knockers, 
Of  magic  ladies,  who,  by  one  sole  act, 
Transformed    their    lords    to    beasts  (but 

that's  a  fact). 


Here  was  no  lack  of  innocent  diversion 

For  the  imagination  or  the  senses. 

Song,  dance,  wine,  music,  stories  from  the 

Persian, 
All  pretty  pastime  in  which  no  offence  is ; 
But  Lambro  saw  all   these  things   with 

aversion. 
Perceiving  in  his  absence  such  expenses, 
Dreading  that  climax  of  all  human  ills. 
The  inflammation  of  his  weekly  bills. 


Ah !  what  is  man  ?  what  perils  still  environ 
The  happiest  mortals  even  after  dinner— 
A  dav  of  gold  fwok  out  an  age  of  iron 
Is  all  that  life  allows  the  luckiest  sinner; 
Pleasure  (whene'er  she  sings,  at  least)  's 

a  siren. 
That  lures  to  flav  alive  the  young  beginner; 
Lambro's  reception  at  his  people's  banquet 
Was  such  as  fire  accords  to  wet  a  blanket. 


He  being  a  man  who  seldom  used  a  word 
Too  much,  and  wishing  gladly  to  surprise 
(In  general   he  surprised  men  with   the 

sword) 
His  daughter— had  not  sent  before  to  advise 
Of  his  arrival,  so  that  no  one  stlrr'd; 
And  long  he  paused  to  re-assure  his  eyes. 
In  fact  much  more  astonish'd  than  delighted 
I'o  find  so  much  good  company  invitM. 


He  did  not  know— (alas  I  how  men  will  lie)  — 
That  a  report— (especially  the  Greeks)— 
Avouched  his  death  (such  pe<»ple  never  die), 
And  put  his  house  in   mourning   several 

weeks. 
But  now  their  eyes  and  also  lips  were  dry ; 
Tlie  bloom-  too   had  returned  to  Haidee^s 

cheeks. 
Her  tears  too  being  returnM  into  their  fount, 
She  now  kept  house  upon  her  own  account. 


Hence  all  this  rice,  meat,  dancing,  wine, 

and  fiddling. 

Which  tum'd  the  isle  into  a  place  of  pleasure; 

The   servants   all  were  getting  drunk   or 

idling, 

A   life  which   made   them  happy  beyond 

measure. 

Her  father's  hospitality  seem'd  middling. 

Compared  with  what  Haidee  did  with  his 

treasure ; 

'Twas  wonderful  how  things  went  on  im- 
proving, 

While  she  had  not  one  hour  to  spare  from 

loving. 


Perhaps  you  think,  in  stumbling  on  this  feast 
He  fiew  into  a  passion,  and  in  fact 
There  was  no  miglity  reason  to  be  pleased  ; 
Perhaps  you  prophesy  some  sudden  act. 
The  whip,  the  rack,  or  dungeon  at  the  least. 
To  (each  his  people  to  be  more  exact. 
And  that,  preceding  at  a  very  high  rate. 
He  show'd  the  royal  ^^f/nckonit  of  a  pirate. 


You're  wrong He  was  the  mildest  manner'd 

man 
That  ever  scuttled  ship  or  rut  a  throat ; 
With  such  true  breeding  of  a  gentleman. 
You  never  could  divine  his  real  thought ; 
No  courtier  could,  and  scarcely  woman  can 
Gird  more  deceit  within  a  petticoat; — 
Pity  he  loved  adventurous  life's  variety. 
He  was  so  great  a  loss  to  good  society. 


Advancing  to  the  nearest  dinner-tray. 
Tapping  the  shoulder  of  the  nighest  guest. 
With  a  peculiar  smile,  which,  by  the  way. 
Boded  no  good,  whatever  it  express'd. 
He  asked  the  meaning  of  this  holiday  ; 
l^he  vinous  Greek  to  whom  he  had  addressed 
His  question,  much  too  merry  to  divine 
The  questioner,  fill'd  up  a  glass  of  wine. 


And,  without  turning  his  facetious  head. 
Over  his  shoulder,  with  a  Bacchant  air. 
Presented  the  o'erflowing  cup,  and  said, 
^^Talking  's  dry  work,    I  have  no  time  to 

spare." 
A  second  hiccup'd,  *^Our  old  roaster 's  dead. 
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Yoo'd    better  atk  oar  mtitrew  wiw^  hit 

hcir.« 
"Our    mUtrett!"    quoth   a  third:    '^Our 

miftreM  l—pooh ! 
Yoa  mean  our  BUHter  -  not  the  old,  hot  new.** 


lliese  ratcalt,  iieing  new  comers,  Icnew  not 

whom 
Thej  thai  addretsM — and  Lambro'f  vitage 

fell- 
And  o'er  hit  eye  a  momentarj  gloom 
pB«tM,  bat  he  ttrove  quite  courteontly  to 

quell 
Tlieczpreetion,  and,  endeavouring  to  remime 
1114  tnule,  reqnetted  one  of  them  to  tell 
The  name  and  quality  of  hit  new  patron. 
Who  fleem*d  to  haie  tam*d  Haidee  into  a 

matron. 


^I  know  not,**  quoth  the  follow,  *'who  or 

what 
He  it,  nor  whence  he  came    and  little  care ; 
But  thit  I  hnow  tliat  thit  roatt  capon  *«  fat. 
And   that  good  wine   neVr  wathM    down 

better  fare; 
And  if  jou  are  not  tatitfied  with  that. 
Direct  your  quettiont   to    my    neighbour 

there; 
Hell  antwer  all  for  bettor  or  for  worte. 
For  Bono  liket  more  to  hear  him^lf  con- 


n 


verte. 


I  «ud  that  Lambro  wat  a  man  of  patience, 
And  certainly  he  thowM  the  bett  of  breeding, 
Which  tcarce  eren  France,  the  paragon  of 

nations, 
E>r  saw  her  most  polite  of  tons  exceeding; 
He  bore  thete  taeert  againtt  hit  near  re- 

lationt, 
His  own  anxiety,  hit  heart  too  bleeding. 
The  insults  too  of  every  servile  glutton. 
Who  all  the  time  were  eating  up  his  mutton. 


Now  in  a  person  used  to  much  command  — 
To  bid  men  come,  and  go,  and  come  again  — 
To  see  his  orders  done  too  out  of  hand  — 
Wliether  the  word  was  death,  or  but  the 

chain — 
It  BWj  teem  strange  to  find  his  manners 

bland ; 
Tetsach  things  are,  which  1  can  not  explain, 
Thoagh  doubtless  he  who  can  command 

himself 
Is  good  to  govern — almost  as  a  Guelf. 


Xot  that  he  was  not  sometimes  rash  or  so, 
Bat  never  in  his  real  and  serious  mood  ; 
Then  calm,  concentrated,  and  still,  and  slow. 
He  lay  eoiPd  like  the  boa  in  the  wood ; 
|.    With  fain  it  never  was  a  word  and  blow, 


His  angry  word  onceo*er,  he  shed  no  blood. 
But  in  his  silence  there  was  much  to  rue. 
And  his  one  blow  left  little  work  for  tuto. 


He  tLiVA  no  further  questions,  and  proceeded 
On  to  the  house,  but  by  a  private  way. 
So  that  the  few  who  met  him  hardly  heeded. 
So  little  they  expected  him  that  day; 
If  love  paternal  in  his  bosom  pleaded 
For  Haidee*s  sake,   is  more  than  I  can  say, 
But  certainly  to  one,  deem'd  dead,  returning. 
This    revel    seemM    a    curious   mode   of 

mourning. 

If  all  the  dead  could  now  return  to  life, 
(Which  God  forbid !)  or  some,  or  a  great 

many; 
For  instance,  if  a  husband  or  his  wife 
(Nuptial  examples  are  as  good  as  any). 
No  doubt  whatever  might  be  their  former 

strife, 
The  present  weather  would  be  much  more 

rainy  - 
Tears  shed  into  the  grave  of  the  connexion 
Would  share  most  probably  its  resurrection. 


He  enterM  in  the  house  no  more  his  home, 
A  thing  to  human  feelings  the  most  trying. 
And  harder  for  the  heart  to  overcome, 
Perhaps,than  even  the  mental  pang^  of  dy  ine; 
To  find  onr  hearthstone  turn*d  into  a  tomb. 
And  round  ite  once  warm  precincts  palely 

lyinjr 
The  ashes  of  our  hopes,  is  a  deep  fwU 
Beyond  a  single  geutleman^s  belief 


He  entered  in  the  houne— his  home  no  more. 
For  without  hearts  there  i8  no  home— and  felt 
The  solitude  of  passing  hU  own  door 
Without  a  welcome ;  therehe  long  had  dwelt. 
There  his  few   peaceful   days  Time  had 

swept  o>r. 
There  his  worn  bosom  and  keen  eye  would 

melt 
Over  the  innocence  of  that  sweet  child. 
His  only  shrine  of  feelings  nndefiled. 


He  was  a  man  of  a  strange  temperament. 
Of  mild  demeanour  though  of  savage  mood. 
Moderate  in  all  his  habito,  and  content 
With  temperance  in  pleasure  as  in  food. 
Quirk  to  perceive,  and  strong  to  be4ir,  and 

meant 
For  something  better,  if  not  wholly  good  ; 
His   country^s   wrongs  and  his  despair  to 

save  her 
Had  stung  him  from  a  slave  to  an  enslaver. 


The  love  of  power,  and  rapid  gain  of  gold, 
The  hardness  by  long  habitude  produced. 
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The  duigeroat  life  In  wMch  he  had  groim 

old. 
The  mercy  he  hed  gnmted  oft  abated. 
The  sij(^ht8  he  was  accustomM  to  behold, 
The  wild  leaa  and  wild  men  with  whom  he 

cruised, 
Had  co«t  his  enemiei  a  lone  repentance. 
And  made  him  a  g;ood  friend,  ^  bat  bad 

acqaaintance. 


Bat  something  of  the  spirit  of  old  Greece 
Flanh'd  o*er  his  soal  a  few  heroic  rays, 
Such  as  lit  onward  to  the  Golden  Fleece 
His  predecessors  in  the  Colrhian  days; 
*Tis  true  he  had  no  ardent  love  for  peace — 
Alas !  his  country  show'd  no  path  to  praise: 
Hate  to  the  world  and  war  with  every  nation 
He  waged,  in  Tengeance  of  her  degradation. 


Still  o'er  his  mind  the  influence  of  the  clime 
Shed  its  Ionian  elegance,  which  showM 
Its  power  unconsciously  i^U  many  a  time,— 
A  taste  seen  in  the  choice  of  his  abode, 
A  love  of  music  and  of  scenes  sublime, 
A  pleasure  in  the  gentle  stream  that  flowM 
Past  him  in  crystal,  and  a  joy  in  flowers, 
Bedewed  his  spirit  in  his  calmer  hours. 


But  whatsoe'er  he  had  'of  love,  reposed 
On  that  beloved  daughter ;  she  had  been 
The  only  thing  which  kept  his  heart  unclosed 
Amidst  the  savage  deeds  he  had  done  and  seen; 
A  lonely  pure  aff*ection  unopposed : 
There  wanted  but  the  loss  of  this  to  wean 
His  feelings  from  all  milk  of  human  kindness. 
And  turn  him,  like  the  Cyclops,  mad  with 

blindness. 


The  cublesfl  tig^ress  in  her  jangle  raging 
Is  dreadful  to  the  shepherd  and  the  flock ; 
The  ocean  when  its  yeasty  war  is  waging 
Is  awful  to  the  Tessel  near  the  rock ; 
But  violent  things  will  sooner  bearassuaging 
Their  fury  being  spent  by  its  own  shock. 
Than  the  stem,  single,  deep,  and  wordless  ire 
Of  a  strong  human  heart,  and  in  a  sire. 


It  is  a  hard,  although  a  common  case. 
To  find  our  children  running  restive—  they 
In  whom   oar  brightest  days    we  would 

retrace. 
Our  little  selves  re-form'd  in  finer  clay ; 
Just  as  old  age  is  creeping  on  apace, 
And  clouds  come  o'er  the  sunset  of  oar  day. 
They  kindly  leaTeas,though  not  quite  alone. 
Bat  in  good  company — the  goat  and  stone. 

Tet  a  fine  family  is  a  fine  thinff 
(Prorided  they  doB*t  come  In  aller  dioner) ; 


*Tis  beontifWI  to  tee  a  matron  bring 

Her  children  ap  (If  narsing  them  don't  tliin 

her) ; 
Like  cherubs  roand  an  altar-piece  they  cling; 
To  the  fire-side  (a  sight  to  touch  a  sinner). 
A  lady  with  her  daughters  or  her  nieces 
Shine   like  a  guinea   and  seven  shilling- 
pieces. 


Old  Lambro  pass'd  unseen  a  private  gate. 
And  stood  within  his  hall  at  eventide ; 
Meantime  the  lady  and  her  lover  sate 
At  wassail  in  their  beauty  and  their  pride : 
An  ivory  inlaid  table  spread  with  state 
Before  them,  and  fair  slaves  on  every  side; 
Gems,  gold,  and  silver,  formed  the  service 

mostly. 
Mother  of  pearl  and  coral  the  less  costly. 


The  dinner  made  about  a  hundred  dishes ; 
Lamb    and    pistachio-nuts— in  short,    all 

meats. 
And  saffron  soups,  and  sl/Fcetbreads;    and 

the  fishes 
Were  of  the  finest  that  e^er  flounced  in  nets, 
Dress'd    to    a    Sybarite's    most    pamper'd 

wishes ; 
The  beverage  was  vaiious  sherbets 
Of  raisin,  orange,  and  pomegranate  juice, 
Squeeied  through  the  rind,  which  makes 

it  best  for  use. 


These  were  ranged  round,  each  in  its  crys- 
tal ewer. 
And  fruits  and  date-bread- loaves  closed  the 

repast. 
And  Mocha's  berry,  from  Arabia  pure. 
In  small  fine  China-cups  came  in  at  last — 
Gold  cups  of  filigree,  made  to  secure 
The  hand  from  burning,  underneath  them 

placed; 
Cloves,cinnamon,  andsaffroatoo,  were  boil'd 
Up  with  the  coffee,  which  (I  think)  they 

spoird. 


The  hangings  of  the  room  were  tapestry, 

made 
Of  velvet  pannels,  each  of  difi*erent  hue. 
And  thick  with  damask  flowers  of  silk  inlaid; 
And  round  them  ran  a  yellow  border  too ; 
The  upper  border,  richly  wrought,  displayed, 
Embroider'd  delicately  o'er  with  blue, 
Soft  Persian  sentences,  in  lilac  letters. 
From  poets,   or  the  moralists  their  betters. 


These  oriental  writings  on  the  wall. 
Quite  common  in  those  countries,  are  a  kind 
Of  monitors  adapted  to  recal. 
Like  tkalls  at  Memphian  banquets,  to  tho 

mind 
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The  word*  which  ihook  Belshaziar  in  his 

hall, 
And  took  his  kingdom  from  him.  —You  will 

find, 
Thoogh  tagof  may  poor  out  Uieir  witdom^s 

treasure^ 
There  ia  no  ttemer  moralist  than  pleasure. 


A  beautj  at  the  season^s  close  grown  hectic, 
A  genius  who  has  drunk  himself  to  death, 
A  lake  tnm'd  methodistic  or  rrlectic— 
(For  that*s  the  name  thej  like    to   praj 

beneath) ~ 
But  most,  an  alderman  struck  apoplectic. 
Are  thing*  that  really  take  away  the  breath, 
And  show  that  late  hours,  wine,  and  love, 

are  able 
To  do  not  much  less  damage  than  the  table. 


Ilaidee  and  Juan  carpeted  their  feet 
On  crimson  satin,  bordered  with  pale  bine; 
Their  sofa  occupied  three  part«  complete 
Of  the  apartment — and  appear^  quite  new; 
The  velvet  cushions  —  (for  a  throne  more 

meet)  — 
Were  scarlet,  from  whose  glowing  centre 

grew 
A  sun  embossed  in  gold,  whose  rays  of  tissue, 
Meridian-like,  were  seen  all  light  to  issue. 


Crystal  and  marble,  plate  and  porcelain. 
Had  done  their  work  of  splendour;  Indian 

mats 
And  Persian  carpets,  which  the  heart  bled 

to  stain. 
Over  the  floors  were  spread ;  gazelles  and 

cats. 
And  dwarfs  and  blacks,  and  such  like  things, 

that  gain 
Their  bread  as  minuters  and  favourites— 

(that's 
To  say,  by  degradation)— mingled  there 
As  plentiful  as  in  a  court  or  fair. 


There  was  no  want  of  lofty  mirrors,  and 

The  tables,  most  of  ebony  inlaid 

With  mother  of  pearl  or  ivory,  stood  at 

hand. 
Or  were  of  tortoise-shell  or  rare  woods  made, 
Fretted  with  gold  or  silver : — by  command. 
The  greater  part  of  these  were  ready  spread 
With  Tiands,  and  sherbets  in  ice,  and  wine — 
Kept  for  all  comers,  at  all  hoars  to  dine. 


Of  aU  the  dresses  I  select  IIaidee*s : 

She  wore  two  jelicks — one  was   of   pale 

yellow; 
Of  asore,  pink,  and  white,  was  her  chemise — 
which  her  breast  heaved  like  a  little 

billow; 


Witth  buttons  formM  of  pearls  as  large  as 

pease. 
All  gold  and  crimson  shone  her  jelidL^ 

fellow,. 
And  the  striped  white  gauzc-baracan  that 

bound  her. 
Like  fleecy  clouds  about  the  moon,   flowed 

round  her. 


One  large  gold  bracelet  clasped  each  lovely 

arm, 
Lockless— so  pliable  from  the  pure  gold    i 
That  the  hand  stretched  and  shut  it  vnthont 

harm, 
The  limb  which  it  adomM  its  only  mould; 
So  beautiful- its  very  shape  would  charm, 
And  clinging  as  if  loth  to  lose  its  hold. 
The  purest  ore  inclosed  the  whitest  skin    ' 
That  e'er  by  precious  metal  was  held  in. 


Around,  as  princess  of  her  father's  land, 
A  like  gold  bar,  above  her  instep  roH'd, 
Announced  her  rank ;  twelve  rings  were  on 

her  hand ; 
Her  hair  was  starred  with  gems:  herveil'B 

fine  fold 
Below  her  breast  was  fastened  with  a  band 
Of  lavish  pearls,  whose  worth  could  scarce 

be  told; 
Her  orange  silk  full  Turkish  trowsers  furPd 
About  the  prettiest  ancle  in  the  world. 


Her  hair's  long  auburn  waves  down  to  her 

heel 
Flow'd  like  an  Alpine-torrent  which  the  sun 
Dyes  with  his  morning-light,— and  would 

conceal 
Her  person  if  allowed  at  large  to  run. 
And  still  they  seem  resentfully  to  feel 
The  silken  fillet's  curb,  and  nought  to  shun 
Their  bonds  whene'er  some  Zephyr  caught 

began 
To  offer  his  young  pinion  as  her  fan. 


Round  her  she  made  an  atmosphere  of  life, 
71ie  very  air  seem'd  lighter  from  her  ejea^ 
They  were  so  soft  and  beautiful,  and  rife 
^Vith  all  we  can  imagine  of  the  skies. 
And  pure  as  Psyche  ere  she  grew  a  wife  — 
Too  pure  even  for  the  purest  human  ties; 
Her  overpowering  presence  made  you  feet 
It  would  not  be  idolatry  to  kneel. 


Her  eyelashes,  though  dark  as  night,  were 

tinged 
It  is  the  country's  custom) ,   but  in  vain ; 
or  those  large  black  eyes  were  so  blackly 

fringed. 

The  glossy  rebels  mock'd  the  Jetty  stain. 
And  in  their  native  beauty  stood  avenged*. 
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Her  nails  were  toach*d  with  iienna;  bat 

afoiin 
Tlie  power  of  art  waa  tamM  to  nothing,  for 
Thej  could  not  look  more  roey  than  before. 

The  henna  should  bo  deeply  died  to  make 
The  skin  relieTod  appear  more  fairly  fiir ; 
She  had  no  need  of  this,  day  ne^er  will  break 
On  mountain-tops  more  heavenly  white  than 

her: 
The  eye  might  doubt  if  it  were  well  awake, 
^he  was  so  like  a  Tision ;  I  might  err, 
Hut  Shakspeare  also  says  *tis  very  silly 
^^To  gild  refined  gold,  or  paint  the  lily.^ 

Juan  had  on  a  shawl  of  black  and  gold. 
But  a  white  baracan,  and  so  transparent 
The   sparkling   gems  beneath  you  might 

behold. 
Like  small  stars  through  the  milky  way 

apparent; 
Hb  turban,  furPd  in  many  a  graceful  fold. 
An  emerald  ai^tte  with  Haidee*s  hair  in^t 
Surmounted  as  its  clasp —a  glowing  crescent. 
Whose  rays  shone  ever  trembling,  but  in- 
cessant. 


And  now  they  were  diTorted  by  their  suite. 
Dwarfs,  dancing  girls,  black  eunuchs,  and 

a  poet, 
Which  made  their  new  establishment  com- 
plete ; 
The  last  was  of  great  fame,  and  liked  to 

show  it: 
His  verses  rarely  wanted  their  due  feet  — 
And  for  his  theme— he  seldom  sung  below  it, 
He  being  paid  to  satirise  or  flatter. 
As  the  psalm  says,  *4nditing  a  good  matter/' 

He  praised  the  present  and  abused  the  past, 
Reversing  the  good  custom  of  old  days, 
An  eastern  anti-jacobin  at  last 
He  tum'd,  preferring  pudding  to  no  praise— 
For  some  few  years  his  lot  had  been  overcast 
By  his  seeming  independent  in  his  lays. 
But  now  he  sung  the  SnltaH  and  the  Pacha, 
With  truth  like  Southey  and  with  verso 

like  Crashaw. 


He  was  a  man  who  had  seen  many  changes. 
And  always  changed  as  true  as  any  needle. 
His   polar-star    being    one    which   rather 

ranges. 
And    not    the  ^\^d — he  knew  the  way  to 

wheedle : 
So   vile  he  *«caped   the   doom  which  oft 

avenra; 
And  being  fluent  (save  indeed  when  feeM  ill). 
He  lied  with  such  a  fervour  of  intention— 
There  was  no  doubt  he  eam'd  his  lanreate- 

peoiioa. 


But  he  had  geains, — when  a  turncoat  has  it 

The  ''Vates  initabilis''  takes  care 

That  without  notice  few  full  moons  shall 

pass  it; 
Even  good  men  like  to  make  the  public  stare : 
But  to  my  subject— let  me  see— what  was  it  ? 
Oh ! — the  third  canto— and  the  pretty  pair — 
Their  loves,  and  feasts,   and   house,   and 

dress,  and  mode 
Of  living  in  their  insular  abode. 


Their  poet,  a  sad  trimmer,  but  no  less 
In  company  a  very  pleasant  fellow. 
Had  been  the  fkvonrite  of  full  many  a  mess 
Of  men,   and  made  them  speeches  when 

half  mellow ; 
And  though  his  meaning  they  could  rarely 

guess. 
Yet  still  they  deignM  to  hiccup  or  to  bellow 
The  glorious  meed  of  popular  applause. 
Of  which  the  first  ne^er  knows  the  second 

cause. 


But  now  being  lifted  into  high  society. 
And  having  pick*d  up  several  odds-  and  ends 
Of  free  thoughts  in  his  travels,  for  variety. 
He  deemed,   being  in   a   lone  isle  among 

friends. 
That  without  any  danger  of  a  riot,  he 
Might  for  long  lying  make  himself  amends; 
And,  singing  as  he  sung  in  his  warm  youth. 
Agree  to  a  short  armistice  with  truth. 


Ho  had  traveird  'moagst  the  Arabs,  Turks, 

and  Franks, 
And  knew  the  self-loves  of  the  diflerent 

nations ; 
And,  having  lived  with  people  of  all  ranks. 
Had  something  ready  upon  most  occasiono — 
Which  got  him  a  few  presents  and  some 

thanks. 
He  varied  with  some  skill  his  adulations ; 
To  *'do  at  Rome  as  Romans  do,  ^  a  piece 
Of  conduct  was  which  he  observed  in  Greece. 


Thus,  usually,  when  he  was  a«k'd  to  sing. 
He  gave  the   different  nations  something 

national ; 
'Twas  all  the  same  to  him  -^*God  save  the 

King,- 
Or  ''fa  irOf"  according  to  the  fashion  all ; 
His  muse  made  increment  of  any  thing. 
From  the  high  lyrical  to  the  low  rational : 
If  Pindar  sang  horse-races,   what  should 

hinder 
Himself  from  being  as  pliable  as  Pindar? 

In  France,  for  instance,  he  would  write  a 

chanson ; 
In  England,  a  six-canto-  quarto-tale ; 
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In  Spain,  he^dmake  a  baliad  or  romance  on 
Hm  last  war — mnch  the  same  in  Portugal ; 
la  Germanj,  the  Pegatns  he*d  prance  on 
Wonid  be  old  Goethe^t— (tee  what  faya  de 

Stael) ; 
In  Italy,  he'd  ape  the  ''Trecentisti;'' 
In  Greece,  he*d  ling  aome  sort  of  hymn 

like  this  t^e : 


Hie  isles  of  Greece !  the  isles  of  Greece ! 
Where  baming  Sappho  loved  and  snng. 
Where  grew  the  arts  of  war  and  peace. 
Where  Delos  rose  and  Phoebus  sprung! 
Eternal  summer  gilds  them  yet. 
But  all,  except  their  sun,  is  set. 

• 

The  Scian  and  the  Teian  muse, 
The  hero's  harp,  the  lorer's  lute, 
Haye  found  the  fame  your  shores  refuse ; 
Their  place  of  birth  alone  is  mute 
To  sounds  which  echo  further  west 
Than  your  sires'  ''Islands  of  the  Blest." 

The  mountains  look  on  Marathon — 

And  Marathon  looks  on  the  sea ; 

And  musing  there  an  hour  alone, 

I  dream'd  that  Greece  might  still  be  free; 

For,  standing  on  the  Persian's  grave, 

I  could  not  deem  myself  a  slave. 

A  king  sate  on  the  rocky  brow 
Which  looks  o'er  sea-bom  Salamis ; 
And  ships,  by  thousands,  lay  below. 
And  men  in  nations ; — all  were  his ! 
He  counted  them  at  break  of  day — 
And  when  the  sun  set  where  were  theyf 

And  where  are  thev?  and  where  art  thou, 

S'  country?  On  thy  voiceless  shore 
e  heroic  lay  is  tuneless  now — 
The  heroic  bosom  beats  no  more ! 
And  must  thy  lyre,  so  long  divine. 
Degenerate  into  hands  like  mine? 

Tis  something,  in  the  dearth  of  fame. 
Though  link'd  among  a  fetter'd  race. 
To  feel  at  least  a  patriot's  shame. 
Even  as  I  sing,  suffuse  my  face ; 
For  what  is  left  the  poet  here? 
For  Greeks  a  blush— for  Greece  a  tear. 

Mast  we  but  weep  o'er  days  more  blest  ? 
Mast  we  but  blush?— Our  fathers  bled. 
Earth !  render  back  from  out  thy  breast 
A  remnant  of  our  Spartan  dead ! 
Of  the  three  hundred  grant  but  three. 
To  make  a  new  Thermopylae ! 

What,  silent  still?  and  silent  all? 
Ah!  no;— the  voices  of  the  dead 
Souml  like  a  distant  torrent's  fall. 


And  answer,  '*Let  one  living  head. 
But  one  arise,— wc  come,  we  come!" 
*Tis  but  the  living  who  are  dumb. 

In  vain — in  vain:  strike  other  chords; 
Fill  high  the  cup  with  Samian  wine ! 
Leave  battles  to  the  Turkish  hordes. 
And  shed  the  blood  of  Scio's  vine ! 
Hark !  rising  to  the  ignoble  call — 
How  answers  each  bold  bacchanal ! 


Yon  have  the  Pyrrhic  dance  as  yet, 
Where  is  the  Pyrrhic  phalanx  gone?  ' 

Of  two  such  lessons,  why  forget 
The  nobler  and  the  manlier  one? 
You  have  the  letters  Cadmus  gave — 
Think  ye  he  meant  them  for  a  slave? 

Fill  high  the  bowl  with  Samian  wine ! 
We  will  not  think  of  themes  like  these ! 
It  made  Anacreon's  song  divine : 
He  served — but  served  Polycrates — 
A  tyrant;  but  our  masters  then 
Were  still,  at  least,  our  countrymen. 

The  tyrant  of  the  Chersonese 

Was  freedom's  best  and  bravest  friend ; 

That  t^rrant  was  Miltiades  I 

Oh !  that  the  present  hour  would  lend 

Another  despot  of  the  kind ! 

Such  chains  as  his  were  sure  to  bii^d. 

Fill  hi^h  the  bowl  with  Samian  wine! 
On  Suli's  rock,  and  Parga's  shore. 
Exists  the  remnant  of  a  line 
Such  as  the  Doric  mothers  bore ; 
And  there,  perhaps,  some  seed  is  sown, 
The  Heracleidan  blood  might  own. 

Trust  not  for  freedom  to  the  Franks — 
They  have  a  king  who  buys  and  sells ; 
In  native  swords,  and  native  ranks. 
The  only  hope  of  courage  dwells; 
But  Turkish  force,  and  Latin  fraud. 
Would  break  your  shield,  however  broad. 

Fill  high  the  bowl  with  Samian  wine! 
Our  virgins  dance  beneath  the  shade — 
I  see  their  glorious  black  eyes  shine; 
But  gazing  on  each  glowing  maid. 
My  own  the  burning  tear-drop  laves. 
To  think  such  breasts  must  suckle  slaves. 


Place  me  on  Sunium's  marbled  steep — 
Where  nothing,  save  the  waves  and  1^ 
May  hear  our  mutual  murmurs  sweep ; 
There,  swan-like,  let  me  ^ing  and  die : 
A  land  of  slaves  shall  ne'er  be  mine — 
Dash  down  yon  cup  of  Sanian  wine ! 

2C 
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Tliut  sung,  or  would,  or  rould,  or  thoiild  I 

haie  sung. 
The  modem  Greek,  in  tolerable  Terse, 
If  not  like  Orpheus  quite,  Mhen  Greece  was 

yciung, 
Yet  in   these  times  he  might  have  done 

mucii  worse: 
His  strain  displajrM  some  feeling — right  or 

wrong; 
And  feeling,  in  a  poet,  is  the  source 
Of  others*  feeling ;  but  they  are  such  liars. 
And  take  ail   colours —like   the  hands  of 

dyers. 


But  words  are  things,  and  a  small  drop  of 

ink, 
Falling  like  dew  upon  a  thought,  produces 
That  which  makes  thousands,  perhaps  mil- 
lions, think  ; 
*Tis  strange,  the  shortest  letter  which  man 

uses 
Instead  of  speech,  may  form  a  lasting  link 
Of  ages ;  to  what  straits  old  Time  reduces 
Frail  man,  when  paper  —  even  a  rag  like 

this, 
Survives  himself,  his  tomb,  and  all  that's 

his. 


And  when  his  bones  are  dust ,  his  grave  a 

blank. 
His  station,  generation,  even  his  nation, 
Become  a  thing,  or  nothing,  save  to  rank 
In  chronological  commemoration, 
Some  dull  MS.  oblivion  long  has  sank. 
Or  graven  stone  found  in  a  barrack's  station 
In  digging  the  foundation  of  a  closet. 
May  turn  his  name  up  as  a  rare  deposit 


And  glory  long  has  made  the  sages  smile: 
'Tis  something,  nothing,  words,  illusion, 

wind  — 
Dependuig  more  upon  the  historian's  style 
Than  on  the  name  a  person  leaves  behind: 
Troj  owes  to  Homer  what  whist  owes  to 

Hoyle, 
The  present  century  was  growing  blind 
To  the  great  Marlborough's  skill  in  giving 

knocks, 
lentil  his  late  Life  by  Archdeacon  Coxe. 


Milton 's  the  prince  of  poets— to  we  say; 
A  little  heavy,  but  no  less  divine : 
An  independent  being  in  his  day  — 
Leam'd,   pious,    temperate  in   love   and 

wine; 
But  his  life  falling  into  Johnson's  way, 
We're  told  this  great  high-priest  of  all  the 

Nine 
Was  whipt  at  college  —  a  harsh  sircH-odd 

spouse. 
For  the  first  Mrs.  Milton  left  his  house. 


All  these  are,  certes,  entertaining  facts, 
liike    Shakspeare's   stealing   deer ,     Lord 

Bacon's  bribes; 
Like  Titus' youth,  and  Caesar's  earliest  acts; 
Like   Burns  ( whom    Doctor  Currie  well 

describes) ; 
Like  Cromwell's   pranks ;  —  but   although 

truth  exacts 
These  amiable  descriptions  from  the  scribes, 
At)  most  essential  to  their  hero's  story, 
I'hey  do  not  much  contribute  to  his  glory. 


All  are  not  moralists,  like  Southey,  when 
He  prated  to  the  world  of  "Pantisocrasy ;" 
Or  Wordsworth  nnexcised,unhired,who  then 
Season 'd  his  pedlar-poems  with  democracy ; 
Or  Coleridge ,  long  before  his  flighty  pen 
Let  to  the  Morning-Post  its  aristocracy ; 
When  he  and  Southey,  following  the  same 

path. 
Espoused  two  partners  (milliners  of  Bath). 


Such  names  at  present  cut  a  convict  figure, 
The  very  Botany-Bay  in  moral  geography; 
Their  loyal  treason,  renegado  vigour. 
Are    good   manure    for    their    more   bare 

biography. 
Wordsworth's  last  quarto,  by  the  way,  is 

bigger 
Than  any  since  the  birthday  of  typography ; 
A  clumsy  frowzy  poem,  call'd  the  ^^Excur- 


sion. 


i» 


Writ  in  a  manner  which  is  my  aversion, 


He  there  builds  up  a  formidable  dyke 
Between  his  own  and  others'  intellect ; 
But  Wordsworth's  poem,  and  his  followers, 

like 
Joanna  Southcote's  Shiloh  and  her  sect, 
Are  things  which  in  this  century  don't  strike 
The  public  mind,  so  few  are  the  elect ; 
And  the   new   births   of  both   their  stale 

virginities 
Have    proved     but     dropsies    taken     for 

divinities. 


But  let  me  to  my  story :  I  must  own. 
If  I  have  any  fault,  it  is  digression ; 
Leavine  my  people  to  proceeid  alone. 
While  I  soliloquize  beyond  expression  ; 
But  these  are  my  addresses  from  the  throne. 
Which  put  offbusiness  to  the  ensuing  session: 
Forgetnng  each  omission  is  a  loss  to 
The  world,  not  quite  so  great  as  Ariosto. 


I  know  that  what  our  neighbours  call 
(We've  not  w^  good  a  toor<f»  but  have  the 
In  that  complete  perfection  which  ensures 
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An  epic  from  Bob  Southey  eyery  f  pring) — 
Form  not  the  true  temptation  whirh  allures 
The  remier ;  but  'twould  not  be  hard  to  bring 
Some  fine  examples  of  the  tipopie^ 
To  prove  its  grand  ingredient  is  erniui. 


We  learn  from  Horace ,   Homer  sometimes 

sleeps ; 
We  feel  without  him :  Wordsworth  some- 
times wakes. 
To  show  with  what  complacencj  he  creeps. 
With  his  dear  ^^  IVaggvncrM ,  **  around  his 

lakes ; 
He  wishee  for^^a  boat^  to  sail  the  deeps  — 
Of  ocean? ^  No,  of  air  4  and  then  he  makes 
Another  outcry  for  '^a  little  boat," 
And  driTel^  teas  to  set  it  well  afloat. 


If  he  must  fain  sweep  o*er  the  etherial  plain, 
And  Pegasus  runs  restive  in  his  ^^aggon," 
Could  he  not  beg  the  loan  of  Charles's  Wain? 
Or  pray  Medea  for  a  tingle  dragon  ? 
Or  if  too  classic  for  his  vulgar  brain. 
He  fear*d  his  neck  to  venture  such  a  nag  on. 
And  he  must  needs  mount  nearer  t<»  the  moon. 
Could  not  the  blockhead  ask  for  a  balloon? 


''Pedlait,"  and  ''boats,*'  and  '* waggons!'' 

Oh!  ye  shades 
Of  Pope  and  Dryden,  are  we  come  to  this  ? 
That  trash  of  such  sort  not  alone  evades 
Contempt,  but  from  the  bathos'  vast  abyss 
Floats  scum-like  uppermost,  and  theie  Jack 

Cades 
Of  sense  and  song  above  your  graves  may 

hiss— 
The  'kittle  boatman"  and  his  ''Peter  Bell" 
Can  sneer  at  him  who  drew  ''Achitophel !" 


T^  onr  tale. — ^The  feast  was  over,  the  slaves 

gone, 
Thedwarfsand  dancing  girls  had  all  retired; 
The  Arab  lore  and  poet's  song  were  done. 
And  every  sound  of  revelry  expired  : 
The  lady  and  her  lover,  left  alone, 
The  r«wy  flood  of  twilight- sky  admired ; 
Ave  Maria !  o'er  the  earth  and  sea. 
That    heavenliest    hour    of    Heaven     is 

worthiest  thee ! 


Ave  Maria !  blessed  be  the  hour ! 
The  time,  the  clime,  the  spot,  where  I  so  oft 
Have  felt  that  moment  in  its  fullest  power 
Sink  o'er  the  earth  so  beautiful  and  soft. 
While  swung  the  deep  bell  in  the  distant 

tower. 
Or  the  faint  dying  day-hymn  stole  aloft. 
And  not  a  breath  crept  through  the  rosy  air. 
And  yet  the  forest-leaves  seem  stirr'd  with 

prayer.  ^ 


Ave  Maria  !  'tis  the  hour  of  prayer ! 

Ave  Maria!  'tis  the  hour  of  li>v^! 

Ave  Maria!  may  our  spirits  dare 

Look  up  to  thine  and  to  thy  Son's  above! 

Ave  Maria !  oh  that  face  so  fair ! 

Those  downcast  eyes  beneath  the  Almighty 

dove — 
What   though   'tis  but  a  pictured  image 

strike — 
That  painting  is  no  idol,  'tis  too  like. 


Some  kinder  casuists  are  pleased  to  say. 
In  nameless  print — that  I  have  no  devotion ; 
But  set   those   persons  down    with  me  to 

pray. 
And  you  shall  see  who  has  the  properest 

notion 
Of  getting  into  heaven  the  shortest  way ; 
Mv  altars  are  the  mountains  and  the  ocean, 
Karth,  air,   stars, —  all  that  springs  from 

the  great  Whole, 
Who  hath  produced  ,  and  will  receive  the 

soul. 


Sweet  hour  of  twilight!  —  in  the  solitude 
Of  the  pine-forest,  and  the  silent  shore 
Which  bonndsRavenna's  immemorial  wood. 
Rooted  where  once  the  Adrian  wave  flow'd 

o'er. 
To  where  the  last  Caesarean  fortress  stood, 
Evei^reen  forest!  which  Boccaccio's  lore 
And   Dryden's  lay  made  haunted  ground 

to  me. 
How  have  I  loved  the  twilight-hour  and 

thee! 


The  shrill  cicalas,  people  of  the  pine. 
Making  their  summer-lives  one  ceaseless 

song. 
Were  the  sole  echos ,  save  my  steed's  and 

mine. 
And  vesper-bell's  that  rose  the  boughs  along; 
I'he  spectre  huntsman  of  Onesti's  line. 
His  hell-dogs,  and  their  chase,  and  the  fair 

throng , 
Which  learn 'd  from  this  example  not  to  fly 
From  a  true  lover,  shadow'd  my  mind's  eye. 


Oh    Hesperus!    thou    bringest    all    good 

things — 
Home  to  the  wrary,  to  the  hungry  cheer. 
To  the  young  bird  the  parent's  brooding 

wings. 
The  welcome  stall  to  the  o'erlabonr'd  steer ; 
Whate'er  of  peace  about  our  hearthstone 

clings, 
Whate'er  our  household -gods  protect  of 

dear. 
Are  gather'd  round  us  by  thy  look  of  rest; 
Thou  bring'st  the  child,  too,  to  the  mother's 

breaft. 
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Soft  hour !  whieh  waiof  the  wish  and  meltf 

the  heart 
or  those  who  tail  the  teas,  on  the  first  day 
When  they  from  their  sweet  friends  are  torn 

apart; 
Or  fills  with  lore  the  pilgrim  on  his  way 
As  the  far  bell  of  Tes^r  makes  him  start, 
Seeming  to  weep  the  dying  day*s  decay; 
Is  this  a  fancy  which  oar  reason  scorns? 
Ah!   snrely  nothing  dies  hut  something 

mourns! 


When  Nero  perishM  by  the  justest  doom 
Which  ever  the  destroyer  yet  destroyed. 
Amidst  the  roar  of  liberated  Rome, 
Of  nations  freed,  and  the  world  oyerjoyM, 
Some  hands  unseen  strewM  flowers  upon 

his  tomb : 
Perhaps  the  weakness  of  a  heart  not  Toid 
Of  feeling  for  some  kindness  done ,  when 

power 
Had  left  the  wretch  an  uncorrupted  hour. 


But  l*m  digressing :  what  on  earth  has  Nero, 
Or  any  such  like  sovereign  buficions, 
To  do  with  the  transactions  of  my  hero. 
More  than  such  madmen*s  fellow-man — the 

moon*s  y 
Sure  my  invention  must  be  down  at  sero. 
And  I  grown  one  of  many  ^^wooden  spoons*' 
Of  verse  (the  name  with  which  we  Cantabs 

please 
To  dub  the  last  of  honours  in  degrees). 


I  feel  this  tediousness  will  never  do  — 
7is  being  too  epic,  and  I  must  cut  down 
(In  copying)  this  long  canto  into  two ; 
They'll  never  find  it  out,  unless  I  own 
The  fact,  excepting  some  experienced  few; 
And  then  as  an  improvement  'twill  be  shown: 
I'll  prove  that  such  the  opinion  of  the  critic  is 
From  Aristotle  potftin.— See  Iloafroajg. 


CANTO    IV. 

NoTHiifo  SO  difficult  as  a  beginning 

In  poesy,  unless  perhaps  the  end; 

For  oftentimes  when  Pegasus  seems  winning 

The  race,  he  sprains  a  wing,  and  down  we 

tend, 
Like  Lucifer  when  hurl'd  from  heaven  for 

sinning ; 
Our  sin  the  tame,  and  hard  as  his  to  mend. 
Being  pride,  which  leads  the  mind  to  soar 

too  far. 
Till  our  own  weakness  shows  us  what  we 

are. 


But  Time,  which  brings  all  beings  to  their 

level, 
And  sharp  Adversity,  will  teach  at  last 
Man  ,~and ,  as  we  would  hope ,  —  perhaps 

the  devil. 
That  neither  of  their  intellects  are  vast : 
While  youth's  hot  wishes  in  our  red  veins 

revel, 
We  know  not  this— the  blood  flows  on  too 

fast; 
But  as  the  torrent  widens  towards  the  ocean. 
We  ponder  deeply  on  each  past  emotion. 


As  boy,  I  thought  myself  a  clever  fellow. 
And  wish'd  that  others  held  the  same  opinion; 
They  took  it  up  when  my  days  grew  more 

mellow. 
And  other  minds  acknowledged  my  domi- 
nion: 
Now  my  sere  fancy  ''falls  into  the  yellow 
Leaf," and  imagination  droops  her  pinion, 
And  the  sad  truth  which  hovers  o'er  my 

desk 
Turns  what  was  once  romantic  to  burlesque. 


And  if  I  laugh  at  any  mortal  thing, 
Tis  that  I  may  not  weep ;  and  if  I  weep, 
Tis  that  our  nature  cannot  always  bring 
Itself  to  apathy,  which  we  must  steep 
First  in  the  icy  depths  of  Lethe's  spring 
Ere  what  we  least  wish  to  behold  will  sleep; 
Thetis  baptised  her  mortal  son  in  Styx ; 
A  mortal  mother  would  on  Lethe  fix. 


Some  have  accused  me  of  a  strange  design 
Against  the  creed  and  morals  of  the  land, 
And  trace  it  in  this  poem  every  line : 
I  don't  pvetend  that  I  quite  understand 
My  own  meaning  when  I  would  be  very 

fine; 
But  the  fact  is  that  I  have  nothing  plann'd. 
Unless  it  was  to  be  a  moment  meriy, 
A  novel  word  in  my  vocabulary. 

To  the  kind  reader  of  our  sober  clime 
TThis  way  of  writing  will  appear  exotic ; 
Pnlci  was  sire  of  the  half-serious  rhyme. 
Who  sang  when  chivalry  was  more  Quixotic, 
And  revel  I'd  in  the  fancies  of  the  time. 
True  knights ,  chaste  dames ,  huge  giants, 

kings  despotic; 
But  all  these,  save  the  last,  being  obsolete, 
I  chose  a  modem  subject  as  more  meet. 


How  I  haye  treated  it,  I  do  not  know- 
Perhaps  no  better  than  they  have  treated  me 
Who  have  imputed  such  designs  as  show 
Not  what  they  saw,  but  what  they  wish'd 

to  see; 
But  if  it  gives  them  pleasure,  be  it  so. 
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Tlus  if  a  liberal  age,  and  thonghtf  are  free : 
Meantime  Apollo  plnclts  me  by  tbe  ear, 
Aad  tells  me  to  retome  my  ftory  here. 


Yoaag  Juan  and  hit  lady-lore  were  left 
Te  their  own  heart«*  most  sweet  society ; 
ETen  Time  the  pitiless  in  sorrow  cleft 
With  his  rode  scy  the  such  gentle  bosoms ;  he 
Sif^^d  to  behold  them  of  their  hoars  bereft. 
Though  foe  to  love;  and  yet  they  con  Id  not  be 
Meant  to  grow  old ,  'bat  die  in  happy  spring. 
Before  one  charm  or  hope  had  UdKon  wing. 


Their  faees  were  not  made  for  wrinl[les,their 
Pare  blood  to  stagnate ,  their  great  hearts 

to  fail  ; 
The  hluak  gray  was  not  made  to  blast  their 

hair, 
Bnt,  like  the  climes  that  know  nor  snow 

nor  hail, 
They  were  all  summer :  lightaing  might 

assail 
And  shiver  them  to  asheii,  bnt  to  trail 
A  long  and  snake-lilie  life  of  dnli  decay 
Was  not  for  them — they  had  too  little  clay. 


They  were  alone  once  more ;  for  them  to  be 
Thus  was  another  Eden ;   they  were  nerer 
Weary,  unless  when  separate ;  the  tree 
Cat  from  its  forevt-root  of  years— the  river 
DanunM  from  its  fonntain— the  child  from 

the  knee 
.4nd  breast  maternal  wean'd  at  once  for  ever, 
Would  wither  less  than  these  two  torn  apart; 
Alas!  there  is  no  instinct  like  the  heart— 


The  heart— which  may  be  broked  s  happy 

they! 
Thrice  fortunate!  who,of  that  fragile  mould. 
The  precious  porcelain  of  human  clay. 
Break   with  the  first  fail:  they  can  ne*er 

behold 
The  long*  year  linked  with  heavy  day  on  day. 
And  all  which  must  be  borne,  and  never  tuld ; 
While  life's  strange  principle  will  often  lie 
pt  in  those  who  long  the  most  to  die. 


**WhiMD  the  gods  love  die  young,^  was  said 

of  yore, 
Aad  many  deaths  do  they  escape  by  this ; 
ne  death  of  friends,  and  that  which  slays 

even  more — 
llbe  death  of  friendship ,  love,  youth ,  all 

that  is, 
Bicept  mera  breath ;  and  since  the  silent 

shore 
Awaits  at  last  even  those  whom  longest  miss 
The  •Id  archer's  shafts,  perhaps  the  early 

grave 
Which  men  weep  over  may  be  meant  to  save. 


Haidee  and  Juan  thought  not  of  the  dead. 
The  heavens,  and  earth,  and  air,  seem*d 

made  for  them: 
They  found  no  fault  with  Time,  save  that 

he  fled; 
They    saw   not   in   themselves    aught   to 

condemn : 
Eacli  was  the  other's  mirror,  and  but  read 
Joy  sparkling  in  their  dark  eyes  lilte  a  gem. 
And   knew   such   briglitness   was  but  the 

reflection 
Of  their  exchanging  glances  of  affection. 


The  gentle    pressure,    and   the  thrilling 

touch. 
The  least  glance  better  understood  than 

words, 
Which  still  said  all,  and  ne'er  could  say 

too  much; 
A  language,  too,  but  like  to  that  of  birds. 
Known  but  to  them,  at  least  appearing  such 
As  but  to  lovers  a  true  sense  affords ; 
Sweet  playful  phrases,  which  would  seem 

absurd 
To  those  who  have  ceased  to  hear  such,  or 

ne'er  heard: 


All  these  were  theirs,  for  they  were  children 

still. 
And  children  still  they  should  have  ever 

been; 
They  were  not  made  in  the  real  world  to  fill 
A  busy  character  in  the  dull  scene. 
But  like  two  beings  born  firom  out  a  rill, 
A  nymph  and  her  beloved,  all  unseen 
To  pass  their  lives  in   fountains  and   on 

flowers. 
And  never  know  the  weight  of  human  hoars. 


Moons  changi  ng  had  roU'd  on,and  changeless 

found 
Those  their  bright  rise  had  lighted  to  such 

As  rarely   they   beheld  throughout  their 

round ; 
And  these  were  not  of  the  vain  kind  which 

cloys. 
For  theirs  were  buoyant  spirits,  never  bound 
By  the  mere  senses ;  and  that  which  destroys 
Most  love,  possession,  unto  them  appear'd 
A  thing   which    each    endearment   more 

endear'd. 


Oh  beautiful !  and  rare  as  beautiful ! 
But  theirs  was  love  in  which  the  mind 

delights 
To  lose  itself,  when  the  whole  world  grows 

dull. 
And  we  arc  sick  of  its  hack  sounds  and  sights. 
Intrigues,  adventures  of  the  conunon  school, 
Its  petty  passions,  marriages,  and  flights. 
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Where    Hymen^§    torch    but    brands    one 

strumpet  more, 

Whose  hasband  onlj    knows  her    not    a 

wh — re. 


Hard  words;  hard  truth;   a  truth  which 

many  know. 
Knough.—The  faithful  and  the  fairy  pair, 
Who  nerer  found  a  single  hour  too  slow. 
What  was  it  made  them  thus  exempt  from 

care  V 
Voune  innate  feelings  all  ha>c  felt  below 
Which  perish  in  the  rest,  but  in  them  were 
Inherent;  what  we  mortals  call  romantic, 
And  always  envy,  though  we  deem  it  frantic. 


I'his  is  in  others  a  factitious  state, 

An  opium-dream  of  too  much  youth  and 

reading. 
Rut  was  in  them  their  nature  or  their  fate : 
No  noTels  e>r  had  set  their  young  hearts 

bleeding. 
For  Haidee*t  knowledge  was  by  no  means 

great. 
And  Juan  was  a  boy  of  saintly  breeding ; 
So  that  there  was  no  reason  for  their  loves 
More  than  for  those  of  nightingales  or  doves. 


They  gazed  upon  the  sunset;  'tis  an  hour 
Dear  unto  all,  but  dearest  to  their  eyes. 
For  it  had  made   them  what  they  were : 

the  power 
Of  love  had  first   overwhelmed  them  from 

such  skies, 
When  happiness  had  been  their  only  dower. 
And  twilight  saw  them  linked  in  passion's 

ties; 
CSiarm'd  with  each  other,  all  things  charmed 

that  brought 
The    past  ttill   welcome  as   the    present 

thought. 


I  know  not  why ,  but  in  that  hour  to-  night. 
Even  as  they  gazed,  a  sudden  tremor  came. 
And  swept ,  as  'twere ,  across  their  hearts' 

delight. 
Like  the  wind  o'er  a  harp-string,  or  a  flame. 
When  one  is  shook  in  sound,and  one  in  sight; 
And    thus    some   boding    flash'd    through 

either  frame. 
And  call'd  from  Juan's  breast  a  faint  low 

si^h. 
While  one  new  tear  arose  in  llaidee's  eye. 


That  large  black  prophet-eye  seem'd  t04lilate 
And  follow  far  the  disappearing  sun. 
As  if  their  last  day  of  a  happy  date 
With  his  broad,  bright ,  and  dropping  orb 

were  gone; 
Joan  gazed  on  her  at  to  ask  hit  ftite— 


Ho  felt  a  g^ief,  but  knowing  cause  for  none, 
His  glance  inquired  of  hers  for  some  excuse 
For  feelings  causeless,  or  at  least  abstruse. 


She  tum'd  to  him,and  smiled,but  in  that  sort 
Which  makes  not  others  smile;  then  turned 

aside : 
Whatever  feeling  shook  her,  it  seem'd  short, 
And  master'd  by  her  wisdom  or  her  pride ; 
WhenJuan  spoke,too—  it  might  be  in  sport— 
Of  this  their  mutual  feeling,  she  replied— 
"If  it  should  be  so,~but — it  cannot  be  — 
Or  I  at  least  shall  not  survive  to  see." 


Juan  would  question  fnrther.but  she  press'd 
His  lips  to  hers,  and  silenced   him  with 

this, 
And  then  dismiss'd  the  omen  from  her  breast, 
Defying  augury  with  that  fond  kiss; 
And  no  doubt  of  all  methods  'tis  the  best : 
Some  people  prefer  wine— 'tis  not  amiss ; 
I  have  tried  both;  so  those  who  would  a 

part  take 
May  choose  between  the  headache  and  the 

heartache. 


One  of  the  two ,  according  to  your  choice, 

Woman  or  wine ,  you'll  have  to  undergo  ; 

Both  maladies  are  taxes  on  our  joys : 

But  which  to  choose  I  really  hardly  know ; 

And  if  I  had  to  give  a  casting  voice. 

For  both  sides  I  could  many  reasons  show. 

And  then  decide,  without  fpreat  wrong  to 

either, 
Itwere  much  better  to  have  both  than  neither. 


Juan  and  Haidee  gazed  upon  each  other 
With  swimming  looks  of  speechless  tender- 
ness. 
Which  mix'd  all  feelings,  friend,   child, 

lover,  brother, 
All  that  the  best  can  mingle  and  express 
When  two  pure  hearts  are  pour*d  in  ime 

another. 
And  love  too  much.and  yet  can  not  love  less  ; 
Bat  almost  sanctify  the  sweet  excess 
By  the  immortal  wish  and  power  to  blest. 


Mix'd  in  each  other's  arms,and  heart  in  he«rt. 
Why  did  they  not  then  die?  —  they  had 

lived  too  long 
Should  an  hoar  come  to  bid  them  breathe 

apart ; 
Years  eonld  bat  bring  them  cruel  things 

or  wrong, 
The  world  was  not  for  them,  nor  the  world's 

art 
For  beings  passionate  as  Sappho*s  song ; 
Love  was  bom  with  them,m  them.so  intense, 
It  wat  their  very  tpirit — not  a  sense. 
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'fliry  ihould  have  lired  together  deep  in 

woods, 
Uateeii  M  sings  the  nightingale;  they  were 
Unlit  to  mix  in  these  thick  solitudes 
C^led  social,  where  all  vice  and  hatred  are ; 
How  lonely  Vvery  freeborn  creature  broods ! 
The  sweetest  song-birds  nestle  in  a  pair ; 
The  eagle  soars  alone ;  the  gull  and  crow 
flock  o*er  their  carrion,  just  as  mortals  do. 


Now  pillowed, cheek  to  cheek  an  loving  sleep, 
Haidee  and  Juan  their  siesta  took, 
A  gentle  slumber,  but  it  was  not  deep, 
For  ever  and  anon  a  something  shook 
Juan,  and  shuddering  oVr  his  frame  would 

creep; 
And  Haidee^  sweet  lips  ifiurmuFd  like  a 

brook 
A  wordless  music,  and  her  face  so  fair 
Stirr*d  with  her  dream  as  rose-leaves  with 

the  air; 


Or  as  the  stirring  of  a  deep  clear  stream 
Within  an  Alpine-hollow,  when  the  wind 
Walks  over  H,  was  she  shaken  by  the  dream, 
The  mystical  usurper  of  the  mind- 
Overpowering  us  to  be  Mhate^er  may  seem 
Good  to  the  soul  which  we  no  more  can  bind ; 
Strange  state  of  being!  (for  *tis  still  to  be) 
I  to  feel,  and  with  sealed  eyes  to  see. 


She  dreamed  of  being  alone  on  the  sea-shore. 
Chained  to  a  rock ;  she  knew  not  how,  but  stir 
She  could  not  from  the  spot,and  the  loud  roar 
Grew,  and  each  wave  rose  roughly,  threat- 
ening her ; 
And  o^er  her  upper-lip  thev  seem'd  to  pour, 
Until  she  sobb'd  for  breath ,  and  soon  they 

were 
o*er  her  lone  head ,  so  fierce  and 

high 

Each  broke  to  drown  her,  yet  she  could  not 

die. 


AnoM--  she  was  released,  and  then  she  strayM 
O'er  the  sharp  shingles  with  her  bleeding 

feet. 
And  stomhled  almost  every  step  she  made ; 
Aad  fooiethingroird  before  her  in  a  sheet. 
Which  she  must  still  pursue  howe'er  afraid ; 
Twaa  white  and  indistinct,    nor  stoppM 

to  meet 
Htr  glance  nor  grasp,  for  still  she  gaied 

and  graspM, 
And  nui,  but  it  escaped  her  as  she  claspM. 


The  dream  changed;  in  a  cave  she  stood, 

its  walls 
Were  hang  with  marble -icicles ;  the  work 
Of  agea  m  iu  water-fretted  halls, 


Where  waves  might  wash,  and  seals  might 

breed  and  lurk; 

Her  liair  was  dripping,  and  the  very  balls 

Of  her  Mark  eyes  8eem'd  tiinrd  to  tears, 

and  murk 

The  sharp  rocks  look'd   bf*low  each  drop 

they  caught. 

Which  froie  to  marble a«  it  ft- Jl, she  thuught. 


And  wet,  and  cold,  and  lifeless  at  her  feet. 
Pale  as  the  foam  that  froth'd  on   his  dead 

brow. 
Which  she  essayM  in  vain  to  clear,  (how 

'  sweet 
Were  once  her  cares,  how  idle  sceni'd  they 

now !) 
Lay  Juan,  nor  could  aught  reneM'  the  beat 
Of  his  quenched  heart;  and  the  tsea-dirges 

low 
Rang  in  her  sad  ears  like  a  mermaid^s  song. 
And  that  brief  dream  appeared  a  life  too  long. 


And  gazing  on  the  dead,  she  thought  his  face 
Faded,  or  altered  into  something  new — 
Like  to  her  fathcr^s  features,  till  each  trace 
More  like  and  like  toLambro^s  aspect  grew?- 
With  all  his  keen  worn  look  and  Grecian 

grftce; 
And  starting,  she  awoke,  and  what  to  view  ? 
Oh  !  Powers  of  Heaven !  what  dark  eye  meets 

she  there  ? 
Tis-'tis  her  father'i^— fix'd  upon  the  pair! 


Then  shrieking,she  arose,  and  shrieking  fell. 
W  ith  joy  and  sorrow,  hope  and  fear,  to  see 
Him  whom  she  deemM  a  habitant  where 

dwell 
llie  ocean-buried,  risen  from  death,  to  be 
Perchance  the  death  of  one  she  loved  too 

well: 
Dear  as  her  father  had  been  to  Haidee, 
It  was  a  moment  of  that  awful  kind — 
I  have  seen  such—  but  must  not  call  to  mind. 


Up  Juan  sprung  to  Haidee^s  bitter  shriek. 
And  caueht  her  falling,  and  from  off  the  wall 
Snatrh^d  down  his  sabre,in  hot  haste  to  wreak 
Vengeance  on  him  who  was  the  cause  of  all : 
Then  Lambro,  who  till  now  forbore  to  npeak. 
Smiled  scornfully ,  and,  said,  ^^Within  my 

call 
A  thousand  scimitars  await  the  word. 
Put  up,young  man,put  up  your  silly  sword  <** 


And  Haidee  clung  around  him;  "Juan,  *tis-^ 
^  ~^is  Lambro~*tis  my  father !  Kneel  with 


me — 


He  will  forgive  us — yes — it  must  be— yes. 

Oh !  dearest  father,  in  this  agony 

Of  plearare  and  of  pain — even  while  I  kiss 
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Thy  g;annent*f  hem  with  tniniport,  can  it  be 
That  doubt  shonld  mingle  with  ray  filial  joy? 
Deal  with  me  as  thou  wilt,  but  upare  this 

bov." 


High  and  inscmtable  the  old  man  stood, 
Calm  in  bi^  voice,  and  ralm  within  his  eye — 
Not  always  signs  with  him  of  calmest  mood : 
He  looked  upon  her  but  gave  no  reply ; 
Then  tumM  to  Juan,  in  whose  cheek  the 

blood 
Oft  came  and  went,  as  there  resolved  to  die ; 
In  arms,  at  least,  he  stood,  in  act  to  spring 
On  the  first  foe  whom  Lambro^s  call  might 

bring. 


'* Young  man,  your  sword;**  00  Lambro  once 

more  said : 
Juan  'replied,  ^^Not  while  this  arm  is  free.** 
The  old  man^s  cheek  grew  pale,  but  not 

with  dread. 
And  drawing  from  his  belt  a  pistol,  he 
Replied,  ^^l^ur  blood  be  then  on  your  own 

head.** 
Then  looked  close  at  the  flint,  as  if  to  see 
Twas  fresh  —  for  he  had  lately  used  the 

lock- 
And  next  proceeded  quietly  to  cock. 


It  has  a  strange  quick  jar  upon  the  ear. 
That  cocking  of  a  pistol ,  when  you  know 
A  moment  more  will  bring  the  sight  to 

bear 
ITpon  your  person,  twelve  yards  off,  or  to; 
A  gentlemanly  distance,  not  too  near. 
If  you  have  got  a  former  friend  for  foe ; 
But  after  being  fired  at  once  or  twice. 
The  ear  becomes  more  Irish,  and  less  nice. 


Lambro  presented,  and  one  instant  more 
Had  stopped  this  Canto,   and  Don  Jnan*s 

breath, 
IV  hen  Haidee  threw  herself  her  boy  before ; 
Stem  as  her  sire:  '*0n  me,**  she  cried,  ^4et 

death 
Descend  —  the  fault  is  mine ;  this  fatal 

shore 
He  found — ^but  sought  not.  I  have  pledged 

mv  faith; 
I  love  him— I  will  die  with  him:  I  knew 
Your  nature*s  firmness — know  your  daugh- 

ter*s  too.** 


A  minute  past,  and  she  had  been  all  tears, 
And  tenderness,  and  infmcy :  but  now 
She  stood  as  one  who  champion*d  human 

fears — 
Pale,  statue-like,  and  stem,  she  woo*d  the 

blow; 
And  tall  beyond  her  aex  and  their  compeers. 


She  drew  up  to  her  height,  as  if  to  show 
A  fairer  mark ;  and  with  a  fix'd  eye  scanned 
Her  father's  fiice— but  never  stoppM  his 

hand. 


He  gated  on  her,  and  she  on  him ;  *twas 

strange 
How  like  they  look*d !   the  expression  was 

the  same; 
Serenely  savage,  with  a  little  change 
In  the  large  dark  eye*s  mutual-darted  flame ; 
For  she  too  was  as  one  who  could  avenge , 
If  cause  shoaldbe— a  lioness,  though  tame: 
Her  father's  blood  before  her  father's  face 
Boil*d  up,  and  proved  her  truly  of  his  race. 

I  said  they  were  alilo,  their  features  and 
Their  stature  diflering  but  in  sex  and  years ; 
Even  to  the  delicacy  of  their  hands 
There  was  resemblance,  such  as  true  blood 

wears; 
And  now  to  see  them,  thus  divided,  stand 
In  fix*d  ferocity,  when  joyous  tears. 
And  sweet  sensations,  should  have  welcomed 

both. 
Show  what  the  passions  are  in  their  full 

growth. 

The  fother  paused  a  moment,  then  withdrew 
His  weapon,  and  replaced  it;  but  stood  8lill, 
And  looking  on  her,  as  to  look  her  through, 
^'Not  /,**  he  said,^^have  sought  this  stranger's 

Til; 
Not  I  have  made  this  desolation :  fpw 
Would  bear  such  outrage,  and  forbear  to 

kill; 
But  I  must  do  my  duty — how  thou  hast 
Done  thine,  the  present  vouches  for  the 

past. 


Let  him  disarm ;  or,  by  my  father's  head. 
His  own  shall  roll  before  you  like  a  ball !" 
He  raised  his  whistle,  as  the  word  he  said. 
And  blew ;  another  aiiswer'd  to  the  call. 
And  rushing  in  disorderly,  though  led, 
And  arm'd  from  boot  to  tnrbflm,  one  and  all. 
Some  twenty  of  his  train  came,  rank  on 

rank; 
He  gave  the  word,'^Arre8t  or  slay  the  Frank." 


Then,  with  a  sadden  movement.he  withdrew 
His  dAUghter;  while  compress'd  within  his 

grasp, 
*Twixt  her  and  Juan  interposed  the  crew; 
In  vain  she  struggled  in  her  father's  grasp — 
His  arms  were  like  a  serpent's  coil :  then  flew 
Upon  their  prey,  as  darts  an  angry  asp. 
The  file  of  pirates ;  save  the  foremost,  who 
Had  fallen,    with  his  right  shoulder  half 

cot  through. 
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Hi*  Mcond  had  hit  cheek  laid  open ;  bat 
The  third,  a  waiy,  cool,  old  sworder,  took 
The  blowa  opoa  hit  cutlase,  and  then  put 
Hia  own  well  in ;  so  wel  1,  ere  you  con  Id  look. 
His  man  wai  lloorM,  and  helpless  at  his  foot, 
With  the  blood  running  like  a  little  brook 
From  two  smart  sabre-gashesjdeep  and  red — 
One  on  the  arm,  the  other  on  the  head. 


And  then  they  bound  him  where  he  fell,  and 

bore 
Juan  from  the  apartment:  with  a  sign 
Old  Lambro  bade  them  take  him  to  the  shore. 
Where  lay  some  ships  which  were  to  sail^ 

at  nine. 
They  laid  him  in  a  boat,  and  plied  the  oar 
Until  they  reached  some  galliots,  placed  in 

line; 
On  board  of  one  of  these,  and  under  hatches. 
They  stowed  him,  with  strict  orders  to  the 

watches. 


The  world  is  full  of  strange  vicissitudes, 
And  here  was  one  exceedingly  unpleasant : 
A  gentleman  so  rich  in  the  world's  goods, 
Handsome  and  young,  eigoying  all  the 

present, 
Jnst  at  the  very  time  when  he  least  broods 
On  such  a  thing,  is  suddenly  to  sea  sent. 
Wounded  and  chained,  so  that  be  cannot 

move. 
And  all  becanae  a  lady  fell  in  love. 


Here  I  must  leave  him,  for  I  grow  patlietic. 
Moved  by   the  Chinese   nymph    of  tears, 

green  tea! 
Than    whom    Cassandra    was    not    more 

prophetic ; 
For  if  my  pore  libations  exceed  three, 
I  feel  my  heart  become  so  sympathetic. 
That  I  must  haie  recourse  to  black  Bohea: 
*Tis  pity  wine  should  be  so  deleterious, 
For  lea  and  coffee  leave  us  much   more 

serious. 


Unless  when  qualified  with  thee,  C<»gniac! 
Sweet  Naiad  of  the  Phle g^thontic  riU ! 
Ah  !  why  the  liver  wilt  Siou  thus  attack. 
And  make,  like  other  nymphs,  thy  lovers  ill? 
I  would  take  refuge  in  weak  punch,  butrncfc 
(In  each  sense  of  the  word),  whene'er  1  fill 
My  mild  and  midnight  beakers  to  the  brim. 
Wakes  me  next  morning  with  its  synonym. 


I  leave  Don  Juan  for  the  present  safe  — 
Bial    sound,    poor    fellow,    but   severely 

wounded ; 
Tel  rould  his  corporal  pangs  amount  to  hair 
Of  thooe  with  which  his  Haidve's  bosom 

bounded? 


She  was  not  one  to  weep,  and  rave,  and  chafe. 
And    then    give    way,    subdued    becanse 

surrounded : 
Her  mother  was  a  Moorish  maid,  from  Fes, 
Where  all  is  Eden,  or  a  wilderness. 


There  the  large  oli\e  rains  its  amber  store 
In  marble-fonts ;  there  grain ,  and  flower^ 

and  fruit, 
Gush  from  the  earth  until  the  land  runs  o*er; 
But  there  too  many  a  poison- tree  has  root. 
And  midnight  listens  to  the  lion*s  roar. 
And  long ,  long  deserts  scorch  the  earners 

foot. 
Or  heaving  whelm  the  helpless  caravan, 
And  as  the  soil  is,  so  the  heart  of  man. 


Afric  is  all  the  snn's,  and  as  her  earth 
Her  human  clay  is  kindled ;  full  of  power 
For  good  or  eiil,  burning  from  its  birth. 
The  Moorish  blwid  partakes  the  planet^s 

hour. 
And  like  the  soil  beneath  it  will  bring  forth : 
Beauty  and  love  were   Haidee's   mother's 

dower : 
But  her  large  dark  eye  show'd  deep  Pas- 
sion's force. 
Though  sleeping  like  a  lionnearasooroe. 


Her  daughter,  tempered  with  a  milder  ray. 
Like  summer-clouds  all  silvery,  smooth, 

and  fair. 
Till   slowly   charged   with   thunder   they 

display 
Terror  to  earth,  and  tempest  to  the  air. 
Had  held  till  now  her  soft  and  milky  way. 
But  overwrought  with  passion  and  despair. 
The  fire  burst  forth  from  herXumidian  veins. 
Even  as  the    Simoon  sweeps  the  blasted 

plains. 


The  last  sight  which  she  saw  waiJuan':*  gore. 
And  he  himself  o'ermaster'd  and  cut  down; 
His  blood  was  running  on  the  very  floor 
Where  late  he  trod,  her  beautiful,her  own ; 
Thus  much  she  view'd  an  instant  and  no 

more, — 
Her  struggles  ceased  with  one  convulsive 

groan; 
On  her  sire's  arm,  which  until  now  scarce 

held 
Her  writliing.  fell  she  like  a  cedar  fell'd. 

A  vein  had  burst,  and  her  sweet  lips'  pure 

dyes 
Were  dabbled  with  the  deep  blood  nhich 

ran  o'er; 
And  her  head  droop'd  as  when  the  lily  lies 
Overcharged  with  rain :  her  summoned  hand- 

maids  bore 
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Their  lady  to  her  couch  with  gushing  eyes ; 
Of  herbs  and  cordials  they  pr<»diiced  their 

store, 
But  she  defied  all  means  they  con  Id  employ. 
Like  one  life  could  not  hold  ,  nor  death 

destroy. 


Days  lay  she  in  that  state  anchanged.thongh 

chill 
With  nothing  livid,  still  her  lips  were  red; 
She  had  no  pulse,  bat  death  seemM  absent 

still; 
No  hideous  sign  proclaimed  her  surely  dead ; 
Corruption  came  not  in  each  mind  to  kill 
All  hope;  to  look  upon  her  sweet  face  bred 
New  thoughts  of  life,  for  it  seemed  full  of 

soul, 
She  had  to  much,   earth  could  not  claim 

the  whole. 


Th«  ruling  passion,  such  as  marble  shows 
When  exquisitely  chiselled,  still  lay  there. 
But  fix*d  as   marble*8    unchanged    aspect 

throws 
O'er  the  fair  Venus,  but  for  ever  fair; 
0*er  the  Laocoon's  all  eternal  throes. 
And  erer-dyiflg  Gladiator's  air, 
I'heir  energy  like  life  forms  all  their  fame, 
Yet  looks  not  life,  for  they  are  still  the  same. 


She  woke  at  length,  but  not  as  sleepers  wake. 
Rather  the  dead,  for  life  seemM  something 

new , 
A  strange  sensation  which  she  must  partake 
Perforce,  since  whatsoever  met  her  view 
Struck  not  on  memory,  though  a  heavy  ache 
liay  at  her  heart,  whose  earliest  beat  still  trne 
Brought  back  the  sense  of  pain  without 

the  cause, 
For,  for  a  while,  the  furies  made  a  pause. 


She  looked  on  many  a  face  with  Tacant  eye. 
On  many  a  token  without  knowing  what; 
She  saw  them  watch  her  without  asking  why, 
And  reck'd  not  who  around  her  pillow  sat; 
Not  speechless  though  she  spoke  not;  not 

a  sigh 
Relieved  her  thoughts;  dull  silence  and 

quick  chat 
W^ere  tried  in  vain  by  tiiose  who  served; 

she  gave 
No  sign,saTe  breath,  of  haying  left  thegrave. 

Her  handmaids  tended,  but  she  heeded  not ; 
Her  father  watch 'd,   she  tum'd  her  eyes 

She  recognised  no  being,  and  no  spot. 
However  dear  or  rheri«h*d  in  their  day ; 
They  changed  from  room  to  roma,  bnt  aH 

forgot. 


Gentle,  but  without  memory,  she  lay ; 
And  yet  those  eyes,  which  they  would  fain 

be  M'caning 
Back  to  old  thoughts,  secm-d  full  of  fearful 

meaning. 


At  last  a  slave  bethought  her  of  a  harp ; 
The  harper  came,  and  tuned  his  instrument ; 
At  the  first  notes,  irregular  and  sharp. 
On  him  her  flashing  eyes  a  moment  bent. 
Then  to  the  wall  she  turned  as  if  to  wnrp 
Her  thoughts  from   sorrow   through    her 

heart  re-sent. 
And  he  began  a  long  low  island-song 
Of  ancient  days,  ere  tyranny  grew  strong. 


Anon  her  thin  wan  fingers  beat  the  wall 
In  time  to  his  old  tune;  he  changed  the  theme. 
And  sung  of  love ;  the  fierce  name  struck 

through  all 
Her  recollection;  on  her  fla^h'd  the  <i renin 
Of  what  she  was,  and  is,  if  ye  could  call 
To  be  so  being;  in  a  gushing  stream 
The  tears  rush'd  forth  from  her  overclouded 

brain. 
Like  monntain-mists  at  length  dissolved  in 

rain. 


Short  solace,  vain  relief!  —  thought  came 

too  quick, 
AndwhirPd  her  brain  to  madness;  she  arose 
As  one  who  ne'er  had  dwelt  among  the  sick. 
And  flew  at  all  she  met,  as  on  her  foes ; 
Bnt  no  one  ever  heard  her  speak  or  shriek. 
Although  her  paroxysm  drew  towards  its 

close : 
Hers  was  a  phrensy  which  disdain'd  to  rave. 
Even  when  they  smote  her,  in  the  hope  to 

sare. 


Yet  she  betray'd  at  times  a  gleam  of  sense ; 
Nothing  could  make  her  meet  her  father's 

face. 
Though   on   all   other  things  with   looks 

intense 
She  gazed,  bnt  none  she  ever  could  retrace ; 
Food  she  refused,  and  raiment ;  no  pretence 
AvailVi  for  either;  neither  change  of  place. 
Nor  time,norskill,nor  remedy ,cou Id  give  her 
Senses  to  sleep— the  power  seem'd  ^onefor 

crer. 


Twelve  days  and  nights  shewither'd  thus; 

at  last. 
Without  a  groan,  or  sigh,  or  glance,  to  show 
A  parting  pang,  the  spirit  from  her  pass'd : 
And  they  who-  watch'd  her  nearest  could 

not  know 
The  yery  instant,  till  the  change  that  cast 
Her  sweet  face  Into  shadow,  dull  and  slow. 
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Glased  o'^er  her  eym—ihe  beautiful,    tlie 

black — 
Oh !  tu  pofsess  such  lustre — and  Uien  lack ! 


She  died,  but  not  alone ;  «he  held  within 
A  tecond  principle  of  life,  wliich  might 
Have  dawn'd  a  fair  and  sinless  child  of  sin; 
But  closed  its  little  being  without  light, 
And  went  down  to  the  grave  unborn,  wherein 
Blossom  ai|d  bough  lie  withered  with  one 

blight; 
In  vain  the  dews  of  Heaven  descend  above 
The  bleeding  flower  and  blasted  fruit  of  love. 


Thus  lifed  —  thus  died  she ;   never  more 

on  her 
Shall  aorrow  light,  or  shame.  She  was  not 

made 
Through  jeara  or  moons  the  inner  weight 

to  bear. 
Which  colder  hearts  endure  till  they  are  laid 
Bj  age  in  earth ;  her  days  and  pleasures  were 
Brief,bot  delightful— such  as  nad  not  stayed 
Long  with  her  destiny ;  but  she  sleeps  ncll 
By  the  sea-shore  whereon  she  loved  to  dwell. 


That  isle  is  now  all  desolate  and  bare. 
Its  dwelling  down,  its  tenants  passM  aM'ay  ; 
None  but  her  own  and  father*ii  grave  is  there. 
And  nothing  outward  tells  of  human  clay; 
Ye  could  not  know  where  lies  a  thing  so  fair, 
Ko  atone  is  there  to  show,  no  tongue  to  stiy 
What  was ;  no  dirge,  except  the  hollow  sea^s, 
jMoams  o*er  the  beauty  of  the  Cyclades. 


Bat  many  a  Greek  maid  in  a  loving  song 
SifflM  o'er  her  name,  and  many  an  islander 
With  her  sire's  story  makes  the  night  less 

long; 
Valour  was  his,  and.beauty  dwelt  with  her; 
If  she  loved  rashly,  her  life  paid  for  wrong — 
A  heavy  price  must  all  pay  who  thus  err. 
In  some  shape ;  let  none  think ,  to  fly  tlie 

danger, 
For  soon  or  late  Love  is  his  own  avenger. 


Bat  let  me  change  tliis  theme,  which  grows 

too  sad. 
And  lay  this  sheet  of  sorrow  on  the  nlii'If; 
1  don't  much  like  describing  people  mad. 
For  fear  of  seeming  rather  touched  myself — 
Besides,  I've  no  more  on  this  head  to  add ; 
And  as  my  Muse  is  a  capricious  elf, 
WVll  put  about,  and  try  another  tack 
With  Jaan^left  half-kili'd  ^me  stanzas  back. 


Wounded  and  fetter'd,   ''cabiu'd.  cribtrd, 

roiifined." 
Sane  day*  and  nights  elapsed  before  that  he 


Could  altogether  call  the  past  to  mind  ; 
And  when  he  did,  he  found  hiim^eif  at  Mem^ 
Sailing  six  kiioln  an  hour  before  the  ^  ind ; 
The  shores  of  liioii  lay  beneath  their  lee — 
Another  time  he  might  have  liked  to  see'em. 
But  now  was  not  much  pleased  with  Cape 

Sigaeum. 


Thcre.on  the  green  and  \  illage-cotted  liilljs 
(Fiank'd  by  the  Hellei^pont  and  by  the  sea) 
Entomb'd  tlie  bravest  of  the  brave,  Aehille*  ; 
1'hey  say  so  —  (Bryant  says  the  contrary) 
And  further  downward ,  tall  and  towering 

still,  is 
The  tumulus  —  of  whom?  Heaven  knows; 

't  may  be 
Fatroclus,  Ajax,  or  Protesilaus, — 
All  heroes  who  if  living  still  would  tlay  us. 


High  barrows,  without  marble,  or  a  name, 
A  vatit.  untill'd,  and  mountain-skirted  plain. 
And  Ida  in  the  distance,  still  the  same. 
And  old  Scamander  (if  'tis  he),  remain ; 
The  situati(»n  seems  ^tiil  form'd  for  fame — 
A  hundred  thousand  men  might  fight  again 
W^ith  ea^e;  but  where  I  sought  for  Ilion's 

walls. 
The  quiet  sheep  feeds,and  the  tortoise  crawb; 


I'roops  of  u|itended  horses ;  here  and  there 
Some    liUle    hamlets    with     new    names 

uncouth ; 
Some  shepherds  (unlike  Paris),  led  to  stare 
A  moment  at  the  European  youth 
Whom  to  the  spot  tlieir  schoolboy-feelings 

bear ; 
A  Turk  ,  with  beads  in  hand  and  pipe  iu 

mouth. 
Extremely  taken  with  his  own  religion. 
Are  what  I  found    there— but  the  devil  a 

Phrygian. 


Don  Junn,  here  permitted  to  emerge 
From  his  dull  cabin,  found  himself  a  slave; 
Forlorn,  and  gaxing  on  the  deep  blue  surge, 
O'ereihadow  'd  there  by  many  a  hen>'s  grave : 
W^eak  still  with  loss  of  blood ,   he  scarce 

could  urge 
A  few  brief  questions ;  mid  the  answers  gave 
iVo  very  satisfactory  information 
About  his  past  or  present  situation. 


He  saw  some  fellow-enptives,  mIio  appear'd 
I'o  be  Italians — as  they  were,  in  fact: 
From  them,  at  least,  thvir  destiny  he  heard. 
Which  was  an  odd  one;  a  trmip  going  to  act 
In  Sicily— all  singers,  duly  rear'd 
In  their  vocation,— had  not  been  attacked. 
In  sailing  from  Livorno,  by  the  pirate. 
But  sold  by  the  impresario  at  no  high  rate. 
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By  one  of  the«e,  the  buffb  of  the  partyv 
Juan  WM  told  about  their  curiout  case ; 
For,    although   destined    to  the  Turkish 

mart,  he 
Still  kept  hif  spirits  up— at  least  his  face; 
The  little  fellow  reallj  look*d  quite  hearty, 
And  bore  him  with  some  gaiety  and  grace. 
Showing  a  much  more  rectmciled  demeanour 
Than  did  tlie  prlma-donna  and  the  tenor. 


In  a  few  words  he  told  their  hapless  story, 
Saying,  *^Our  MachiaTelian  impresario, 
Making  a  signal  off  some  promontory, 
Haird  a  strange  brig ;  Corpo  di  Caio  Mario ! 
We  were  transferred  on  board  her  in  a  hurry, 
Without  a  single  scudo  of  salario ; 
But,  if  the  Sultan  has  a  taste  for  song, 
We  will  revive  our  fortunes  before  long. 


^^The  prima-donna,  though  a  little  old. 
And  haggard  with  a  dissipated  life. 
And  subject,  when  the  house  is  thin,  to  cold, 
Has  some  good  notes ;  and  tiien  the  tenor*s 

wife. 
With  no  g^reat  voice,  is  pleasing  to  behold; 
Last  carnival  she  made  a  deal  of  strife 
By  carrying  off  Count  Cesare  Cicogna 
From  an  old  Roman  princess  at  Bologna. 


**And  then  there  are  the  dancers;  there*s  the 

Nini, 
With  more  than  one  profession  gains  by  all ; 
Then  there^s  that  laughing  shit  thePele- 

grini. 
She  too  was  fortunate  last  carnival 
And  made    at   least    five    hundred    good 

lecchini. 
But  spends  so  fast,  she  has  not  now  a  paul ; 
And  then  there's  theGrotesca — such  a  dancer! 
Where  men  have  souls  or  bodies  she  must 

answer. 


1 

*'As  for  the  fignranti,  they  are  like 
The  rest  of  all  that  tribe;  with  here  and  there 
A  pretty  person,  which  perhaps  may  strike, 
The  rest  are  hardly  fitted  for  a  fair; 
There^s  one,  though  tall  and  stiffer  than  a 

pike. 
Yet  has  a  sentimental  kind  of  air 
Which  might  go  far ,  but  she  don't  danre 

with  vigour; 
The  more's  the  pity,  with  her  face  and 

figure. 


**As  for  the  men,  they  are  a  middling  let; 
The  Mnsico  is  but  a  crack'd  old  basin. 
But,  being  qualified  in  one  way  yet. 
May  the  seraglio  do  to  set  his  face  in. 
And  as  a  servant  some  preferment  eet; 
His  singing  1  iio  further  trust  can  place  in: 


From  all  the  pope  makes  yearly  't  would 

perplex 
To  find  three  perfect  pipes  of  the  third  sex. 


^^The  tenor's  voice  is  spoilt  by  affectation. 
And  for  the  bass,  the  beast  can  only  bellow ; 
In  fact,  he  had  no  singing-education. 
An  ignorant,   noteless,  timeless,  tuneless 

fellow. 
But  being  the  prima-^onna's  near  relation. 
Who  swore  his  voice  was  very  rich  and 

mellow. 
They  hired  him,  though  to  hear  him  you'd 

believe 
An  ass  was  practising  recitative. 


^^^  would  not  become  myself  to  dwell  upon 
My  own  merits,  and  though  young — I  dee, 

Sir— you 
Have  got  a  travell'd  air,which  shows  you  one 
To  whom  the  opera  is  by  no  means  newt 
You've  heard  of  Kaucocanti?— I'm  the  man); 
The  time  may  come  when  you   may  hear 

'  me  too; 

You  was  not  last  year  at  the  fair  of  Lugo, 
But  next,  when  I'm  engaged  to  sing  there 

— do  go. 


«'Our  baritone  I  almost  had  forgot, 
A  pretty  lad,  but  bursting  with  conceit ; 
With  graceful  action,  science  not  a  jot, 
A  voice  of  no  great  compass,  and  not  sweet. 
He  always  is  complaining  of  his  lot. 
Forsooth,    scarce  fit   for   ballads   in    the 

street ; 
In  lovers'  parts  his  passion  more  to  breathe. 
Having  no  heart  so  show,  he   shows   his 

teeth." 


Here  Raucocanti's  eloquent  recital 
Was  interrupted  by  the  piratensrew. 
Who  came  at  stated  moments  to  invite  all 
The  captives  back  to  their  sad  births ;  each 

threw 
A  rueful  glance  upon  the  waves  (which 

bright  all 
From  the  blue  skies  derived  a  double  blue. 
Dancing  all  free  and  happy  in  the  sun). 
And  then  went  down   the  hatchway  one 

by  one. 


They  heard,next  day, that  in  the  Dardanelles, 
Waiting  for  his  sublimity's  firman — 
The  most  imperative  of  sovereign  spells. 
Which  every  body  does  without  who  cau, — 
More  to  secure  them  in  their  naval  cells, 
Lady  to  lady,  well  as  man  to  man. 
Were  to   be   rhain'd  and   lotted    out   per 

couple 
For  the  slave- market  of  Constantinople. 
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It  fttmt  when  thlf  allotaieBt  was  nuule  oat, 
There  chaneed  to  be  bo  odd  male  and  odd 

female, 
Wlio  (after  fome  diicufsion  and  lome  doubt 
If  the  foprano  might  be  doomed  to  be  male., 
They  placed  him  o*er  the  women  at  a  f  coot) 
Were  iink'd  together,  and  it  happen*d  the 

male 
Waa  Jnan,  who — an  awkward  thing  at  hie 

age- 
Paired  off  with  a  Bacchante  blooming  mirage. 


With  Raacocanti  luckleMly  was  chainM 
The  tenor;  these  two  hated  with  a  hate 
Found  only  on  thestage,and  each  more  painM 
W  ith  this  his  taneful  neighbour  than  his  Tate; 
Sad  strife  arose,  for  they  were  so  cross- 

grained, 
lastead  of  bearing  up  without  debate. 
That  each  pnllM  different  ways  with  many 

an  oath, 
**Areades  ambo,^  id  cat-  blackguards  both. 


Juan^s  companion  was  a  Romagnole, 
Bnt  bred  within  the  March  of  old  Ancona, 
With  eyes  that  look'd  into  the  very  soul 
(And  cither  chief  points  of  a  **bella  donna"), 
Bright — and  as  black  and  burning  as  a  coal ; 
And  through  her  clear  brunette  complexion 

shone  a 
Great  wish  to  please— a  most  attractive 

dower, 
Especially  when  added  to  the  power. 


Bnt  all  that  power  was  wasted  upon  him, 
For    sorrow   o^er    each   sense   held    stem 

command ; 
Her  eye  might  flash  on  his,  but  found  it  dim; 
And  though  thus  chain*d,a8  natural  her  hand 
TouchM  his,  nor  that—  nor  any  handsome 

limb 
(And  she  had  some  not  easy  to  withstand) 
Covid  stir  his  pulse,  or  make  his  faith  feel 

brittle ; 
Perhaps  his  recent  wounds  might  help  a 

little. 


Ko  matter;  we  should  ne*er  too  much  inquire, 
Bat  fiacts  are  facts ,  —  no  knight  could  be 

more  true, 
Aad  firmer  faith  no  ladye-Iove  desire; 
We  will  omit  the  proofs,  save  one  or  two. 
Tis  said  no  one  in  hand  *^cnn  hold  a  fire 
By  thonght  of  frosty  Caucasus  ,'*  but  few 
I  really  think ;  yet  Juan*s  then  ordeal 
Wan  aiore  triumphant ,  and  not  much  less 

real. 


Here  I  might  enter  on  a  chaste  description, 
Having  withstood  temptation  in  my  yoath, 


But  hear  that  several  people  take  exception 
At  the  first  two  books  having  too  much  truth; 
Therefore  Vl\  make  Don  Juan  leave  the  ship 

soon, 
Because  the  publisher  declares,  in  sooth. 
Through  needles'  eyes   it   easier   for  the 

camel  is 
To  pass,  than  those  two  cantos  into  families. 


Tis  ail  the  same  to  me ;  Vm  fond  of  yielding. 
And  therefore  leave  them  to  the  purer  page 
Of  Smollet,  Prior,  Ariosto,  Fielding, 
Who  say  strange  things  for  so  correct  an  age; 
1  once  had  great  alacrity  in  wielding 
My  pen,  and  liked  poetic  war  to  wage. 
And  recollect  the  time  when  all  this  cant 
Would  have  provoked  remarks  which  now 

it  shan't. 


As  boys  love  rows ,  my  boyhood  liked  a 

squabble ; 
But  at  this  hour  I  wish  to  part  in  peace. 
Leaving  such  to  the  literary  rabble. 
Whether  my  verse'i*  fame  be  doom'd  to  cease. 
While  the  right  hand  which  wrote  it  still  is 

able. 
Or  of  some  centuries  to  take  a  lease ; 
The  grass  upon  my  grave  m  ill  grow  as  long. 
And  sigh  to  midnight-winds,  bnt  not  to  song. 


Of  poeti  who  come  down  to  us  through 

distance 
Of  time  and  tongues,  the  foster-babes  of 

Fame, 
Life  seems  the  smallest  portion  of  existence ; 
Where  twenty  ages  gather  oVr  a  name, 
^Tis  as  a  snowball  which  derives  assistance 
From  every  flake.and  yet  rolls  on  the  same. 
Even  till  an  iceberg  it  may  chance  to  grow, 
But  after  all  'tis  nothing  but  cold  snow. 


And  so  great  names  are  nothing  more  than 

nominal. 
And  love  of  glory  's  bnt  an  airy  lust. 
Too  often  in  its  fury  overcoming  all 
Who  would,  as  'twere,  identify  their  dust 
From  out  the  wide  destruction ,  which  en- 
tombing all. 
Leaves  nothing  till  the  coming  of  the  just — 
Save  change :  IVe  stood  upon  Achilles'  tomb. 
And  heard  Troy  doubted;  time  will  doubt 

of  Rome. 


The  very  generation?  of  the  dead 

Are  swept  away,  and  tomb  inherits  tomb, 

Until  the  memory  of  an  age  is  fled. 

And,  buried ,  sinks  beneath  its  offspring's 

doom : 
Where  are  the  epitaphs  our  fatliers  read? 
Save  a  few  glean'd  from  the  sepulchral  gloom 
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Which  once -named  myriads  namelesB  lie 

beneath, 
And  lose  their  own  in  oni versa!  death. 


I  canter  by  the  spot  each  afternoon 
When?  perished  in  his  fame  the  hen>-boy, 
Who  lived  too  long  for  men,  but  died  too 

soon 
For  human  Tanity,  the  young  de  Foix ! 
A  broken  pillar  not  uncoutliiy  hewn. 
But  which  neglect  is  hastening  to  destroy, 
Recrords  Ravenna^s  carnage  on  its  face. 
While  weeds  and  ordure  rankle  round  the 

base. 


1  pass  each  dinr  where  Dante's  bones  are  laid: 
A  little  cupola,  more  neat  than  solemn. 
Protects  his  dust,  but  reverence  here  is  paid 
I'o  the  bard^s  tomb ,  and  not  the  warrior's 

column: 
The   time  must  come  when   both,  alike 

decay'd. 
The  chieftain's  trophy  and  the  poet's  volume. 
Will  sink  where  lie  the  songs  and  wars  of 

earth. 
Before  Pelides'  death,  or  Homer's  birth. 


With    human    blood    that    column   was 

cemented. 
With  human  filth  that  column  is  defiled. 
As  if  the  peasant's  coarse  contempt  were 

vented 
To  show  his  loathing  of  the  spot  he  soil'd; 
Thus  is  the  trophy  used,  and  thus  lamented 
Should  ever  be  those  blood-hounds,  from 

whose  wild 
Instinct  of  gore  and  glory  earth  has  known 
Those  bufferings  Dante  saw  in  hell  alone. 


Yet  there  will  still  be  bards ;  though  fame 

is  smoke. 
Its  fumes  are  frankincense  to  human  thought; 
And  the  unquiet  feelings,  which  first  woke 
Song  in  the  world,  will  seek  what  then  they 

sought ; 
As  on  the  beach  the  waves  at  last  are  broke, 
I'lius  to  their  extreme  verge  the  passions 

brought. 
Dash  into  poetry,  which  is  but  passion. 
Or  at  least  was  so  ero  it  grew  a  fashion. 


If  in  the  course  of  such  a  life  as  was 
At  once  adventurous  and  contemplative. 
Men  who  partake  all  passions  as  they  pass,' 
Acquire  the  deep  and  bitter  power  to  give 
Their  images  again,  as  in  a  glass. 
And  in  such  colours  that  they  seem  to  live; 
You   may   do    right   forbidding  them    to 

show'cra. 
But  spoil  (I  think)  a  very  pretty  poem. 


Oh !  ye,  who  make  the  fortunes  of  all  books ! 
Benign  rem  leans  of  the  second  sex  ! 
Who  advertise  new  poemti  by  your  looks. 
Your  'imprimatur"  will  ye  not  annexe 
What,  must  I  go  to  the  obii^  iou8  co4>ks. 
Those   Cornish   plunderers  of   Parnassian 

wrecks  'i 
Ah!  must  I  then  the  only  minstrel  be 
Proscribed  from  tasting  your  Castalian  tea? 


What,  can  I  prove  "a  lion"  then  no  more? 
A  ball-room  bard,  a  foolscap,  hot- press 

darling. 
To  bear  the  compliments  of  many  a  bore. 
And  sigh  ^^I  can't  get  out,"  like  Yorick's 

starling? 
Why  then  I'll  swear,  as  poet  Wordy  swore 
(Because  the  world  won't  read  him,  always 

snarling). 
That  taste  is  gone,  that  fame  is  but  a  lottery. 
Drawn  by  the  blue-coat-misses  of  a  coterie. 

Oh!  ^^darkly,  deeply,  beautifully  blue," 
As  some  one  somewhere  sings  about  the  sky. 
And  I,  ye  learned  ladies,  say  of  you ; 
They  say  your  stockings  are  so  (Heaven 

knows  why, 
I  have  examined  few  pair  of  that  hue) ; 
Blue  as  the  garters  which  serenely  lie 
Round  the  Patrician  left-legs,  which  adorn 
The  festal  midnight  and  the  levee-mom. 


Yetsome  ofyou  are  most  seraphic  creatures, 
But  times  are  altered  since,  a  rhyming  lover. 
You  read   my  stanzas,  and  I  read   your 

features : 
And— but  no  matter ,  all  those  things  arc 

over: 
Still  1  have  no  dislike  to  learned  natures. 
For  sometimes   such   a  world   of  virtues 

cover; 
I  know  one  woman  of  that  purple  school, 
Theloveliest,chastest,best,but— quiteafoul. 


Humboldt,  ^^the  first  of  tra^  ellers,"  but  not 
The  last,  if  late  accounts  be  accurate. 
Invented,  by  some  name  I  have  forgot. 
As  well  as  the  sublime  discovery's  date. 
An  airy  instrument,  with  which  he  sought 
To  ascertain  the  atmospheric  state. 
By  measuring  ^^the  intctmUy  of  blue  :'* 
On,  Lady  Daphne!  let  me  measure  you  ! 


But  to  the  narrative:  The  vessel  bound 
With  slaves  to  sell  off  in  the  capital. 
After  the  usual  process,  might  be  found 
At  anchor  under  the  seraglio- wall ; 
Her  cargo,  from  the  plague  being  safe  and 

sound. 
Were  landed  in  the  market,  one  and  all. 
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AmI  therr,  with  GeAtgtana ,  RaMiant,  and 

CirrHHsians, 

Btaghft   np    for    different    purposes    and 

paMiong. 


Smdc  went  off  dearly:  fifteen  hundred  doUart 
For  one  Circainan,  a  sweet  ^irl,  were  given. 
Warranted  virgin;  beauty^s  brightest  colours 
Had  dcckM  her  out  in  ail  the  hues  of  heaven : 
Her   sale    sent   home   some    disappointed 

bawlers , 
Who  bade  on  tiH   the  hundreds   reached 

eleven ; 
But  when  the  offer  went  beyond,  they  know 
Twas  for  the  Sultan,  and  at  once  withdrew. 


Twelve  nein'esses  fromNubia  brought  a  price 
Which  the  West-Indian  nmrl<et  scarce  would 

bring ; 
Though  Wilberforre,  at  larit,  has  made  it 

twicfe 
What  *twas  ere  Abolition ;  and  the  thing 
Nred  not  seem  very  wonderful,  for  vice 
Is  always  much  more  splendid  than  a  king : 
The  virtues,  even  the  most  eialted.  Charity, 
Are  saving — vice  spares  nothing  for  a  rarity. 


But  for  the  destiny  of  this  young  troop. 
How  tome  were  bought  by  pachas,  some 

by  Jews, 
How  some  to  burdens  were  obliged  to  stoop, 
And  others  rose  to  the  command  of  crews 
As  renegadoes ;  while  in  hapless  group. 
Hoping  no  very  old  vizier  might  choose, 
The  females   stood,   as   one  by  one  they 

pickM  *em. 
To  make  amistress,or  fourth  wife,  or  victim : 


All  this  must  bo  reserved  for  further  song; 
Also  our  heroes  lot,  howe'er  unpleasant, 
(Because  this  canto  has  become  too  long) 
Must  be  postponed  discreetly  for  the  present; 
fim  sensible  redundancy  is  wrong. 
But  could  not  for  the  muse  of  me  put  less  in^t: 
And  now  delay  the  progress  of  Don  Juan, 
Till  what  is  callM  in  Ossian  the  fifth  Dnan. 


CANTO    V. 

Wnii  amatory  poets  sing  their  loves 

la  liquid  lines  mellifluonsly  bland, 

Aad  praise  their  rhymes  as  Vmus  yokes  her 

doves, 
Tbey  little  think  what  mischief  is  in  hand; 
The  greater  their  success  the  worse  it  proves. 
As  Ovid's  vene  may  aake  yon  understand; 


Even  Petrarch's  self.  If  Judged  with  doe 

severity 
Is  the  Platonic  pimp  of  all  posterity. 


I  therefore  do  denounce  all  amorous  writing, 
Except  in  such  a  way  as  not  to  attract ; 
Plain — simplo— short,  and  by  no  means  in- 

>  iting. 
But  with  a  moral  to  each  error  tack'd, 
Form'd    rather    for    instructing    than  de- 
lighting. 
And  with  all  passions  in  their  turn  attack'd; 
Now,  if  my  Pegasus  should  not  bo  shod  ill. 
This  poem  will  become  a  moral  model. 


The  European  with  the  Asian  shore 
Sprinkled  with  palaces ;  the  ocean-stream 
Here  and  there  studded  with  a  seventy-four: 
Sophia's  cupola  with  golden  gleam; 
The  cy  press-gnroves;  Olympus  high  and  hoar; 
The  twelve  isles,  and  the  more  than  I  could 

dream. 
Far  less  describe,  present  the  very  view 
Which  charm'd  the  charmingMary  Montagu. 

I  have  a  passion  for  the  name  of  ^^Mary,** 
For  once  it  was  a  magic  sound  to  me. 
And  still  it  half  calls  up  the  realms  of  fairy, 
W^here  I  beheld  what  never  was  to  be; 
All  feelings  changed.but  this  was  last  to  vary, 
A  spell  from  which  even   yet  1   am  not 

quite  free: 
But  I  grow  sad— and  let  a  tale  grow  cold, 
Which  must  not  be  pathetically  told. 


The  wind  swept  down  the  Euxine,  and  the 

wave 
Broke  foaming  o'er  the  blue  Symplegades ; 
'TIS  a  grand  sight  from  off  ''the  Giant's 

Grave  " 
To  watch  the  progress  of  those  rolling  seas 
Between  the  Bosphorus,  as  they  lash  and  lave 
Europe  and  Asia,  yon  being  quite  at  ease; 
There^s  not  a  sea  the  passenger  e'er  pukes  in. 
Turns  up  more  dangerous  breakers  than  the 

Euxine. 


Twas  a  raw  day  of  Autumn's  bleak  be- 
ginning. 

When  nights  are  equal,  but  not  so  the  days ; 

The  Pares  then    cut  short    the    further 

spinning 

Of  seamen's  fates,  and  the  loud  tempests  raise 

The  waters,  and  repentance  for  past  sinning 

In  all  who  o'er  the  great  deep  take  their 

ways: 

They  vow  to  amend  their  lives,  and  yet 

they  don't; 

Because  if  drown'd,  they  can't— if  spared, 

they  won't 
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A  crowd  of  shirerin^  tlaTc*  of  every  nation. 
And  Rf^,  and  tex,  were  in  the  market  ranf^ed; 
Earh  Uevy  with  the  merchant  in  hif  station: 
Poor  creature* !  tlieir  ^ood  looks  were  sadly 

rhang^. 
All    save  the   blacks  seem'd   Jaded   with 

vexation, 
From  friends,  and  home,  and  freedom  far 

estranged ; 
The  negroes  more  philosophy  displayed, — 
llttd  to  It,  no  doubt,  as  eels  are  to  be  flay'd. 


Juan  was  juvenile,  and  thus  was  full, 
As  most  at  his  age  are,  of  hope,  and  health; 
Vet  I  must  own  he  looked  a  little  dull. 
And   now  and  then  a  tear  stole  down  by 

stealth; 
Perhaps  his  recent  loss  of  blood  mig^t  pull 
His  spirit  down ;  and  then  the  loss  of  wealth, 
A  mii»tress,  and  such  comfortable  quarters. 
To  be  put  up  for  auction  amongst  I'artnrs, 


Were  things  to  shake  a  stoic ;  ne*erthelesf, 
Upon  the  whole  his  carriage  was  serene : 
His  figure,  and  the  splendour  of  his  dress, 
Of  which  some  gilded  remnants  still  were 

seen. 
Drew  all  eyes  on  him,  giving  them  to  gneft 
He  was  above  the  vulgar  by  nis  mien; 
And   then,   though  pale,  he  was  so  veiy 

handsome; 
And  then -they  calculated  on  hit  nuMom. 


Like  a  backgammon-board  the  place  was 

dotted 
With  whites  and  blacks,  in  groups  on  show 

for  sale. 
Though  rather  more  irregularly  spotted : 
Some  bought  the  jet,  while  others  chose 

the  pale. 
It  chanced,  amongst  the  other  people  lotted, 
A  man  of  thirty,  rather  stout  and  hale. 
With  resolution  in  his  dark  gray  eye, 
NextJuan  stood,till  tome  might  choose  to  boy. 


He  had  an  English  look ;  that  is,  was  square 
In  make,  of  a  complexion  white  and  ruddy, 
Good  teeth,  withf:urling  rather  dark  brown 

hair. 
And,  it  might  be  from  thought,  or  toil,  or 

study. 
An  open  brow  a  little  mark*d  with  care: 
One  arm  had  on  a  bandage  rather  bloody; 
And  there  he  stood  with  such  mng-frmd 

that  greater 
Could   fcarce  be  shown  even  by  a  mere 

spectator. 


Rut  seeing  at  his  elbow  a  mere  lad. 
Of  a  high  spirit  evidently,  though 


At  present  welghSi  down  by  a  doom  which 

had 
Overthrown  even  men,  he  soon  began   to 

show 
A  kind  of  blunt  compassion  for  the  sad 
Lot  of  so  young  a  partner  in  the  woe. 
Which  for  himself  he  seem*d  to  deem  no 

worse 
Than  any  other  scrape,  a  thing  of  course. 


**My  boyr*..iiatd  he,'^amidBt  this  motley  crew 
Of   Georgians,     Russians,    Nubians,    and 

what  not. 
All  ragamuffins,  differing  but  in  hue. 
With  whom  it  is  our  luck  to  cast  our  lot. 
The  only  gentlemen  seem  I  and  you. 
So  let  us  be  acquainted,  as  we  ought  i 
If  I  could  yield  you  any  consolation, 
Twould  give  me  pleasure. —Pray,  what  it 

vour  nation?** 


When  Juan  answered  ^'Spanish ! "  he  replied, 
«^I  thought,  in  fact, yon  could  not  be  a  Greek ; 
Those  servile  dogs  are  not  so  proudly  eyed : 
Fortune  has  play *d  you  here  a  pretty  freak, 
But  that*s  her  way  with  all  men  till  they*ro 

tried  ; 
But  never  mind,~she*ll  turn,  perhaps,  next 

week; 
She  has  served  me  also  much  the  same  as  y  on , 
Except  that  I  have  found  it  nothing  new.** 


'^Pray,  Sir,**  said  Juan,  ^4f  I  may  presume, 
What  brought  you  here  V  **— ''Oh !  nothing 

very  rare — 
Six  Tartars  and  a  drag-chain *'— ''To 

this  doom 
But  what  conducted,  if  the  question*^  fair, 
Is  that  which  I  would  learn.**—''!  sened 

for  some 
Months  with  the  Russian  army  here  and 

there. 
And  taking  lately,  bySuwarrow's  bidding, 
A  town,  was  ta*en  myself  instead  of  Widdin.*' 


"Have  yon  no  friends?**— "I  had  — but,  by 

Grod*s  Iilc4i}iing, 
Have  not  been  troubled  with  them  lately. 

Now 
I  have  answer*d  all  your  questions  without 

pressing, 
And  you  an  equal  courtesy  should  show.** — 
"Alas!**  said  Juan,"  'twere  a  tale  distressing. 
And  long  besides.** — "Oh !   if  *tis  really  so, 
You*re  right  on  both  accounts  to  hold  your 

tongue; 
A  sad  tale  saddens  doubly  when  *t  is  long. 


But  droop  not:  Fortune  at  yourtimeof  life, 
Although  a  female  osoderately  fickle. 
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Will  hardly  learo  jou  (at  ihe^f  not  yoor 

wife) 
Ftr  anj  leogth  of  day«  in  fuch  a  pickle. 
Tt  strive  too  with  our  Ikto  were  toch  a 

etrife 
As  if  the  corn-sheaf  should  oppose  the  sickle  i 
Mea  are  Che  vport  of  circumstances,  when 
The  circamstafices  seem  the  sport  of  men.** 


^Tis  BOi,'*  said  Jaan,  ^^for  my  present  doom 
I  m<mm,  Imt  for  the  past ; — I  lov^d  a  maid  :** 
He  pansed,  and  his  dark  eye  g^rew  fall  of 

g^loom; 
A  single  tear  upon  his  eyelash  staid 
A  oMNBent,   and    then   dropped;    ^*hat  to 

resume, 
Tis  not  By  present  lot,  as  1  have  said, 
Which  I  deplore  so  much ;  for  1  have  borne 
Hardships  which  have  the  hardiest  over- 
worn. 


Oa  the  rough  deep.    But  this  last  blow—** 

and  here 
He  stopp'd  again,  and  turned  away  his  face. 
^^Ay,**  quoth  his  friend,  ^*I  thought  it  would 

appear 
That  there  had  been  a  lady  in  the  case ; 
And  these  are  things  which  ask  a  tender  tear. 
Such  as  1  too  would  shed  if  in  your  place: 
I  cried  upon  my  first  wife*s  dying-day. 
And  also  when  my  second  ran  away : 


My  third -*'—'«Yoar  third!**  quoth  Juan, 

turning  round ; 
^^Yoo   scarcely  can  be  thirty :    have   you 

three?** 
*'\o— only  two  at  present  above  ground: 
Sarely  *tis  nothing  wonderful  to  see 
Oue  person  thrice  in  holy  wedlock  bound !  ** 
*«Well,  then,  your  third,**  said  Juan;  *^what 

did  she? 
She  did  not  run  away,  too.  did  she,  sir?** 
•*!(?•,  faith."- "What  then?*'— "I  ran  away 

from  her.** 


**Toa   take  things  coolly,  sir,**  said  Jnan. 

"Why,** 
Replied  the  other,  *^what  can  a  man  do? 
Hmto  still  are  many  rainbows  in  your  sky, 
Bst  miae  have  Tanish*d.    All,   when  life 

is  new, 
Caamence  with  feelings  warm  and  prospects 

high ; 
Bat  time  strips  our  illusions  of  their  hue. 
And  one  by  one  in  turn,  some  grand  mistake 
GMta  off  its  bright  skin  yearly  like  the  snake. 


Tis  true,  it  gets  another  bright  and  fresh. 
Or  ftmriMT,  brighter;  but  Uie  year  gone 

througli. 


This  skin  must  go  the  way  too  of  all  flesh, 
Or  sometimes  only  wear  a  week  or  two ;  — 
Love*s   the    first  'net  which    spreads    its 

deadly  mesh; 
Ambition,  Avarice,  Vengeance,  Glory,  glue 
The  ^[littering  lime-twigs  of  our  latter  days, 
Where  still  we  flutter  on  for  pence  or  praise.* 


^^All  this  is  very  fine,  and  may  be  true,** 
Said  Jnan,  ^'but  1  really  don*t  see  how 
It  betters  present  times  with  me  or  you.** 
^^No?"   quoth    the   other;   ^^yet  you  will 

allow 
By  setting  things  in  their  right  point  of 

view. 
Knowledge,  at  least,  is  gain*d ;  for  instanoe 

now. 
We  know  what  slavery  is,  and  our  disasters 
May  teach  us  better  to  behave  when  masters.* 


^*  Would  we  were  masters  now,  if  but  to  try 
Their  present  lessons  on  our  Pagan  friends 

here,*' 
Said  Juan, swallowing  a  heart-burning  sigh: 
^'licaren  help  the  scholar  whom  his  fortune 

sends  here!** 
^'Perhaps  we  shall  be  one  day,  bj  and  by,** 
Rejoin'd  the  other,   ^^when  our  bad  luck 

mends  here. 
Meantime  (yon  old  black  eunuch  seems  to 

eye  us) 
I  wish  to  G— d  that  somebody  would  buy  us ! 


But  after  all,  what  is  our  present  state? 
*Ti8  bad,  and  may  be  better — all  men's  lot  i 
Most  men  are  slaves,  none  more  so  than 

the  great. 
To  their  own  whims  and  passions,  and  what 

not; 
Society  itself,  which  should  create 
Kindness,  destroys  what  little  we  had  got: 
To  feel  for  none  is  the  true  social  art 
Of  the  world*s  stoics — men  without  a  heart.** 


Just  now  a  black  old  neutral  personage 
Of  the  third  sex  stepp*d  up,  and  peering 

over 
The  captives,  seem'd  to  mark  their  looks, 

and  age. 
And  capabilities,  as  to  discover 
If  they  were  fitted  for  the  purposed  cage : 
No  lady  e'er  is  ogled  by  a  lover. 
Horse  by    a  blackleg,    broadcloth  by  a 

tailor. 
Fee  by  a  counsel,  felon  by  a  jailor. 


As  is  a  slave  by  his  intended  bidder. 
Tis  pleasaat  purchasing  our  fellow-crea- 
tures; 
And  all  are  to  be  sold,  if  yoa  consider 

fill 
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llieir  pattiona,  and  are  dezfrous;  some  bj 

featurcNi 
Are  bonf]^ht  up,  othera  bj  a  warlike  leader, 
Some  by  a  place — as  tend  their  years  or 

natnres; 
The   most  by  ready  Gash— bat   all  have 

pricefl. 
From  crowns  to  kicks,  according  to  their 

\ices. 


The  ennach  having  eyed  them  o*er  with  care, 
Turned  to  the  merchant,  and  begun  to  bid 
First  but  for  one,  and  after  for  ue  pair ; 
They  haggled,  wrangled,  swore,  too— to 

they  did ! 
As  though  they  were  in  a  mere  christian 

fair 
Cheapening  an  ox,  an  ass,  a  lamb,  or  kid; 
So  that  their  bargain  sounded  like  a  battle 
For  this  superior  yoke  of  human  cattle. 


At  last  they  settled  into  simple  grumbling, 
And  pulling  out  reluctant  purses,  and 
Taming  each  piece  of  silver  o*er,  and  tum- 
bling 
Some  down,  and  weighing  others  in  their 

hand. 
And  by  mistake  sequins  with  paras  jumbling, 
Until  the  sum  was  accurately  scanned. 
And  then  the  merchant,  giving  change,  and 

signing 
Receipts  in  full,  began  to  think  of  dining. 


I  wonder  if  his  appetite  was  good  ? 
Or,  if  it  were,  if  also  his  digestion  f 
Methinks  at  meals  some  odd  thoughts  might 

intrude, 
AndConsciencc  ask  a  curious  sort  of  question, 
About  the  right  divine  how  far  we  should 
Sell  flesh  and  blood.     When  dinner  has 

opprest  one, 
I  think  it  is  perhaps  the  gloomiest  hour 
Which  turns  up  out  of  the  sad  twenty-four. 


Voltaire  says  '«No  :**  he  tells  you  thatCandide 
Found  life  most  tolerable  after  meals ; 
He's  wrong — unless  man  was  a  pig,  indeed, 
Repletion  rather  adds  to  what  he  feels; 
Unless  he*s  drank,  and  then  no  dbnbt  he^s 

freed 
From  his  own  brain*s  oppression  while  it 

reels. 
Of  food  I  think  with  Philip's  son,  or  rather 
Ammon's  (ill  pleased  with  one  world  and 

one  father) ; 


I  think  with  Alexander,  that  the  act 
Of  eating,  with  another  art  or  two. 
Makes  us  feel  oor  mortality  in  fact 
Redoubled ;  when  a  mast  ami  a  ragout 


And  fish  and  soup,   by   some    side-dishes 

biirk'd. 
Can  give  us  either  pain  or  pleasure,  who 
Would  pique  himself  on  intellects^whoseoM 
Depends  so  much  upon  tlie  gastric  juice? 


The  other  evening  (Hwas  on  Friday  last)  - 
This  U  a  fact  and  no  poetic  fable — 
Ju8t  a8  my  great  coat  was  about  me  cast. 
My  hat  and  gloves  still  lying  on  the  table, 
I  heard  a  shot— Hwas  eight  o'clock  scarce 

past — 
And  running  out  as  fast  as  I  was  able, 
I  found  the  military  commandant 
Stretched  in  thestreet,and  able  scarce  to  pant. 


Poor  fellow !  for  some  reason,  surely  bad. 
They  had  slain  him  with  five  slugs;  and 

left  him  there 
To  perish  on  the  pavement :  so  1  had 
Him  borne  into  the  house  and  up  the  stair. 

And   stripped,    and  looked  to Rut  why 

should  I  add 
More  circumstances?  vain  was  every  care; 
The  man  was  gone:  in  some  Italian  quarrel 
Kill'd  by  five  bullets  from   an  old  gun- 
barrel. 


I  gaxed  upon  him,  for  I  knew  him  well ; 
And  though  I  have  seen  many  corpses,  never 
Saw  one,  whom  such  an  accident  befell. 
So  calm ;  though  pierced  through  stomach, 

heart,  and  liver, 
Heseem'd  to  sleep,for  you  could  scarcely  tell 
As  he  bled  inwardly,  no  hideous  river 
f  gore  divulged  the  cause)  that  he  was 

dead: — 
So  as  I  gazed  on  him,  I  thought  or  said : 


^ 


'<Can  this  be  death?  then  what  is  life  or 

death? 
Speak!"  but  he  spoke  not:  ''wake!**  but 

still  he  slept: — 
'^But    yesterday    and  who    had   mightier 

breath? 
A  thousand  warriors  by  his  word  were  kept 
In  awe:  he  said,  as  the  centurion  saith, 
'^Go,**  aad  he  goeth ;  ^^come,**  and  forth  he 

stepped. 
The  tramp  and  bagle  till  he  spake  were 

dumb— 
And  BOW  nought  left  him  but  the  muffled 

drum.'' 


And  they  who  waited  once  and  worshipp'd — 

they 
With  their  rough  faces  throng'd  about  the 

bed. 
To  gase  once  more  on  the  commanding 

clav 
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Which  for  the  latt  though  not  the  first 

time  bled: 
Aod  0uch  nn  end  I  that  he  who  many  a  day 
HmI  faeed  Napoleon^t  foes  until  they  fled,— 
The  forenioet  in  the  charge  or  in  the  lally, 
Should  now  be  batcher*d  in  a  ciric  alley. 


The  scan  of  his  old  wounds  were  near  his 

new, 
Thoae  honourable  scars  which  brought  him 

fame; 
And  horrid  was  the  contrast  to  the  view — 
Bat  let  me  quit  the  theme,  as  such  things 

claim 
Perhaps  ereo  more  attention  than  is  due 
From  me:  I  gased  (as  oft  I  have  gazed  the 


) 

To  try  if  I  could  wrench  aught  out  of  death 
Which  should  confirm,  or  shake,  or  make 

a  faith; 


Bat  it  waa  all  a  mystery.    Here  we  are. 
And  there  we  go :— but  where?  five  bits  of  lead. 
Or  three,  or  two,  or  one,  send  Tory  for ! 
And  is  this  blood,  then,  formM  but  to  be 

shed? 
Can  CTery  element  our  elements  mar? 
And  air— earth — water— fire  live — and  we 

dead? 
Ife,  whose  minds  comprehend  all  things? 

No  more ; 
But  let  us  to  the  story  as  before. 


The  purchaser  of  Juan  and  acquaintance 
Bore  off  his  bargains  to  a  gilded  boat, 
fimhark'd  himself  and  them,  and  off  they 

went  thence 
As  fost  as  oars  could  pull  and  water  fioat ; 
They  look'd  like  persons  being  led  to  sen- 
tence, 
Woadering  what  next,  till  the  caique  was 

brought 
Vp  in  a  little  creek  below  a  wall 
O*ertopp*d  with  cypresses  dark-green  and  tall. 


Here  their  conductor  tapping  at  the  wicket 
Of  a  small  iron  door,  't  was  openM,  and 
He  led  them  onward,  first  through  a  low 

thicket 
Flanfc'd  by  large  groTcs,  which  towered  on 

either  hand : 
They  almost  lost  their  way,   and  had  to 

pick  it — 
For  ni^t  was  closing  ere  they  came  to  land. 
The  eunurh  made  a  sign  to  those  on  board. 
Who  row'd  ofi*,  leaving  them  without  a  word. 

As  they  were  plodding  on  their  winding  way, 
Thioagh  orange-bowers,  and  jasmine,  and 

so  forth: 


(Of  which  I  might  have  a  good  deal  to  say. 
Inhere  being  no  such  profusion  in  the  North 
Of  oriental  plants,  ^'et  cetera," 
But  that  of  late  your  scribblers  think  it  worth 
Their  wiiile  to  rear  whole  hotbeds  in  their 

works 
Because   one  poet    traveird   *mongst    the 

Turks:) 


As  they  were  threading  on  tlieir  way,  there 

came 
IntoyDon  Juan's  head  a  thought,  which  he 
Whispered  to  his  companion  :~*twas  the  same 
Which  might  have  then  occurrM  to  you  or  me. 
^''Methinks,'* — said  he, — ^*it  would    be   no 

great  shame 
If  we  should  strike  a  stroke  to  set  us  free; 
Let's  knock  that  old  black  fellow  on  the  head. 
And  march  away— 't  were  easier  done  than 

said." 


^'Yes,*'  said  the  other,  ''and  when   done, 

what  then? 
How  get  out?  how  the  devil  got  we  in? 
And  when  we  once  were  fairly  out,  and  when 
From  Saint  Bartholomew  we  have  saved 

our  skin. 
To-morrow  'd  see  us  in  some  other  den. 
And  worse  off  than  we  hitherto  have  been; 
Besides,!^  hung^.and  just  now  would  take 
Like  Esau,  for  my  birthright  a  beef-steak. 


We  must  be  near  some  place  of  man's  abode. 
For  the  old  negro's  confidence  in  creeping 
With  his  two  captives,  by  so  queer  a  road. 
Shows  that  he  thinks  his  friends  have  not 

been  sleeping; 
A  single  cry  would  bring  them  all  abroad: 
'Tis  therefore  better  looking  before  leaping— 
And  there,  you  see,  this  turn  has  brought 

us  through. 
By  Jove,  a  noble  palace !? — lighted  too.'* 


It  was  indeed  a  wide  extensive  building 
Which  open'd  on  their  view,  and  o'er  the  front 
There  seem'd  to  be  besprent  a  deal  of  gilding 
And  various  hues,  as  is  the  Turkish  wont,— • 
A  gaudy  taste;  for  they  are  little  skill'd  In 
The  arts  of  which  these  lands  were  once 

the  font : 
Each  villa  on  the  Bosphorus  looks  a  screen 
New  painted,  or  a  pretty  opera-scene. 


And  nearer  as  they  came,  a  genial  savour 
Of  certain  stews,  and  roast-meats,  and  pilaus. 
Things  which  in  hungry  mortals'  eye»  find 

favour. 
Made  Juan  in  his  harsh  intentions  pause. 
And  put  himself  upon  his  good  behaviour : 
His  friend,  too,  adding  a  new  saving  clause. 
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Stttd,  ''In  HeBTen*a  name  lefft  get  toine  rap- 
per now. 
And  then  Tin  with  yon,  if  you're  for  a  row.** 


Some  talk  of  an  appeal  unto  loine  passion, 
Some  to  men's  feelings^others  to  their  reason; 
The  last  of  these  was  never  much  the  fashion. 
For  reason  thinks  all  reasoning  out  of  season. 
Some  speakers  whine,   and  others  lajr  the 

lath  on. 
But  more  or  lets  continue  still  to  tease  on. 
With  arguments  according  to  their  ''forte;" 
But  no  oae  erer  drcami  of  heing  short— 


But  I  digress :  of  all  appeals,— although 
I  grant  the  power  of  pathos,  and  of  gold. 
Of  b«iuty,  flattery,  threats,  a  shilling, — no 
Method  *s  more  sure  at  moments  to  take  hold 
Of  the  best  feelings  of  mankind,  which  grow 
More  tender,  as  we  every  day  behold, 
Than  that  all-softening,o'er-powering  knell, 
The  tocsin  of  the  §otd — the  dinnei^bell. 


Turkey  containa  no  bells,  and  yet  men  dine ; 
And  Juan  and  his  friends,  albeit  they  heard 
No  christian  knoll  to  table,  saw  no  line 
Of  lacqueys  usher  to  the  feast  prepared. 
Yet  smelt  roast-meat,beheld  a  huge  fire  shine. 
And  cooks  in  motion  with  their  dean  arms 

bared. 
And  gaxed  around  them  to  the  left  and  right 
With  the  prophetic  eye  of  appetite. 


And  giTing  up  all  notions  of  resistance. 
They  followed  close  behind  their  sable  guide. 
Who  little  thought  that  his  own  cracked 

existence 
Was  on  the  point  of  being  set  aside: 
He  motioned  them  to  stop  at  some  small 

distance. 
And  knocking  at  the  gate,  't  was  opened  wide, 
And  a  magnificent  large  hall  displayed 
The  Asian  pomp  of  Ottoman  parade. 


I  won't  describe;  description  is  my  forte. 
But  every  fool  describes  in  these  bright  days 
His  wond'rous  journey  to  some  foreign  court, 
And  spawns  his  quarto,  and  demands  your 

praise— 
Death  to  his  publisher,  to  him  *tis  sport; 
While  nature,   tortured   twenty  thousand 

ways, 
Resigns  herself  with  exemplary  patience 
To  guide-books,   rhymm.   tours,  sketchea, 

illustrations. 


Along  this  hall,  and  up  and  down,  some, 

squatted 
Upon  their  hams,  were  occupied  at  chess ;   I 


Others  in  monosyllable  talk  chatted. 

And  some  seemM  much  in  love  with  their 

own  dress. 
And  divers  smoked  superb  pipes  decorated 
With  amber  mouths  of  greater  price  or  less; 
And  iwveral  strutted,  others  slept,  and  some 
Prepared  for  supper  witli  a  glass  of  ram. 


As  the  black  eunuch  entered  with  hin  brace 
Of  purchased  Infidels,  some  raided  their  eyea 
A   moment  without  slackening  from  their 

pace; 
But  those  who  sate,  ne'er  stirr'd  in  any  wise : 
One  or  two  stared  the  captives  in  the  face, 
Just  as  one  views  a  horse  to  guess  his  price; 
Some  nodded  to  the  negro  from  their  station. 
But  no  one  troubled  him  with  conversation. 


He  leads  them  throngh  thehall,  and,  without 

stopping. 
On  through  a  farther  range  of  goodly  rooms, 
Splendid  but  silent,   save  in  one,  where, 

dropping, 
A    marble -fountain    echoes   through    the 

glooms 
Of  night,  which  robe  the  chamber,  or  where 

popping 
Some  female  head  most  curiously  presumes 
To  thrust  its  black  eyes  through  the  door  or 

lattice. 
As  wondering  what  the  devil  noise  that  is. 


Some  faint  lamps  gleaming  from  the  lofty 

walls 
Gave  light  enough  to  hint  their  farther  way. 
But  not  enough  to  shiiw  the  imperial  halls 
In  all  the  flashing  of  their  full  array ; 
Perhaps  there's  nothing — I'll  not  day  appals, 
But  saddens  more  by  night  as  well  as  day. 
Than  an  enormous  room  without  a  soul 
To  break  the  lifeless  splendor  of  the  whole. 


Two  or  three  seem  so  little,    one  senns 

,  nothing: 

In  deserts,  forests,  crowds,  or  b^v  ihe  shore. 
There  solitude,   we    know,    has   her   full 

growth  in 
The  spots  which  were  her  realms  for  ever- 
more ; 
But  in  a  mighty  hall  or  gallery,  both  in 
More  modem  buildings  and  those  built  of 

yore, 
A  kind  of  death  comes  o'er  us  all  alone. 
Seeing  what's  meant  for  many  with  but  one. 


A  neat,  snug  study  on  a  winter's  night. 
A  book,  friend,  single  lady,  or  a  glass 
Of  claret,  sandwich,  and  an  appetite. 
Are  things  which  make  an  English  evening 

pas*; 
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Though  ecrtet  by  bo  mesnt  ■•  grand  a  tight 
At  it  a  theatre  lit  np  by  gas. 
I  fmm  my  evening!  in  long  galleries  solely, 
Aadl  that's  the  reason  rm  so  melancholy. 


Alas !  man  makes  that  great  irhich  makes 

him  little : 
I  grant  yon  in  a  church  Hit  very  well : 
What  tpeakt  of  Heaven  should  by  no  meant 

be  brittle, 
Knt  ttrong  and  latting,  till  no  tongue  can  tell 
Their  names  who  reared  it ;  but  hnge  houtet 

fit  ill- 
And  huge   tombt   worte — mankind,    tiuce 

Adam  fell: 
Methinkt  the  ttory  of  the  tower  of  Babel 
Might  teach  them  thit  much  better  than 

Tm  able. 


Babel  wat  Nimrod't  hunting  teat,  and  then 
A  town  ofgardent,wall8.and  wenltii amazing. 
Where  Nabuchadono«or.  king  of  men, 
Reign*d,  till  one  tnmmer^t  day  he  took  to 

grazing, 
And  Daniel  tamed  the  liont  in  their  den, 
l^he  piN>ple*t  awe  and  admiration  raiting ; 
Twas   famous,    too,    for   Thisbe   and   for 

Pyramus, 
And  the  calomniated  Queen  Semiramis. 


BqI  to  resnme,— should  there  be  (what  may 

not 
Be  in  these  days  ?)  some  infidels,  who  donH 
B<r«-aute  they  can't  find  out  the  very  spot 
or  that  tame  Babel,  or  becnute  they  won't, 
(Though   Claudint  Rich,   £tf|uire,    tome 

brickt  hat  got. 
And  written  lately  two  memoirs  npon't) 
Briicvc  the  Jews,   those  unbelievers,    ^ho 
Mntt  be  believed,  though  they  believe  not 

you  :  — 


Yet  let  them  think  that  Horace  hat  exprett'd 
Sliortly  and  tweetly  the  masonic  folly 
Of  those,  forgetting  the  great  place  of  rett. 
Who  givethemtelvcsto architecture  wholly; 
W  e  know  where  thingt  and  men  mutt  end 

at  latt; 
A  moral  (like  all  morals)  melancholy. 
And  "'•hit  sepulchri  immemor  ttruit  domot  ^ 
Shows  that  we  build  when  we  should  but 

entomb  ut. 


At  last  they  reached  a  quarter  most  retired. 
Where  echo  woke  at  if  from  a  long  tlnmber ; 


Though  full  of  all  thingt  which  could  ha 

detired, 
One  wonder'd  what  to  do  with  Huch  a  number 
Of  articles  which  nobody  required; 
Here  wealth  had  done  its  ntmotft  to  encumber 
With  furniture  an  exquisite  apartment. 
Which  puzzled  nature  much  to  know  what 

art  meant 


It  teem'd,  however,  but  to  open  on 

A  range  or  tuite  of  further  chambert,  which 

Might  lead  to  heaven  knowt  where;  but  in 

thit  one 
The  moveablet  were  prodifrally  rich  : 
Sofat  't  wat  half  a  tin  to  tit  upon. 
So  costly  were  they;  carpett  every  ttitch 
Of  workmanthip   to  rare,   that  made  you 

wish 
You  could  glide  o'er  them  like  a  golden  fith. 


The  black ,howeTer,withont  hardly  deigning 
A  glance  at  that  which  wrapt  the  tlaves 

in  wonder, 
Trampled  what  they  tcarce  trod  for  fear  of 

ttaining. 
At  if  the  milky  way  their  feet  wat  under 
With   all  itt  ttart,  and  with  a  stretch  at- 
taining 
A  certain  prett  or  cupboard  nighed  in  yonder 
In  that  remote  recett  which  yon  may  tee-*- 
Or  if  you  don't  the  fault  it  not  in  me : 


I  wish  to  be  pertpicuout ;  and  the  black, 
I  say,  unlocking  the  recett,  pnlTd  forth 
A  quantity  of  clothes  fit  for  the  back 
Of  any  Mussulman,  whate'er  hit  worth; 
And  of  variety  there  Hat  no  lack — 
And  yet,  though  1  have  taid  there  wat  no 

dearth. 
He  chote  himtelf  to  point   out  what  he 

thought 
Mott  proper  for  the  Christians  he  had  bought. 

The  suit  he  thought  most  suitable  to  each 
W^as,  for  the  elder  and  the  stouter,  firHt 
A  Candiote  cloak,  which  to  the  knee  might 

reach. 
And  trowsers  not  so  tight  that  they  would 

burst, 
But  such  as  fit  an  Asiatic  breech  ; 
A  shawl,  whose  folds  in  Cashmire  had  been 

nurst. 
Slippers  of  saffron,  dagger  rich  and  handy; 
In  short,  all  things  which  form  a  1  urkibh 

Dandy. 


While  he  was  dressing,  Raba,   their  black 

friend. 
Hinted  the  vant  advnntages  which  they 
Might  probably  attain  both  in  the  end, 
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If  they  would  but  ponue  the  proper  way 
WhichFortune  plainly  seemM  to  rerommend; 
And  then  he  added,  tliat  he  needs  must  say, 
'^  Twould  greatly  tend  to  better  their  con- 
dition. 
If  they  would  condeiceud  to  circumcision. 


For  his  own  part,  he  really  should  rejoice 
To  see  them  true  believers,  but  no  less 
Would  leare  his  proposition  to  their  choice.^ 
The  other,  thanking  him  for  this  excess 
Of  goodness  in  thus  leaving  them  a  Toice 
In  such  a  trifle,  scarcely  could  express 
^^Sufficiently  (he  said)  his  approbation 
Of  all  the  customs  of  this  polished  nation. 


For  his  own  share — he  saw  but  small  ob- 
jection 
To  so  respectable  an  ancient  rite; 
And  after  swallowing  down  a  slight  refection, 
For  which  he  owuM  a  present  appetite. 
He  doubted  not  a  few  hours  of  reflection 
Would  reconcile  him  to  the  business  quite."— 
««Willit?''  said  Juan,  sharply;  ''Strike  me 

dead, 
But  they  as  aoon  shall  circumcise  my  head! 


Cat  off  a  thousuid  heads,  befoi 

"Now  pray," 
Replied  the  other,  "do  not  intelrupt: 
You  put  mc  out  in  what  I  had  to  say. 
Sir!— as  I  said,  as  soon  as  I  have  snpt, 
I  shall  perpend  if  your  proposal  may 
fie  such  as  I  can  properly  accept; 
Provided  always  your  great  g^oodness  still 
Remits  the  matter  to  our  own  free-will." 


Baba  eyed  Juan,  and  said  "Be  so  good 
As  dress  yourself—"  and  pointed  out  a  suit 
In  which  a  princess   with  great  pleasure 

would 
Array  her  limbs ;  but  Juan  standing  mute. 
As  not  being  in  a  masquerading  mood, 
Gave  it  a  slight   kick  with  his  christian 

foot; 
And  when  the  old  negro  told  him  to  "Get 

ready," 
Replied,  "Old  gentleman,  I^  not  a  lady." 


*' What  yon  may  be,  I  neither  know  nor  care," 

Said  Baba ;  "but  pray  do  as  1  desire : 

I  have  no  more  time  nor  many  words  to 


spare 


n 


"At  least,"  said  Juan,  "sure  I  may  inquire 
The  cause  of  this  odd  travesty?"— "For- 
bear," 
SaidHaba^  "to  be  curious;  twill  transpire. 
No  doubt,  in  proper  place,  and  time,  and 

season: 
I  have  no  authority  to  tell  the  reason." 


"Then  if  I  do,"  said  Juan,  "lil  be " 

"Hold ! " 
RejoinM  the  Negro,  "pray  be  not  proToking ; 
This  spirit  *s  well,  but  it  may  wax  too  bold. 
And  you  will  find  us  not  too  fond  of  joking." 
"What,  sir,"  said  Juan,  "shall  it  e'er  be  told 
That  I  unsexM  my  dress?"  But  Baba  stroking 
The  things  down,  said — "Incense  me,  and 

I  call 
Those  who  will  leave  you  of  no  sex  at  all. 

I  offer  you  a  handsome  suit  of  clothes : 
A  woman^s,  true ;  but  then  there  is  a  cause 
Why   you    should   wear   them."— "What, 

though  my  soul  loathes 
The  effeminate  garb  ?  "— 'Fhus,  after  a  short 

pause, 
SighM  Juan,   muttering  also  some  slight 

oaths, 
"What  the  devil  shall  I  do  with  all  thii 

gauxe?" 
Thus  he  profanely  term'd  the  finest  lace 
Which  e*er  set  offamarriage-moming-face. 

And  then  he  swore;   and,  sighing,  on  ho 

slippM 
A  pair  of  trowsers  of  flesh-colourM  ^ilk ; 
Next  with  a  virgin-zone  he  was  equipped, 
Which  girt  a  slight  chemise  as  white  as 

milk; 
But,  tugging  on  his  petticoat,  he  trippM, 
Which— as  we  say— or  as  the  Scotch  say, 

whilk, 
(The  rhyme  obliges  me  to  this;  sometimes 
Kings  are  not  more  imperative  than  rhymes) 

Whilk,  which  (or  what  you  please)  was 

owing  to 
His    garment's    novelty,    and    his    being 

awkward ; 
And  yet  at  last  he  managed  to  get  through 
His  Coi  let,  though  no  doubt  a  little  backward : 
The  negro  Baba  helped  a  little  too, 
When  some  untt»ward  part  of  raiment  stuck 

hard; 
And,  wrestling  both  his  arms  into  a  gown. 
He  paused  and  took  a  sur\'ey  up  and  down. 

One  difficulty  still  rcniainM,  — his  hair 
Was  hardly  long  enough ;  but  Baba  found 
So  many  false  long  tresses  all  to  spare. 
That  soon  his  head  was  most  completely 

crowned. 
After  the  manner  then  in  fashion  there  ; 
And  this  addition  with  such  gems  was  bound 
As  suited  the  ensemble  of  his  toilet. 
While  Baba  made  him  comb  his  head  and 

oil  it. 


And  now  being  femininely  all  array *d, 
With  some  small  aid  from  srissars,  point. 

and  tweexrrs. 
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He  look*d  in  almoft  all  respects  a  maid, 
AndBaba  smilinglj  exclaiin'd,  ^*- You  tee,  sirs, 
A  perfect  transformatioo  here  displaj'd ; 
And  now,  then,  yoa  must  come  along  with 


me,  sirs. 


That  is— the  lady  :*'— clapping  his  hands 

twice, 
Four  blacks  were  at  his  elbow  in  a  trice. 


*'Yoa,  sir,"  said  Baba,  nodding  to  the  one, 
^'Will  pleaae  to  accompany  those  gentlemen 
To  supper;  but  you,  worthy  christian  nun. 
Will  follow  me:  no  trifling,  sir;  for  when 
I  say  a  thing  it  must  at  once  be  done. 
What  fear  yon?  think  you  this  a  lion's  den  ? 
Why,  His  a  palace,  where  the  truly  wise 
Anticipate  the  Prophet's  paradise. 


You  fool!  I  tell  you  no.  one  means  you 

harm.'' 
"So  much   the  better,"    Juan   said,    ^^for 

them ; 
Else  they  shall  feel  the  weight  of  t  fa  my 

arm. 
Which   is  not  quite  so  light  as  yon  may 

deem. 
I  yield  thus  far;  but  soon  will  break  the 

charm 
If  any  take  me  for  that  which  I  seem ; 
So  that  I  trust,  for  every  body's  sake. 
That  this  dbguise  may  lead  to  no  mistake.*' 


^^Blockhead!  come  on  and  see,"  quoth  Baba; 

while 
Don  Juan,  turning  to  his  comrade,  who. 
Though  somewhat  grieved,   could   scarce 

forbear  a  smile 
Upon  the  metamorphosis  in  view, 
^Farewell!"    they     mutually    exclaim'd: 

''this  soil 
Seems  fertile  in  adventures  strange  and  new ; 
One's  turn'd  halfMussulman,  and  one  a  maid, 
By  this  old  black  enchanter's  unsought  aid." 


^Farewell!"  said  Juan;  ^'should  we  meet 

no  more, 
I  wish  yon  a  good  appetite."— ^'Farewell!" 
Replied  the  other;  ^'though  it  grieves  me 

sore; 
When  we  next  meet  we'll  have  a  tale  to  tell : 
We  needs  must  follow  when  Fate  puts  from 

shore. 
Keep  your  good  name;  thongh  Eve  herself 

once  fell." 
''Kay,"  quoth  the  maid,  "the  Sultan's  self 

shan't  carry  roe, 
Unless  his  highness  promises  to  marry  me 


»» 


Aad  thus  they  parted,  each  by  separate  doors ; 
Baba  Ifd  Juan  onward,  room  by  room. 


Through     glittering    galleries    and    o'er 

marble -floors. 
Till  a  gigantic  portal  through  the  gloom, 
Ilaughty  and  huge,along  the  distance  towers; 
And  wafted  far  arose  u  rich  perfume : 
It  seem'd  as  thimgh  they  came  upon  a  shrine^ 
For  all  was  vast,  still,  fragrant,  and  divine. 


The  gtant-door  was  broad,  and  bright,  and 

high, 
Of  gilded  bronze,  and  carved  in  cnrioui 

guise ; 
Warriors  thereon  were  battling  furiously; 
Here  stalks  the  victor,  there  the  vanquish'd 

lies; 
There  captives  led  in  triimiph  droop  the  eye, 
And  in  perspective  many  a  squadron  flies ! 
It  seems  the  work  of  times  before  the  line 
Of  Rome  transplanted  fell  with  Constantino. 


This  massy  portal  stood  at  the  wide  close 
Of  a  huge  hall,  and  on  its  either  side 
Two  little  dwarfs,    the    lea<it   you    could 

suppose, 
Were  sate,  like  ugly  imps,  as  if  allied 
In  mockery  to  the  enormous  gate  which  rose 
O'er  them  in  almost  pyramidic  pride: 
The  gate  so  splendid  was  in  all  its  features, 
\~cm  never  thought  about  those  little  crea- 
tures. 


Until  you  nearly  trod  on  them,  and  then, 
\^iu  started  back  in  horror  to  survey 
The  wondrous  hideousness  of  those  small 

men, 
Whose  colour  was  not  black,  nor  white,  nor 

gray,  . 
But  an  extraneous  mixture,  which  no  pen 

Can  trace,  although  perhaps  the  pencil  may; 

They  were  mis-shapen  pigmies,  deaf  and 

dumb — 

Monsters,  who  cost  a  no  less  monstrous  sum. 


Hieir  duty  was — ^for  they  were  strong,  and 

though 
They  look'd  so  little,  did  strong  things  at 

times — 
To  ope  this  door,  which  they  could  really  do. 
The  hinges  being  as  smooth  as   Rog<!ts' 

rhymes ; 
And  now  and  then,  with  tongh  strings  of 

the  bow. 
As  is  the  custom  of  those  eastern  climes. 
To  give  some  rebel  Pacha  a  cravat; 
For  mutes  are  generally  used  for  that. 


They  spoke  by  signs — that  is,not  spoke  at  all; 
And,  looking  like  two  incnbi,  they  glared 
As  Baba  with  his  fingers  made  them  fall 
To  heaving  back  the  portal-folds :  it  scared 


224     Casto  v. 


D  O  IV    JUAN. 


St.  91—101. 


Joan  a  moment,  ai  thff  palv  to  imall 
With  shrinking*  serpent-optics  on  him  stared; 
It  was  as  if  their  little  looks  could  poison 
Or  fascinate  whomever  thej  fix*d  thei  r  eyes  on . 


Before  thej  entered,  Baba  paused  to  hint 
To  Juan  some  slight  lessons  as  his  gnide : 
^'If  you  could  just  contrive,"  he  said,  ^'to 

stint 
That  somewhat  manly  majesty  of  stride, 
Twonld  he  as  well,  and— (though  there's 

not  much  inH) — 
To  swing  a  little  less  from  side  to  side, 
Which  has  at  times  an  aspect  of  the  oddest; 
And  also,  could  you  look  a  little  modest, 


nVonld  he   conyenient;   for  these   mutes 

have  eyes 
Like  needles,  which  may  pierce  those  pet- 
ticoats ; 
And  if  they  should  discover  your  disguise. 
You  know  how  near  us  the  deep  Bosphorus 

floats ; 
And  you  and  I  may  chance,  ere  morning  rise, 
To  find  our  way  to  Marmora  without  boats, 
Stitch'd  up  in  sacks— a  mode  of  navigation 
A  good  deal  practised  here  upon  occasion.*' 


With  this  encouragement,  he  led  the  way 
In£o  a  room  still  nobler  than  the  last; 
A  rich  confusion  form'd  a  disarray 
In  such  sort,  that  the  eye  along  it  cast 
Could  hardly  cany  any  thing  away, 
Oliject  on  object  flask'd  so  bright  and  fast ; 
A  dazzling  mass  of  ^ms,  and  gold,  and 

glitter. 
Magnificently  mlligled  in  a  litter. 


Wealth  had  done  wonders—  taste  not  much ; 

such  things 
Occur  in  orient-palaces,  and  even 
In  the  more  chafiten'd  domes  of  western  kings 
(Of  which  I've  also  seen  some  six  or  seven) , 
Where  I  can't  say  or  gold  or  diamond  flings 
Much  lustre,  there  is  much  to  be  forgiven ; 
Groups  of  bad  statues,  tables,  chairs,  and 

pictures, 
On  which  I  cannot  pause  to  make  my  ttric- 

tures. 


In  this  imperial  hall,  at  distance  lay 
Under  a  canopy,  and  there  reclined 
Quite  in  a  confidential  queenly  way, 
A  lady.    Baba  stopp'd,  and  kneeling  sig^'d 
To  Juan,  who,  though  not  much  used  to  pray. 
Knelt  down  by  instinct,  wondering  in  his 

mind 
What  all  this  meant:  while  Baba  bow'd 

and  bended 
Hit  head,  until  the  oeremonj  ended. 


The  lady,  rising  up  with  such  an  air 
As  Venus  rose  with  from  the  wave,  on  them 
Bent  like  an  antelope  a  Paphian  pair 
Of  eyes,which  put  out  each  surrounding  gem; 
And  raising  up  an  arm  as  moonlight  fair. 
She  sign'd  to  Baba,  who  first  kiss'd  the  hem 
Of  her  deep-purple  robe,  and  speaking  low, 
Pointed  to  Juan,  who  remain 'd  below. 


Her  presence  was  as  lofty  as  her  state; 
Her  beauty  of  that  overpowering  kind, 
Whose  force  description  only  would  abate  : 
I'd  rather  leave  it  much  to  your  own  mind, 
Than  lessen  it  by  what  I  could  relate 
Of  forms  and  features;  it  would  strike  you 

blind 
Could  I  do  justice  to  the  full  detail. 
So,  luckily  for  both,  my  phrases  fail. 


This  much  however  I  may  add, — her  years 
Were  ripe,  they  might  make  six  and  twenty 

springs. 
But  ihere  art  forms  which  Time  to  touch 

forbeari9. 
And  turns  aside  his  scy  tlie  to  vulgar  things. 
Such  as  was  Mary's  Queen  of  Scots ;  true — 

tears 
And  love  destroy ;  and  sapping  sorrow  wrings 
Charms  from  the  charmer ,  yet  some  never 

grow 
Ugly;  for  instance— Ninon  de  TEnclos. 


She  spake  some  words  to  her  attendants,  who 
Composed  a  choir  of  girlfl.  ten  or  a  dozen. 
And  were  ail  clad  alike ;  like  Juan,  too. 
Who  wore  their  uniform,  by  Baba  chosen : 
They  form'd  a  very  nymph-1  ike  looking  crew. 
Which  might  have  call'd  Diana's  chorus 

"cousin," 
As  far  as  outward  show  may  correspond ; 
I  won't  be  bail  for  any  thing  beyond. 


They  bow'd  obeisance  and  withdrew,reliring. 
But  not  by  the  sane  door  through  which 

came  in 
Baba  and  Juan,  which  last  stood  admiring. 
At  some  small  distance,  all  he  saw  within 
This  strange  saloon,  much  fitted  for  inspiring 
Marvel  and  praise :  for  both  or  none  things 

win; 
And  I  must  say  I  ne>r  could  see  the  very 
Great  happiness  of  the  ^^\il  Admirari." 


*^Not  to  admire  is  all  the  art  I  know 
(Plain  truth,  dear  Murray,  needs  few  flowers 

of  speech) 
To  make  men  happy,  or  to  keep  them  so ; " 
(So  take  it  in  the  very  words  of  Creech) 
Thus  Horace  wrote  we  all  know  long  ago ; 
And  thus  Pope  qaoles  the  precept  to  re-teach 
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10  tmntlaCton ;  bat  had  none  admired^ 
Pope  have   •ung',  or  Horace  been 

inspired  *t 


rlien  all  thedamsels  were  withdrawn, 
d  to  Juan  to  appniach,  and  then 
id  time  deaired  him  to  kneel  down 
SM   the   lady's    foot,    which  maxim 

when 
rd  repeated,  Juan  with  a  frown 
imself  up  to  his  full  height  again, 
id,  ^^It  grieved  him,  but  he  could  not 

stoop 
shoe,  unless  it  shod  the  Pope.** 


indignant  at  this  ill-timed  pride, 
erce  remon8trances,aiid  then  a  threat 
tter'd  (but  the  last  was  given  aside) 
a  bow-string— quite  in  vain;  not  yet 
Juan  stoop,  though  'twere  to  Maho- 
met's bride : 

nothing  in  the  world  like  eti«pietie 
\y  chambers  or  imperial  halls, 

at  the  race  and  county-balls. 


d  like  Atlas,  with  a  world  of  words 
his  ears,    and  nathless  would   not 

bend; 
)od  of  all  his  line's  Castilian  lords 
n  his  veins,  and  rather  than  descend 
n  his  pedigree,  a  thousand  swords 
^and  times  of  him  had  made  an  end ; 
;th  perceiving  the  **foot**  could  not 

stand, 
roposed  that  he  should  kiss  the  hand. 


as  an  honourable  compromise, 
way  house  of  diplomatic  rest, 
they  might  meet  in  much  more  peace- 
ful guise ; 
an  now  his  willingness  cxprest, 
all  At  and  proper  courtesies, 
,  that  this  was  conmionest  and  best, 
rough  the  South  the  custom  still 

commands 
ntlcman  to  kiss  the  lady's  hands. 

I  advanced,  though  with  but  a  bad 

grace, 
1  on  more  thorouf^h-hred  or  fairer 

fingers 
:  e'er  left  their  transitory  trace : 
li  as  these  the  lip  too  fondly  lingers, 
onekiss  would  fain  imprint  a  brace, 
will  see,  if  she  you  love  will  bring 

hers 
tact;    and   sometimes   even   a  fair 

stranger's 
lOflt    twelvemonth's    constancy    en- 
dangers. 


The  lady  eyed  him  o*er  and  o'er,  and  bade 
Baba  retire,  which  he  obey'd  in  style. 
As  if  well-used  to  the  retreating  trade; 
And  taking  hints  in  good  part  all  the  whlle^ 
He  whisper'd  Juan  not  to  be  afraid. 
And  looking  on  him  with  a  sort  of  smile, 
Took  leave  with  such  a  face  of  satisfaction. 
As  good  men  wear  who  have  done  a 

tuous  action. 


vir 


When  he  was  gone,   there   was   a   sudden 

change : 
I  know  not  what  might  be  the  liuly's  thought. 
But  o'er  her  bright  brow  ilash'd  k  tumult 

strange, 
And  into  her  clear  cheek  the  blood  was 

brought, 
Blood- red  as  sunset  summer-clouds  which 

range 
The  verge  of  Heaven ;  and  in  her  large  eyes 

wrought 
A  mixture  of  sensations  might  be  scann'd, 
Of  half  voluptuousness  and  half  command. 

Her  form  had  all  the  softness  of  her  sex. 
Her  features  all  the  sweetness  of  tlie  devil. 
When  he  put  on  the  cherub  to  perplex 
Eve,  and  paved  (God  knows  how)  the  road 

to  evil; 
The  sun  himself  was  scarce  more  free  from 

specks 
Than  she  from  aught  at  which  the  eye 

could  cavil; 
Yet,  somehow,  there  was  something  some- 
where wanting. 
As  if  she  rather  ordered  Ihan  was^anf  ing-. 


Something  imperial,  or  imperious,  threw 
A  chain  o'er  all  she  did;  that  is,  a  chain 
Was  tliruwn  as  'twere  about  Che  neck  of  yoa,-l 
And  rapture's  self  will  seem  almost  a  pain 
With  aught  which  looks  like  despotism  in 

view: 
Our  souls  at  least  are  free,  and  tis  in  Tain 
We  would  against  them  make  the  flesh  obey— 
The  spirit  in  the  end  will  have  its  way. 


Her  very  smile  was  hanghty,   though   so 

sweet ; 
Her  very  nod  was  not  an  inclination ; 
There  was  a  self-will  even  in  her  small  feet, 
As  though  they  were  quite  conscious   of 

her  station — 
They  trod  as  upon  necks ;  and  to  complete 
Her  state  (it  is  the  custom  of  her  nation) , 
A  poniard  deck'd  her  girdle,  as  the  sign 
She  was  a  sultan's  bride  (thank  Heaven,  not 

mine). 

'-To  hear  and  to  obey"  had  been  from  birth 
The  law  of  all  around  her ;  to  fulfil 
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An  phaiitatiM  which  yielded  joy  or  mirth, 
Had  been  her  slares*  chief  pleature,  as  her 

will; 
Her  blood  was  high,  her  beauty  acarce  of 

earth: 
Judge,  then,  if  her  caprices  e^er  stood  still ; 
Had  she  but  been  rf  Christian,  IVe  a  notion 
We  should  have  found  out  the  ^^perpetual 

motion.^' 


Whatever  she  saw  and  coveted  was  brought; 
Whatever  she  did  not  see,  if  she  supposed 
It  might  be  seen,  with  diligence  was  sought, 
And   when    ^twas  found   straightway   the 

bargain  closed: 
There  was  no  end  unto  the  things  she  bought, 
Nor  to  the  trouble  which  her  fancies  caused; 
Yet  even  her  tyranny  had  such  a  grace. 
The  women  pardoned  all  except  her  face. 


Juan,  the  latest  of  her  whims,  had  caught 
Her  eye  in  passing  on  his  way  to  sale ; 
She  ordered  him  directly  to  be  bought. 
And  Baba,  who  had  ne*er  been  known  to  fail 
In  any  kind  of  mischief  to  be  wrought. 
Had  his  instructions  where  and  how  to  deal : 
She  had  no  prudence,  but  he  had ;  and  this 
Explains  the  garb  which  Juan  took  amiss. 


His  youth  and  features  favour^  the  disguise. 
And  should  you  ask  how  she,  a  sultanas  bride, 
Ckiuld  risk  or  compass  such  strange  phan- 
tasies. 
This  I  must  leave  sultanas  to  decide: 
Emperors  are  only  husbands  in  wives*  eyes. 
And  kings  and  consorts  oft  are  mystified. 
As  we  may  ascertain  with  due  precision. 
Some  by  experience,  others  by  tradition. 


But  to  the  main  point,  where  we  have  been 

tending;  — 
She  now  conceived  all  difficulties  past. 
And  deemed  herself  extremely  condescending 
When,  being  made  her  property  at  last. 
Without  more  preface,   in  her  blue  eyes 

blending 
Fusion  and  power,  a  glance  on  him  she  cast. 
And  merely  saying,  '^Christian,  canst  thou 

love?'* 
Conceived  that  phrase  was  quite  enough 

to  move. 


And  so  it  was,  in  proper  time  and  place; 
But  Juan,  who  had  still  his  mind  overflowing 
With  Haidee*s  isle  and  soft  Ionian  face. 
Felt  the  warm  blood,  which  in  his  face  was 

glowing, 
Rnsh  back  upon  his  heart, which  filFd  apace, 
And  left  his  cheeks  as  pale  as  snowdrops 

blowing : 


These  words  went  through   his  soul   like 

Arab-speors, 
So  that  he  spoke  not,  but  burst  into  tears. 


She  was  a  good  deal  shockM;  not  shock'd 

at  tears, 
For  women  shed  and  use  them  at  their  liking ; 
But  there  is  something  when   man's    eye 

appears 
Wet,  still  more  disagreeable  and  striking: 
A  woman's  tear-drop melts,a man's  half  sears. 
Like  molten  lead,  as  if  you  thrust  a  pike  in 
His  heart  to  force  it  out,  for  (to  be  shorter) 
To  them  *tis  a  relief,  to  us  a  torture. 


And  she  would  have  consoled,  but  knew 

not  how ; 
Having  no  equals,  nothing  which  had  c*er 
Infected  her  with  sympathy  till  now, 
And  never  having  dreamt  what  'twas  to  bear 
Anght  of  a  serious  sorrowing  kind,  although 
There  might  arise  some  pouting  petty  care 
To  cross  her  brow,  she  wonder'd  how  so  near 
Her  eyes  another's  eye  could  shed  a  tear. 


But  nature  teaches  more  than  power  can 

spoil. 
And  when  a  atrong  although  a  strange  sen- 
sation 
Moves — female  hearts  are  such  a  genial  soil 
For  kinder  feelings,  whatsoe'er  their  nation. 
They  naturally  pour  the  ^^wine  and  oil," 
Samaritans  in  every  situation ; 
And  thusGn]bevaz,though  she  khewnot  why. 
Felt  an  odd  glistening  moisture  in  her  eye. 


But  tears  must  stop  like  all  things  else; 

and  soon 
Juan,  who  for  an  instant  had  been  moved 
To  such  a  sorrow  by  the  intrusive  tone 
Of  one  who  dared  to  ask  if  '^he  had  loved," 
Call'd  back  the  stoic  to  his  eyes,  which  shone 
Bright  with  the  veiy  weakness  he  reproved  ; 
And  although  sensitive  to  beauty,  he 
Felt  most  indignant  still  at  not  being  free. 


Gulbeyax,  for  the  first  time  in  her  days. 
Was  much  embarrass'd,  never  having  met 
In  all  her  life  with  aught  save  prayers  and 

praise ; 
And  as  she  also  risk'd  her  life  to  get 
Him  whom  she  meant  to  tutor  in  love'8  ways 
Into  a  comfortable  t£te-k-t^te. 
To  lose  the  hour  would  make  her  quite  a 

martyr. 
And  they  had  wasted  now  almost  a  quarter. 


I  also  would  suggest  the  fitting  time. 
To  gentlemen  in  any  such  like  case. 
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8  to  §ay — la  «  meridian  clime; 
18  there  18  more  law  giyen  to  the  ca8e, 
tre  a  small  delay  forms  a  great  crime: 
oUect  that  the  extremest  grace 
^wo  minutes  for  your  declaration— 
loit  more  would  hurt  your  reputation. 


was  good;  and  might  have  been  still 

better, 
t  had  got  Haidee  into  his  head  : 
er  strange,  he  could  not  yet  forget  her, 

UDUide  him  seem  exceedingly  ill-bred, 
fax,  who  look'd  on  him  as  her  debtor 
LTing  had  him  to  her  palace  led, 
to  blush  up  to  the  eyes,  and  then 

deadly  pale,  and  then  blush  back 

again. 


gth,  in  an  imperial  way,  she  laid 

ind  on  his,  and  bending  on  his  ^es, 

needed  not  an  empire  to  persuade, 

into  his  for  loTe,  where  none  replies: 

row  grew  black,  but  she  would  not 

upbraid, 
»eing  the  last  thing  a  proud  woman 

tries; 
te,  and,  pausing  one  chaste  moment, 

threw 
f  upon  his  breast,  and  there  she  grew. 


ras  an  awkward  test,  as  Juan  found, 
i  was  steerd  by  sorrow,  wrath,  and 

pride : 
gentle  force  her  white  arms  he  un- 
wound, 
sated  her  all  drooping  by  his  side, 
rising  haughtily  he  glanced  around, 
»oking  coldly  in  her  face,  he  cried, 
prisoned  eagle  will  not  pair,  nor  I 
a  sultana's  sensual  phantasy. 


8sk*st,  if  I  canloTC?  be  this  the  proof 
nuch  I  have  loTed — that  I  lore  not 

ikee! 
I  vile  garb,  the  distafTs  web  and  woof 
fitter  for  me:  Lotc  is  for  the  free! 
tot  dazzled  by  this  splendid  roof, 
i'er  thy  power,  and  great  it  seems  to  be, 
bow,  knees  bend,  eyes  watch  around 

a  throne, 
inds  obey — our  hearts  are  still  our 


»» 


OM'U. 


ras  a  truth  to  us  extremely  trite, 
I   to  her  who  ne'er  had  heard  such 

things; 
sem'd  her  least  command  must  yield 

delight, 
leing  only  made  for  queens  and  kings, 
is  lay  on  the  left  side  or  the'Yjght 


She  hardly  knew,  to  such  perfection  brings 
Legitimacy  its  bom  votaries,  when 
Aware  of  their  due  royal  rights  o'er  men. 


Besides,  as  has  been  said,  she  was  so  fair 
As  even   in    a   much   humbler    lot    had 

made 
A  kingdom  or  confusion  any  where ; 
And  also,  as  may  be  presumed,  she  laid 
Some  stress  upon  those  charms,  which  sel- 
dom are 
By  the  possessors  thrown  into  the  shade ; — 
She  thought  hers  gave  a  double  ^^right 

divine," 
And  half  of  that  opinion 's  also  mine. 


Remember,  or  (if  you  cannot)  imagine. 
Ye!  who  have  kept  your  chastity  when 

young. 
While  some  more  desperate  dowager  has 

been  waging 
Love  with  you,  and  been  in  the  dog-days 

stung 
By  your  refusal,  recollect  her  raging! 
Or  recollect  all  that  was  said  or  sung 
On  such  a  subject ;  then  suppose  the  face 
Of  a   young  downright   beauty    in    this 

case. 


Suppose,  but  Tou  already  have  supposed, 
The  spouse  of  Potiphar,  the  Lady  Booby, 
Phedra,  and  all  which  story  has  disclosed 
Of  good  examples ;  pity  that  so  few  by 
Poets  and  private  tutors  are  exposed. 
To  educate~ye  youth  of  Europe — ^yon  by ! 
But  when  you  nave  supposed  the  few  we 

know. 
Yon  can't  suppose  Gulbeyaz'  angry  brow. 


A  tigress  robb'd  of  yonng,  a  lioness, ' 

Or  any  interesting  beast  of  prey. 

Are  similes  at  hand  for  the  distress 

Of  ladies  who  cannot  have  their  own  way; 

But  though  my  turn  will  not  be  served  with 

less. 
These  don't  express  one  half  what  I  should 

•ay: 
For  what  is  stealing  young  ones,  few  or 

many. 
To  cutting  short  their  hopes  of  having  any? 


The  love  of  offspring's  nature's  general  law. 
From  tigresses    and   cubs  to   ducks   and 

ducklings; 
There's  nothing  whets  the  beak  or  arms  the 

claw 
Like  an  invasion  of  their  babes  and  sucklings; 
And  all  who  have  seen  a  human  nursery,  saw 
How  mothers  love  their  children's  squalls 

.   and  rhuck lings; 
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And  thli  strong  extreme  effect  (to  tire  no 

longer 
Tour  patience)  ihowi  the  cause  must  stUl 

be  stronger. 


If  I  said  fire  flashed  from  Gulbeyas*  eye** 
^werc  nothing — for  her  eyes  flashed  always 

fire; 
Or  said  her  cheeks  assumed  the  deepest  dyes, 
I  should  but  bring  disgrace  upon  the  dyer, 
So  Hupcrnatural  was  her  passion^s  rise ; 
For  ne*er  till  now  she  knew  a  checked  desire: 
£ven  ^ve  who  know  M'hat  a  checkM  woman  is 
(Enough,  God  knows!)  would  much  fall 

short  of  this. 


Her  rage  was  but  aminnte^s,  and  'twas  well— 
A  moment's  more  had  slain  her ;  but  the  while 
It  lasted  'twas  like  a  short  glimpse  of  hell: 
Nought  's  more  sublime  than  energetic  bile, 
Though  horrible  to  sec  yet  grand  to  tell, 
Like  ocean  warring  'gainst  a  rocky  isle ; 
And  the  deep  passions  flashing  through  her 

form 
Made  her  a  beautiful  embodied  storm. 


A  vulgar  tempest  'twere  to  a  Typhoon 
To  match  a  common  furj  with  her  rage, 
And  yet  she  did  not  want  to  reach  the  moon, 
Like  modentte  Hotspur  on   the  immortal 

page ; 
Her  anger  pitehM  into  a  lower  tune, 
Perhaps  the  fault  of  her  soft  sex  and  age— 
Her  wish  was  but  to  ''kill,  kill,  kill,"  like 

Lear's, 
And  then  her  thirst  of  blood  was  qnonch'd 

in  tears. 


A  storm  it  raged,  and  like  the  storm  it  pass'd. 
Passed  without  words — in  fact  she  could  not 

speak; 
And  then  her  sex's  shame  broke  in  at  last, 
A  sentiment  till  then  in  her  but  weak, 
But  now  It  flowM  in  natural  and  fast. 
As  water  through  an  unexpected  leak, 
Fi>r  she  felt  humbled — and  humiliation 
Is  sometimes  good  for  people  in  her  station. 


It  teaches  them  that  they  are  flesh  and  blood, 
It  also  gently  hints  to  tliem  that  others. 
Although  of  clay,  are  not  yet  quite  of  mud; 
That  urns   and    pipkins   are    but  fragile 

brothers. 
And  works  of  the  same  pottery,  bad  or  good. 
Though  not  all  bom  of  the  same  sires  and 

mothers : 
It  teaches— Heaven   knows  only  what  it 

teaches, 
But  sometimes  it  may  mend,  and    often 

reaches. 


Her  first  thought  was  to  cut  off*  Juan's  head; 
Her  second,  to  cut  only  his  -  acquaintance; 
Her  third,  to  ask  him  where  hti  had  been 

bred; 
Her  fourth,  to  rally  him  into  repentance ; 
Her  fifth,  to  call  her  maids  and  go  to  bed; 
Her  sixth,  to  stab  herself;  her  seventh,  to 

sentence 
The  lash  to  Baba, — but  her  grand  resource 
Was  to  sit  down  again,  and  cry  of  course. 


She  tlionght  to  stab  herself,  but  then  she  had 
The  dagger  close  at  hand,  which  made  it 

awkward ; 
For  eastern  stays  are  little  made  to  pad, 
So  that  a  poniard  pierces  if  'tis  stuck  liard: 
She  thought  of  killing  Juan— but^  poor  lad! 
Though  he  deserved  it  well  for  being  so 

backward. 
The  cutting  ofl*  his  head  was  not  the  art 
Most  likely  to  attain  her  aim —his  heart. 


Juan  was  moved :  he  had  made  up  his  mind 
To  be  impaled,  or  quarter'd  as  a  dish 
For  dogs,  or  to  be  slain  with  pangs  refined, 
Or  thrown  to  lion8,  or  made  baits  for  fish, 
And  thus  heroically  stood  resigned, 
Kathei*  than  sin — except  to  his  own  wish: 
But  all  his  great  preparatives  for  dyin^ 
Dissolved  like  snow  before  a  woman  crying. 


As  through  his  palms  Bob  Acres'  valour 

oozed. 
So  Juan's  virtue  ebb'd,  I  know  not  how ; 
And  first  he  wonder'd  why  he  had  refused ; 
And  then,  if  matters  could  be  made  up  now; 
And  next  his  savage  virtue  he  accused. 
Just  as  a  friar  may  accuse  his  vow, 
Or  as  a  dame  repents  her  of  her  oath. 
Which  mostly  ends  in  some  small  breach 

of  both. 


So  he  began  to  stammer  some  excuses ; 
But  words  are  not  enough  in  such  a  matter. 
Although  you  borrow'd  all  tliat  e'er  the 

Muses 
Have   sung,   or  even  a  Dandy's  dandiest 

chatter. 
Or  all  the  figures  Castlereagh  abuses ; 
Just  as  a  languid  smile  began  to  flatter 
His  peace  was  making^but  before  he  ventured 
Further,  old  Baba  rather  briskly  entered. 


''Bride  of  the  Sun !  and  Sister  of  the  Moon ! " 
CTwas  thus  he  spake)  *"^and  Empress  of  the 

Earth ! 
Whose  frown  would  put  the  spheres  all  out 

of  tunc. 
Whose  smile  makes  all  the  planets  dance 

with  mirth. 


r. 
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■lave  bring!  tidlngt— he  hopes  not 

too  soon — 
1  your  sublime  attention  may  be  worth: 
un  himself  has  sent  me  like  a  ray 
nt  that  he  is  coming  up  this  way.'* 


"  exclaimed  Gulbeyaz,  ''as  you  say? 
1  to  heaven  he  would  not  shine  till 

morning ! 
id  my  women  form  the  milky  way. 
,  my  old  comet !  give  the  stars  due 

warning  — 
kristian !  mingle  with  them  as  yon  may; 
IS  you*d  have  me  pardon  your  past 

scorning " 

they  were  interrupted  by  a  humming 
[,  and  then  by  a  cry,  ''the  Sultan  's 


coming 


|M 


;ame  her  damsels,  a  decorous  file, 
len  his  Highness*  eunurhs,  black  and 

white ; 
rain  might  reach  a  quarter  of  a  mile: 
ajcsty  was  always  so  polite 
Announce  bin  visits  a  long  while 
:  he  came,  especially  at  night ; 
eing  the  last  wife  of  the  emperor, 
as  of  course  the  favourite  of  the  four. 


ighness  was  a  man  of  solemn  port, 
*d  to  the  nose,  and  bearded  to  the 

eyes, 
fd  from  a  prison  to  preside  at  court, 
itely  bowstrung  brother  caused  his 

rise; 
IS  as  good  a  sovereign  of  the  sort 
f  mentioned  in  the  histories 
ntemir,  or  KnoUes,  where  few  shine 
K)lymnn,  the  glory  of  their  line. 


;nt  to  mosque  in  state,  and  said  his 

prayers 
more  than  "Oriental  scrupulosity ;  ** 
t  ti)  his  >izier  all  state- affairs, 
lowVI  but  little  royal  curiosity : 
r  not  if  he  had  domestic  cares— 
>oess  proved  connubial  animosity; 
rives  and  twice  five  hundred  maids, 

unseen, 
ruled  as  calmly  as  a  christian  queen. 


and  then  there  bappcnM  a  slight  slip, 
wa8  heard  of  criminal  or  crime; 
4»ry  scarcely  pass'd  a  single  lip — 
ick  and  sea  had  settled  all  in  time, 
rhicli  the  secret  nobody  could  rip : 
iiblic  knew  no  more  than  does  this 

rhyme ; 
ndals  made  the  daily  press  a  curse— 
were  better,  and  the  fish  no  worse. 


He  saw  with  his  own  eyes  the  moon  was 

round. 
Was  also  certain  that  the  earth  was  square. 
Because  ho  had  journeyed  fifty  miles  and 

found 
No  sign  thiit  it  was  circular  any  where ; 
His  empire  also  was  without  a  bound : 
*Ti8  true,  a  little  troubled  here  and  tliere, 
By  rebel  pachas,  and  encroaching  giaours. 
But  tlien  they  never  came  to  ''the  Seven 

Towers;" 


Except  in  shape  of  enroys,  who  were  sent 
To  lodge  there  when  a  war  broke  out,  ac- 
cording 
To  the  tmelaw  of  nations,  which  ne'er  meant 
Those  scoundrels,  who  have  never  had  a 

sword  in 
Their  dirty  diplomatic  hand,  to  vent 
llieir  spleen  in  making  strife,  and  safely 

wording 
Their   lies,    yclep'd   despatches,    without 

risk  or 
The  singeing  of  a  single  inky  whisker. 


He  had  fifty  daughters  and  four  dozen  sons. 
Of  whom  all  such  as  came  of  age  were  stow'd. 
The  former  in  a  palace,  where  like  nuns 
They  lived  till  someBashaw  was  sent  abroad. 
When  she,  whose  turn  it  was,  wedded  at  once, 
Sometimes  at  six  years  old  ~  though  this 

seems  odd, 
Tis  true  ;  the  reason  is,  that  the  Bashaw 
Must  make  a  present  to  his  sire  in  law. 


His  sons  were  kept  in  prison  till  they  grew 
Of  years  to  fill  a  bowstring  or  the  throne. 
One  or  the  other,  but  which  of  the  two 
Could  yet  be  known  unto  the  Fates  alono; 
Meantime  the  education  they  went  through 
Was  princely,  as  the  proofs  have  always 

shown  : 
So  that  the  hrir-apparent  still  was  found 
\o  less  desert  ing  to  be  hang'd  tlian  crowned. 


His  Majesty  saluted  his  fourth  spouse 
With  all  the  ceremonies  of  his  rank. 
Who  clcAr'd  her  sparkling  eyes  and  smooth*d 

her  brows 
As  suits  a  matron  who  has  play'd  a  prank ; 
These  must  seem  doubly  mindful  of  their 

vows. 
To  save  the  credit  of  their  breaking  bank : 
To  no  men  are  such  cordial  greeting's  given 
As  those  whose  wives  have  made  them  fit 

for  heaven. 


His  Highness  cast  around  his  great  black 

••yet. 
And  looking,  as  he  always  looked,  perceived 
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Jaan  amongst  the  damieli  Jn  disgoiie. 

At  which  he  seemM  no  whit  iarprised  nor 

griered. 
But  jnst  TemarkM  with  air  sedate  and  wise. 
While  still  aflatteringsighGulbeyazheaTed, 
^4  see  yoa*Te  bought  another  girl ;  'tis  pity 
That  a  mere  christian  should  be  half  so 

pretty." 


This  compliment,  which  drew  all  eyes  upon 
The  new-bought  virgin,  made  her  blush 

and  shake. 
Her  comrades,  also,   thought    themselyes 

undone : 
Oh,  Mahomet!  that  his  Majesty  should  take 
Such  notice  of  a  giaour,  while  scarce  to  one 
Of  thhm.  his  lips  imperial  ever  spake! 
There  was  a  general  whisper,   toss,  and 

wriggle. 
But  etiquette  forbade  them  all  to  giggle. 


The  Turks  do  well  to  shut— at  least,  some- 
times— 
The  women  up— because  in  sad  reality. 
Their  chastity  in  these  unhappy  climes 
Is  not  a  thing  of  that  astringent  quality. 
Which  in  the   north   prevents  precarious 

crimes, 
.And  makes  our  snow  less  pure  than  our 

morality ; 
The  sun,  which  yearly  melts  the  polar  ice, 
Has  quite  the  contrary  effect  on  vice. 


Thus  far  our  chronicle ;  and  now  we  pause. 
Though  not  for  want  of  matter ;  but  ^tis  time. 
According  to  the  ancient  epic  laws. 
To  slacken  sail,  and  anchor  with  our  rhyme. 
Let  this  fifth  canto  meet  with  due  applause, 
The  sixth  shall  have  a  touch  of  the  sublime ; 
Meanwhile,    as  Homer  sometimes  sleeps, 

perhaps 
You^ll  pardon  to  my  muse  a  few  short  naps. 


PREFACE 


TO 


CANTOS  VI.    VII.   VIII. 


Thb  details  of  the  Siege  of  Ismail  in  two 
of  the  following  Cantos  (t.  e.  the  7th  and 
8th^  are  taken  from  a  French  work,  entitled 
^^Histoire  de  la  Nouvelle  Rnssie.**  Some 
of  the  incidents  attrilmted  to  Don  Juan  really 


occurred,  particularly  the  circumstance  of 
his  savioe  the  infant,  which  was  the  actual 
case  of  the  late  Due  de  Richelieu,  then  a 
young  volunteer  in  the  Russian  service, 
and  afterwards  the  founder  and  benefactor 
of  Odessa,  where  his  name  and  memory  can 
never  cease  to  be  regarded  with  reverence. 
In  the  course  of  these  cantos ,  a  stanza  or 
two  will  be  found  relative  to  the  late 
Marquis  of  Londonderry,  but  written  some 
time  before  his  decease. — Had  that  person's 
Oligarchy  died  with  him,  they  would  have 
been  suppressed;  as  it  is,  I  am  aware  of 
nothing  in  the  manner  of  his  death  or  of 
his  life  to  prevent  the  free  expression  of  the 
opinions  of  all  whom  his  whole  existence 
was  consumed  in  endeavouring  to  enslave. 
That  he  was  an  amiable  man  in  private 
life,  may  or  may  not  be  true;  but  with 
this  the  Public  have  nothing  to  do  ;  and  as 
to  lamenting  his  death,  it  will  be  time 
enough  when  Ireland  has  ceased  to  mourn 
for  his  birth.  As  a  Minister,  I,  for  one  of 
millions,  looked  upon  him  as  the  most 
despotic  in  intention  and  the  weakest  in 
intellect,that  ever  tyrannized  over  acountry. 
It  is  the  first  time  indeed  since  the  Normans, 
that  England  has  been  insulted  by  a  Mtm's- 
ier  (at  least)  who  could  not  speak  English, 
and  that  Parliament  permitted  itself  to  be 
dictated  to  in  the  language  of  Mrs.  Malaprop. 
Of  the  manner  of  his  death  little  need 
be  said,  except  that  if  a  poor  radical,  such 
as  Waddington  or  Watson,  had  cut  his 
throat,  he  would  have  been  buried  in  a 
cross-road,  with  the  usual  appurtenances  of 
the  stake  and  mallet  But  the  Minister  was 
an  elegant  Lunatic —a  sentimental  Suicide — 
he  merely  cut  the  ^^carotid  artery*'  (bless- 
ings on  their  learning ! )  —  and  lo !  the 
Paffeant,  and  the  Abbey  I  and  ^^the  Syllables 
of  Dolour  yelled  forth'*  by  the  Newspapers 
—  and  the  harangue  of  the  Coroner  in  an 
eulogy  over  the  bleeding  body  of  the 
deceased  —  (an  Anthony  worthy  of  such  a 
Caesar) — and  the  nauseous  and  atrocious 
cant  of  a  degraded  Crew  of  Conspirators 
against  all  that  is  sincere  or  honourable. 
In  his  death  he  was  necessarily  one  of  two 
things  by  the/aio— a  felon  or  a  madman — 
and  in  either  case  no  g^reat  subject  for 
panegyric  *).  In  his  life  he  was — what  all 
the  world  knows ,  and  half  of  it  will  feel 
for  years  to  come,  unless  his  death  proye 
a  ''moral  lesson"  to  the  surviving  Sejani  **) 


*)  I  say  bv  the  law  »f  tke  land  —  the  laws  of 
Hummnity  Jodn  more  gentlv ;  bnt  m  the  lecitimatas 
have  slirays  the  law  in  their  moaths,  let  them  here 
make  the  most  of  it 

**)  From  this  nnmber  most  be  excepted  Cannliii;. 
Canniag  is  a  feaiat,  almost  aa  universal  one :  an 
orator,  a  wit,  a  poet,  a  etateiman ;  and  no  man  of 
talent  ean  lone  jnusne  the  path  of  his  late  pre- 
decessor, Lord  C.  If  ever  man  saved  his  eonntry, 
CaBBiag  ean  f  bnt  will  he  1  I,  for  one,  hope  so. 
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of  Enrope.  It  mar  at  least  ferre  as  some 
coBfolation  to  the  Nationi,that  their  Oppres- 
sors are  not  happy,  and  in  some  instances 
jadre  so  jastljr  uf  their  own  actions  as  to 
anticipate  the  sentence  of  maniind.  —  Let 
as  hear  no  more  of  this  man,  and  let  Ireland 
remove  the  ashes  of  her  Grattan  from  the 
Sanctnaty  of  Westminster.  Shall  the  Patriot 
of  Homanity  repose  hy  the  Werther  of 
Politics ! ! ! 

With  regard  to  the  ohjections  which  hare 
been  made  on  another  score  to  the  already 
pnhlished  Cantos  of  this  poem,  I  shall  con- 
tent myself  with  two  quotations  from  Vol- 
taire:— 

*^La  padenr  s^est  enfuite  dos  coenrs,  et 
s^est  refund  sor  les  levres.^ 

^'Plns  us  moeurs  sont  depraTC^es,  plus 
les  expressions  dcTiennent  mesur<$es;  on 
cruit  regagner  en  langage  ce  qu*on  a  perdu 
en  rertu." 

This  is  the  real  fact,  as  applicable  to  the 
degraded    and   hypocritical    mass   which 
leavens  the  present  English  generation,  and 
is  the  only  answer  they  deserve.  The  hack- 
neyed and  lavished  title  of  Blasphemer — 
which,    with    radical,    liberal,   jacobin, 
reformer ,    are    the    charges    which   the 
hirelings  are  daily  ringing  in  the  ears  of 
those  who  will  listen — should  be  welcome 
to  all  who  recollect  on  whom  it  was  origi- 
nally bestowed.  Socrates  and  Jesus  Christ 
were  put  to  death  publicly  as  Blasphemers^ 
and  so  hare  been  and  may  be  many  who 
dare  to  oppose  the  most  notorious  abuses 
of  the  name  of  God  and  the  mind  of  man. 
But  persecution  is  not  refutation,  nor  even 
triumph:  the  '^wretched  Infidel,**  as  he  is 
called,  is  probably  happier  in  his  prison 
than  the  proudest  of  his  assailants.    With 
his  opinions  I  have  nothing  to  do  —  they 
may  be  right  or  wrong  —  but  he  has  suf- 
fered for  them,  and  that  very  suffering  for 
conscience-sake  will  make  more  proselytes 
to  Deism  than  the  example  of  heterodox  *) 
prelaea  to  Christianity,  suicide  statesmen 
to  oppression ,  or  overpensioned  homicides 
to  the  impious  alliance  which  insults  the 
world  with  the  name  of  '^Holy  !**  I  have 
no  wish  to  trample  on  the  dishonoured  or 
the  dead;    but  it  would  be  well  if  the 
adherents  to  the  Classes  from  whence  those 
persons  sprung  should  abate  a  little  of  the 
Cami  which  is  the  crying  sin  of  tliis  double- 
dealing  and  false-speakmg  time  of  selfish 
Spoilers,  and— but  enough  for  the  present 


CANTO    VI. 


«*  Dost  thou  Uiink ,  becanse  thou  art  vtrtnoos, 
tkere  shall  be  no  more  Cakeo  and  Ale V— Yes,  bv 
St  Anne;  and  Ginfer  shall  be  hot  i'  the  maata 
too  r ^7' welfth  I\iiiht:  or  H  hat  you  will, 

Shauespkaeb. 


'^THBaa  is  a  tide  in  the  affairs  of  men 
Wliich  taken  at  theflood^*-  you  know  the  rest. 
And  most  of  us  have  found  it,  now  and  then ; 
At  least  we  think  so,  though  but  few  have 

guessed 
The  moment,  till  too  late  to  come  again. 
But  no  doubt  every  thing  is  for  the  best — 
Of  which  the  surest  sign  is  in  the  end : 
When  things  are  at  the  worst  they  some- 
times mend. 


There  is  a  tide  in  the  affairs  of  women 
''Which  taken  at  the  flood  leads''— God 

knows  where : 
Those  navigators  must  be  able  seamen 
Whose  charts  lay  down  its  currents  to  a  hair; 
Not  all  the  reveries  of  Jacob  Behmen 
With   its  strange  whirls  and  eddies  can 

compare : — 
Men  with  their  heads  reflect  on  this  and  that. 
But  women  with  their  hearts   or  heaven 

knows  what! 


And  yet  a  headlong,  headstrong,  downright 

she, 
Young,  beautiful,  and  daring— who  would 

risk 
A  throne,  the  world,  the  universe,  to  be 
Beloved  in  her  own  way,  and  rather  whisk 
The  stars  from  out  the  sky,  than  not  be  free 
As  are  the  billows  when  the  breeze  is  brisk — 
Though  such  a  she's  a  devil  (if  that  there 

be  one). 
Yet  she  would  make  full  many  a  Manichean. 

Thrones,  worlds,  et  cetera,  are  so  ofl  upset 
By  commonest  Ambition,  that  when  Passion 
Overthrows  the  same,  we  readily  forget. 
Or  at  the  least  forgive,  the  loving  rash  one. 
If  Anthony  be  well  remember'd  yet, 
Tis  not  nis  conquests  keep  his  name  in 

fashion ; 
But  Actium,  lost  for  Cleopatra's  eyes. 
Outbalance  all  the  Caesar's  victories. 


•)  When  Lord  Sandwich  said  **he  did  not  know 
Ae  difference  between  Orthodoxr  and  Heterodoiy** — 
Warbnrton,  the  bishop ,  replied ,  **  Orthodoij ,  mr 
Lwd,  Is  Ml)*  doTy^^nd  lleterodoiy  Is  another  man  » 
daiy.** —  A  prelate  of  the  present  dav  has  discovered, 
ft  seeaa,  a  third  kind  of  doiy,  which  has  not  greatlj 
eniicd  in  the  eyes  of  the  elect  that  which  Bentham 
salb  «KThafck-of-Ea^andisaL** 


lie  died  at  fifty  for  a  queen  of  forty ; 

I  wish  their  years  had  been   fifteen   and 

twenty. 
For  then  wealth,  kingdoms,  worlds,  are 

but  a  sport — ^I 
Remember  when  ,   though  I  had  no  great 

plenty 
Of  worlds  to  lose,  yet  still,  to  pay  my  court,! 
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Gavo  what  I  had --a  heart:— as  the  world 

went,  I 

Crare  what  was  worth  a  world ;  for  worlds 

conld  never 

Restore  me  those  pure  feeling8,gone  for  ever. 


rTwas  the   hoy^s  ^'  mite ,  ^*  and ,   like   the 

"widow's,"  may 
Perhaps  he  weighed  hereafter,  if  not  now: 
But  whether  such  things  do,or  do  not,weigh, 
All  who  have  loved,  or  love,  will  still  allow 
Life  has  nought  like  it.  God  is  love,  they  say, 
And  Love's  a  God,  or  was  before  the  brow 
Of  Earth  was  wrinkled  by  the  sins  and  tears 
Of — but  Chronology  best  knows  the  years. 

* 

We  left  our  hero  and  third  heroine  in 

A  kind  of  state  more  awkward  than   an- 

commtm, 
For  gentlemcnmustsometimes  risk  their  skin 
For  that  sad  tempter ,  a  forbidden  woman : 
Sultans  too  much  abhor  this  sort  of  sin. 
And  don't  agree  at  all  with  the  wise  Roman, 
Heroic,  stoic  Cato,  the  sententious, 
Who  lent  his  lady  to  his  friend  llortensius. 


I  know  Gulbeyaz  was  extremely  wrong ; 
I  own  it,  I  deplore  it,  1  condemn  it ; 
But  I  detest  all  fiction,  even  in  song. 
And  so  must  tell  the  truth ,  howe'er  yon 

blame  it. 
Her  reason  being  weak ,  her  passions  strong. 
She  thought  that  her  lord's  heart  (even 

could  she  claim  it) 
Was  scarce  enough ;  for  he  had  fifty-nine 
Years,  and  a  fifteen-hundredth  concubine. 


I  am  not,  like  Cassio,  "an  arithmetician,*' 
But  by  "the  bookish  theoric"  it  appears. 
If  'tis  summ'd  up  with  feminine  precision. 
That,  adding  to  the  account  hh  Highness' 

years. 
The  fair  Sultana  err'd  from  inanition ; 
For,  were  the  Sultan  just  to  all  his  dears. 
She  could  but  claim  the  fifteenth  hundred 

part 
Of  what  should  he  monopoly— the  heart. 


It  if  observed  that  ladies  are  litigious 
Upon  all  legal  objects  of  possession, 
And  not  the  least  so  when  they  are  religions. 
Which  doubles  what   tttty  think  of  the 

transgression. 
With    suits    and    prosecutions    they    be- 
siege us, 
Ai  the  tribunals  show  through  many  a 

session. 
When  they  suspect  that  any  one  goes  shares 
In  that  to  which  the  law  makes  them  sole 

heirs. 


Now,  if  tMs  holds  good  in  a  Christian  land. 
The    heathen   also,   though    with   lesser 

latitude. 
Are  apt  to  carry  things  with  a  high  hand. 
And    take  what  kings  call   "an  imposing 

attitude ;" 
And  for  their  rights  connubial  make  a  stand, 
When  their  liege  husbands  treat  them  with 

ingratitude ; 
And  as  four  wives  must  ha^e   quadruple 

claims, 
The  Tigris  hath  its  jealousies  like  Thames. 


Gulbeyaz  was  the  fourth,  and  (as  I  said) 
The  favourite ;  but  what's  favour  amongst 

four? 
Polygamy  may  well  be  held  in  dread. 
Not  only  as  a  sin,  but  as  a  bore : — 
Most  wise  men  with  one  moderate  woman 

wed. 
Will  scarcely  find  philosophy  for  more ; 
And  all  (except. Mahometans)  forbear 
To  make  the  nuptial  couch  a  "Bed  of  Ware." 


His  Highness,  the  sublimest  of  mankind,— 
So  styled  according  to  the  usual  forms 
Of  every  monarch ,  till  they  are  consign'd 
To  those  sad  hungry  jacobins,  the  worms. 
Who  on  the  very  loftiest  kings  have  dined, — 
His  Highness  gazed  upon  Gulbeyaz'  charms. 
Expecting  all  the  welcome  of  a  lover 
(A"Higluand  welcome"  all  the  wide  world 

over). 


Nowhere  we  should  distinguish;  for  howe'er 
Kisses,  sweet  words,  embraces,  and  all  that. 
May  look  like  what  is  —  neither  here  nor 

there; 
They  are  put  on  as  easily  as  a  hat. 
Or  rather  bonnet,  which  the  fair  sex  wear, 
Trimm'd  either  heads  or  hearts  to  decorate. 
Which  form  an  omafnent,  but  no  more  part 
Of  heads,  than  their  caresses  of  the  heart. 


A  slight  blush,  a  soft  tremor,  a  calm  kind 
Of  gentle  feminine  delight,  and  shown 
More  in  the  eyelids  than  the  eyes,  resign'd 
Rather  to  hide  what  pleases  most  unknown. 
Are  the  best  tokens  (to  a  modest  mind) 
Of  love,when  seated  on  his  loveliest  throne, 
A  sincere  woman's  breast, — for  over  warm 
Or  oyer  edd  annihilates  the  charm. 


For  oyer-warmth ,  if  false ,  is  worse  than 

truth; 
If  true,  *tis  no  great  lease  of  its  own  fire  ; 
For  no  one,  save  in  very  early  youth. 
Would  like  (I  think)  to  trust  all  to  desire. 
Which  is  but  a  precarious  bond,  'in  sooth. 
And  apt  to  be  transferr'd  to  the  first  buyer 


ri. 
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d  disconnt:  while  your  oerh  Ycillj 
,  on  V  other  hand ,  seem  lomewhat 

•iUy. 


I,  ve  cannot  pardon  their  bad  ta«te, 
it  seemfl  to  lovers  swift  or  slow, 
ain    would  have   a   mutual  flame 

confest, 
s  a  sentimental  passion  glow, 
Bre  St.  Francis^  paramour  their  guest, 
Monastic  Concubine  of  Snow; — 
t.  the  maxim  for  the  amorous  tribe  is 
Ji,  ^^Medio  tu  tutissimns  ibis. 


n 


Q^  ^s  too  much,  —but  let  it  stand— 

the  Terse 
es  it,  that^s  to  say,  the  English  rhyme, 
t  the  pink  of  old  Hexameters  ; 
ter  all,  there^s  neither  tune  nor  time 
1st  line,  which  cannot  well  be  worse, 
I  thrust  in  to  close  the  octave^s  chime: 
lo  prosody  can  ever  rate  it 
le,  but  Truth  may,  if  you  translate  it. 


Qulbeyaz  overdid  her  part, 
not — it  succeeded,  and  success 

\  in  most  things,  not  less  in  the  heart 

ther  articles  of  female  dress. 

'e  in  man  too  beats  all  female  art; 

ie,  we  lie,  all  lie,  but  love  no  leas: 
one  virtue  yet,  except  Starvation, 

top  that  worst  of  vices — Propagation. 


ve  this  royal  eouple  to  repose ; 
Is  not  a  throne,  and  they  may  sleep, 
er  their  dreams  be,  if  of  joys  or  woes; 
appointed  joys  are  woes  as  deep 
man^s  clay  mixture  undergoes. 
Mt  of  sorrows  are  such  as  we  weep ; 
t  vile  daily  drop  on  drop  which  wears 
d  oiit(like  the  stone)with  petty  cares. 


ling  wife,  a  sullen  son,  a  bill 
',  unpaid,  protested,  or  discounted 
!r-centage;  a 'child  cross,  dog  ill, 
arite  horse  fallen  lafaie  just  as  he*s 

mounted ; 
old  woman  malting  a  worse  will, 
leaves  yon  minus  of  the  cash  yon 

counted 
lin ;—  these  are  paltry  things,  apd  yet 
rely  seen  the  man  they  did  not  fret. 


»hilosopher;  confound  them  all! 
beasts,  and  men,    and — no!   not 

Womankind ! 
ae  good  hearty  curse  I  vent  my  gall, 
iD  my  Stoicism  leaves  nought  behind 
it  can  either  pain  or  evil  rail. 


And  I  can  give  my  whole  ionl  up  to  mind; 
Though  what  ts  soul  or  mind ,  their  birth 

or  growth, 
Is  more  than  I  know— the  deuce  take  them 

both. 


So  now  all  things  are  d — nM,one feels  at  l»se. 
As  after  reading  Athanasius*  curse. 
Which  doth  your  true  believer  so  much 

please : 
I  doubt  if  any  now  conld  make  it  worse 
0*er  his  worst  enemy  when  at  his  knees; 
^is  so  sententious,  positive,  and  terse. 
And  decorates  tlie  book  of  Common  Prayer, 
As  doth  a  Rainbow  the  jut t  clearing  air. 

Gulbeyax  and  her  lord  were  sljceping,  or 
At  least  one  of  them — Oh  the  heavy  night ! 
When  wicked  wives  who  love  some  bachelor 
Lie  down  in  dudgeon  to  sigh  for  the  light 
Of  the  gray  morning,  and  look  vainly  for 
Its  twinkle  through  the  lattice  dusky  quite. 
To  toss,  to  tumble,  dose,  revive,  and  quake 
Lest   their  too  lawful  bed-fellow  should 

wake. 


These  are  beneath  the  canopy  of  heaven, 
Also  beneath  the  canopy  of  bedf 
Four-posted  and  tilk-cnrtain'd ,  which  are 

given 
For  rich  men  and  their  brides  to  lay  their 

heads 
Upon,  in  sheets  white  as  what  bards  call 

^'driven 
Snow."*    Well!  His  all  hap-hazard  when 

one  weds. 
Gulbeyai  was  an  empress,  but  had  been 
Perhaps  as  wretched  if  a  peatmU'M  queam. 


Don  Juan,  in  his  feminine  disguise. 
With  all  the  damsels  in  their  long  array. 
Had  bow -4  themselves  before  the  imperial 

eyes. 
And ,  at  the  usual  signal ,  ta^en  their  way 
Back  to  their  chambers,  those  long  galleries 
In  the  Seraglio,  where  the  ladies  lay 
Their  delicate  limbs;  a  thousand  bosoms 

there 
Beating  for  love,  as  the  caged  birds  for  air. 


I  love  the  sex,  and  sometimes  would  reverse 
The  tyrants  wish,  **that  mankind  only  had 
^*One  neck,  which  he  with  one  fell  stroke 

might  pierce  :** 
My  wish  is  quite  as  wide,  but  not  so  bad. 
And  much  more  tender  on  the  whole  than 

fierce; 
It  being  (not  fioip,  but  only  while  a  lad) 
lliat  Womankind  had  but  one  rosy  mouth. 
To  kiss  them  all  at  once  fromNerth  teSeuth. 
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Oh  enviable  Briarens !  with  thj  handf 
And  heads,  if  thou  had«t  all  things  mul- 
tiplied 
In  such  proportion!  —  But  my  muse  with- 
stands 
The  giant-thought  of  being  a  Titan's  bride, 
Or  travelling  in  Patagonian  lands; 
So  let  uf  back  to  Lilliput,  and  guide 
Our  hero  throngh  the  labyrinth  of  love 
In  which  we  left  him  several  lines  above. 


He  went  forth  with  the  lovely  Odalisques, 
At  the  given  signal  joined  to  their  array ; 
And  though  he  certainly  ran  many  risks, 
Yet  he  could  not  at  times  keep,  by  the  way 
(Although  the  consequences  of  such  frisks 
Ac|  worse  than  the  worst  damages  men  pay 
In  nioral  England,  where  the  thing's  a  tax), 
From  ogling  all  their  charms  from  breasts 

to  backs. 


Still  he  forgot  not  bis  disguise: —along 
The  galleries  from  room  to   room  they 

walked, 
A  virgin-like  and  edifying  throng. 
By  eunuchs  flank'd;    while  at  their  head 

there  stalk M 
A  dame  who  kept  up  discipline  among 
The  female  ranks ,  so  that  none  stirr*d  or 

talk'd 
Without  her  sanction  on  their  she-parades : 
Her  title  was  ''the  Mother  of  the  maids.'* 


Whether  she  was  a  ''mother,'*  I  know  not, 
Or  whether  they  were  "maids"  who  calPd 

her  mother; 
But  this  is  her  seraglio-title,  got 
I  know  not  how,  but  good  as  any  other; 
So  Cantemir  can  tell  you,  or  Dc  Tott : 
Her  office  was,  to  keep  aloof  or  smother 
All  bad  propensities  in  fifteen  hundred 
Young  women,  and  correct  them  when  they 

blnnder'd. 


A  goodly  sinecure,  no  doubt !  but  made 
More  easy  by  the  hbsence  of  all  men 
£xcept  his  Majesty,  who,  with  her  aid. 
And  guards,  and  bolts,  and  walls,  and  now 

and  then 
A  slight  example,  just  to  cast  a  sliade 
Along  the  rest,  contrived  to  keep  this  den 
Of  beauties  cool  as  an  Italian  convent. 
Where  all  the  passions  have,  alas!  but  one 

vent. 


And  what  is  that?  Derotion,  doubtless—how 
Could  you  ask  such  a  question  ?  •—  but  wo 

will 
Continue.    As  I  said,  this  goodly  row 
Of  ladles  of  all  countries  at  the  will 


Of  one  good  man ,  with  stately  march  and 

slow. 
Like  water-lilies  floating  down  a  rill. 
Or  rather  lake — for  ri7/«  do  not  run  slowly,— 
Paced  on  most  maiden -like  and  melancholy. 


But  when  they  reach'd  their  own  apartments, 

there. 
Like  birds,orboys,or  bedlamites  broke  loose, 
Waves  at  spring-tide,  or  women  any  where 
When  freed  from  bonds  (which  are  of  no 

great  use 
After  all),  or  like  Irish  at  a  fair. 
Their  guards  being  gone,  and,  as  it  were, 

a  truce 
Establish'd  between  them  and  bondage,  they 
Began  to  sing,dance,  chatter,  sinile,and  play. 


Their  talk  of  course  ran  most  on  the  new 

comer. 
Her   shape,   her  air,   her  hair,  her  every 

thing: 
Some  thought  her  dress  did  not  so  much 

become  her. 
Or  wonderM  at  her  ears  without  a  ring; 
Some  said  her  years  were  getting  nigh  their 

summer. 
Others  contended  they  were  but  in  spring ; 
Some    thought   her   rather    masculine    in 

height. 
While  others  wish'd  that  she  had  been  so 

quite. 


But  no  one  doubted,  on  the  whole,  that  she 
Was  what  her  dress  bespoke,  a  damsel  fair. 
And  fresh,  and  "beautiful  exceedingly,** 
Who  with  the  brightest  Georgians  might 

compare : 
They  wonder*d  how  Gulbeyaz  too  could  be 
So  silly  as  to  buy  slaves  who  might  share 
(If  that  his  Highness  wearied  of  his  bride) 
Her  throne  and  power.and  every  thing  beside. 


But  what  was  strangest  in  this  \irgin  crew. 
Although  her  beauty  was  enough  to  vex. 
After  the  first  investigating  view. 
They  all  found  out  as  few,  or  fewer,  specks 
In  the  fair  form  of  their  companion  new. 
Than  is  the  custom  of  the  gentle  sex 
When  they  sur>'cy,  with  Christian  eyes  or 

Heathen, 
In    a    new    face   "the    ugliest    creature 

breathing.** 


And  yet  they  had  their  little  jealousies. 
Like  all  the  rest ;  but  upon  this  occasion. 
Whether  there  are  such  things  as  sympathies 
Without  our  knowledge  or  our  approbation. 
Although  they  could  not  see  through  his 

disguise. 
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a  foft  kind  of  conratenatlon, 
igrnetian,  or  Dcviliiiiu,  or  what 
ISC — we  will  not  quarrel  about  that: 


ain  Uia  they  all  felt  for  their  new 
ion  iomething:  newer  still,  as  *twere 
mental    friendship    through    and 

through, 
ly  pure,    which   made   them  all 

concur 
ng  her  their  sister,  save  a  few 
h'd  they  had  a  brother  just  like  her, 
if  they  were   at  home  in    sweet 

Cirrassia, 
cold  prefer  to  I'adisha  or  Pacha. 


I  who  had  most  genius  for  this  sort 
nental  friendship,  there  were  three, 
iatinka,  and  Dudii; — in  nhort, 
;  description)   fair  as  fair  ran  be 
ey,  accctrding  to  the  bcfit  report, 
differing  in  stature  and  degree, 
ne    and    time,    and  country   and 

complexion ; 
alike  admired  their  new  connexion. 


as  dusk  as  India  and  as  warm ; 
was  a  Georgian,  white  and  red, 
eat  blue  eyes,   a  lovely  hand  and 

ann, 
so  small  they  scarce  seemMmade 

to  tread, 
cr  skim  the  carth;while  Dudii^s  form 
aore  adapted  to  be  pot  to  bed, 
omewhat  large   and   languishing 

and  lazy, 
beauty  that  would  drive  yoncmxy. 


»f  sleepy  Venus  seemed  Dudii, 
'  fit  to  ^^murder  sleep"  in  those 
ted  upon  her  check^s  transcendant 

hue, 
c  forehead,  and  her  Phidian  nose : 
les  were  there  in  her  form,  'tis  true, 
she  might  have  be4!n  and  yet  scarce 

lose; 
r  all,  *twou1d  puzzle  to  say  where 
not  spoil  some  separate  charm  to 

pare. 


not  violently  lively,  but 
rour  spirit  like  a  May-day  breaking; 
s    were   not    too    sparkling,    yet 

half-shut, 
t  beholders  in  a  tender  taking; 
'd  (this  simile's  quite  new)  just  cat 
larbie,    like  Pygmalion's    statue 

waking, 
tal  and  the  Marble  still  at  strife, 
idly  expanding  into  life. 


Lolah  demanded  the  new  damscPi  name— 
*'SluHnna."  Well,  a  pretty  name  enough. 
Katinka  ask'd  her  alno  whence  she  came — 
^'From Spain. ''  —  "•But  where  is  SpaiuV^— 

^•Don't  ask  such  stuff*, 
Xor  show  your  Georgian  ignorance  —  for 

shame !" 
Said  Lolah,  with  an  accent  rather  rough. 
To  poor  Katinka :  ^^Spain's  an  island  near 
Morocco,  betwixt  Kgypt  and  Tangier." 


Oudh  said  nothing,  but  sat  down  beside 
Juanna,  playing  with  her  veil  or  hair ; 
And,  looking  at  her  steadfastly,  she  sigh'd 
As  if  she  pitied  her  for  being  there, 
A  pretty  stranger  without  friend  or  guide. 
And  all  abashed  tiH)  at  the  general  stare 
Which  welcomes  hapless  strangers  in  all 

places, 
With  kind  remarks  upon  their  mien  and 

faces. 


Rut  here  tlie  Mother  of  the  Maids  drew  near. 
With  ^^Ladies,  it  is  time  to  go  to  rest 
*^rm  puzzled  what  to  do  with  you,  my  dear," 
She  added  to  Juanna,  their  new  guest : 
^^Your  coming  has  been  unexpected  here. 
And  every  couch  is  occupied ;  you  had  best 
Partake  of  mine ;  but  by  to-morrow  early 
We  will  have  all  things  settled  for  yoa 

fairly." 


Here  Lolah  interposed — *^Mamma,yon  know 
You  don't  sleep  soundly,  and  I  cannot  bear 
That  any  body  should  disturb  y,  ou  so ; 
I'll  take  Juanna;  we're  a  slenderer  pair 
Than  you  would  make  the  half  of  ;~don't 

say  no. 
And  I  of  your  joung  charge  will  take  due 

care." 
But  here  Katinka  interfered  and  said, 
^^She  also  had  compassion  and  a  bed." 


^'Besides,  I  hate  to  sleep  alone,"  ouoth  she. 
The  matron  frown 'dx  "Why  so?"— "For 

fear  of  ghosts," 
Replied  Katinka;  **I  am  sure  I  see 
A  phantom  upon  each  of  tlie  four  posts ; 
And  then  I  have  the  worst  dreams  that  can  be. 
Of  Guebres,  Giaours,  and  Ginns,  and  Goals 

in  hosts." 
The  dame  replied,  ''Between  your  dreami 

and  you, 
I  fear  Juanna's  dreams  would  be  but  few. 


You,  Lolah,  must  continue  still  to  lie 
Alone,  for  reasons  which  don't  matter;  you 
The  same,  Katinka.  nntil  hj  and  bye; 
And  I  shall  place  Juanna  with  Dudh, 
W^ho'f  quiet,  inoffensive,  silent,  shy. 
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And  win  not  tOM  and  chatter  the  night 

through. 
What  say  joa,ehildf**_Dudii  raid  nothing^as 
Her  talent!  were  of  the  more  silent  clait ; 


But  the  rof  e  up,  and  iissM  the  matron's  brow 
Bvtwren  the  eyes,  and  Lolah  on  both  cheeks, 
Katinka  too;  and  with  a  gentle  bow 
(Cnrtsies  Are  neither  used  by  Turks  nor 

Greeks) 
She  took  Juanna  by  the  hand  to  show 
'Jlieir  place  of  rest,  and  left  to^oth  their 

piques, 
The  others  pouting  at  the  matron's   pre- 
ference 
Of  Dudii,  though  they  held  their  tongues 

from  deference. 


It  was  a  spacious  chamber  (Oda  is 

The  Turkish  title)and  ranged  round  the  wall 

Were  couches,    toilets  —  and  much  more 

than  this 
I  might  describe,  as  I  have  seen  it  all, 
But  it  suffices  — little  was  amiss; 
*Twas  on  the  whole  a  nobly  furnish^  hall. 
With  all  things  ladies  want,  save  one  or  two, 
And  e? en  those  were  nearer  than  they  knew. 


Dudb,  as  has  been  said,  was  a  sweet  creature, 
Not  very  dashing,  but  extremely  winning. 
With  the  most  regulated  charms  of  feature, 
Which   painters   cannot  ratrh   like  faces 

sinning 
Against  proportion  —  the  wild  strokes  of 

nature 
Which  they  hit  off  at  once  in  the  beginning, 
Ful  1  of  ezpression,right  or  wrong,that  strike, 
And,  pleasing  Or  nnpleasing,  still  are  like. 


But  she  was  a  soft  Landscape  of  mild  Eardi, 
Where  all  was  harmony  and  calm  and  quiet, 
LnxuriBnt,budding;  cheerful  without  mirth. 
Which  if  not  happinefs,is  much  more  nigh  it 
Hian  are  yonrttiiffhty  passions  and  so  fnrth. 
Which  some  eall  ''  the  sublime:'*  I  wish 

they'd  try  itt 
I've  seen  your  stormy   seas  and    stormy 

women. 
And  pity  loTers  rather  more  than  seamen. 


But  she  was  penslre  more  than  melancholy. 
And  serious  more  than  pensive,  and  serene. 
It  ifeiaT  be,  more  than  either— not  unholy 
Her  thoughts,  at  least  till  now,  appear  to 

have  been. 
The  strangest  thing  was,  beauteous,  she 

was  wholly 
Unconseions,albeit  tum'd  of  quick  seventeen. 
That  she  was  fair,  or  daric,  or  whorl,  or  tall ; 
She  never  tiMmght  about  herself  at  alL 


And  therefore  was  she  kind  and  gentle  ai 
The  Age   of  Gold   (when  Gold  was  yet 

unknown. 
By  which  its  nomenclature  came  tn  pass ; 
Thus  most  appropriately  has  been  shown 
^'-Lncus  a  non  Lucendo,'^  not  what  tmu. 
But  what  wot  not;  a  sort  of  style  that's  grown 
Extremely  common  in  this  age,  whose  metal 
The  DevU  may  decompose  but  never  settle: 


I  think  it  may  be  of  ''Corinthian  Brass," 
Which  was  a  mixture  of  all  metals,  but 
The  Braxen  uppermost).  Kind  reader ;  pass 
This  long  parenthesis:  I  could  not  shut 
It  sooner  for  the  soul  of  me,  and  class 
My  faults  even   witli  your  own!    which 

meaneth,  put 
A  kind  construction  upon  them  and  me : 
But  thai  you  wont — then  don't— I  am  nol 

less  free. 


'TIS  time  We  should  return  to  plain  narration, 
And  thus  my  narrative  proceeds: — Dudd, 
With  every  kindness  short  of  ostentation, 
Show'dJuan.or  Juanna,throngh  and  through 
This  labyrinth  of  females,  and  each  station 
Described— what's   stranire— in   words  ex- 

iremelyfew: 
I  have  but  one  simile,  and  that's  a  blunder. 
For    wordless    woman,    Hrhich    is    tilent 

Thunder. 


And  next  she  gave  her  (I  say  her,  because 
The  Gender  still  was  Epicene,  at  least 
In  outward  show,  which  is  a  saving  clause) 
An  outline  of  the  Customs  of  the  East, 
With  all  their  chaste  integrity  of  laws. 
By  which  the  more  a  Haram  is  increased. 
The  stricter  doubtless  grow  the  vestal  duties 
Of  any  supernumerary  beauties. 


And  then  she  gave  Jnanna  a  chaste  kiss; 
Dndh  was  fond  of  kissing— which  I'm  sure 
That  nobody  can  ever  take  amiss. 
Because  'tis  pleasant,  so  that  it  be  pure. 
And  between  females  means  no  more  than  this 
That  they  havenothing  better  near,or  newer. 
•^Kiss"  rhymes  to  ''bliss"  in  fact  as  well  as 

verse— 
I  wish  it  never  led  to  something  worse. 


In  perfect  innocence  she  then  unmade 
Her  toilet,  which  cost  little,  for  she  was 
A  Child  of  Nature,  carelessly  arrayed: 
If  fond  of  a  chance  ogle  at  her  glass, 
Twas  like  the  Fawn  which,   in  the  lake 

displayed, 
Beholds  her  own  shy,  shadowy  image  pass. 
When  first  she  starts,aBd  then  returns  to  peep. 
Admiring  this  new  Natiire  of  the  deep. 
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le  by  one  her  artieloi  of  drats    i 
laid  uide ;  bat  not  before  the  oflerM 
d  to  fair  Juanna,  whoi^e  exccM 
Icfltj  declined  the  a88i8tance  proffered, 

pa§t  well  off—  as  the  could  do  no  less; 
h  by  thitf  politesse  she  rather  sufTerM, 
igher  fingers  with  those  cursed  pins, 

rarely  were  inrented  for  our  sins, — 

^  a  woman  like  a  porcupine, 
be  rashly  touchM.  But  still  more 

dread, 
whose  fate  it  is,  as  onre  Hwas  mine, 
y  youth,  to  turn  a  lady^fl  maid ; — 
ny  irery  boyish  best  to  shine 
ling  her  out  for  a  masquerade: 
ns  were  placed  sufficiently,  but  not 
all  exactly  in  the  proper  spot. 


i»e  are  foolish  things  to  all  the  wise— 
love  Wisdom  more  than  she  loves  me ; 
idcncy  is  to  philosophize 
st  things,  from  a  tyrant  to  a  tree; 
.11  the  spouseless  virgin  Knowledge 

flies. 
ire  we?  and  whence  came  we?  what 

shall  be 
litnate  existence  ?  what*s  our  present  ? 
estlons  answerlcss,  and  yet  incessant. 

was  deep  silence  in  the  chamber :  dim 
istant  from  each  other  bum'd  the 

lights, 
umber  hoyerM  o^er  each  lovely  limb 
fair  occupants:  if  there  be  sprites, 
should  have  walkM  there  in  their 

spritelieft  trim, 
r  of  cliange  from  their  sepulchral  sites, 
lown  themselfes  as  ghosts  of  better 

taste 
launting  some  old  ruin  or  wild  waste. 


and  beautiful  lay  those  around, 
lowers  of  different  hue  and  clime  and 

root. 
le  exotic  garden  sometimes  found, 
cost  and  care  and  warmth  induced 

to  shoot, 
rith  her  auburn  tresses  lightly  bound, 
ir  brows  gently  drooping,  as  the  fruit 
nim  the  tree,  was  slumbering  with 

soft  breath 
ps  apart ,  which  showM  tlie  pearls 

beneath. 


with  her  flushed  cheek  laid  on  her 

white  arm, 

iven  ringlets  gatherM  in  dark  crowd 

her  brow,Iay  dreaming  soft  and  warm; 

tiling  through  her  dream,  as  through 

a  cloud 


Tlie  Moon  breaks,  half  anveird  each  farther 

charm. 
As,  slightly  stirring  in  her  snowr  shroad. 
Her  beauties  seized  the  unconscious  hoar 

of  night 
All  bashfully  to  struggle  into  light. 


This  is  no  bull,  although  it  sounds  so ;  for 
*Twas  night,  but  there  were  lamps,  as  hath 

been  said. 
A  third^s  all-pallid  aspect  offerM  more 
The  traits  of  sleeping  Sorrow,  and  betrayed 
Through  the  heaved  breast  the  dream  of 

some  far  shore 
Beloved  and  deplored ;  while  slowly  strayed 
(As  night-dew,on  a  Cypress  glittering,tingei 
The  black  bough)  tear-drops  through  her 

eyes*  dark  fringes. 


A  fourth,  as  marble,  statue-like  and  still. 
Lay  in  a  breathless,  hushM,  and  stony  sleep; 
White,  cold,  and  pure,  as  looks  a  frozen  rill. 
Or  the  snow-minaret  on  an  Alpine  steep. 
Or  Lot*s  wife  done  in  salt,— oi  what  you  will; 
My  similes  are  gathered  in  a  heap, 
So  pick  and  chuse  —  perhaps  you'll   be 

content 
With  a  carved  lady  on  a  monumeat 


And  lo!  a  fifth  appears ;~  and  what  is  she? 
A  lady  of  ^^a  certain  age,**  which  meau 
Certainly  aged — what  her  years  might  be 
I  know  not,  never  counting  past  their  teens; 
But  there  she  slept,  not  quite  so  fair  to  tee, 
As  ere  that  awful  period  intervenes 
Which  lays  both  men  and  women  on  the  shelf. 
To  meditate  upon  their  sins  and  self. 


But  all  this  time  how  slept,  or  dream*d,Dudh? 
With  strict  inqniry  I  could  ne*er  discover. 
And  seom  lo  add  a  syllable  untrue; 
But  ere  the  middle  watch  was  hardly  over. 
Just  when  the  fading  lamps  waned  dim  and 

blue. 
And  phantoms  hovered,  or  might  seem  to 

hover. 
To  those  who  like  their  company,  about 
The  apartment,on  a  sudden  shescream*d  out : 


And  that  so  loudly,  that  upstarted  all 
The  Oda,  in  a  general  commotion : 
Matn>n  and  maids ,    and  those  whom  you 

may  call 
Neither,  came  crowding  like  the  waves  of 

ocean. 
One  on  the  other,  throughout  the  whole  hall. 
All  trembling,  wondeting,  without  the  least 

notion. 
More  than  1  have  myself,of  what  conldmake 
The  calm  Dndh  so  tarbnlently  wake. 
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But  wido  awake  she  was,  and  round  her  bed. 
With  floating  draperies  and  with  flj^ing  hair, 
With  eager  cje9,and  light hnthurried  tread, 
And  bosoms,  anus,  and  ancles  glancing  bare, 
And  bright  as  any  meteor  c\er  bred 
By  the  IVorth-Fole, — they  sought  her  cause 

of  care. 
Fur    she   seemM    agitated ,   Hushed ,    and 

frightened. 
Her  eye  dilated  and  her  colour  heightened. 


But  what  is  strange—and  a  strong  proof 

how  great 
A  blessing  is  sound  sleep— Joanna  lay 
As  fast  as  e^er  husband  by  his  mate 
In  holy  matrimony  snores  away. 
Not  all  the  clamour  broke  her  happy  state 
Of  8lumber,erc  they  shook  her,— so  they  say 
At  lea^it,— and  then  she  too  unclosed  her  eyes, 
And   yawned   a  good   deal   with    discreet 

surprise. 


And  now  commenced  a  strict  investigation, 
Which,   as  all  spoke  at  once,  and  more 

than  once 
€>»njecturing,wondering,asking  a  narration. 
Alike  might  puzzle  cither  wit  or  dunce 
To  answer  in  a  Tcry  clear  oration. 
Dudh  had  ne\er  passed  for  wanting  sense. 
But,  being  ''^no  orator,  as  Brutus  is," 
Could  not  at  first  expound  what  was  amiit. 


At  length  she  said,  that,  in  a  slumber  sound, 
She  dreamed  a  dream  of  walking  in  a  wood — 
A  ^^wood  obscure,**  like  that  where  Dante 

found 
Himself  in  at  the  age  when  all  grow  good; 
Life*s  half-way  house,  where  dames  with 

virtue  crownM, 
Run  much  less  risk  of  ioYcrs  turning  rude;  — 
And  that  this  wood  was  full  of  pleasant  fruits. 
And  treea  of  goodly  growth  ami  spreading 

roots; 


And  in  the  midst  a  golden  apple  grew, — 
A  most  prodigious  pippin — but  it  hung 
Bather  too  high  and  distant ;  that  she  threw 
Her  glances  on  it,  and  tlicn,  longing,  flung 
Stones,  and  whatever  she  could  pick  up,  to 
Bring  down  the  fruit,  which  still  pencrsely 

clung 
To  its  own  bough,  and  dangled  yet  in  sight. 
But  always  at  a  most  provoking  height;— 


That  on  a  sudden,  when  she  least  had  hope, 
It  fell  down  of  its  own  accord,  before 
Her  feet;  tliat  her  first  movement  was  to  stoop 
And  pick  it  up,  and  bite  it  to  the  core; 
That  just  as  her  young  lip  began  to  ope 
Upon  the  golden  frnit  the  vision  bore. 


A  bee  flew  out  and  stung  her  to  the  heart, 
And  so — she  awoke  with  a  great  scream  and 

start. 


All  this  she  told  with  some  confuision  and 
Dismay ,  the  UHunl  consequence  of  dreams 
Of  the  unpleasant  kind,  with  none  at  hand 
To  expound  their  vain  and  ^  i<!iionnry  gleams. 
I've  known  some  odd  ones  which  seem'd 

really  planned 
Prophetically,  or  that  which  one  deems 
^'A  strange  coincidence,"  to  use  a  phrase 
By  which  such  things  are  settled  now-a-days. 


The  damsels ,  who  had  thoughts  of  some 

g^eat  harm, 
Beg^n,  as  is  the  consequence  of  fear. 
To  scold  a  little  at  tlic  false  alarm 
That  broke  for  nothing  on  their  sleeping  ear. 
I'he  matron  too  was  wroth  to  leave  her  warm 
Bed  for  tlio  dream  she  had  been   obliged 

to  hear. 
And  chafed  at  poor  Dudh,  who  only  sigh'd. 
And  said  that  she  was  sony  she  had  cried. 


'^IVo  heard  of  stories  of  a  cock  and  bull ; 
But  visions  of  an  apple  and  a  bee, 
To  take  us  from  our  natural  rest,  and  pull 
The  whole  Oda  from  their  beds  at  half-past 

three. 
Would  make  ns  think  the  moon  is  at  its  full. 
You  surely  are  unwell,  child  !  we  must  see. 
To-morrow,  what  his  Highnesses  physician 
Will  say  tp  this  hysteric  of  a  vision. 


And  poor  Juanna  too !  the  child^s  first  night 
Within  these  walls,  to  be  broke  in  upon 
With  such  a  clamour — I  had  thought  it  right 
That  the  young  stranger  should  not  lie  alone. 
And  as  the  quietest  of  all,  she  might 
With  you,  Dudfi,  a  good  night's  rest  have 

known ; 
But  now  I  must  transfer  her  to  the  charge 
Of  Lolah — though  her  couch  is  not  so  large.** 


LoIah*s  eyes  sparkled  at  the  proposition; 
But  poor  Dudii,  with  large  drops  in  her  own. 
Resulting  from  the  scolding  or  the  vision. 
Implored  that  present  pardon  might  be  show  n 
For  this  first  fault,  and  that  on  no  condition 
(She  added  in  a  soft  and  piteous  tone) 
Juanna  should  be  taken  from  her,  and 
Her  future  dreams  should  all  be  kept  in  hand. 


She  promised  never  more  to  have  a  dream. 
At  least  to  dream  so  loudly  as  just  now ; 
She   wonder*d  at  herself  hoi^   she   could 

•cream — 
Twas  foolish,  nervous,  as  she  must  allow. 
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A  ffsadl  lulliicinBliMi,  and  a  theme 

For  langliCer— bat  the  felt  her  spiritt  low. 

And  beg^^d  they  would  excuse  her;  the^d 

pet  over 
Thie  weakneii  in  a  few  huurt,  and  recover. 


And  here  Juanna  kindly  interpoficd, 
And  said  she  felt  herself  extremely  well 
Where  the  then  was,   as  her  sound  sleep 

dieirlosrd 
When  all  around  ranfr  like  a  tucsin-liell: 
She  did  not  find  herself  the  least  disposed 
To  quit  her  identic  partner,  and  to  dwell 
Apart  from  one  who  had  no  sin  to  show. 
Save  that  of  dreaming  once  ^*Dial-Ji-propof  .*^ 


At  that  Joanna  spoke,  Dudii  turned  round 
And  hid  her  face  within  Juanna*s  breast; 
Her  neck  alone  was  teen,  bnt  that  was  found 
The  colour  of  a  bnddinp  rose*t  crest. 
f  rant  tell  why  she  blu^ird,  nor  ran  expound 
The  mystery  of  this  rupture  of  ilirir  rest; 
All  that  I  know  is,  that  the  facts  1  state 
Are  true  at  truth  hat  ever  been  of  late. 


And  to  i^ood  ni^t  to  them,— or.  if  yon  will, 
GoihI   morrow  —  for  the  cork  had  crown, 

and  ligfht 
Began  to  clothe  each  Asiatic  hill. 
And  the  mosque -crescent  stniprglcd    into 

sig^ht 
Of  the  long^  rarafan,  which  in  the  chill 
Of  dewy  dawn  wound  slowly  round  each 

«   hfight 
That  ttretchet  to  the  stony  belt  which  girds 
Asia,  where  Kaff  looks'  down  npou   the 

Kurds. 


With  the  firtt  ray,  or  rather  gray  of  mom, 
Gulbeyas  rote  from  restlessness;  and  pale 
As  Passion  rises,  with  itn  bosom  worn, 
ArrayM  herself  with  mantle,  gem.  and  veil: 
The  nightingale  that  tings  with  the  deep 

thorn. 
Which  Fable  places  in  her  breast  of  wail, 
N  lighter  far  of  heart  and  voire  than  those 
Whote  headlong  passions  form  their  proper 

wuct. 


Aad  that 't  the  moral  of  thit  composition, 
if  people  would  but  see  its  real  drift ;  — 
But  that  they  will  not  do  without  suspicion, 
Beransc  all  gentle  readers  have  the  gift 
Of  closing  Against  the  light  their  orbs  of 

vision ; 
While  gentle  writers  also  love  to  lift 
Their  voicet  'gainst  each  other,   which  is 

natural— 
The   nomberi  are  too  great  for  them  to 

flatter  all. 


lioee  the  Sultana  from  a  bed  of  tplendonr, — 
Softer  than  the  soft  Sybarite's,  who  cried 
Aloud  because  lii.M  feelings  were  too  tender 
To  brook  a  ruffled  ro8e-lc;af  by  his  side,— 
So  beautiful  that  art  could  little  mend  her, 
Though  pale  with  conflicts  between  love 

and  pride : — 
So  agitated  was  she  with  her  error. 
She  did  not  even  look  into  the  mirror. 


AUo  anise  about  the  selfsame  time. 
Perhaps  a  little  later,  her  great  lord. 
Master  of  thirty  kingdoms  so  sublime, 
And  of  a  wife  by  whom  he  was  abhorrM ; 
A  thing  of  mueh  leiss  import  in  that  clime — 
At  least  to  those  of  incomes  which  aftord 
The  filling  up  their  whole  connubial  cargo — 
Thau    where    two    wives   are    under    an 

embargo. 


He  did  not  think  much  on  the  matter,  nor 
Indeed  on  any  other:  as  a  man. 
He  liked  to  have  a  handsome  paramour 
At  hand,  as  one  may  like  to  ha^e  a  fan. 
And  therefore  of  (yircassians  had  good  store. 
As  an  amusement  after  the  Divan  ; 
Though  an  unusual  fit  of  love,  or  duty, 
Had  made  him  lately  bask  in  hit  bride^t 

beauty. 


And  now  he  rote:  and,  after  due  ablutionf. 
Exacted  by  the  customs  of  the  East, 
And  prayers  and  other  pious  evolutions. 
He  drank  six  cups  of  coffee  at  the  least. 
And    then   withdrew   to   hear  about    the 

Russians, 
Whose  victories  had  recently  increased. 
In  Catherine's  rcign.whom  glory  still  adores 
As  greatest  of  all  sovereigns  and  w t. 


Rut  oh,  thou  grand  legitimate  Alexander ! 
Her  ton's  ton,  let  not  this  last  phrase  offend 
Thine  ear ,  if  it  should  reach,  —  and  now 

rhymes  wander 
Almost  as  far  as  Petersburgh,  and  lend 
A  dreadful  impulse  to  each  loud  meander 
Of  murmuring  Liberty's  wide  waves,  which 

blend 
Their  roar  even  with  the  Raltic's— so  you  be 
Your  father's  ton,  tit  quite  enough  for  me. 


To  call  men  love-begotten,  or  proclaim 
Their  mothers  as  the  antipodes  of  Timon, 
That  hater  of  mankind,  would  be  a  shame, 
A  libel,  or  whatever  you  please  to  rhyme  nn: 
But  people's  ancestors  are  history's  game; 
And  if  one  lady's  nil p  could  leave  a  crime  on 
Ail  generations,  I  should  like  to  know 
What  pedigree  the  best  would  have  to 

show? 
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Had  Catherine  and  the  Saltan  undentood  Gulbcjai  was  no  model  of  true  patience, 

Their  own  true  interetts,  which  kin^  rarely  Nor  much  ditiposed  to  wait  in  word  or  deed ; 

know,  She  liked  quick  anpweri  in  all  conversationfi; 

Until  *tis  taught  by  lessons  rather  rude,  Andwhenshesawhimstumblin*;  like  a  steed 

There  was  a  way  to  end  their  strife,  although  In  his  replies,  she  puzxled  him  for  fresh  ones; 

Perhaps  precarious,  had  they  but  thou^t  And  as  his  speech  grew  still  more  broken- 

g^od,  knee^d. 

Without  the  aid  of  Pnnce  or  Plenipo:  Her  cheek  began  to  flush,  her  eyes  to  sparkle 

She  to  dismiss  her  guards  and  he  his  haram.  And  her  proud  brow's  blue  \eins  to  swell 
And  for  their   other   matters,   meet   and  and  darkle. 

share  'em. 

,^  When  Babasaw  these  symptoms,  which  he 
But  as  it  was,  his  Highness  had  to  hold  knew 

His  daily  council  upon  ways  and  means,  Xo  bode  him  no  great  good,  he  deprecated 

How  to  encounter  with  this  martial  scold.  Her  anger,  and  beseech'd  she'd  hear  him 
This  modem  Amazon  and  Queen  of  Queans ;  through  — 

And  the  perplexity  could  not  be  told  Hecould  not  help  the  thing  which  he  related: 

Of  all  the  pillars  of  the  state,  which  leans  Then  out  it  came  at  length,  that  to  Dudh 

Sometimes  a  little  lieary  on  the  backs  j,ian  was  given  in  charge,as  hath  been  stated; 

Of  those  who  cannot  lay  on  a  new  tax.  Butnotby  Baba'sfiiult,hesaid,andsworeon 

The  holy  camel's  hump,  besides  the  Koran. 

Meantime  Gulbeyaz,  when  her  king  was 

Retired  into  her  boadoir,T'weet  place  ^«  ^V"'  1'"'  ?  »■?"  ?'?'  h'°"  ""?""" 

Forloveorbreakfa.t;pri;ate,plea.ing,lonc,  T""  «««"?>■"•  of  the  whole  Hanw.  bore. 

And  rich  with  all  contrivance,  which*^  ^'  .«.n  a.  they  re-enter  d  the.r  own  room, 

'S::ii^\znL';;^'  a  precio„.?[r.  ^- ^^-  KTrridt  l  '^^ire 

n.o'secap«ve.oother.ofacapti..'.ho«;..  Si^rLX' 'Z ritL"'5Srwo"«e  th«. 

it 


Mother  of  pearl,  and  porphyry,  and  marble 
Vied  nlhh  each  other  on  this  costly  spot; 
And  singing  birds  without  were  heard  to  He  hoped,  indeed  he  thought  he  could  be 

warble ;  8"^ 

And  the  stain'd  glass  which  lighted  this  ^^^  ^^^  not  betray'd  himself;  in  fact 

fair  grot  'Twas  certain  that  his  conduct  had  been  pure, 

Variedeachray;— butalldescriptionsgarble  Because  a  foolish  or  imprudent  act 
The  true  effect,  and  so  we  had  better  not   Would  not  alone  have  made  him  insecure. 
Be  too  minute ;  an  outline  is  the  best,—       But  ended  in  his  being  found  out  and  sacked, 
A  lively  reader's  fancy  does  the  rest  A"*  thrown  into  the  sea.— Thus  Baba  spoke 

Ofall  save  Dudh's  dream,  which  was  no  joke. 

And  here  she  snmmon'd  Baba,  and  required 

Don  Juan  at  his  hands,  and  information       This  he  discreetly  kept  in  the  Uck-gronnd, 

Of  what  had  past  since  all  the  slaves  retired,   And  talk'd  away -and  might  have  talked 

And  whether  he  had  occupied  their  station ;  *'^  now, 

If  matters  had  been  managed  as  desired,      '^^  any  furtlicr  answer  that  he  found. 

And  his  disguise  with  due  consideration       S®  ^^P  *»  anguish  wrung  Gulbeyax' brow; 

Kept  up ;  and  above  all,  the  where  and  how   Her  cheek  tum'd  ashes,  ears  rung,  brain 

He  had  pass'd  the  night,  was  that  she  wish'd  .  whirl'd  round, 

to  know.  A'  ^^  "^^  ^nd  received  a  sudden  blow. 

And  the  heart's  dew  «if  pain  sprang  fast  and 

chiUy 
Baba ,  with  some  embarrassment,  replied     O'er  her  fair  front,  like  Morning's  on  a  lily. 
To  this  long  catechism  of  questions  ask'd 
More  easily  than  answer'd,  -  that  he  had  tried 

His  best  to  obey  in  what  he  had  been  task*d ;  Althouffh  she  was  not  of  the  fainting  sort. 
But  there  seem'd  something  that  he  wish'd   Baba  thought  she  would  faint,  but  there 

to  hide,  he  err'd  ;— 

tfliich  hesitation  more  betray'd  than  mask'd;  It  was  but  a  convulsion,  which  though  short 
He  scratched  his  ear,  the  infallible  resource  Can  never  be  described;  we  kll  have  heard. 
To  which  eraharrass'd  people  have  recourse.   And  some  of  «s  have  felt  thus  **aU  amort," 
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WImb   Ibingf  bejottd  the  omrmob  have 

nccarr^d ; — 

Golbejax  proTed  in  that  brief  afcony  . 

Hfhal   vhe  coold  n«'er  exprem — then  how 

fhould  IV 


She  eleod  a  moment,  as  a  Pythonees 
Staadtf  <Mi  her  tripod,  agonised,  and  fall 
Of  inspiration  gathered  from  dif tress. 
When  ail  the  heart-stringm  like  vild  horses 

pnll 
The  heart  asander;— then,  at  more  or  lest 
Their  speed  abated  or  their  strength  grew 

dnil. 
She  sunk  down  on  her  seat  hj  slow  degrees. 
And  bow'd  her  throbbing  head  o*er  trem- 
bling knees. 


Her  face  declined  and  was  unseen ;  her  hair 
Fell  la  long  tresses  like  the  weeping  willow, 
Sweeping  the  marble  underneath  her  chair, 
Or  rather  sofa  (for  it  was  all  pillow,— 
A  low,  suit  Ottoman)  and  black  Despair 
Stirr'd  op  and  down  her  bosom  like  a  billow, 
Which  rushes  to  some  shore  whose  shingles 

check 
Its  farther  coarse,  but  must  receiye  its  wreck. 


Her  liead  hung  down,  and  her  long  hair  in 

stooping 
Conceard  her  features  better  than  a  Tell ; 
And  one  hand  o'er  the  Ottoman  lay  drooping. 
White,  waxen,  and  as  alabaster  pale: 
Would  that  I  were  a  painter !  to  be  grouping 
All  that  a  poet  drags  into  detail  I 
Oh  Chat  my  words  were  colours !  but  their 

tints 
May  eerre  perhaps  as  outlinen  or  slight 

hints. 


Babm,  who  knew  hj  experience  when  to  talk 
Anfll  w4ieD  to  hold  his  tongue,  now  held  it  till 
This  paasion  might  blow  o'er,  nor  dared  to 

balk 
Galbeyax'  taciturn  or  speaking  will. 
At  length  she  rose  up,  and  began  to  walk 
Slowly  along  the  room,  but  silent  still, 
Aad  her  brow  elear'd,  but  not  her  troubled 

eye; 
The  wind  was  down,  bat  still  the  sea  ran 

high. 

Sbe  stopt,  and  raised  her  head  to  speak — 

but  paused. 
And  then  moYcd  on  again  with  rapid  pace ; 
Thca  alacken'd  it,  wmch  is  the  march  most 

caused 
By  deep  emotion  ^-^a  may  sometimes  trace 
A  feeling  in  each  niotstep,  as  disclosed 
By  Sallnsl  In  hie  Caaiiae,  who,  chased 


nhr  all  the  demons  of  all  passions,  show^ 
liieir  work  even  by  the  way  In  which  he 

trode. 


Gulbeyaa  stopped  and  beckoned  Haba:-* 

"Sla^e! 
Bring  the  two  slaves !  ^  she  said  in  a  low  tone, 
But  one  which  Baba  did  not  like  to  hrare, 
And  yet  he  shuddered,  and  seemed  rather 

prone 
To  prove  reluctant,   and  begged  leave  to 

craie 
(Though  he  well  knew  the  meaning)  to  he 

shown 
What  slai-es  her  Highness  wish*d  to  indicate, 
For  fear  of  any  error,  like  the  late. 


^^The  Georgian  and  her  paramour,**  replied 
The  Imperial  Bride- and  added,  ^«Let  the 

boat 
Be  ready  by  the  secret  portal's  side : 
You  know  the  rest.''    The  words  stuck  in 

her  throat. 
Despite  her  injured  lore  and  fiery  pride  $ 
And  of  this  Baba  willingly  took  note. 
And  begged  by  every  hair  of  Mahomet^ 

beard. 
She  would  revoke  the  order  he  had  heard. 


«'To  hear  is  to  obey,"  he  said;  «'b«t  still. 
Sultana,  think  upon  the  consequence  i 
It  is  not  that  I  shall  not  all  fulfil 
Your  orders,  even  In  their  severest  sense ; 
But  such  precipitation  may  end  ill. 
Even  at  your  own  imperative  expense  t 
I  do  not  mean  destruction  and  exposure 
In  case  of  any  premature  disclosure ; 


But  your  own  feelings.    Even  should  all 

the  rest 
Be  hidden  by  the  rolling  waves,  which  hide 
Already  many  a  once  love-beaten  breast 
Deep  in  the  caverns  of  the  deadly  tide — 
You  love  this  boyish,  new  Seraglio-guest, 
And — if  this  violent  remedy  be  tried — 
Excuse  my  freedom,  when  1  here  assure  yon. 
That  killmg  him  is  not  the  way  to  cure  you." 


«'What  dost  thou  know  of  love  or  feeling?— 

wretch! 
Begone!"  she  cried,  with  kindling  eyes, 

^*and  do 
M^  bidding ! "  Baba  vanishM ;  for  to  stretch 
His  own  remonstrance  further,he  well  knew. 
Might  end  in  acting  as  his  own  ^^Jack  Ketch;" 
And,  though  he  wish'd  extremely  to  get 

through 
This  awkward  business  without  harm  to 

others, 
He  still  preferred  his  own  neck  to  another's. 
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Away  he  went  then  upon  hin  eonimiMion, 
Growling  and  gnniibling  in  go(^  l^urkish 

plinu^c 
Against  all  women,  of  whatv'cr  condition, 
Especially  Soltanas  and  their  ways; 
Their  obstinacy,  pride,  and  indecision, 
Their  never  knowing  their  own  mind  two 

days, 
Xhe  tronble  that  they  gaTe,their  immorality. 
Which  made  him    daily   bless    his   own 

neutrality'. 


And  then  lifhcaU'd  hb  brethren  to  his  aid, 
And  lafnt  one  on  a  summons  to  the  pair, 
lliat  they  most  instantly  be  well  arrayed, 
And,  above  all,  be  combed  even  to  a  hair, 
And  brought  before  the  Empress,  who  had 

made 
Enquiries  after  them  with  k indent  care: 
At  which  Dadh  look*dstraiige,and  Juan  silly; 
But  go  they  must  at  once,  and  Will  I  — 

Mil  I. 


And  here  1  leave  them  at  their  preparation 
For  the  imperial  presence,  wherein  whether 
Gnlbeyax  showed  them  both  cenuniseralion. 
Or  got  rid  of  the  parties  altogether 
Like  other  anjgry  ladies  of  her  nation, — 
Are  things  the  turning  of  a  hair  or  feather 
May  settle ;  but  far  be*t  from  me  to  anticipate 
In  what  way  feminiae  caprice  may  dissipate. 


I  leave  them  for  the  present,  with  good 

wishes, 
lliough  doubts   of  their  well  doing,   to 

arrange 
Another  part  of  history ;  for  &e  dishes 
Of  this  our  banquet  we   must  sometimes 

change : 
And,  trusting  Juan  may  escape  the  Cshes, 
Although  his  situation  now  seems  strange 
And  searee  secure,  as  such  digressions  are 

fair. 
The  Mote  will  take  a  little  touch  at  warfiue. 


CANTO    VIL 

Oa  Love  I  Oh  Glory !  what  are  ye  f  who  fly 
Around  us  ever,  rarely  to  alight; 
lliere's  not  a  meteor  in  the  Polar-sky 
Of  such  transceadant  and  more  fleeting 

flight. 
Chill,  and  chained  to  eold  earth,  we  lift  on 

high 
Our  eyes  in  search  of  either  lovely  light ; 
A  thousand  and  a  thousand  colours  they 
Assume,  then  leave  as  on  our  freesing  way. 


And  such  as  tlicy  are,  such  my  present  tale  if, 
A  non-descript  and  ever- varying  rhyme, 
A  versified  Aurora  Borealis, 
Which  flashes  o^er  a  wa^ite  and  icy  clime. 
When  we  know  what   all  are,   we   must 

bewail  us, 
But,  ne'er  the  lefts,  I  hope  it  is  no  crime 
To  laugh  at  all  things :  for  I  wish  to  know 
f/^Aot,  after  aU,%reaU  things— but  a  Shaw? 


They  accuse  me — Me — the  present  writer  of 
The  present  poem,  of— I  know  not  what,^ 
A  tendency  to  under-rate  and  scoff 
At  human  power  and  virtue,  and  all  that; 
And  this  they  say  in  language  rather  rough. 
Good  God !  I  wonder  what  they  would  be  at ! 
I  say  no  more  than  has  been  said  inDante*8 
Verse,  and  by  Solomon,  and  by  Cervantes; 


By  Swift,  by  Machiavel,  byRochefoncanIt, 
By  Fenelon,  by  Luther,  and  by  Plato ; 
By  Tillf»tson,  and   Wesley,  and  Rousseau, 
Who  knew  this  life  was  not  worth  a  potato. 
'TIS  not  their  fault,  nor  mine,  if  this  be  so — 
For  my  part,  I  pretend  not  to  be  Cato, 
Nor  even  Diogenes. — We  live  and  die. 
But  which  is  best,  you  know  no  more  than  I. 


Socrates  said,  our  only  knowledge  was 
^^To  know  that  nothing  could  be  known ;  ** 

a  pleasant 
Science  enough,  which  levels  to  an  ass 
Each  Nan  of  Wisdom,  future,past,  or  present. 
Newton  (that  Proverb  of  the  Mind) ,  alas ! 
Declared,  with  all  his  grand  discoveries 

recent. 
That  he  himself  felt  only  ^'like  a  youth 
Picking  up  shells  by  the  great  Ocean— 

Truth." 


Ecclesiastes  said,  that  all  is  Vanity — 
Most  modem  preachers  say  the  same,  or 

show  it 
By  their  examples  of  true  Christianity ; 
In  short,  all  know,  or  very  soon  may  know  it; 
And  in  this  scene  of  all-confess'd  inanity. 
By  saint,  by  sage,  by  preacher,  and  by  poet. 
Must  I  restrain  me,  through  the  fear  of  strife. 
From  holding  up  the  Nothingness  of  life  ? 


Dogs,  or  Men !  (for  I  flatter  you  in  saying 
That  ye  are  dogs— your  betters  far)  ye  may 
Read,  or  read  not,  what  I  am  now  essaying 
To  show  ye  what  ye  are  in  every  way. 
As  little  as  the  moon  stops  for  the  baying 
Of  wolves,  will  the  bright  Muse  withdraw 

one  ray 
F^rom  o«t  her  skies ;— then  howl  your  idle 

wrath! 
While  she  still  silvers  overyear  gloomy  path. 
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FIctce  lovei  and  falUiloM  wm^^I  am 

not  sure 
If  this  be  the  right  reading— 'tifl  no  matter; 
The  lact*s  about  the  same,  I  am  teeure; — 
I  ring  them  both,  and  am  abovt  to  batter 
A  town  which  did  a  famous  riege  endore. 
And  was  beleagnerM  both  by  land  and  water 
Bj  SoTaroir,  or  anglic^  Sawarrow, 
Who  loved  blood  at  an  Alderman  loves 

marrow. 

The  fbrtrew  is  callM  Ismail,  and  is  placed 
Upon  the  Dannbe^s  left  branch  and   left 

bank. 
With  buildings  in  the  oriental  taste, 
But  still  a  fortress  of  the  foremost  rank. 
Or  was,  at  least,  unless  'tis  since  defaced, 
Which  with  your  conquerors  is  a  common 

prank: 
It   stands    some  eighty  rersts  from   the 

high  sea. 
And  measures  round  of  toises  tliousands 

tliree. 

Within  the  eictent  of  this  fortification 

A  liorongh  is  comprised,  along  the  height 

Upon  the  left,  which,  from  its  loftier  station. 

Commands  the  city,  and  upon  its  site 

A  Greeic  had  raised  around  this  elevatitm 

A  quantity  of  palisades  upright. 

So  placed  as  ti*  impede  the  fire  of  those 

Who  held  the  place,  and  to  a$nst  the  foe*s. 


Tliis  circumstance  may  serve  to  give    a 

notion 
Of  the  high  talents  of  tliis  new  Vauban : 
But  the  town-ditch  below  was  deep  as  ocean. 
The  rampart  higher  than  y  ouM  wish  to  hang: 
But  then  there  was  a  great  want  of  precaution, 
(Prithee,  excuse  thu  engineering  slang) 
Nor  woric  advanced,  nor  covered  way  was 

there. 
To  hint  at  least  ''Here  is  no  thoroughfare.'' 


Bat  a  atone  bastion,  with  a  narrow  gorge, 
Aad  walls  as  thick  as  most  sculls  bom  as  yet ; 
Twobstteries,  cap-&-p<$e,  as  our  St  George, 
Case  mated  one,  and  t'other  *'a  barbette,^ 
Of  Danube's  bank  took  formidable  charge; 
While  two-aad-twenty  cannon,  duly  set, 
Rose  orer  the  town's  right  ride,  in  bristling 

tier. 
Forty  feet  high,  upon  a  caralier. 

Bat  from  the  river  the  town 's  open  quite. 
Because  the  Turks  could  nerer  be  persuaded 
A  Raisian  Tcssel  e'er  would  heave  in  sight; 
And  each  their  creed  was,  till  they  were 

invaded. 
When  it  grow  rather  late  to  sot  things  right. 
BbI  as  the  Danube  could  not  well  be  waded, 


They  look'd  upon  the  IWascovlte  flotilla, 
And  only  shouted,  ^^Allu!"  and  ''Bis  MillRli!" 


The  Russians  now  were  ready  to  attack ; 
But  oh,  ye  Goddesses  of  war  and  glory  ! 
How  shall  i  spell  the  name  of  eachCoitsacffue 
Who  were  inunortal,  con  Id  one  tell  their 

story? 
Alas !  what  to  their  memory  can  lack  9 
Achilles  self  was  not  more  grim  and  gory 
Than  thousands  of  this  new  and  pollsh'd 

nation. 
Whoso  names  want  nothing  but — pronun- 
ciation. 


Still  ni  record  a  few,  if  but  to  increase 

Our  euphony ~ there  was  StrongenoiT,  and 

StrokonolT, 

Meknop,  Serge  Lwdw,  Arseniew  of  modem 

Greece, 

And  Tschitsshakoff,    and  Roguenofl*.   and 

Chokoioff, 

And  others  of  twelve  consonants  a  piece; 

And  more  might  be  found  out,  if  I  ronld 

poke  enough 

Into  gazettes ;  but  Fame  (capricious  strum- 
pet!) 

It  seems  has  got  an  ear  as  well  as  trumpet, 


And  cannot  tune  those  discords  of  narration. 
Which  may  be  names  at  Mo8cow,into  rliy mc ; 
Yet  there  were  sereral  worth  commemo- 
ration. 
As  e'er  was  virgin  of  a  nuptial  chime; 
Soft  words  tt»o,  fitted  for  the  peroration 
Of  Londonderry,  drawling  against  time, 
Ending  in  ''isch8kin,'"'ou8ckin,''  Wffskchy,^' 

"ouski," 
Of  whom  we  can  insert  but  Ronsamouski. 


Scherematoif  and  Chrcmatoir,  Koklophti, 
Koclobski,  Rourakin,  nnd  MouskinPouskin, 
All  proper  men  of  weapf)ns,as  e'er  scolTd  high 
Against  a  foe,  or  nm  a  sabre  through  skin: 
Little  cared  they  for  Mahomet  or  Mnfti, 
Unless  to  make  their  kettle-drums  a  new  skin 
Out  of  their  hides,  if  parchment  had  grown 

dear. 
And  no  more  handy  substitute  been  near. 


Then  there  were  foreigners  of  much  renown, 
Of  various  nations,  and  all  volunteers ; 
Not  fighting  for  their  country  or  its  crown. 
But  wishing  to  be  one  day  brigadiers; 
Also  to  have  the  sacking  of  a  town— 
A  pleasant  thing  to  young  men  at  their  years. 
'MongHt  them  were  several  Englishmen  of 

pith. 
Sixteen  call'dlliomson,  and  nineteen  named 

Smith. 
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Jack  ThcmiMHi  and  Bill  Thomioiii— allthe 

reft 

Had  been  ralFd  *^Jcmmy,**  after  the  great 

bard; 

I  don*t  know  whether  they  had  amu  or  rrett, 

Rut  inch  a  grod  father  *•  at  good  a  card. 

Three  of  the  Siuiths  were  Peters ;  hut  tlie  bcft 

Amongtt  them  all,  hard  blows  to  inflict  or 

ward, 

Was  hct  siaeo  so  renown'd  *4a  country- 
quarters 

At  Halifai ;  **  bat  now  he  served  the  Tartars. 


The  rest  were  Jacks  and  Gills  and  Wills 

and  Bills; 
Rnt  when  Vre  added  that  the  elder  Jack 

Smith 
Was  born  in  Cumberland  among  the  hills. 
And  that  hisfather  was  an  honest  blacksmith, 
iVe  said  all  /  know  of  a  name  that  fills 
Tlireo  lines    of   the    dispatch   in    taking 

''Schmacksmith  /* 
A  Tillage  of  Moldavians  waste,  wherein 
Ha  fell,  immortal  in  a  bulletin. 


I  wonder  (although  Mars  no  doubt*s  a  God  I 
Praise)  if  a  man*s  name  in  a  huUetin 
May  make  up  for  a  bullet  in  his  body? 
1  hope  this  little  question  is  no  sin. 
Because,  thouch  I  am  but  a  simple  noddy, 
I   think  one  Shakespear    puts    the   same 

thought  in 
The  mouth  of  some  one  in  his  plays  so 

doating. 
Which  many  people  pass  for  wits  by  quoting. 


Then  there  were  Frenchmen,  gallant,  young 

and  gay: 
But  Fm  t«io  great  a  patriot  to  r^ord 
Tliclr  Gallic  names  upon  a  glorious  day; 
rd  rather  tell  ten  lies  than  say  a  word 
Of  truth;— such  truths  are  treason:  they 

betray 
Their  conntrv,  and,  as  traitors  are  abhorrM, 
Who  name  the  French  in  English,  save  to 

show 
How  Peace  should  make  John  Bull   the^ 

Frenchman^  foo. 


Thr  Russians,  baring  built  two  batteries  on 
An  isle  near  Ismail,  liad  two  ends  in  view; 
'J1ie  first  was  to  bombard  it,  and  knock  down 
The  public  buildings,  and  the  private  too, 
No  matter  what  poor  souls  might  be  undone; 
The  citv's  shape  suggested  tliis,  'tis  true; 
Fonn'd  I  ike  an  amphitheatre,  each  dwelling 
Presented  a  fine  mark  to  thvow  a  shell  in. 


Tlic  second  object  was  to  profit  by 

The  moment  of  the  general  consternation. 


To  attack  theTnrk^s  flotilla,  which  lay  nigh, 
Extremely  tranquil,  anchored  at  it«  station: 
But  a  third  motive  was  as  pnibably 
To  frighten  them  into  capitulation ; 
A  phantasy  which  sometimes  seizes  warriors, 
Unless  they  are  game  as  bull-dogs  and  fox- 
terriers. 


A  habit  rather  blameable,  which  is 
That  of  despising  those  we  combat  with. 
Common  in  many  cases,  was  in  this 
The  cause   of  killing  TchitchitzkolT  and 

Smith; 
One  of  the  valourous  ^^Smiths'"  whom  we 

shall  mist 
Out  of  those  nineteen  who  late  rhymed  to 

"pith ;" 
But  *tis  s  name  00  spread  o*er  "Sir*^  and 

"Madam,** 
That  one  would  think  the  fast  who  bore 

it  "Adah.*" 


The  Russian  batteries  were  incomplete^ 
Because  tliey  were  constructed  in  a  hurry ; 
Thus,  the  same  cause  which  makes  a  verse 

want  feet. 
And  throws  a  cloud  o*er  Longman  and  John 

Murray, 
When  the  sale  of  new  books  is  not  so  fleet 
As  thev  who  print  them  think  is  necessary, 
May  likewise  put  ofi*  for  a  time  what  story 
Sometimes  calls  "murder,**  and  at  otlicrs 

"glory." 


Whether  It  was  their  engineers*  stupidity. 
Their  haste,  or  waste,  I  neither  know  nor 

care, 
Or  some  contractor*s  personal  cupidity. 
Saving  his  soul  by  cheating  in  the  ware 
Of  homicide;  but  there  was  no  solidity 
In  the  new  batteries  erected  there ; 
They   either  miss*d,  or  they  were  never 

miss*d. 
And  added  greatly  to  the  missing  list. 


A  sad  miscalculation  about  distance 
Made  all  tlieir  naval  matters  incorrect; 
Three  fire-ships  lost  their  amiable  existence 
Before  they  rrjich*d  a  spot  to  take  effect: 
Tlie  match  was  lit  too  soon,  and  no  assistance 
Could  remedy  this  Inbbcrly  defect; 
They  blew  up  in  the  middle  of  the  river. 
While,  though  *twas  dawn,  the  Turks  slrpt 

fast  as  ever. 


At  seven  they  rose,  however,  nnd  surveyed 
The  Russ -flotilla  getting  under  way; 
Twas  nine,  when    still   advancing  undiv- 

niayed, 
Witliin  a  cable's  length  their  vessels  lay 
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Off  Ifauil,  mhI  cenioimed  ■  cmnMUMle, 
Wkieh  WW  retnm^d  with  interest,  I  may  tay. 
And  by  a  fire  of  miMqiietry  and  grape  • 
Aad  tnellf  and  ibot  of  every  sise  and  shape. 


For  six  boon  bore  they  without  intermission 
The  Tarfcish  fire;  and,  aided  by  their  own 
Land-batteries,    wor]c*d  their  guns    with 

great  precision : 
At  length  diey  fonnd  mere  cannonade  alone 
By  no  means  would  produce  the  townis 

submission. 
And  made  a- signal  to  retreat  at  one. 
One  bark  blew  up;  a  second,  near  the  works 
Hunnii^  aground,  was  taken  by  thelNirks. 


The  Moslem  too  had  lost  both  shlpa  and  men ; 
But  when  they  saw  the  enemy  retire. 
Heir  Delhis  manned  some  boats,  and  sailed 

again, 
And  galled  the  Russians  with  a  heavy  fire, 
And  tried  to  make  a  landing  on  the  main ; 
But  here  the  effect  fell  short  of  their  desire : 
Count  Damas  drove  them  back  into  the 

water 
Pell  mell,  and  with  a  whole  gaxette  of 

slaughter. 


*If **  (f^a  the  historian  here)  «^I  could 

report 
All  that  the  Russians  did  upon  this  day, 
1  think  that  several  volumes  would  fall 

short. 
And  I  should  still  have  many  things  to  say ;  * 
And  so  he  says  no  more— but  pays  his  court 
To  oomedisting^nish^d  strangers  in  that  fray; 
The  Prince  de  Ligne,  and  Longeron,  and 

Damas, 
BkaoMO  great  as  any  that  the  roll  of  Fame  has. 


This  being  the  case,  may  show  us  what 

fame  ia: 

Four  Aiit  of  these  three  ^^prcux  Chcvalicra^ 

how 


M 


now 
hit  or 
miss; 
There**  FoKune  even  in  Fame,   we  must 

allow. 
Tis  tmo,  the  Memoi  rs  of  the  Prince  de  Ligne 
Ilave  half  withdrawn  from  him  obiivion^s 

screen. 


Bat  here  are  men  who  fought  in  gallant 

actums 
At  gallantly  as  ever  heroes  fought. 
But  buried  in  the  heap  of  such  transactions  — 
Their  names  arc  rarely  found,  nor  often 

sought. 


Tims  even  good  Fame  may  suffer  sad  con- 
tractions. 
And  is  oxtlnguisliM  sooner  than  she  ought: 
Of  all  our  modern  battles,  1  will  bet 
Yon  ran^t  repeat  nine  names  from   each 

gaxette. 

In  short,this  last  attack, though  rich  in  glory, 
ShowM  that  somewhere,  Bomehow,  there  was 

a  fault; 
And  Admiral  Ribas  (known  inRussian  story) 
Most  strongly  recommended  an  assault ; 
In  which  he  was  opposed  by  young  and  hoary, 
Which  made  a  long  debate  u-bnt  I  must  halt; 
For  if  I  wrote  down  every  warrior^s  speech, 
1  doubt  few  readers  e^er  would  mount  the 

breach. 


There  was  a  man,  if  that  he  was  a  man,— 
Not  that  his  manhood  could  be  called  in 

question. 
For,  had  he  not  been  Hercules,  his  span 
Had  been  as  short  in  youth  as  indigestion 
Made  his  last  illness,whcn,all  worn  and  wan. 
He  died  beneath  a  tree,  as  much  unblcst  on 
The  soil  of  the  green  province  he  had  wasted, 
As  e*er  was  locust  on  the  land  it  blasted; 


This  was  Potemkin — a  great  thing  in  days 
IV hen  homicide  and  harlotry  made  great; 
If  stars  and  titles  could  entail  long  praise, 
His  glory  might  half  equal  his  estate. 
Tliis  fellow,  being  six  foot  high,  could  raise 
A  kind  of  phantasv  proportionate 
In  the  then  Sovereign  of  the  Russian  people. 
Who  measured  men  as  you  would  do  a 

steeple. 

While  things  were  in  abeyance,  Ribas  sent 
A  courier  to  fhe  Prince,  and  ho  succeeded 
In  ordering  matters  after  his  own  bent; 
I  cannot  tell  the  way  in  which  he  pleaded, 
But  shortly  he  had  cause  to  be  content. 
In  the  mean  time  the  batteries  proceeded. 
And  fourKcore  rannon  on  the  Dannbe^s  border 
Were  briskly  fired  and  answered  in  due  order. 


But  on  the  thirteenth,  when  already  part 
Of  the  troops  were  embarked,  the  siege  to 

raise, 
A  courier  on  the  spur  inspired  new  heart 
Into  all  panters  for  newspaper-praise. 
As  well  as  dilettanti  in  war's  art. 
By  his  dispatches  roneluHi  in  pithy  praise; 
Announcing  the  appointment  of  that  lover  of 
Battles   to  the  command.   Field  -  Marshal 

SouvaroiT. 


The  lett(!r  of  the  Prinoe  to  the  same  Marshal 
Was  worthy  of  a  Spartan,  had  the  cause 
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Been  one  to  which  ■  good  heart  could  be 

partial — 

Defence  of  freedom,  country,  or  of  laws; 

But  ai  it  was  mere  lust  of  power  to  o'er- 

arch  all 

With  its  proud  brow,  it  merits  slight  ap- 
plause. 

Save  for  its  stfle,  which  said,  all  in  a  trice, 

^^You  will  take  Ismail,  at  whateyer  price.** 

'^Let  there  be  light!  said  God,  and  there 

was  light!** 

''Let  there  be  blood!**  says  man,  and  there's 

a  sea! 

The  fiat  of  this  spoilM  child  of  the  Night 

~^or  Day  ne*er  saw  his  merits)  could  decree, 
[ore  cTil  in  an  hour,  than  thirty  bright 

hummers    could    renOTate,   though    they 

should  be 

liOYely  as  those  which  ripenM  Eden*s  fruit— 

For  war  cuts  up  not  only  branch,  but  root. 

Our  friends  the  Turks,   who  with  loud 

'^Allas**  now 
Began  to  signalize  the  Russ  retreat. 
Were  damnably  mistaken ;  few  are  slow 
In  thinking  that  their  rnemy  is  beat 
(^Or  beaten,  if  you  insist  on  grammar^  though 
1  neTcr  think  about  it  in  a  heat) ; 
But  here  I  say  the  Turks  were  much  mis- 
taken. 
Who,  hating  hogs,  yet  wish*d  to  save  their 

bacon. 


For,  on  the  sixteenth,  at  ftiU  gallop,  drew 
In  sight  two  horsemen,  who  were  deem*d 

Cossacques 
For  some  time,  till  they  came  in  nearer  view. 
They  had  but  little  baggage  at  their  backs, 
For  there  were  but  three  shirts  between  the 

two; 
But  on  they  rode  upon  two  Ukraine  hacks. 
Till,  in  api^roaching,  were  atlensth  descried 
In  this  phun  pair,  suwarrow  and  his  guide. 

^Grent  joy  to  London  now!**  says  some 

great  fool, 
When  London  had  a  grand  illumination. 
Which  to  that  bottle-conjurer,  John  Bull, 
Is  of  all  dreams  the  first  hallucination ; 
S4»  that  the  streets  of  coloured  lamps  are  full, 
l*hat  Sage  (»aid  John)  surrenders  at  dis- 
cretion 
His  purse,  his  soul,  his  sense,  and  even  his 

nonsense, 
To  gratify,  like  a  huge  moth,  this  one  sense. 


Tis  strange  that  he  should  further  ^*damn 

his  eyes,** 

For  Uiey  are  damn*d :  that  once  all  famous 

oath 


Is  to  the  Devil  now  no  farther  prise. 
Since  John  has  lately  lost  the  use  of  both. 
Debt  he  calls  wealth,  and  taxes.  Paradise; 
And  Famine,  with   her  gaunt   and   bony 

growth. 
Which  stare  him  in   the   face,    he  won't 

examine. 
Or  swears  that  Cores  hath  begotten  Famine. 

But  to  the  tale.   Great  joy  unto  the  camp ! 
To  Russian,  Tartar,  English,  French,  Cos- 

sacque, 
0*er  whom  Suwarrow  shone  like  a  gas-lamp, 
Presaging  a  most  luminous  attack ; 
Or,  like  a  wisp  along  the  marsh  so  damp, 
Which  leads  beholders  on  a  boggy  walk. 
He  flitted  to  and  fro,  a  dancing  light. 
Which  all  who  saw  it  followed,  wrong  or 

right 

But  certes  matters  took  a  different  face: 
Hiere  was  enthusiasm  and  much  applause, 
The  fleet  and  camp  saluted  with  great  grace. 
And  all  presaged  good  fortune  to  their  cause. 
Within  a  cannon-shot  length  of  the  place 
They  drew,  constructed   ladders,  repaired 

flaws 
In  former  works ,    made    new ,    prepared 

fascines. 
And  all  kinds  of  benevolent  machines. 


*Ti8  thus  the  spirit  of  a  single  mind 
Makes  that  of  multitudes  take  one  direction, 
As  roll  the  waters  to  the  breathing  wind. 
Or  roams  the  herd  beneath  the  bull's  pro- 
tection ; 
Or  as  a  little  dog  will  lead  the  blind. 
Or  a  bell-wether  form  the  flock's  connexion 
By  tinkling  sounds,  when  they  go  forth  to 

victual : 
Such  is  the  sway  of  your  great  men  o'er  little. 


The  whole  camp  rung  with  joy;  you  would 

have  thought 
That  they  were  going  to  a  marriage-feast 
(This  metaphor,!  think^iolds  good  as  aught. 
Since  there  is  discord  after  both  at  least); 
lliere  was  not  now  a  luggage-boy  but  sought 
Danger  and  spoil  with  ardour  much  in- 
creased; 
And  why  ?  because  a  little,  odd,  old  man, 
Striptto  his  shirt,  was  come  to  lead  the  van. 


But  so  it  was ;  and  every  preparation 
Was  made  with  all  alacri^ :  the  first 
Detachment  of  three  columns  took  its  station. 
And  waited  but  the  signal's  voice  to  burst 
IFpon  the  foe  t  the  second^  ordination 
Was  also  in  three  columns,  with  a  thirst 
For  Glory  gaping  o*er  a  sea  of  slaughter: 
The  third,  in  c<»lainns  two,  attack'd  by  water . 
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New  batterSei  wera  erected ;  and  was  held 
A  geaeral  ceuvcil,  in  which  Unanimity, 
Thai  Ptranger  to  moft  counci  lii,here  prevai  rd , 
A»  0ometiBie8  happens  in  a  f^rcat  extremity; 
And,  ererj  difficnlty  bein^  dispellM, 
Glorj  befilan  to  dawn  with  due  sublLmity, 
While  Soavaroff,  determined  to  obtain  it. 
Was  teaching  his  recmits  to  use  the  bayonet 


it  is  an  actual  fiut,  that  he,  Commander- 
in-Chief,  in  proper  person  deignM  to  drill 
The  awicward  squad,  and  eould  afford  to 

squander 
His  time,  a  eorporars  duty  to  fnlfil ; 
Just  as  TOuM  break  a  sucking  salamander 
To  swallow  flame,  and  nerer  take  it  ill : 
lie  showM  them  how  to  mount  a  ladder 

(which 
Was  not  like  Jacob's)  or  to  cross  a  ditch. 


Also  he  dressed  up,  foiT^tho  nonce,  fascines 
Like  Dien,  with   turiwns,   scimitars,  and 

dirks. 
And  made  them  charge  with  bayonet  these 

machines, 
By  way  of  lesson  against  actual  Turks ; 
And,  when  well  practised  in  these  mimic 

scenes. 
He  judged  them  proper  to  assail  the  works ; 
At  which  your  wise  men  sneer'd,  in  phrases 

witty ! — 
He  made  no  answer;  but  he  took  the  city. 


Most  things  were  in  this  posture  on  the  ere 
Of  the  assault,  and  all  the  camp  was  in 
A  stern  repose;  which  you   would  scarce 

conceive; 
Yet  niea,  resolred  to  dash  through  thick 

and  thin. 
Are  Tory  silent  when  they  once  believe 
Hint  all  is  settled  :~therc  was  little  din. 
For  some  were  thinking  of  their  home  and 

friends, 
And  others  of  themselves  and  latter  ends. 


SuwBRow  ehiefly  was  on  the  alert. 
Surveying,  drilling,  ordering,  jesting,  pon- 
dering : 
For  the  man  was,  we  safely  may  assert, 
A  thing  to  wonder  at  beyond  most  wondering; 
Hero,  buffoon,  half-demon,  and  half-dirt. 
Praying,  instmcting,desolating,plnndering; 
Now  Mars,  now  Momus;  and,  when  bent 

to  storm 
A  fortress,  Hariequin  in  uniform. 


He  day  before  the  assault,  while  upon 

drill- 

For  this  great  Cooqueror  playM  the  cor- 
poral- 


Some    Cossacques,    hovering   like  hawks 

round  a  hill. 
Had  met  a  party  towards  the  twilight's  fail. 
One  of  whom  spoke  their  tongue,  or  well 

or  ill— 
'Twas  much  that  he  was  understood  at  all; 
But  whether  from  his  voice,  or  speech,  or 

manner. 
They  found  that  he  had  fought  beneath 

their  banner. 


Whereon,  immediately,  at  his  request. 

They  brought  him  and  his  comrades  to 

head-quarters : 

Tlieir  dress  was  Moslem,  but  you  might 

have  guess'd  • 

That  these  were  merely  masquerading  Tar- 
tars, 

And  that  beneath  each  Turkish-fashioned 

vest 

Lurk'd  Christiani  ty ;  who  sometimes  barters 

Her  inward  grace  for  outward  show,   and 

makes 

It  dilQcult  to  shun  some  strange  mistakes. 


Suwarrow,  who  was  standing  in  his  shirt 
Before  a  company  of  Calmucks,  drilling. 
Exclaiming,  fooling,  swearing  at  the  inert, 
And  lecturing  on  the  noble  art  of  killing,— 
For,  deeming   human  clay   but  common 

dirt. 
This  great  philosopher  was  thus  instilling 
His  maxims,   which,   to  martial  compre- 
hension, 
Proved  death  in  battle  equal  to  a  pension,— 


Suwarrow,  when  he  saw  this  company 
Of  Cossacques  and  their  prey,  tum*d  round 

and  cast 
Upon  them  his  slow  brow  and  piercing  eye  t— 
"Whence    come   ye?"— "From  Constanti- 
nople last. 
Captives  just  now  escaped,^  was  the  reply. 
"What   are   ye?**~"What    you   see  us.** 

Briefly  past 
Tliis  dialogue;  for  he  who  answered  knew 
To  whom  he  spoke,  and  made  his  words 

but  few. 


"Your  names?** — "Mine*s  Johnson,  and  my 

comrade*s  Juan; 
The  other  two  are  women,  and  the  third 
Is  neither  man  nor  woman.**    The  Chief 

threw  on 
The  party  a  slight  glance,  then  said:  **I 

have  heard 
Vour  name  before,  the  second  it  a  new  one; 
To  bring  the  other  three  here  was  absurd; 
But  let  that  pass; -I  think  I  have  heard 

your  name 
In  theNikolaiew  regimen  t?**~''The  same.**-. 
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"You   fcrred  at  Widin  ?•»-"¥€».•»— "Yon 

led  the  attarkl^'' 
"I  did.**- "What  next?-"l  really  hardly 

know.*' 
"Yuu  vero  the  first  i*  the  breach?**—"! 

was  not  ihick, 
At  least, to  follow  those  who  might  he  so.** — 
"What  foUow*df  **— "A  shot  laid  me  on 

my  back. 
And  I  became  a  prisoner  to  the  foe.** — 
"You  shall  have  vengeance,   for  the  town 

surrounded 
Is  twice  as  strong  as  that  where  yoa  were 

wounded. 


Where  will  yon  serve?"— "Where'er  you 

please.**."!  know 
You  like  to  be  the  hope  of  the  forlorn. 
And  doubtless  would  be  foremost  on  the  foe 
After  the  hardships  you*ve  already  borne. 
And  this  young  fellow ;  say  what  can  he 

dof— 
He  with  the  beardless  chin  and  garments 

torn?**— 
"Why,  General,  if  he  hath  no  greater  fault 
!n  war  than  love,  he  had  better  lead  the 

assault.**— 


"He  shall,if  that  he  dare.**  Here  Juan  bowed 
Iiow  as  the  compliment  deserved.  Suwarrow 
Continued :  "Your  old  regiment*s  allowed, 
By  special  providence,  to  lead  to-morrow, 
Or  it  may  be  to-night,  the  assault :  !  have 

vowed 
To  several  saints,  that  shortly  plough  or 

harrow 
Shall  pass  o*er  what  was  Ismail,  and  its  tusk 
Be  unimpeded  by  the  proudest  Mosque. 


So  now,  my  lads,  for  Glory !  **^  Here  he 

turned, 
And  drilled  away  in  the  most  classicRussian, 
Until  each  high,  heroic  boeom  burned 
For  cash  and  conquest,  as  if  from  a  cushion 
A  preacher  had  held  forth    (who  nobly 

spumed 
All  earthly  goods  save  tithes)  and  bade 

them  push  on 
To  slay  the  Pagans,  who  resisted,  battering 
The  armies  of  the  Christian  Empress  Ca- 
therine. 


Johnson,  who  knew  by  this  long  colloquy 
Himself  a  favourite,  ventured  to  address 
Suwarrow,  though  engaged  with  accents 

In  his  resumed  amusement;  ^*I  confess 
My  debt  in  being  thus  allowed  to  die 
Among  the  foremost;  but  if  you*d  express 
Explicitly  our  several  posts,  my  friend 
And  self  would  know  what  duty  to  attend.** 


"Right  I  I  was  busy,  and  forgot.  Why,  you 
Will  join  your  former  regiment,   which 

should  be 
Now  under  arras.  Ho !  Katskofi',take  him  to^ 
(Here  he  called  up  a  Polish  orderly) 
His  post,  1  mean  the  regiment  Nikolaiew. 
The  stranger  stripling  may  renuiin  with  me; 
He*s  a  fine  boy.  The  women  may  be  sent 
To  the  other  baggage,  or  to  the  sick-tent.** 


But  here  a  sort  of  scene  began  to  ensue: 
The  ladies, — who  by  no  means  had  been  bred 
To  be  disposed  of  in  a  way  so  new. 
Although  their  haram-education  led 
Doubtless  to  that  of  doctrines  the  most  true. 
Passive  obedience,— now  raised  up  the  head. 
With  flashing  eyes  and  starting  tears,  and 

flung 
Their  anns,  as  hens  their  wings  about  their 

young, 


0*er  the  promoted  couple  of  brave  men 
Who  were  thushonour*d  by  thegreatcstChief 
That  ever  peopled  Hell  with  neroes  slain, 
Or  plunged  a  province  or  a  realm  in  grief. 
Oh,  foolish  mortals !  always  taught  in  vain ! 
Oh,  glorious  laurel !  since  for  one  sole  leaf 
Of  thine  imaginary  deathless  tree. 
Of  blood  and  tears  must  flow  the  nnebbing 

sea! 


Suwarrow,  who  had  small  regard  for  tears. 
And  not  much  sympathy  for  blood,  surveyed 
The  women  with  their  hair  about  their  ears. 
And  natural  agonies,  with  a  slight  shade 
Of  feeling :  for,  however  habit  sears 
Men*s  hearts  against  whole  millions,  when 

their  trade 
Is  butchery,  sometimes  a  single  sorrow 
Will  touch  even  Heroes— and   such   was 

Suwarrow. 


He  said—  and  in  the  kindest  Calmnck  tone— 
"Why,  Johnson,  what  the  devil  do  you  mean 
By  bringing  women  here?  They  shall  be 

shown 
All  the  attention  possible,  and  seen    .«».. 
In  safety  to  the  waggons,  where  alone 
In  fact  the  V  can  be  safe.  You  should  have  been 
Aware  this  kind  of  baggage  never  thrives. 
Save  wed  a  year;!  hate  recruits  with  wives.** 


"May    it   please  your  Excellency,**   thus 

replied 
Our  British  friend,  "these  are  the  wives  of 

others. 
And  not  our  own.    I  am  too  qualified 
By  service  with  my  militaiy  brothers. 
To  break  the  rules  by  bringing  one*s  own 
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Iat0  ■  ounp;  I  know  that  nonght  do  bothers 
Hie  honU  of  the  heroic  on  a  charge, 
Ai  leaTiDg  a  miall  family  at  large. 


Bat  thete  are  bat  two  Turkish  ladies,  who 
With  their  attendant  aided  oar  escape, 
And  afterwards  accompanied  us  throagh 
A  thonaand  perils  in  this  dubions  shape. 
To  me  this  kind  of  life  is  not  so  new ; 
To  them,  poor  things !  it  is  an  awkward  step; 
I  therefore,  if  jou  wish  me  to  fight  freely. 
Request    that  they  may    both    be    used 

genteelly.** 


Meaatime,  these  two  poor  girls,  with  swim- 
ming eyes, 
LookM  on  as  if  in  doubt  if  they  could  trust 
Their  owa  protectors ; — nor  was  their  sur- 
prise 
Less  than  their  grief  (and  truly  not  less  just) 
To  see  an  old  man,  rather  wild  than  M-ise 
In  aspect,  plainly  clad,  besmeared  with  dust, 
Stfipp*d  to  his  waistcoat,  and  that  not  too 

clean. 
More  feared  than  all  the  Sultans  eirer  seen. 


For  eyeiy  thing  seemed  resting  on  his  nod. 
As  they  could  read  in  all  eyes.  Now,  to 

them, 
Who  were  accustomed,  as  a  sort  of  God, 
To  see  the  Sultan,  rich  in  many  a  gem. 
Like  an  imperial  peacock  stalk  abroad 
miat  royal  bird,  whose  tail  ^  a  diadem). 
With  all  the  pomp  of  power,  it  was  a  doubt 
How  power  could  condescend  to  do  without. 


Joha  Johnson,  seeing  their  extreme  dismay, 
Though  little  Tersed  in  feelings  oriental, 
Suggeoted  some  slight  comfort  in  his  way: 
Don  Joan,  who  was  much  more  sentimental. 
Swore  they  should  see  him  by  the  dawn  of 

day. 
Or  that  the  Russian  army  should  repent  all : 
Aad,  strange  to  say,  they  found  some  con- 
solation 
h  thia — tor  females  like  exaggeration. 


Aai  theo,  with  tears,  and  sighs,  and  some 

slight  ..isses, 
Tbej  parted  for  the  present — these  to  await. 
According  to  the  artillery's  hits  or  misses. 
What  sages  call  Chance,ProvidenGe,orFate— 
(Uncertainty  is  one  of  many  blisses, 
A  raortsage  on  Humanity's  estate)— 
While  uteir  beloTod  friends  began  to  arm. 
To  bnm  a  town  which  never  did  them  harm. 


Sawarrow,  who  but  saw  things  in  the  gross — 
Being  nmch  too  gross  to  see  them  in  detail ; 


Who  calculated  life  as  so  much  dross. 
And  a?:  the  wind  a  widow'd  nation's  wail. 
And  cared  as  little  for  his  anny's  loss 
(So    that    their   eflorts  tthould  at   length 

prevail) 
As  wife  and  friends  did  for  the  boils  of  Job;— 
What  was*t  to  him  to  hear  two  women  sob  Y 


Nothing. —The  work  of  Glory  still  went  on 

In  preparations  for  a  cannonade 

As  terrible  as  that  of  llion. 

If  Homer  had  found  mortars  ready  made; 

But  now,  instead  of  slaying  Priam's  son. 

We  only  can  but  talk  of  escalade. 

Bombs,   drums,   guns,   bastions,  batteries, 

bayonets,  bullets; 
Hard  words  which  8ti<:k  in  the  soft  Muses' 

gullets. 


Oh,  thou  eternal  Homer !  who  couldstcharm 
All  ears,  though  long, — all  ages,  though  so 

short. 
By  merely  wielding  with  poetic  arm 
Anns  to  which  men  will  never  more  resort. 
Unless    gunpowder   should    be    found    to 

harm 
Much  less  than  is  the  hope  of  erery  Court, 
Which  now  is  leagued  young  Freedom  to 

annoy; 
But  they  will  not  find  LiheHy  a  Troy  t- 


Oh,  thou  eternal  Homer!  I  have  now 
To  paint  a  siege,  wherein  more  men  were 

slain. 
With  deadlier  engines  and  a  speedier  blow. 
Than  in  thy  Greek  gazette  of  that  campaign ; 
And  yet,  like  all  men  else,  I  must  allow. 
To  Tie  with  thee  would  be  about  as  \aia 
As  for  a  brook  to  cope  with  Ocean's  flood ; 
But  still  we  modems  equal  you  in  blood  ; 


If  not  in  poetry,  at  least  in  fact; 

And  fact  is  truth,  the  grand  desideratum! 

Of  which,  howe'er  the  Muse  describes  each 

act, 

There  should  be  ne'ertheless  a  slight  sub- 
stratum. 

But  now  the  town  is  going  to  be  attack'd ; 

Great  deeds  are  doing— how  shall  I  relalf» 

'em? 

Souls  of  immortal  generab!  Phoebus  watcher 

To  colour  up  his  rays  Xnnn  your  dispatches. 


Oh,  ye  great  bulletins  or  Bonaparte! 

Oh,  ye  less  grand  long  lists  of  kill'd  and 

wounded  I 
Shade  of  Leonidas,  who  fought  so  hearty. 
When  ray  poor  Greece  was  once,  as  now, 

surrounded ! 
Oh,  Caesar's  Comineataries !  now  impart  ye. 

82 


250     Ca"^  ^"• 


DON    JUAN. 


Shadows  of  glory !  flest  I  be  eonfoanded) 
A  portion  of  your  fading  twilight  huet, 
So  beautirul,  fo  fleeting,  to  the  Muse. 


When  I  call  *^fading^  martial  immortality, 
I  mean,  that  every  age  and  every  year, 
And  almost  every  day,  in  sad  reality, 
Some  sacking  hero  is  compelled  to  rear. 
Who,  when  we  come  to  sum  up  the  totality 
Of  deeds  to  human  happiness  most  dear. 
Turns  out  to  be  a  butcher  in  great  business. 
Afflicting  young    folkf   with    a    tort   of 

dizxiness. 


Medals,  ranks,  ribbons,   lace,  embroidery, 

scarlet. 
Are  things  iomiortal  to  immortal  man. 
As  purple  to  the  Babylonian  harlot : 
An  uniform  to  boys  is  like  a  fan 
To  women ;  there  is  scarce  a  crimson  varlet 
Bat  deems  himself  the  first  in  Glory's  van. 
But  Glory's  Glory ;  and  if  you  would  find 
What  that  is — ask  the  pig  who  sees  the  wind! 


At  least  he  feeU  it,  and  some  say  he  sees, 
Because  he  runs  before  it  like  a  pig ; 
Or,  if  that  simple  sentence  should  displease. 
Say  that  he  scuds  before  it  like  a  brig, 
A  schooner,  oi^— but  it  is  time  to  ease 
This  Canto,  ere  my  Muse  perceives  fatigue. 
The  next  shall  ring  a  peal  to  shake  all 

people. 
Like  a  bob-migor  from  a  village-steeple. 


Hark !  through  the  silence  of  the  cold,  dull 

night, 
The  hum  of  armies  gathering  rank  on  rank ! 
Lo !  dusky  masses  steal  in  dubious  sight 
Along  theleaguer'd  wall  and  bristling  bank 
Of  the  arm*d  river,  while  with  straggling 

light 
The  stars  peep  through  the  vapours  dim 

and  dank. 
Which  curl  in  curious  wreaths— How  soon 

the  smoke 
Of  Hell  shall  p€dl  them  in  a  deeper  cloak! 


Here  pause  we  fbr  the  present — as  even  then 
That  awful  pause,  dividing  life  from  death, 
Struck  for  an  instant  on  the  hearts  of  men. 
Thousands  of  whom  were  drawing  their 

last  breath ! 
A  moment— and  all  will  be  life  again! 
The   march!   the  chai^!  the  shouts   of 

either  faith ! 
Hurra!  and  Allah!  and-^one  moment  more— 
The  death-cry  drowning  in  the  battle's  roar. 


CANTO    VIII. 

Oh  blood  and  thunder!  and  oh  blood  and 

wounds ! 
These  are  but  vulgar  oaths,   as  you  may 

deem. 
Too   gentle   reader!    and    most    shocking 

sounds : 
And  so  they  are;  yet  thus  is  Glory's  dream 
Unriddled,  and  as  my  tnie  Muse  expounds 
At  present  such  things,  since  they  are  her 

theme. 
So  be  they  her  inspirers !  Call  them  Mars, 
Bellona,  what  you   will^they  mean   but 

wars. 


All  was  prepared — the  fire,  the  sword,  the 

men 
To  wield  them  in  their  terrible  array. 
The  army,  like  a  lion  from  his  den, 
March'd  forth  with  nerve  and  sinews  bent 

to  slay, — 
A  human  Hydra,  issuing  from  its  fen 
To  breathe  destruction  on  its  winding  way. 
Whose  heads  were  heroes  which,  cut  off 

in  vain. 
Immediately  in  others  grew  again. 


History  can  only  take  things  in  the  gross; 
But  could  we  know  them  in  detail,  perchance 
In  balancing  the  profit  and  the  loss. 
War's  merit  it  by  no  means  might  enhance. 
To  waste  so  much  gold  for  a  little  dross, 
As  hath  been  done,  mere  conquest  to  advance. 
The  drying  up  a  single  tear  has  more 
Of  honest  fame,    than  shedding  seas  of 

gore. 


And  why?  because  it  brings  self-approbation; 
Whereas  the  other,  after  all  its  glare. 
Shouts,   bridges,   arches,  pensions  from  a 

nation. 
Which  (it  may  be)  has  not  much  left  to 

spare, 
A  higher  title,  or  a  loftier  station. 
Though  they  may  make  Corruption  gape  or 

stare. 
Yet,  in  the  end,  except  in  freedom^s  battles. 
Are  nothing  but  a  child  of  Murder's  rattles. 


And  such  they  are— and  such  they  will  he 

found. 
Not  so  Leonidas  and  Washington, 
Whose  every  battle-field  is  holy  ground, 
Which  breathes  of  nations  saved,  not  worlds 

undone. 
How  sweetly  on  the  ear  such  echoes  sound ! 
While  the  mere  victor's  may  appal  or  stun 
The  servile  and  the  vain,  such  names  will  be 
A  watch-word  till  the  fntura  shall  be  free. 
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The  night  was  dark,  and  the  thick  mi^t 

allowed 
IVoDght  (o  be  seen  save  the  artillcry^d  flame, 
Which   arched  the  horizon   like    a    fiery 

cloud, 
And  in  the  Danube^s  waters  shone  the  same, 
A  mirrorM  Hell!  The  Tolleying  roar,  and 

loud 
LongbooDiing  of  each  peal  on  peal,  overcame 
Hie  ear  far  more  than  thunder;   for  Hea- 

Ten^s  flashes 
Spare,  or  smite  rarely— Man's  make  millions 

ashes! 


The  colonm  ordered  on  the  assault,  scarce 

passed 
Beyond  the  Russian  batteries  a  few  toises. 
When  op  the  bristling  Moslem  rose  at  last. 
Answering  the  Christian  thunders  with  like 

voices ; 
Then  one  vast  fire,  air,  earth,  and  stream 

embraced, 
Which  rocked  as  *twere  beneath  the  mighty 

noises  ; 
While  the  whole  rampart  blazed  like  Etna, 

when 
The  reitlcsa  Titan  hiccups  in  his  den. 


And  one  enormous  shout  of  ^'Allah!^  rose 
In  the  same  moment,  loud  as  even  the  roar 
Of  War's  most  mortal  engines,  to  their  foes 
Hurling  defiance :  city,  stream,  and  shore 
Resounded  ^'AUah!''  and  the  clouds  which 

close 
With  thickening  canopy  the  conflict  o'er. 
Vibrate  to  the  Eternal  Same.  Hark !  through 
AU  sounds  it  pierceth, ''Allah!  Allah!  Hu!** 


The  columns  were  in  movement,  one  and  all; 
But,   of   the    portion   which  attacked   by 

water, 
Tliicker  than  leaves  the  lives  began  to  fall. 
Though  led  by  Arseniew,  that  great  son 

of  Slaughter, 
As  brave  as  ever  faced  both  bomb  and  ball. 
"K^amage  ^  <so  Wordsworth  tells  you)  ''is 

God's  daughter:" 
If  he  apeak  truth,  she  is  Christ's  sister,  and 
Jasi  now  behaved  as  in  the  Holy  Land. 


The  Prince  de  Ligne  was  wounded  in  the 

knee; 
Count  Chapeau-Bras  too  had  a  ball  between 
His  cap  and  head,  which  proves  the  head 

to  be 
Affstocratic  as  was  ever  seen. 
Because  it  then  received  no  injury 
More  than  the  cap ;  in  fact  the  ball  could 

mean 
Ho  harm  unto  a  right  legitimate  head  : 
'^Ashcs  to  ashes  **— why  not,  lead  to  lead  ? 


Also  the  General  Markow,  Brigadier, 
insisting  on  removal  of  the  Prince 
Amidst    some    groaning  thousands   dying 

near, — 
All  common  fellows,  who  might  writhe  and 

wince, 
And  shriek  for  water  into  a  deaf  ear, — 
The  General  Markow,who  could  thus  evince 
His  sympathy  for  rank,  by  the  same  token. 
To   teach  him  greater,   had  his  own  leg 

broken. 


Three  hundred  cannon  threw  up  their  emetic. 
And  thirty  thousand  muskets  flung  their  pills 
Like  hail,  to  make  a  bloody  diuretic. 
Mortality!  thou  hast  tliy  monthly  bills; 
Thy  Plagues,  thy  Famines,  thy  Physicians, 

yet  tick. 
Like  the  death- watch,wi thin  our  ears  the  ills 
Past,  present,  and  to  come; — but  all  may 

yield 
To  the  true  portrait  of  one  battle-field. 


There  the  still  varying  pangs,  which  mul- 
tiply 

Until  their  very  number  makes  men  hard 

By  the  infinities  of  agony. 

Which  meet  the   gaze,   whate'er   it  may 

regard  — 

The  groan,  the  roll  in  dust,  the  all-white  eye 

Turn'd  back  within  its  socket,—  these  reward 

Your  rank  and  file  by  thousands,  while  the 

rest 

May  win  perhaps  a  ribbon  at  the  breast ! 


Yet  I  love  Glorv ;  -  Glory's  a  great  thing  ;— 
Think  what  it  is  to  be  in  your  old  age 
Maintained  at  the  expense  of  your  good  king : 
A  moderate  pension  shakes  full  many  a  sage. 
And  heroes  are  but  made  for  bards  to  sing, 
Which  is  still  better ;  thus  in  verse  to  wage 
Your  wars  eternally,  besides  enjoying 
Half-pay  for  life,   make  mankind  worth 

destroying. 


The  troops  already  dlsembark'd  push'd  on 
To  take  a  battery  on  the  right;  the  others. 
Who  landed  lower  down,  their  landing  done. 
Had  set  to  work  as  briskly  as  their  brothers: 
Being  grenadiers  they  mounted  one  by  one. 
Cheerful  as  children  climb  the  breasts  of 

mothers. 
O'er  the  entrenchment  and  the  palisade. 
Quite  orderly,  as  if  upon  parade. 


And  this  was  admirable;  for  so  hot 
The  fire  was,  that  were  red  Vesuvius  loaded, 
Besides  its  lava,  with  all  sorts  of  shot 
And  shells  or  hells,  it  could  not  more  have 

goaded. 


/ 
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Of  officer*  •  third  fell  on  the  spot, 
A  Uiin)^  which  victory  hy  no  means  boded 
To  gentlemen  engag;cd  in  the  Msault : 
Hounds,  when  tlie  liuntsman  tumbles,  are 

at  fault. 


But  here  I  leave  the  general  concern, 
To  track  our  hero  on  his  path  of  fiimiei 
He  must  his  laurels  separately  earn ; 
For  fifty  thousand  heroes,  name  by  name, 
Though  all  deserving  equally  to  turn 
A  couplet,  or  an  elegy  to  claim. 
Would  form  a  lengthy  lexicon  of  glory. 
And,   what  it  wonfe  still,  a  much  longer 

story: 


And  therefore  we  must  give  the  greater 

number 
To  tlie  Gaxette— which  doubtless  fairly  dealt 
By  the  deceased,  who  He  in  famous  slumber 
In  ditches,  fields,  or  wheresoever  they  felt 
Tlieir  clay  for  the  last  time  their  souls 

encumber; — 
Thrice  happy  he  whose  name  has  been  well 

spelt 
In  the  dispatch:  I  knew  a  man  whose  loss 
Was  printed  Grore,  although  his  name  was 

Grose. 


Juan  and  Johnson  Joined  a  certain  corps, 
And  fought  away  with  might  and  main, 

not  knowing 
I1ie  way  which  they  had  never  trod  before, 
And  still  less  guessing  where  they  might  be 

goin^; 
But  on  they  marchM,  dead  bodies  trampling 

o'er. 
Firing,  and  thrusting,  slashing,  sweating, 

glowing. 
But  fighting  thoughtlessly  enough  to  win. 
To  their  two  sel  ves,0Rc  whole  bright  bulletin. 


Thus  on  they  wallowed  in  the  bloody  mire 

Of  death  and  dying  thousands,—  sometimes 

gaining 

A  yard  or  two  of  ground ,  which  brought 

them  nigher 

To  some  odd  angle  for  which  all  were 

straining ; 

At  other  times,  repulsed  by  the  close  fire. 

Which  really  ponrM  as  if  all  Hell  were 

raining. 

Instead  of  Heaven,  they  stombled  back- 
wards o'er 

A  wounded  comrade,  sprawling  in  his  gore. 

Though  'twas  Df>n  Juan's  first  of  fields,  and 

though 
The  nightly  muster  and  the  silent  march 
In  the  chill  dark,when  coiuue  does  not  glow 


So  mneh  as  under  ■  triumphal  arch. 
Perhaps  might  make  him  shiver,  yawn,  or 

throw 
A  glance  on  the  dull  clonds(as  thick  as  starch. 
Which  6tifien'4  Heaven)  a«  if  he  wish'd 

for  daj'; — 
Yet  for  all  this  he  did  not  run  away. 


Indeed  he  could  not.  But  what  if  he  hadi 
lliere  have  been  and  arc  heroes  who  begun 
With  somethinir  not  much  better,  or  as  bad: 
Frederick  the  Ureat  from  Molwitz  deign 'd 

to  run. 
For  the  first  and  last  time ;  for,  like  a  pad, 
Or  hawk,  or  bride,  most  mortals,  after  one 
Warm  bout,  are  br(»ken  into  tlieir  new  tricks, 
And  fight  like  fiends  for  pay  or  politics.      ^ 


He  was  what  Erin  calls,  in  her  sublime 
Old  Erse  or  Irish,  or  it  may  be  Punic ;^ 
(The  Antiquarians  who  can  settle  Time, 
Which  settles  all  things  ,  Roman ,  Greek, 

or  Runic, 
Swear  tliat  Fat's  language  sprung  from  the 

same  clime 
With  Hannibal;  and  wears  the  Tyrian  tunic 
Of  Dido's  alphabet ;  and  this  is  rational 
As  any  other  notion,  and  not  national ;)  ~ 


But  Juan  was  quite  *'a  broth  of  a  boy," 
A  thing  of  impulse  and  a  child  of  song ; 
Now  swimming  in  the  sentiment  of  joy. 
Or  the  ircRMtf  ion(if  that  phrase  seem  wrong), 
And  afterwards,  if  he  must  needs  destroy. 
In  such  good  company  as  always  throng 
To  battles,  sieges,  and  that  kind  of  pi  ensure. 
No  less  delightied  to  employ  his  leisure; 

But  always  without  malice;  if  he  warr'd 
Or  loved,  it  was  with  what  we  call  ^^the  best 
Intentions,"    which   form  all   mankinds 

trump-card. 
To  be  produced  when  brought  up  to  the  test. 
The  statesman,  hero,  harlot,  lawyer — ward 
Off*  each  attack,  when  people  are  in  quest 
Of  their  designs,  by  saying  they  meant  well ; 
'TIS  pity  '^that  such  meanings  should  pave 

Hell." 


I  almost  lately  have  begun  to  doubt 
Whether  Hell's  pavement  -  if  itbesopooecf  ^ 
Must  nut  have  latterly  been  quite  worn  out. 
Not  by  the  numbers  Good  Intent  hath  saved. 
But  by  the  mass  who  go  below  without 
Those  ancient  good  intentions,  which  once 

shaved 
And  smoothed  the  brimstone  of  that  street 

of  Hell 
Which  bears  the  greatest  likeness  to  Pall 

Mall. 
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Joan  9  by  fooie  iCnuige  chance,  wlilch  oft 

diridef 
Warrior  from  warrior  In  their  grim  caref!^, 
Like  chastest  wives  from  constant  husbands* 

sides 
Jast  at  the  close  of  the  first  bridal  year, 
By  one  of  those  odd  tnms  of  Fortnne^s  tides, 
Was  on  a  sodden  rather  puzzled  here, 
When,  after  a  good  deal  of  heavy  firing. 
He  found  himself  alone,and  friends  retiring. 


1  don^  know  how  the  thing  occnrrM — it 

might 
Be  thai  the  greater  part  were  kiird  or 

wounded. 
And  that  the  rest  had  faced  unto  the  right 
Abont;acireumstance  wliich  has  confounded 
Caesar  himself,  who,  in  the  very  sight 
Orhis  whole  army,  which  so  much  abounded 
In  courage,  was  obliged  to  snatch  a  shield 
And  rally  back  his  Homans  to  the  field. 


Juan,  who  had  no  shield  to  snatch,  and  was 
No  Caevar,  but  a  fine  young  lad,  who  fought 
Ue  knew  not  why,  arriving  at  this  pass, 
Stopped  for  a  minute,  as  perhaps  he  ought 
For  a  much  longer  time ;  then,  like  an  ass— 
(Start  not,  kind  reader;  since  great  Homer 

thought 
This  simile  enough  for  Ajax,  Juan 
Perhaps  may  find  it  better  than  a  new  one 


Tiien,  like  an  ass,  he  went  upon  his  way, 
And,what  was  stranger,  never  looked  behind; 
But  seeing,  flashing  forward,  like  the  day 
Over  the  liiils,  a  fire  enough  to  blind 
Those  wlio  dislike  to  look  upon  a  fray. 
He  stumbled  on,  to  try  if  he  could  find 
A  path  to  add  his  own  slight  arm  and  forces 
To  corps,  the  greater  part  of  which  were 

corses. 


Perceiving  then  no  more  the  commandant 
Of  his  own  corps,  nor  even  the  corps,  which 

had 
Qaite  disappear^— the  Gods  know  how!  (I 

can't 
Account  for  every  thing  which  may  look  bad 
la  history ;  but  we  at  least  may  grant 
It  was  not  marvellous  that  a  mere  lad, 
In  search  of  glory,  should  look  on  before, 
Xor  care  a  pinch  of  snuff  about  his  corps ;) — 


Percciring  nor  commander  nor  commanded. 
And  left  at  large,  like  a  young  heir,  to  make 
Hia  way  to — where  he  knew  not  —  single 

handed ; 
As  travellers  follow  over  bog  and  brake 
An  **ignis  fatuus,**  or  as  sailors  stranded 
L'nto  the  nearest  hut  themselves  betake. 


So  Juan,  following  honour  and  his  nose, 
RushM  where  the  thickest  fire  announced 

most  foes. 


He  knew  not  where  he  was,nor  greatly  cared. 
For  he  was  dizzy,  busy,  and  tiis  veins 
Fiird  as  with  lightning— for  his  Spirit 

shared 
The  hour,  as  is  the  case  with  lively  brains ; 
And,  where  the  hottest  fire  was  seen  and 

heard, 
And  the  loud  cannon   peal'd  his  hoarsest 

strains, 
He  rushed,  while  earth  and  air  were  sadly 

shaken 
By  thy  humane  discovery.  Friar  Bacon! 


And,  as  he  rushM  along,  it  came  to  pass  he 
Fell  in  with  what  was  late  the  second 

column , 
Under  the  orders  of  the  General  Lascy, 
But  now  reduced,  as  is  a  bulky  volume. 
Into  an  elegant  extract  (much  less  massy) 
Of  heroism,  and  took  his  place  wiUi  solemn 
Air  'midst  the  rest,  who  kept  thenr  valiant 

faces 
And  leveird  weapons  still  against  the  glacis. 


Just  at  this  crisis  up  came  Johnson  too. 
Who  had  ^'retreated,''  as  the  phrase  is  when 
Men  run  away  much  rather  than  go  through 
Destruction's  jaws  into  the  Devil's  den  ; 
But  Johnson  was  a  clever  fellow,  who 
Knew  when  and  how  *^  to  cut  and  come  again.** 
And  never  ran  away,  except  when  running 
Was   nothing   but  a   valourous    kind  of 

cunning. 


And  so,when  all  his  corps  were  dead  or  dying. 
Except  Don  Juan,— a  mere  novice,  whose 
More  virgin  valour  never  dream'd  of  flying. 
From  ignorance  of  danger,  which  indues 
Its  votaries,  like  Innocence  relying 
On  its  own  strength,  with  careless  nerves 

and  thews,— 
John«on  retired  a  little,  just  to  rally 
Those  who  catch  cold  in  **shadows  of  death*! 

valley." 


And  there,  a  little  sheltered  from  the  shot. 
Which  rain'd  from  bastion,  battery,  parapet. 
Rampart,  wall,  casement,  house — for  there 

was  not 
In  this  extensive  city,  sore  beset 
By  Christian  soldiery,  a  single  spot 
Which  did  not  combat  like  the  devil,  as 

yet,— 
Ho   found  a   number   of    chasseurs,    all 

scattered 
By  the  resistance  of  the  chase  they  battcr'd. 
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And  these  he  calPd  on ;  and,  what^s  f  trango, 

they  came 
Unto  his  call,  unlike  **the  Spirits  from 
Thevastjdeepj^to  whom  you  may  exclaim, 
Says  Hotspur,  long  ere  they  will   leave 

their  home. 
Their  reasons  were  uncertainty,  or  shame 
At  shrinking  from  a  huUet  or  a  homb. 
And  that  odd  impulse,  which,  in  wars  or 

creeds. 
Makes  men,likecattle,follow  him  who  leads. 


By  JoTO !  he  was  a  nohle  fellow,  Johnson, 
And  though  his  name,  than  Ajax  or  Achilles, 
Sounds  less  harmonious,  underneath  the  sun 

soon 
We  shall  not  see  his  likcne^s:he  could  kill  his 
Man  quite  as  quietly  as  blows  the  Monsoon 
Her  steady  breath  (which  some  months  the 

same  atiU  is); 
Seldom  he  varied  feature,  hue,  or  muscle, 
And  could  be  very  busy  without  bustle. 


And  therefore,  when  he  ran  away,  he  did  so 
Upon  reflection,  knowing  that  behind 
He  would  find  others  who  would  fnin  be  rid  so 
Of  idle  apprehensions,  which,  like  wind, 
Trouble  heroic  stomachs.    Though  their 

lids  so 
Oft  are  soon  closed,  all  heroes  are  not  blind. 
Bat  when  they  light  upon  immediate  death. 
Retire  a  little,  merely  to  take  breath. 


But  Johnson  only  ran  off,  to  return 
With  many  other  warriors,  as  we  said. 
Unto  that  rather  somewhat  misty'boum. 
Which  Hamlet  tells  us  is  a  pass  of  dread. 
ToJack  lioweVr  this  gave  but  slight  concern: 
ll\i$  soul  (like  galvanism  upon  the  dead) 
Acted  upon  the  living  as  on  wire, 
And  led  them  back  into  the  heaviest  fire. 


Egad  I  they  found  the  second  time  what  they 
The  first  time  thought  quite  terrible  enough 
To  fly  from,  malgr^  all  which  people  say 
Of  glory,  and  all  that  immortal  stuff 
Which  fills  a  regiment  (besides  their  pay. 
That  daily  shilling  which  makes  warriors 

tough) — 
They  found  on  thflir  return  the  self-  same 

welcome, 
Which  made  some  think,  and  others  know, 

a  Hell  come. 


They  fell  as  thick  as  harvests  beneath  hail. 
Grass  before  av.y  thes,or  com  below  the  sick  le, 
Proving  that  trite  old  tmth,thnt  lifers  as  frail 
As  any  otlier  boon  for  which  men  stickle. 
The  Turkish  batteries  thrashM  them  like  a 

flalK 


Or  a  good  boxer.  Into  a  sad  pickle. 
Putting  the  very  bravest,  wliu  were  knocks 
Upon  the  liead,before  their  guns  were  cockM. 

Tlie  Turks  behind  the  traverses  and  flanks 
Of  the  next  bastion  fired  away  like  de%ils. 
And  swept,  as  gales  sweep  foam  away,  whole 

ranks : 
However,  Heaven  knows  how,    the  Fate 

who  levels 
Towns,  nations,  worlds,  in  her  revolving 

pranks. 
So  orderM  it,  amidst  these  sulphury  revels. 
That  Johnson  and  some  few  who  had  not 

scamperM, 
Reached  the  interior  talus  of  the  rampart. 

First  one  or  two,  then  five,  six,  and  a  dozen 
Came  mounting  quickly  up,  for  it  was  now 
All  neck  or  nothing,  as,  like  pitch  or  rosin, 
Flame  was  showerM  forth  above  as  welPs 

below. 
So  that  you  scarce  could  say  who  best  had 

chosen, — 
The  gentlemen  that  were  the  first  to  show 
Their  martial  faces  on  the  parapet. 
Or  those  who  thought  it  brave  to  wait  as  yet. 


But  those  who  sealed  found  out  that  their 

*  advance 

Was  favoured  by  an  accident  or  blunder : 
The  Greek  or  Turkish  Cohom*s  ignorance 
Had  palisadoed  in  a  way  youM  wonder 
To  see  in  forts  of  Netherlands  or  France — 
(Though  tliese  to  our  Gibraltar  must  knock 

under)  — 
Right  in  the  middle  of  the  parapet 
Justnamed,these  palisades  were  primly  set: 

So  that  on  either  side  some  nine  or  ten 
Paces  were  left,  whereon  you  could  contrive 
To  man:h ;  a  great  convenience  to  our  men, 
At  least  to  all  those  who  were  left  alive. 
Who  thus  could  form  a  line  and  fight  again ; 
And  that  which  further  aided  them  to  strive 
Was,that  they  could  kick  down  the  palisades. 
Which   scarcely  rose   much    higher  than 

grass-blades. 

Among  the  first,— I  will  not  say  the^rst. 
For  such  precedence  upon  such  occasions 
Will  oftentimes  make  deadly  quarrels  burst 
Out  between  friends  as  well  as  allied  nations: 
The  Briton  must  be  bold  who  really  durst 
Put  to  such  trial  JohnBuirs  partial  patience. 
As  say  that  Wellington  at  Waterloo 
Wasbcaten,_thongh  thePrussians  say  so  too; 


And  that  if  Blucher,  Bulow,  Gneisenau! 
And  Crod  knows  who  besides  in^*au**and  ^^ou,** 
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Had  not  come  np  In  time  to  eaat  an  awe 
foto  the  hearts  of  thote  who  fought  till  now 
As  tigers  combat  with  an  empty  craw. 
The  Dnke  of  Wellington  had  ceased  to  show 
His  orders,  also  to  receive  his  pensions. 
Which  are  the  heaviest  that  our  history 

mentions. 


But  nerer  mind;  — '^God  save  the  king  I '^ 

and  kings ! 
For  if  Ae  don't,  I  doubt  if  men  will  longer— 
I  think  I  hear  a  little  bird,  who  sings 
The  people  by  and  bye  will  be  the  stronger : 
The  ireriest  jade  will  wince  whose  harness 

wrings 
So  modi  into  the  raw  as  quite  to  wrong  Mcr 
Beyond  the  rules  of  posting,— and  the  mob 
At  last  fall  sick  of  imitating  Job : 


Atfirstitgmmbles,  then  it  swears,  and  then, 
Like  David,  flings  smooth  pebbles  Against 

a  giant ; 
At  last  it  takes  to  weapons,  such  as  men 
Snatch  when  Despair  makes  human  hearts 

less  pliant. 
Then  ^^comes  the  tug  of  war  ;*' —'twill  come 

again, 
I  rather  doubt;  and  I  would  fain  say^^iicont,*' 
If  1  had  not  perceived  that  Revolution 
Alone    can    save    the  tlarth   from   HeU's 

poUntion. 

Bnt  Co  continue : — I  lay  not  the  first, 
But  of  the  first,  our  little  friend  Don  Juan 
Walked  o*er  the  walls  of  Ismail,  as  if  nursed 
Amidst  such  scenes^  though  this  was  quite 

a  new  one 
To  hiiii,and  I  should  hope  to  mosMlie  thirst 
Of  Glory,  which  so  pierces  through  and 

through  one, 
Pervaded  him— although  a  generous  crea- 
ture. 
At  warm  in  heart  as  feminine  in  feature. 


And  here  he  was — who  upon  woman's  breast. 
Even  from  a  child,  felt  like  a  child :  howe'er 
The  man  in  all  the  rest  might  be  confest ; 
To  him  it  was  Elysium  to  be  there ; 
And  he  could  even  withstand  that  awkward 

test 
Which  Rousseau  points  out  to  the  dubious 

fair, 
^baerve  your  lover  when  he  leave9  your 


arms;" 


Bat  Joan  never  left  them,  while  they  had 

charms, 

Ualesa  compeird  by  fate,  or  wave,  or  wind. 
Or  near  relations,  who  are  much  the  same. 
But  here  he  was! — where  each  tie  that  can 

hind 


Humanity  must  yield  to  steel  and  flame: 
And  he,  whose  very  body  was  all  mind,— 
Flung  here  by  fate  or  circumstance  which 

tame 
The  loftiest,— hurried  by  the  time  and  place, 
Dash'd  on  likeaspurr'd  blood-horse  in  a  race. 


So  was  his  blood  stirr'd  while  he  found 

resistance. 
As  is  the  hunter's  at  the  five-bar  gate. 
Or  double  post  and  rail,  where  the  existence 
Of   Britain's   youth   depends    upon    their 

weight. 
The  lightest  being  the  safest :  at  a  distance 
He  hated  cruelty,  as  all  men  hate 
Blood,  until  heated— and  even  there  his  own 
A  t  times  would  curdle  o'er  some  heavy  groan . 


The  €reneral  Lascy,  who  had  been  hard 

prest. 
Seeing  arrive  an  aid  so  opportune 
As  were  some  hundred  youngsters  all  abreast. 
Who  came  as  if  just  dropp'd  down  from 

the  moon. 
To  Juan ,  who  was  nearest  him ,  address'd 
His  thanks,  and  hopes  to  take  the  city  soon. 
Not  reckoning  him  to  be  a  **base  Bezonian" 
(As  Pistol  calls  it),  but  a  young  Livonian. 


Juan,  to  whom  he  spoke  in  German,  knew 
As  much  of  German  as  of  Sanscrit ,  and 
In  answer  made  an  inclination  to 
The  General  who  held  him  in  command; 
For,seeing  one  with  ribbons,black  and  blue. 
Stars,  medals,  and  a  bloody  sword  in  hand. 
Addressing  him  in  tones  which  seem'd  to 

thank. 
He  recognized  an  officer  of  rank. 


Short  speeches  pass  between  two  men  who 

speak 
No  common  language ;  and  besides,  in  time 
Of  war  and  taking  towns ,  when  many  a 

shriek 
Rings  o'er  the  dialogue,  and  many  a  crime 
Is  perpetrated  ere  a  word  can  break 
Upon  the  ear,  and  sounds  of  horror  chime 
In  like  church-bells,  with  sigh,howl,  groan, 

yell,  prayer. 
There  cannot  be  much  coaversation  there. 


And  therefore  all  we  have  related  in 
Two  long  octaves,  pass'd  in  a  little  minute; 
But  in  the  same  small  minute,  every  sin 
Contrived  to  get  itself  comprised  within  it. 
The  very  cannon,  deafen'd  by  the  din, 
Grew  dumb,  for  you  might  almost  hear  a 

linnet. 
As  soon  as  thunder,  'midst  the  general  noise 
Of  human  Nature's  agonising  voice ! 
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The  town  was  enterM.  Oh  Etemttj!— 
^«God  made  the  country,  and  man  made 

the  town,'* 
So  Cowper  sajs— and  I  begin  to  be 
Of  his  opinion,  when  I  fee  cast  down 
Rome,  Babylon,  Tyre,  Carthage,  NinoYoh — 
All  walls  men  know,  and  many  never  known; 
And,  pondering  on  the  present  and  the  past. 
To  deem  the  woods  shall  be  our  home  at  last. 


Of  all  men ,  taring  Sylla  the  Man-slayer, 
Who  passes  for  in  life  and  death  most  Incky, 
Of  the  great  names  which  in  our  faces  stare. 
The    General  Boon,    hack-woodsman    of 

Kentucky, 
Was  happiest  amongst  mortals  any  where; 
For  killing  nothing  but  a  bear  or  buck,  he 
Ei^joyM  the  lonely,  vigorous,  harmless  dttjk 
Of  his  old  age  in  wilds  of  deepest  maze. 

Crime  came  not  near  him  -  she  is  not  the  child 
Of  Solitude;Health  shrank  not  from  him— .for 
Her  home  is  in  the  rarely-trodden  wild, 
Where  if  men  seek  her  not,and  death  be  more 
Their  choice  than  life ,  forgive  them ,  as 

beguiled        , 
By  habit  to  what  their  own  hearts  abhor— 
In  cities  caged.  The  present  case  in  point  I 
Cito  is,  that  Boon  lived  hunting  up  to  ninety ; 


And,  whafs  still  stranger,  left  behind  a 

name. 
For  which  men  vainly  decimate  the  throng, 
Not  only  famous,  but  of  that  good  fame 
Without  which  61oiy*s  but  a  tavern-song — 
Simple,  serene,  the  antipodes  of  shame. 
Which  hate  nor  envy  e>r  could  tinge  with 

wrong ; 
An  active  hermit,  even  in  age  the  child 
Of  Nature ,  or  the  Man  of  Ross  run  wild. 


^if  true  he  shrank  from  men,  even  of  his 

nation. 
When  they  built  up  unto  his  darlingtrees,— 
He  moved  some  hundred  miles  mf,  for  a 

stetion 
Where  there  were  fewer  houses  and  more 

ease; 
The  Inconvenience  of  civilization 
Is,that  you  neither  can  be  pleased  nor  please; 
But,  where  he  met  the  individual  man. 
He  shew'd  himself  as  kind  as  mortal  can. 


He  was  not  all  alone :  around  him  grew 
A  sylvan  tribe  of  children  of  the  chace, 
Whose  young ,  unwakenM  world  was  ever 

new, 
Nor  sword  nor  sorrow  yet  had  left  a  trace 
On  herauwrinklod  hrow,noT  could  you  view 
A  frown  on  Natore's  or  on  human  flue;  — 


The  free -bom  forest  found  and  kept  then 

free. 
And  ftesh  as  is  a  torrent  or  a  tree. 


And  tall  and  strong  and  swift  of  foot  were 

they, 
Beyond  the  dwarfins:  city's  pale  abortions, 
Because  their  thoughts  had  never  been  the 

prey 
Of  care  or  gain  t  the  green  woods  were  their 

portions ; 
No  sinking  spirits  told  them  they  grew  g^y ; 
No  fashion  made  them  apes  of  her  distortions; 
Simple  they  were,  not  savage;  and  their 

rifles. 
Though  very  true,  were  not  yet  used  for 

trifles. 


Motion  was  In  their  days ,   rest  In  their 

slumbers. 

And  cheerfnlness  the  handmaid  of  their  toil ; 

Nor  yet  too  many  nor  too  few  their  numbers; 

Corruption  could  not  make  their  hearte  her 

soil; 

The  lust  which  stings,  the  splendour  which 

encumbers. 

With  the  free  foresters  divide  no  spoil ; 

Serene,  not  sullen,  were  the  solttudee 

Of  this  unsighing  people  of  the  woods. 


So  much  for  Nature : — by  way  of  variety. 
Now  back  to  thy  great  joys.  Civilization ! 
And  the  sweet  consequence  of  large  society. 
War,  Pestilence,  the  despot's  desolation. 
The  kingly  scourge ,  the  lust  of  notoriety. 
The  millions  slain  by  soldiers  for  their 

ration. 
The  scenes  like  Catherine's  boudoir  at  three 

score. 
With  Ismail's  storm  to  soften  It  the  more. 


The  town  was  enter'd :  first  one  column  made 
Its  sanguinary  way  good— then  another ; 
The  reeking  bayonet  and  the  flashing  blade^ 
Clash'd  'gainst  the  scimitar,  and  babe  and 

mother 
With  distant  shrieks  were  heard  Heaven 

to  upbraid;  — 
Still  closer  sulphury  clouds  began  to  smother 
The  breath  of  mom  and  man,  where,  foot 

by  foot, 
The  madden'd  Turks  their  city  still  dispute. 


Koutousow,  he  who  afterwards  heat  back 
(With  some  assistance  from  the  frost  and 

snow) 
Napoleon  on  his  bold  and  bloody  track, 
Ithappen'd  was  himself  beat  hack  just  now. 
He  was  a  jolly  fellow,  and  could  crack 
Hit  jest  alike  in  face  of  friend  or  foe. 
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Tkfam§jk  life,  bmI  doiUi,  ud  victory 

*         at  stmke— 
Bat  here  it  feemM  kit  Joket  had  eeaied 

take: 


to 


Fer,  having  throws  himfelf  into  a  ditdi, 
Foliow'd  in  haate  bj  various  rrenadiert, 
WhoM  blood  the  paddle  greatlj4lid  enrich, 
He  climbed  to  where  the  parapet  appears ; 
Bat  there  his  project  reached  its  atmost  pitch, 
(Vongtt  other  deaths  the  General  Ribaa- 

pierre's 
Was  much  regrretted)  —  for  the  Moslem  men 
Threw  them  all  down  into  the  ditch  again : 


And,  had  it  aai  been  for  some  stray  troops, 

landing 
They  knew  aol  where,  —  being  carried  by 

the  stream 
To   some    spot,   where  they    lost    their 

nnderstanding. 
And  wanderM  np  and  down  as  in  a  dieam. 
Until    they    reached,    as   day-break    was 

expanding, 
Hiat  which  a  portal  to  their  eyes  did  seem,— 
The  great  and  gay  Koutonsow  might  have 


Where  three  parts  of  Ids  colanm  yet  reaiain. 


And,  acrambling  roond  the  rampart,  these 

same  troops. 
After  tlie  taking  of  the  "cavalier,*" 
Jnst  as   Kontoasow*s  most  "Forlorn^  of 

''Hopes'* 
Took,  like  cameleons,  some  slight  tinge 

of  fear, 
Opea*d  the  gate  caird  ''KUia''  to  the  groups 
Of  baffled  heroes  who  stood  shyly  near, 
Slidini^  knee-deep  in  lately-froaen  mud, 
Kow  thawed  into  a  marsh  of  human  blood. 


The  Koaaks,or  ifso  you  please,Cossacqaes  - 
(I  don't  nach  pique  myself  upon  ortho- 

gi»phy. 
So  tItfU  I  do  not  grossly  err  in  facts. 
Statistics,  tactics,  politic8,and  eeography)— 
Having  been  used  to  serve  on  horses'  backs, 
And  no  great  dilettanti  in  topographv 
Of  fortresses,  but  fighting  where  it  pleases 
Their  chiefs  to  order,— were  all  cuttopieces. 


jf 


Their  column,  though  the  Turkish  batteries 

thunder'd 
Upon  them,  ae'ertheless  had  reaeh'd  the 

rampart. 
And  naturally   thought  they  could   have 

plundered 
The  city,  without  being  further  hamper'd ; 
But,   as   it  happens  to  brave  men,  they 

blundered  - 


The  Turks   at    first    pretended  to   have 

scamper'd. 

Only  to  draw  them  'twixt  two  bastion- 
comers. 

From  whence  they  sallied  on  those  Christian 

scorners. 


Then  being  taken  by  the  tail— a  taking 
Fatal  to  bishops  as  to  soldiers — these 
Cossacques  were  all  cut  off  as  day  was 

breaking, 
And  found  their  lives  were  let  at  a  short 


But  perish'd  without  shivering  or  shaking. 
Leaving  as  ladders  their  heap'd  carcases. 
O'er  which  Lieutenant-Colonel  Yesousk(4 
March'd    with    the    brave    battalion    of 

PolouBkis— 


This  valiantman  kili'd  all  theTurks  he  met. 
But  could  not  eat  them,  being  in  hb  turn 
Slain  by  some  Mussulmans,  who  would  not 

yet. 

Without  resbtance,  see  their  city  bum. 
The  walls  were  won,  but  'twas  an  even  bet 
Whieh  of  the  armies  would  have  cause  to 

mourn: 
'Twasblow  for  blow,disputing  inch  by  inch. 
For  one  would  not  retreat,  nor  t'other  flinch. 


Another  column  also  suffer'd  much; 
And  here  we  may  remark  with  the  historian. 
You  should  but  give  few  cartridges  to  such 
Troops  as  are  meant  to  march,  with  greatest 

glory  on: 
When  matters  must  be  carried  by  the  touch 
Of  the  bright  ba;^onet,  and  they  all  should 

hurry  on, 
They  sometimes,  with   a  hankering   for 

existence. 
Keep  merely  firing  at  a  foolish  distaaee. 


A  junction  of  the  General  Meknop's  men 
(Without  the  tieneral,  who  had  fiallen  some 

time 
Before,  being  badlv  seconded  just  then) 
Was  made  at  length,  with  those  who  dared, 

to  climb 
The  death-disgorging  rampart  once  again; 
And,    though  the  Turk's  resistance  was 

sublime. 
They  took  the  bastion,  which  the  Seraskief 
Derended  at  a  prioe  extremely  dear. 


Juan  and  Johnson,  and  some  volunteers 
Among    the    foremost,  offer'd  him  good 

quarter, 
A  word  which  little  suits  with  Seraskieit, 
Or  at  least  suited  not  this  valiant  Tartar. 
He  died,  deserving  well  his  country's  tears, 

Aft 
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A  tavnire  M>rt  of  military  martyr. 
An  English  nairal  officer,  who  vi8h*il 
To  mwce  him  priioner,  was  alfo  dish'd : 


For  all  the  antwer  to  hif  proposition 
Wat  from  a  pi«tol-«hot  that  laid  him  dead  ; 
On  which   the  reft,    without  more  inter- 

mintion, 
Beprfin  to  lay  abmit  with  steel  and  lead  ,— 
Tbt  pious  metaU  most  in  requisition 
On  such  occasions :  not  a  single  head 
Wai  spared ,  —  three   thousand    MotleoM 

perishM  here, 
And  sixteen  bayonets  pierced  the  Seraskier. 


The  city  *i  taken— only  part  by  part— 
And  Death  is  drunk  with  gore:  there^s  not 

a  street 
WlAsre  fights  not  to  the  last  some  desperate 

heart 
For  thoee  for  whom  it  aoon  shall  cease  to 

beat. 
Here  War  forgot  his  own  destructive  art 
In  more  destroying  Nature ;  and  the  heat 
Of  C;aniage,like  the  Nile^i  tun-sodden  slime, 
KngenderVI  monstrous  shapes  of  every  Crime. 


A  RnasiaB  officer,  in  martial  tread 
Over  a  heap  of  bodies,  felt  his  heel 
Scixed  fast,as  if  twere  by  the  serpenrs  head, 
Wliose  fanga  Eve  taught  her  humaa  teed 

to  feel. 
In  vain  he  kicked,  and  swore,  and  writhed, 

and  bled. 
And  howlM  for  help  as  wolves  do  for  a  meal— 
The  teeth  still  kept  their  gratifying  hold, 
As  do  the  subtle  snakes  described  of  old. 


A  dying  Moslem,  who  had  felt  the  foot 
Of  a  foe  o'er  him,  snatched  at  it,  and  bit 
The  verr  tendon,  which  is  most  acute — 
(That  which  some  ancient  muse  or  modem 

wit 
Naowd  after  thee,   Achilles)  and  quite 

through't 
He  made  tlM  teeth  meet,  nor  relinquishM  it 
Eren  with  Kif  life  ~  for  (but  ikaf  lie) 

'tis  said 
Tb  the  live  leg  ttill  clang  the  severM  head. 


However  this  aiay  be,  *tis  pretty  anro 
The  Russian  oflicer  for  life  was  lamed.. 
For  the  Turk's  teeth  stuck  faster  than  a 

skewer. 
And  left  him  'midst  the  invalid  and  maimed: 
The  regimentall  surgeon  could  not  cure 
His  patient,  an«  I  perhaps  was  to  be  blamed 
More  than  tlie  bead  of  the  inveterate  foe. 
Which  was  cut  off,  and  scarce  even  then 

let  go. 


But  then  the  fact's  a  ftict— and  *tis  the  part 
Of  a  true  poet  to  esca|il  from  fiction 
Whene'er  he  can ;  for  there  is  little  art 
In    leaving    verse    more    free   from    the 

restriction 
Of  truth  than  prose,  unless  to  suit  the  mart 
For  what  is  sometimes  call'd  poetic  diction. 
And  that  outrageous  appetite  for  lice 
Which  Satan  angles  with,for  souis,like  flies. 


The  city's  taken,  but  not  render'd!— No! 
There's  not  a  Moslem  that  hath  yielded 

sword  1 
The  blood  may  gush  ont,as  the  Danube's  flow 
Rolls  by  the  city-wall ;  but  deed  nor  word 
Acknowledge  aught  of  dread  of  death  or  foe : 
In  vain  the  yell  of  victory  it  roar'd 
By  the  advancing  Muscovite — the  groan 
Of  the  last  foe  u  echoed  by  his  own. 


The  bayonet  pierces  and  the  sabre  cleaves. 
And  human  lives  are  lavished  every  where. 
As  the  year  closing  whirls  the  scarlet  leaves 
When  the  stripp'd  forest  bows  to  the  bleak 

air. 
And  gr«ianii;and  thus  the  peopledCitv  grieves. 
Shorn  of  its  best  and  lovcliest,and  left  bare ; 
But  still  it  fiiils  with  vast  and  awAiI  splinters. 
As  oaks  blown  down  with  all  their  thousand 

winters. 


It  is  an  awful  topic — but  'tis  not 
My  cue  for  any  time  to  be  terrific  s 
For  checquer'd  as  is  seen  our  human  lot 
Withgood,and  bad,aBd  worse,  alike  prolific 
Of  melancholy  merriment,  to  quote 
Too  much  of  one  sort  would  be  noporific;  — 
Without,  or  with,  oflence  to  friends  or  foes, 
I  sketch  your  world  exactly  a*  it  goei. 


And  one  good  action  in  the  midst  of  crimes 
Is  ^^quite  refreshing" — in  the  afl*ected  phrase 
Of  tfiese  ambrosial,  Pharisaic  timet. 
With  all  their  pretty  milk-and-water  ways, 
And  may  serve  therefore  to   bedew  those 

rhymes, 
A  little  seorch'd  at  present  with  the  blaie 
Of  conquest  and  its  consequencet ,  which 
Make  Epic  poesy  ao  rare  and  riefau 


Upon  a  taken  bastion,  where  there  lay 
Thewfands  of  slaughter'd  men,  a  yet  warm 

group 
Of  murder'd  women,  who  had  found  their  way 
To  this  vain  refoge,  made  the  good  heart 

droop 
And  shudder; — ^while,as  beautiful  as  May, 
A  female  child  of  ten  years  tried  to  stoop 
And  hide  her  little  palpitating  breast 
Amidst  the  bodies  Inll'd  in  bloody  rest. 
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Tiro  villononi  CoMBcqnef  partned  the  child 
With  flailiing  eyea  and  weapons:  matched 

with  them. 
The  mdest  bmte  that  roanu  Siberians  wild 
Has  fcelingf  pare  and  poiiirh^d  as  a  gem, — 
The  bear  is  civilized,  the  wolf  is  mild : 
Aad  whom  for  this  at  last  most  we  condemn  f 
Their  natnrea,  or  their  soTcreigns,  who 

employ 
All  arts  to  tewh  their  sulgects  to  dei troy  Y 


Their  rabrea  glitter'd  o'er  her  little  head. 
Whence  her  foir  hair  rose  twining  with 

affright, 
Uer  hidden  face  was  plunged  amidst  the 

dead: 
When  Jnancaaght  a  glimpse  of  this  sad  sight, 
I  shall  not  say  exactly  what  he  »aid 
Becaase  it  miffht  not  solace  **ean  polite;** 
But  what  he  did,was  to  lay  on  their  backs, — 
The  readieat  way  of  reasoning  with  Cos- 

sacqnes. 


One^  hip  he  flashed,  and  split  the  otherls 

shonlder. 
And  drove  them  with  their  brutal  yells  to 

seek 
If  tfaflre  might  be  chimrgeons  who  conld 

solder 
The  wounds  they  richly  merited,and  shriek 
Their  baffled  rage  and  pain ;  while  waxing 

colder 
As  be  tnm'd  o'er  each  pale  and  gory  cheek, 
Don  Juan  raised  his  little  captire  from 
The  heap  a  moment  more  had  made  her  tomb. 


And  ahe  was  chill  as  they,  and  on  her  face 
A  slender  streak  of  blood  announced  how  near 
Her  fate  had  been  to  that  of  all  her  race ; 
For  the  same  blow  which  laid  her  mother 

here. 
Had  acarred  her  brow,  and  left  its  crimson 

trace 
An  the  last  link  with  all  she  had  held  dear; 
Bat  else  unhurt,  she  open'd  her  large  eyes, 
And  gased  on  Juan  with  a  wild  surprise. 


Jnst  at  this  instant,  while  their  eyes  were  fiz'd 
Upon  each  other,  with  dilated  glance, 
I nJ nan's  look,pain,pleasnre,hope,fcar,mix'd 
With  joy  to  saTe,and  dread  of  some  mischance 
Unto  his  protegi$e ;  while  her's,  transfix'd 
With  infant  terrors,  glared  as  from  a  trance, 
A  pare,  transparent,  pale,  yet  radiant  face, 
Like  to  a  lighted  alabaster-rase;  — 


Upcamc  John  Johnson — (I  will  not  say  Jack/* 
For  that  were  Tnlgar,cold.andcommon-pla<^ 
Ob  great  occasions,  sncli  as  an  attack 
On  cities,  as  hath  been  the  present  case) — 


Up  Johnson  came,with  hundreds  at  his  back, 
Exclaiming: — ''^Juan!  Juan!  On.boy!  brace 
Your  arm,  and  I'll  bet  Moscow  to  a  dollar. 
That  yon  and  I  will  win  St.  George's  collar. 


The  Seraskicr  is  knock'd  upon  the  head. 
But  the  stone  bastion  still  remains,  wherein 
The  old  Pacha  sits  among  some  hundreds 

dead. 
Smoking  his  pipe  quite  calmly  'midst  the  din 
Of  our  artillery  and  his  own :  'tis  said 
Our  kill'd,  already  piled  up  to  the  cliin. 
Lie  round  the  battery ;  but  still  it  batters. 
And  grape  in  ToUeysJike  a  vineyardfScattors. 


Then  up  with  me!"— But  Juan  answcrM, 

^Look 
Upon  this  child  —  I  saved  her  —  must  not 

leave 
Her  life  to  chance;  but  point  me  out  some 

nook 
Of  safety,  where  she  less  may  shrink  and 

grieve, 
And  I  am  withyou."— WhereonJohnson  took 
A    glance    around  —  and    shrugg'd  —  and 

twiteh'd  his  sleeve 
And  black  silk  neckcloth  —  and   replied, 

''You're  right; 
Poor  thing !  what's  to  bo  done  ?  I'm  puzzled 

quite." 


Said  Juan~''Whatsoever  Is  to  be 
Done,ril  not  quit  her  till  she  seems  secure 
Of  present  life  a  good  deal  more  than  we."-> 
QnothJohnson^^^AcifAer  will  I  quite  ensure. 
But  at  the  least  you  may  die  glorlout<ly."' 
Juan  replied — ^^'At  least  I  will  endure 
Whate'er  is  to  be  borne — but  not  resign 
This  child,  who  is  parentless,  and  therefore 


1) 


mine. 


Johnson  said— *' Juan,  we've  no  time  to  lose  ; 
The  child's  a  pretty  child — a  very  pretty— 
I  never  saw  such  eyes—  but  hark!  now  choose 
Between  your  fame  and  feelings,  pride  and 

pity: 
Hark !  how  the  roar  increases !— no  excuse 
Will  serve  when  there  is  plunder  in  a  city ; — 
I  should  be  loth  to  march  without  yon,  but. 
By  God  I  we'll  be  too  late  for  the  first  cnt" 


But  Joan  was  immoveable;  until 
Johnson,who  really  loved  him  in  his  way, 
Pirk'd  out  amongst  his  followers  with  some 

skill 
Such  as  he  thought  the  least  given  up  to  prey; 
And  swearing  if  the  infant  came  to  ill 
That  they  shfinld  all  be  shot  on  the  next  day. 
But  if  she  were  dcliver'd  safe  and  sound. 
They  should  at  least  have  fifty  roubles  round; 
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And  all  allowanew  beiidoi  of  plander 
la  fkir  proportion  with  their  commdef;— 

then 
Joan  coufented  to  wamnh  on  thronah  thoader. 
Which  thinnM  at  every  step  their   ranka 

of  men  x 
And  yet  the  rest  rofh'd  eagerly — no  wonder, 
For  they  were  heated  by  the  hope  of  nin, 
A  thing  which  happens  erery  where  each  day 
No  Hero  truiteth  wholly  to  half-pay. 


And  0Qch  if  yictory,  and  tneh  if  nuinl 
At  least  nine-ten  ths  of  what  we  call  to ; — Qod 
May  have  another  naaM  for  half  we  tcan 
As  human  beings,  or  his  ways  are  odd. 
But  to  onr  subject:  a  brave  Tartar-Khan, — 
Or  ^Stdtan,"  as  the  antlior  (to  whose  nod 
In  prose  1  iiend  my  humble  verse)  doth  call 
This  chieftain— somehow  would  not  yield 

at  all: 


finty  flankM  by  five  brave  sons  (such  is 

polygamy, 
That  she  spawns  warriors  by  the  score, 

where  none 
Are  prosecuted  for  that  false  crime  bigamy) 
He  never  would  believe  the  city  won 
While  coarage  clung  but  to  a'single  twig.— 

Am  I 
Describing  Priam's,  Peleus',  or  Jove^s  son? 
Neither, — but  a  good,  plain,  old,  temperate 

man. 
Who  fought  with  his  five  children  in  the  van. 


To  take  him  was  the  point  The  truly  brave. 
When  they  behold  the  brave  oppressed  with 

odds. 
Are  toueh'd  with  a  desire  to  shield  and  save ; 
A  mixture  of  wild  beasts  and  demi-gods 
Are  they — now  furious  as  the  sweeping 

wave. 
Now  moved  with  pityieven  as  sometimes  nods 
The  runed  tree  onto  the  summer-wind. 
Compassion  breathes  along  the  savage  mind. 


But  he  would  not  be  taken,  and  replied 
To  all  the  propositions  of  surrender 
By  mowing  Christians  down  on  evwT  iide. 
As  obstinate  as  Swedish  Charles  at  Bender. 
His  five  brave  boys  no  less  the  foe  defied; 
Whereon  theRussian  pathos  grew  less  tender. 
As  being  a  virtue,  like  terrestrial  patience. 
Apt  to  wear  out  oo  trifling  provocBtions. 


And  spite  of  Johnson  and  of  Juan,  who 
Expended  all  their  Eastern  phraseology 
In  begging  him,  for  God*s  sake,  just  to  show 
So  much  less  fight  as  mifht  form  an  apology 
For  them  in  saving  such  a  desperate  foe — 
He  hew'd  away»  iDce  doctors  of  theology 


When  they  dispute  with  sceptics;  andwidi 

curses 
Struck  at  his  friends ,  as  babies  beat  theii 

nurses. 


Nay,  he  had  wounded,  though  but  slightiy, 

both 
Juan  and  Johnson ;  whereupon  they  fell — 
The  first  with  sighs,  the  second  with  an  oath, 
Upon  his  angry  Sultanship,  pell-mell. 
And  all  around  were  grown  exceeding  wroth 
At  such  a  pertinacious  infidel. 
And  ponr*d  upon  him  and  his  sons  like  rain. 
Which  they  resisted  like  a  sandy  plain 

That  drinks  and  still  Is  dry.    At  last  tiiey   ^ 

perished: — 
His  second  son  was  levelled  by  a  shot ; 
His  third  was  sabred ;  and  the  fourth,  most 

cherished 
Of  all  the  five,  on  bayonets  met  his  lot ; 
The  fifth,  who,  by   a  Christian  mother 

nourish^. 
Had  been  neglected,  ill-used,  and  what  not. 
Because  deformM,  yet  died  all  game  and 

bottom. 
To  save  a  sire  who  blushed  that  he  begot  him. 


The  eldest  was  a  true  and  tameless  Tartar, 
As  great  a  scomer  of  the  Naxarene 
As  ever  Mahomet  pickM  out  for  a  martyr. 
Who  only  saw  the  black-eyed  girls  in  green, 
Who  make  the  beds  of  those  who  won^t 

take  quarter 
On  Earth,  in  Paradise ;  and,  when  once  seen, 
Those  Houris,like  all  other  pretty  creatures. 
Do  just  whatever  they  please ,  by  dint  of 

features. 


And  what  they  pleased  to  do  with  the  young 

Khan 
la  Heaven,  I  know  not,  nor  pretend  to  gness ; 
But  doubtiess  they  prefer  a  fine  young  man 
To  tough  old  heroes,  and  can  do  no  less; 
Aad  that's  the  qpiuse,  no  doubt,  why,  if  we 

scan 
A  field  of  battle's  ghastly  wilderness. 
For  one  Tough,weathor-beaten,veteran  body, 
You'll  find  ten  thousand  handsome  coxcombs 

bloody. 


Your  Houris  also  have  a  natural  pleasure 
In  lopping  off  your  lately  married  men 
Before  tiie  bridal  hours  nave  danced  their 

measure. 
And  the  sad,  second  moon  grows  dim  again. 
Or  dull  Repentance  hath  had  dreary  leisure 
To  wish  him  back  a  liachelnr  now  and  then. 
And  thus  your  Houri  (it  may  be)  disputes 
Of  these  brief  UosionH  the  immediate  fruits. 
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rhu  the  yoapg  Kluni,  with  Houlf  in  his 

Bight, 
rhoaght  Bot  npon  the  cliamifl  of  four  yoang 

brides, 
hit  bniTely  nish*d  on  his  first  heavenly 

night. 
R  short,  however  our  better  Faith  derides, 
rhese  black-eyed  virgins  make  the  Moslems 

fight, 
iflthoogh  there  were  one  Heaven  and  none 

besides, — 
¥here8e,  if  all  betme  we  hear  of  Heaven 
Lnd  Hell,  there  most  at  least  be  six  or  seven. 


io  fally  flashed  the  phantom  on  his  eyes. 
That  when  the  very  lance  was  in  his  heart, 
le  shouted,  ^Allah !  *'  and  saw  Paradise 
^'ith  all  lis  veil  of  mystery  drawn  apart, 
knd  bright  Eternity  without  disguise 
>n  his  soul,  like  a  ceaseless  sunrise,  dart  ;— 
¥ith    Prophets,   Uouris,  Angels,    Saints, 

descried 
a  one  volnptnons  bl axe,— -and  then  he  died: 


Knt,  with  a  heavenly  rapture. on  his  face, 
rhe  good  old  Khan— who  long  had  ceased 

to  see 
lonris.  or  anght  except  his  florid  race 
V'bo  grew  like  cedars  round  him  gloriously— 
(Then  he  beheld  his  latest  hero  grace 
lie  earth,which  he  became  like  a  fellM  tree, 
'aosed  for  a  moment  from  the  fight,  and  cast 
glanee  on  that  slain  son,  his  first  and  last. 


lie  0oldier8,who  beheld  him  drop  his  point, 
topped  as  if  once  more  willing  to  concede 
•Barter,  in  case  he  bade  them  not  ^^aroiut !  ^ 
s  he  before  had  done.  He  did  not  heed 
heir  pause  nor  signs:  his  heart  was  out 

of  joint, 
nd  shook  (till  now  unshaken)  like  a  reed, 
s  he  lookM  down  upon  his  children  gone, 
nd  felt— ^though  done  with  life— he  was 

alone. 


at  'twas  a  transient  tremor : — ^wlth  a  spring 
pon  the  Russian  steel  his  breast  he  flung, 
s  ourelessly  as  hurls  the  moth  her  wing 
gainst  the  light  wherein  she  dies :  he  clung 
loeer,  that  all  the  deadlier  they  might 

wring, 
nto   the  bayonets  which  had  pierced  his 

young; 
■d,  throwing  back  a  dim  look  on  his  sons, 
I  one  wide  wound  pour*d  forth  his  soul 

at  once. 


la  atrangc  enough — the   rough,    tough 

soldiers,  who 
parcfi  neither  sex  nor  age  in  their  career 


Of  carnage,  when  this  old  man  was  pierced 

through. 
And  lay  before  them  with  his  children  near, 
TouchM  by  the  heroism  of  him  they  slew. 
Were  melted  for  a  moment;  though  no  tear 
Flow'd  from  their  blood-shot  eyes,  all  red 

with  strife. 
They  honour*d  such  determined  scorn  of  life. 


But  the  stone  bastion  still  kept  up  its  fire, 
Where  the  chief  Pacha  calmly  held  his 

post: 
Some  twenty  times  he  made  the  Rnss  retire. 
And  baffled  the  assaults  of  all  their  host ; 
At  length  he  condescended  to  inquire 
If  yet  the  city*s  rest  were  won  or  lost ; 
And  being  told  the  latter,  sent  a  Key 
To  answer  Kibas*  summons  to  give  way. 


In  the  mean  time,  cross-leggM,  with  great 

sang-froid. 
Among  the  scorching  mins  he  sat  smoking 
Tobacco  on  a  little  carpet; -Troy 
Saw  nothing  like  the  scene  around;— yet, 

looking 
With  martial  stoicism,  nought  seemM  to 

annoy 
His  stem  philosophy:  but  gently  stroking 
His  beard,  he  pu£rd  his  pipe's  ambrosiiU 

gales. 
As  if  he  had  three  lives  as  well  as  tails. 


The  town  was  taken— whether  he  might 

yield 
Himself  or  bastion,  little  matterM  now ; 
His  stubborn  valour  was  no  future  shield. 
Ismairs  no  more!  The  crescent's  silver-bow 
Sunk,  and  the  crimson  cross  glared  o'er  the 

field, 
But  red  with  no  redeeming'  gore:  the  glow 
Of  burning  streets,  like  moonlight  on  the 

water. 
Was  imaged   back    in  blood,  the  sea  of 

slaughter . 


All  that  the  mind  would  shrink  from  of 

excesses ; 

All  that  the  body  perpetrates  of  bad; 

All  that  we  read,  hear,  dream,  of  man^ 

di^itrcsses ; 

All  that  the  Devil  would  do  if  run  stark  mad  ; 

All  that  defies  the  worst  which  pen  expresses ; 

All  by  which  Hell  is  peopled,  or  as  sad 

As  Hell — mere  mortals  who  their  power 

abuse, — 

Was  her  e  (as  heretofore  and  since)  let  loose. 


If  here  and  there  some  transient  trait  of  pity 
Was  shown,  and  some  more  noble  heart 

broke  through 
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It8  bloody  1»oiid,  and  sayod  periiape  some 

pretty 
Child,  or  an  ag«d,  helplfSM  man  or  two— 
Whaffl  this  in  one  annihilated  city. 
Where  thoa«and  lovef,  and  ties,  and  datiea, 

grow? 
Cockneys  of  London!  Mnscadins  of  Paris! 
Jnst  ponder  what  a  pious  pastime  var  is : 


Think  how  the  Joys  of  reading  a  gazette 
Arc  purchased  by  all  agonies  and  crimes : 
Or,  if  these  do  not  move  you,  donH  forget 
Such  doom  may  be  your  own  in  after-times. 
Meantime  the  taxes,  Castlereagh,  and  debt. 
Are  hints  as  good  as  sermons,  or  as  rhymes. 
Head  ycnir  own  hearts  and  Ireland*s  present 

story. 
Then  feed  her  famine  fat  with  Wellesley*s 

glory- 


But  still  there  is  unto  a  patriot  nation. 
Which  loves  so  well  its  country  and  its  king, 
A  subject  of  sublimest  exultation — 
Boar  it,  ye  Muses,  on  your  brightest  wing! 
However  the  mighty  locust.  Desolation, 
Strip  your  green  fields,  and  to  your  har- 
vests cling. 
Gaunt  Famine   never  shall  approach  the 

throne — 
Though  Ireland  starve,  great  George  weighs 

twenty  stone. 


But  let  me  put  an  end  unto  my  theme : 
There  was  an  end  of  Ismail— hapless  town! 
Far  flashed  her  burning  towers  o*er  Danube's 

stream. 
And  redly  ran  his  blushing  waters  down. 
The  horrid  war-whoop  and    the   shriller 

scream 
Rose  still ;  but  fainter  were  the  thunders 

grown: 
Of  forty  thousand  who  hadmann'd  the  wall, 
Some  hundreds   breathed— the  rest  were 

silent  all ! 


in  one  thing  neVrtheless  *tis  fit  to  praise 
The  Russian  army  upon  this  occasion, 
A  virtue  much  in  fashion  now-a-days. 
And  therefore  worthy  of  commemoration  t 
The  topic's  tender,  so  shall  be  my  phrase— 
Perhaps  the  season's  chili,  and  their  long 

station 
In  winter's  depth,  or  want  of  rest  and  victual, 
Had  made  them  chaste  i—  they  ravish'd  very 

little. 


Much  did  tlicy  slay,  more  plunder,  and  no 

less 
Might  here  and  there  occur  some  violation 
In  the  other  lino;— but  not  to  such  excess 


As  when  theFroich,  that  dlsslpsted  nation, 
Take  towns  by  storm:  no  causes  can  I  guess, 
Except  eold  weather  and  commiseration ; 
But  all  the  ladies,  save  some  twenty  score, 
Were  almost  as  much  virgins  as  before. 


Some  odd  mistakes  too  happen'd  in  the  dark. 
Which  show'd  a  want  of  lanthoms,  or  of 

taste- 
Indeed  the  smoke  was   such   they  scarce  ' 

could  mark 
Their  friends  from  foes,— besides  such  things 

from  haste 
Occur,  though  rarely,  when  there  is  a  spark 
Of  light  to  save  the  venerably  chaste :  — 
But  SIX  old  damsels,  each  of  seventy  ycani, 
Were  all  deflower'd  by  different  grenadiers. 


But  on  the  whole  their  continence  was  great ; 
So  that  some  disappointment  there  ensued 
To  those  who  had  felt  the  inconvenient  state 
Of  ^^single  blessedness,"  and  thought  it  good 
(Since  it  was  not  their  fault,  but  only  fate. 
To  bear  these  crosses)  for  each  waning  prude 
To  make  a  Roman  sort  of  Sabine  wedding. 
Without  the  expense  and  the  suspense  of 

bedding. 


Some  voices  of  the  buxom  middlo-aged 
Were  also  heard  to  wonder  in  the  din 
(Widows  of  forty  were  these  birds  long 

caged) 
«* Wherefore  the  ravishing  did  not  begin!" 
But,  while  the  thirst  for  gore  and  plunder 

raged. 
There  was  small  leisure  for  superfluous  sin ; 
But  whether  they  escaped  or  no,  lies  hid 
In  darknesa— I  can  only  hope  they  did. 


Suwarrow  now  was  conqueror — a  match 
For  Timour  or  for  Zinghis  in  his  trade. 
While  mosques  and  streets,  beneath  his  eyes, 

like  thatch 
Biased,  and  the  cannon's  roar  was  scarce 

allay'd. 
With   bloody    hands   he   wrote   hit   first 

despatch  ; 
And  here  exactly  follows  what  he  said:— 
'^Glory  to  God  and  to  the  Empress ! "  (Potper* 
Eternal!!  $uch  names  mingled!')  '^Ismairs 

ours ! " 


Methinks  these  are  the  most  tremendona 

words. 
Since  ''Men^,  Men^,  Tckel,  "and  ''Upharsin," 
Which  hands  or  pens  have  ever  traced  of 

swords. 
Heaven  help  me !  I'm  but  little  of  a  parson: 
What  Daniel  read  was  short-hand  <»f  the 

Lord's, 
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■ablime)   the  Pro|iiiel  vrote  no 

farce  on 
of  Nations ; — but  thisRaM^o  witty, 
yme,  like  lVoro,o*er  a  baming  city. 


B  this  PoUr  melody,  and  set  it, 
ompanted  by  shrieks  and  groans, 
ew  will  sing,   I  trust,  bat  none 

forget  it— 
11  teach,  if  possible,  the  stones 
tgainst  Earth's  tyrants.  Never  let  it 
hat  wc  still  truckle  unto  thrones ; — 
—  oar   children's  children !  think 

how  we 
vohai  thingt  were  before  the  world 

was  free! 


ir  is  not  for  us,  but  His  for  you ; 
1  the  great  joy  of  your  millenniam, 
dly  will  belieire  snch  things  were 

true 
iccnr,  I  thought  that  I  would  pen 

you  'em; 
their  very  memory  perish  too!— 
erchance  remember 'd,  still  disdain 

you  'em 
m  you  scorn  the  savages  of  yore, 
tttcd  their  bare  limbs,  but  not  with 

gore. 


ten  yoa   hear  historians  talk  of 

thrones, 
e  that  sate  upon  them,  let  it  be 
w  gaze  upon  the  Mammoth's  bones, 
ider  what  old  world  snch  thingps 

could  see, 
glyphics  on  Egyptian  stones, 
isant  riddles  of  Futnrit}' — 
;  at  what  shall  happily  be  hid 
eal  purpose  of  a  Pyramid. 


I  have  kept  my  word,  at  least  so  flw 
rst  Canto  promised.  You  have  now 
«hes  of  love,  tempest,  travel,  war — 
accurate,  you  must  allow, 
',  if  plain  truth  should  prove  no  bar ; 
re  drawn  much  less  with  a  longbow 
f  fore-runii^rs.  Carelessly  I  sing, 
ibnii  lends  me  now  and  then  a  string, 


lich  I  still  can  harp,  and  carp,  and 

fiddle, 
rther  hath  befallen  or  may  befal 
o  of  this  grand  poetic  riddle, 
bye  may  tell  you,  if  at  all : 
I  choose  to  break  off  in  the  middle, 
t  with  battering  Inmnirs  stubborn 

wall, 
uan  is  sent  off  with  the  despatch, 
zh  all  Petcrsburgh  is  on  the  watch. 


This  special  honour  was  conferr'd,  because 
lie  had  behaved  with  courage  and  humanity  { 
Which  latt  men  like,  when  they  have  time 

to  pause 
From  their  ferocities  produced  by  vanity. 
His  little  captive  gain'd  him  some  applause, 
For  saving  her  amidst  the  wild  insanity 
Of  carnage;  and  I  think  he  was  more  glad 

in  her 
Safety,  than  his  new  order  of  St.  Vladimir. 


The  Moslem  orphan  went  with  her  protector 
For  she  was  homeless,hon8eless,helple8s :  all 
Her  friends,  like  the  sad  family  of  Hector, 
Had  perish'd  in  the  field  or  by  the  wall: 
Her  lery  place  of  birth  was  but  a  spectre 
Of  what  it  had  been ;  there  the  Mucxxin's  call 
To  prayer  was  heard  no  morel  -And  Juan 

wept. 
And  made  a  vow  to  shield  her, which  he  kept. 


CANTO    IX. 

Or,  Wellington !  (or  <' Vilainton  "—for  Fame 
Sounds  the  heroic  syllables  both  ways  $ 
France  could  not  even  conquer  your  great 

name. 
But  punn'd  it  down  to  this  facetious  phrase—- 
Beating  or  beaten  she  will  laugh  the  same;) 
You  have  obtain'd  great  pensions  and  much 

praise; 
Glory  like  yours  should  any  dare  gainsay, 
Humanity  would  rise,  and  thunder*^  Nay  I** 


I  don't  think  that  yon  used  Kinnaird  quite 

well 
In  Marinet's  affair — in  fact  'twas  shabby. 
And,  like  some  other  things,  won't  do  to  tell 
Upon  your  tomb  in  Westnunster's  old  abbey. 
Upon  the  rest  'tis  not  worthwhile  to  dwell. 
Such  tales  being  for  the  tea-hours  of  some 

tabby; 
But  though  your  years  as  man  tend  fast  to 

sero. 
In  fact  yoar  Grace  is  still  but  a  young  Hero, 


Though  Britain  owes  (and  pays  you  too) 

so  much, 
t'etEnrope  doubtless  owes  you  greatly  more : 
You  have  repair'd  Legitimacy's  crutch — 
A  prop  not  quite  so  certain  as  before: 
The  Spanish,  and  the  French,  as  well  at 

Dutch, 
Have  seen,  and  felt,how  strongly  you  reetore; 
And  Waterloo  has  made  the  world   your 

debtor — 
(1  wish  yonr  bards  would  sing  it  rather 

better.) 
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You  are  'Hho  best  of  col-throat8:^~do  not 

start; 

The  phrase  is  Shakespeare's,  and  not  mis- 
applied:— 

War^s  a  brain -spattering,  windpipe-slitting 

art. 

Unless  her  cause  by  Right  be  sanctified. 

If  you  have  acted  once  a  generous  part. 

The  world,  not  the  world's  masters,  will 

decide. 

And  I  shall  be  delighted  to  learn  who. 

Save  you  and  yours,  have  gained  by  Wa- 
terloo? 


I  am  no  flatterer — ^yonVe  snppM   full  of 

flattery: 
They  say  you   like  it  too — 'tis   no  great 

wonder : 
He  whose  whole  life  has  been  assault  and 

battery. 
At  last  may  get  a  little  tired  of  thunder; 
And,  swallowing  eulogy  much  more  than 

satire,  he 
May  like  being   praised  for  every  lucky 

blunder; 
Caird  ''Saviour  of  the  Nations ''—not  yet 

saved. 
And  *'£urope's  Liberator"— still  enslaved. 


I've  done.    Now  go  and  dine  from  off  the 

plate 
Presented  by  the  Prince  of  the  Brazils, 
And  send  the  sentinel  before  your  gate 
A  slice  or  two  from  your  luxurious  meals: 
He  fought,  but  has  not  fed  so  well  of  late. 
Some  hunger  too  they  say  the  people  feels : 
There  is  no  doubt  that  you  deserve  your 

ration — 
But  pray  give  back  a  little  to  the  nation. 


I  don't  mean  to  reflect — a  man  so  great  as 
You,  my  Lord  Duke!  is  far  above  reflection. 
The  high  Roman  fashion  too  of  Cincinnatus, 
With  modem  history  has  but  small  con- 
nexion: 
Though  as  an  Irishman  you  love  potatoes, 
You  need  not  take  them  under  your  direction; 
And  half  a  million  for  your  Sabine  farm 
Is  rather  dear!  — I'm  sure  I  mean  no  harm. 


Great  men  have  always  scom'd  great  re- 
compenses: 
Epaminondas  saved  his  Thebes,  and  died, 
Not  leaving  even  hb  funeral  expenses : 
George  Washington  had  thanks  and  nought 

beside. 
Except  the  all-cloudless  glory  fwhich  few 

men's  is) 
To  tree  his  country :  Pitt  too  had  his  pride, 
And,  as  a  high- sou  I'd  minister  of  State,  is 
Renown'd  for  ruining  Great  Britain  gratis. 


Never  had  mortal  man  such  opporConifty, 
Except  Napoleon,  or  abused  it  more: 
Yon  might  have  free'd  fail'n  Europe  from 

the  Unity 
Of  Tyrants,  and  been  bless'd  from  shore  to 

shore ; 
And  noiD — what  i»  your  fame?  Shall  the 

Muse  tune  it  yel 
iVow— that  the  rabble's  first  vain  shouts 

are  o'er? 
Go,  hear  it  in  your  famish'd  country's  cries ! 
Behold  the  world !  and  curse  your  victories! 


As  these  new  Cantos  touch  on  warlike  feats. 
To  you  the  unflattering  Muse    deigns   to 

inscribe 
Truths  that  you  will  not  read  in  the  Gasettes, 
But  which,  tis  time  to  teach  the  hireling 

tribe 
Who  fatten  on  their  country's  gore  and  debts, 
Mu9t  be  recited,  and — without  a  bribe. 
You  did  great  things;  but,  not  being ^reii< 

in  mind. 
Have  left  undone  thegreateH — and  mankind. 


Death  lau||;hs— Go  ponder  o'er  the  skeleton 
With  which  men  image  out  the  unknown 

thing 
That  hides  the  past  world,  like  to  a  set  sun 
Which  still  elsewhere  may- rouse  a  brighter 

spring: 
Death  laugha  at  all  you  weep  fisr ; — look 

upon 
Thif  hourly  dread  of  all,  whose  threatened 

Mting 
Turns  life  to  terror,  even  though  in  its 

sheath ! 
Mark !  how  its  lipless  mouth  grins  without 

breath! 


Mark !  how  it  laughs  and  scorns  at  all  yon 

are! 
And  yet  was  what  you  are :  from  ear  to  car 
It  laugha  not — there  is  now  no  fleshy  bar 
So  caird ;  the  Antic  long  hath  ceased  to  hear. 
But  still  he  rniilee;  and  whether  near  or  far 
He  strips  from  man  that  mantle — (far  more 

dear 
Than  even  the  tailor's)  —his  incarnate  skin. 
White,  black,  or  copper — the  dead  bones 

will  gnn. 


And  thus  Death  laughs, — it  is  sad  merriment. 
But  still  it  IS  so;  and  with  such  example 
Why  should  not  Life  be  equally  content. 
With  his  Superior,  in  a  smile  to  trample 
Upon  the  nothings  which  are  daily  spent 
Like  bubbles  on  an  ocean  much  less  ample 
Than  the  eternal  deluge,  which  devours 
Sons  as  rays— worlds  like  atoms — ^years  like 

hoars? 
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r  not  to  be !  that  is  theqneetion,^ 
espeare,  who  jast  now  it  much 

in  fashion. 
ler  Alexander  nor  Hephuestion, 
id  for  ahitract  feme  much  passion ; 
1  much  rather  have  a  sound  di- 
gestion, 
laparte^s cancer:— could  I  dash  on 
fifty  victories  to  shame  or  feme, 
i  stomach— what  were  a  ^Bd 

name? 


.  ilia  messomm!^^— '^Oh, 
uts  of  reapers !  ''—I  translate 
reat  benefit  of  those  who  know 
gestion  is — that  inward  fate 
utes  all  Styx  through  one  small 

liver  flow, 
s  sweat  is  worth  his  lord^s  estate: 
ne  toil  for  bread  — lAaf  rack  for 

rent, — 
eps  best,  may  be  the  most  content. 


r  not  to  be?*'— Ere  I  decide, 
lie  glad  to  know  that  which  t« 

being  ? 
we  speculate  both  far  and  wide, 
because  we  see,  we  are  tfll-seeing: 
;rt.  111  enlist  on  neither  side, 
;  both  sides  for  once  agreeing, 
ometimes  think  that  Life  is  Death, 
in  Life  a  mere  affair  of  breath. 


je?"  Was  the  motto  of  Montaigne, 
the  first  academicians: 
9  dubious  which  man  may  attain, 
*f  their  most  favourite  positions. 
»  such  thing  as  certainty,  that's 

plain 
Mortality's  conditions : 
o  we  know  what  we're  about  in 
Id,   I  doubt  if  doubt  itself  be 

doubting. 


usant  voyage  perhaps  to  float, 
lio,  on  a  sea  of  speculation ; 
if  carrying  sail  capsize  the  boat? 
men  don*t  know  much  of  navi- 
gation ; 
ning  long  in  the  abyss  of  thought 
re :  a  calm  and  shallow  station 
the  shore,  where  one  stoops  down 

and  gathers 
;ty  shell,   is  best   for  moderate 

bathers. 


en,"  asCassio  says,  "is  above  all, — 
f  this  then,— let  us  pray  !  "    Wc 

have 
re,since  Kre's  slip  and  Adam":*  fall. 


Which  tumbled  all  mankind  into  the  grave, 
Besides  fish,  beasts,  and  birds.  ^^The  spar- 
row's fall 
Is  special  providence,**  though  how  it  gave 
Offence,  we  know  not ;  probably  it  perch'd 
Upon  the  tree  which  Eve  so  fondly  search'd. 


Oh,  ye  inmiortalGods!  what  is  theogony  ? 

Oh,  thou  too  mortal  man !  what  b  philan- 
thropy? 

Oh,  world,  which  was  and  is !  what  is  cos- 
mogony ? 

Some  people  have  accused  me  of  misan- 
thropy ; 

And  yet  I  know  no  more  than  the  mahogany 

That  forms  this  desk,  of  what  they  mean: — 

Lj^antAropy 

I  comprehend ;  for,  without  transformation. 

Men  become  wolves  on  any  slight  occasion. 


But  I,  the  mildest,  meekest  of  mnnkind, 
Like  Moses,  or  Melancthon,  who  have  ne'er 
Done  any  thing  exceedingly  unkind, — 
And  (though  I  could  not  now  and  then  forbear 
Following  the  bent  of  body  or  of  mind) 
Have  always  had  a  tendency  to  spare,—    * 
Why  do  they  call  me  misanthrope  ?  Because 
TA^  hate  me,  not  I  tAem.*— And  here  we'll 

panse. 


Tis  time  we  shonld  proceed  with  our  good 

poem. 
For  I  maintain  that  it  is  really  good, 
Not  only  in  the  body,  but  the  proem, 
However  little  both  are  understood 
Just  now, — but  by  and  by  the  Truth  will 

show  'em 
Herself  in  her  sublimest  attitude : 
And  till  she  doth,  I  Ikin  must  be  content 
To  share  her  beauty  and  her  banishment. 


Our  hero  (and,  I  tmst,  kind  reader!  yours) 
Was  left  upon  his  way  to  the  chief  city 
Of  the  immortal  Peter's  polish'd  boors. 
Who  still  have  shown  themselves  more 

brave  than  witty. 
I  know  its  mighty  empire  now  allures 
Much  flattery — even  Voltaire's,  and  that's 

a  pity. 
For  me,  I  deem  an  absolute  Autocrat 
Not  a  barbarian,  but  much  worse  thnn  that. 


And  I  will  war,  at  least  in  words  (and— 

shonld 
My  chance  to  happen — deeds)  with  all  who 


With  thought; — and  of  thought's  foes  by 

far  most  rude. 
Tyrants  and  sycophants  hare  been  and  are. 
I  know  not  who  may  conquer:  if  f  eould 
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HaTC  tach  a  preflrience,  it  ahoold  be  no  bar 
To  this  my  plain,  sworn,  downright  detest^ 

ation 
Of  every  dcspotiem  in  every  nation. 

It  U  not  that  I  adnlate  the  people : 
Without  tncy  tliere  are  dema^gues  enough, 
And  infidels,  to  pall  down  every  steeple, 
And  set  np  in  their  stead  some  proper  staiT. 
Whether  they  may  sow  Scepticism  to  reap 

Hell, 
As  is  the  Christian  dogma  rather  rongh, 
I  do  not  know;  -I  wish  men  to  be  free 
As  much  from  mobs  as  kings— from  you 

as  me. 


The  consequence  is,  being  of  no  party, 
I  shall  offend  all  parties:  never  mind! 
My  words,  at  least,  are  more  sincere  and 

hearty 
Than  if  I  sought  to  sail  before  the  wind. 
He  who  has  nought  to  gain  can  have  small 

art:  he 
Who  neither  wishes  to  be  bound  nor  bind 
May  still  expatiate  freelj;,  as  will  I, 
Nor  give  my  voice  to  Slavery's  jackal-cry. 

That'$  an  appropriate  simile,   that  Jackal; 
I've  heard  them  in  the  Ephesian  ruins  howl 
By  night,  as  do  that  mercenary  pack  all. 
Power's  base  purveyors,  who  for  pickings 

prowl, 
And  scent  the  prey  their  masters  would 

attack  all. 
However,  the  poor  jackals  are  less  foul 
(As  being  the  brave  lions'  keen  providers) 
Than  human  insects,  catering  for  spiders. 


Raise  but  an  arm !  'twill  brush  their  web 

away. 
And  without  tkatj  their  poison  and  their 

claws 
Are  uselest.  Mind,ffOod  people !  what  I  say — 
(Or  rather  peoples)— ^o  on  without  pause! 
The  web  of  these  tarantulas  each  day 
Increases,  till  you  shall  make  common  cause : 
None,  fave  the  Spanish  fly  and  Attic  bee, 
As  yet  are  strongly  stinging  to  be  free. 


Don  Juan,  who   had  shone  in  the  late 

slan^ter. 
Was  left  upon  his  way  with  the  despatch, 
Where  blood  was  talk'd  of  as  we  would  of 

water; 
And  carcasses  that  lay  as  thick  as  thatch 
O'er  silenced  cities,  merely  served  to  flatter 
Fair  Catherine's  pastime— who   look'd  on 

the  match 
Between  these  nations  as  a  main  of  cocks. 
Wherein  she  liked  her  own  to  ftand  like 

rocksL 


And  there  in  a  ktbiika  he  roll'd  on 

(A  cursed  sort  of  carriage  without  springs, 

Which  on  rongh  roads  leaves  scarcely  i 

whole  bone). 
Pondering  on  glory,  chivalry,  and  kings, 
And  orders,  and  on  all  that  he  had  done — 
And  wishing  that  post-horses  had  the  wingi 
Of  Pegasus,  or,  at  the  least,  post-chaises 
Had  feathers,  when   a  traveller  on  deep 

ways  if. 

At  every  jolt — and  they  were  many — still 
He  turn'd  his  eyes  upon  his  little  charge, 
As  if  he  wisli'd  that  she  should  fare  less  ill 
Than  he,  in  these  sad  highways  left  at  large 
To  ruts,  and  flints,  and  lovely  \ature''s  skill, 
Who  is  no  pavionr,  nor  admits  a  barge 
On  her  canals,  where  God  take«  sea  and  land. 
Fishery  and  farm,  both  into  his  own  hand. 

At  least  he  pays  no  rent,  and  has  best  right 
To  be  the  first  of  what  we  used  to  call 
^'Gentlemen  Farmers" — a   race  worn    out 

quite. 
Since  lately  there  have  been  no  rents  at  all, 
And  ^^gentlemen  "  are  in  a  piteous  plight, 
And  '^farmers"  can't  raise  Ceres  from  her  fall: 
She  fell  with  Buonaparte :— What  strange 

thoughts 
Arise,  when  we  see  Emperors  fall  with  oats ! 


But  Juan  tum'd  his  eyes  on  the  sweet  child 
Whom  he  had  saved  from  slaughter — what 

a  trophy! 
Oh !  ye  who  build  up  monuments,  defiled 
With  gore,  like  Nadir  Shah,  that  costive 

Sophy, 
Who,  after  leaving  Hindostan  a  wild. 
And  scarce  to  the  Mogul  a  cup  of  coffee 
To  soothe  his  woes  withal,  was  slain,  the 

sinner! 
Because  he  could  no  more  digest  his  dinner;- 

Oh  ye !  or  we !  or  he !  or  she !  reflect. 
That  one  life  saved,  especially  if  young 
Or  pretty,  is  a  thing  to  recollect 
Far  sweeter  than  the  greenest  laurels  sprung 
From  the  manure  of  human  clay,   thou^ 

deck'd 
With  all  the  praises  ever  said  or  sung: 
Though  hymn'd  by  every  harp,unless  within 
Your  neart  joins  chorus,  Fame  is  but  a  din. 


Oh,  ye  great  Authors  luminous,  voluminous! 

Ye  twice  ten  hundred  thousand  daily  scribes! 

Whose  pamphlets,  volumes,  newspapers  il- 
lumine us! 

Whether  you're  paid   by  Government   in 

bribes. 

To  prOTe  the  public  debt  is  not  consuming 

US— 
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Dghly   treading  on  the  ^^oartier'f 

kibes  *' 
lownish  lieclfjour  popnlarcircnlation 
yon  by  printing  half  the  realm's 

Starvation :  — 


e    great  Authors!— ^^ A  propos  des 

bottes"— 
forgotten  what  I  meant  to  say, 
stimes  have  been  greaterSages'  lots ;  — 
something  calculated  to  allay 
ath  in  barracks,  palaces,  or  cots: 
it  would  have  been  but  thrown  away, 
iat*s  one  comfort  for  my  lost  advice, 
igh  no  doubt  it  was  beyond  all  price. 


t  it  go: ~ it  will  one  day  be  found 
»ther  relics  of  '^a  former  world,^  * 
this  world  shall  be  former,  under- 
ground, 
n  topsy-turvy,  twisted,  crisped,  and 

cnrl'd, 
fried,  or  burnt,  turned  inside-out, 

or  drowuM, 
11   the  worlds   before,  which  have 

been  hurPd 
nt  of  and  then  back  again  to  Chaos, 
perstratum  which  will  overlay  us. 


ier  says ; — and  then  shall  come  again 

he  new  Creation,  rising  out 

>ur  old  crash,  some  mystic,  ancient 

strain 
igs  destroyed  and  left  in  airy  doubt : 
D  the  notions  we  now  entertain 
ans,  Giants,  fellows  of  about 
lundred  feet  in  height,  not  to  say  mtVet, 
iinmoths,and  your  winged  Crocodiles. 


if  then  George  the  Fourth  should 

be  dug  up ! 
he  new  worldlings  of  the  then  new 

East 
FOnder  where  such  animals  could  sup! 
tey  themselves  will  be  but  of  the  least : 
rorlds  miscarry  ,when  too  oft  they  pup, 
ery  new  Creation  hath  decreased 
,  from  over-working  the  material — 
*e  but  maggots  of  some  huge  Earth's 

burial.) 


ill  -  to  these  young  people,  just  thrust 

out 
lumc  fresh  Paradise,  and  set  to  plough, 
ig,  and  sweat,  and  turn  themselves 

about, 
lant,  and  reap,  and  spin,  and  grind, 

and  s4>w, 
I  tiio  Arts  at  length  are  brought  about, 
ftlly  of  war  and  taxing,— how, 


I  say,  will  these  great  relics,  when  they 

see'cra, 
Look  like  the  monsters  of  a  new  Museum? 


But  I  am  apt  to  grow  too  metaphysii^al : 
^^The  time  is  out  of  joint,'' — and  so  am  I ; 
1  quite  forget  this  poem's  merely  quizzical. 
And  deviate  into  matters  rather  dry. 
1  ne'er  decide  what  I   shall  say,  and  this 

I  call 
Much  too  poetical.   Men  should  know  why 
They  write,  and  for  what  end;  but,  note 

or  text, 
I  never  know  the  word  which  will  come  next. 


So  on  I  ramble,  now  and  then  narrating. 
Now    pondering: — it    is  time   we    should 

narrate: 
I  left  Don  Juan  with  his  horses  baiting — 
Now  we'll  get  o'er  the  ground  at  a  ^reat  rate. 
1  shall  not  be  particular  in  stating 
His  journey,  we've  so  many  tours  of  late: 
Suppose  him  then  at  Petersburgh ;  suppose 
That  pleasant  capital  of  painted  snows ; 


Suppose  him  in  a  handsome  uniform ; 
A  scarlet  coat,  black  facing,  a  long  plume, 
Waving,  like  sails  new  shiver'd  in  a  storm. 
Over  a  cock'd  hat,  in  a  crowded  room. 
And  brilliant  breeches,  bright  as  a  Cairn 

Gorme, 
Of  yellow  cassimere  we  may  presume. 
White  stockings  drawn,  uncurdled  as  new 

milk. 
O'er  limbs  whose  symmetry  set  off  the  silk : 


Suppose  him  sword    by  side,    and  hat  in 

hand. 
Made  up  by  youth,  fame,  and  an  army-tailor, 
That    great    enchanter,    at    whose    rod's 

command 
Beauty  springs  forth,    and   Nature'a  self 

turns  paler. 
Seeing  how  Art  can  make  her  work  more 

grand, 
(When  she  don't  pin  men's  limbs  in  like  a 

jailor)— 
Behold  him  placed  as  if  upon  a  pillar!  He 
Seems  Love  turn'd  a  lieutenant  of  artillery ! 


His  bandage  slipp'd  down  into  a  cravat; 
His  wings  subdued  to  epaulettes ;  his  quiver 
Shrunk  to  a  scabbard,  with  his  arrows  at 
His  sides  as  a  small  sword,  but  sharp  as 

ever; 
His  bow  converted  into  a  cock'd  hat; 
Ruttfiill  so  like,that  Psyche  were  more  clever 
I'lian  some  wives  (who  make  blunders  no 

less  stupid) 
If  she  had  not  mittaken  him  for  Cupid. 
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The  courtiers  stared,  the  hulies  whisper*d, 

and 
The  EmpreM  imiled ;  the  reigning  faTonrite 

fniwnM — 
I  quite  foiget  which  of  them  was  in  hand 
Just  then,  as  they  are  rather  numerous  found. 
Who  Uiok  by  turns  that  difficult  command 
Since  first  her  Majesty  was  singly  crownM : 
But    they    were   mostly   nenroui   six-foot 

fellows. 
All  fit  to  maie  a  Patagopian  jealous. 


Juan  was  none  of  these,  hut  slight  and  slim. 
Blushing  and  beardless ;  and  yet  nevertheless 
There  was  a  something  in  his  turn  of  limb, 
And  still  more  in  his  eye,  which  seem*d  to 

express. 
That  though  he  look*d  one  of  the  Seraphim, 
There  lurk'd  a  Man  beneath  theSpirit's dress. 
Besides,  the  Empress  sometimes  liked  a  boy. 
And  had  just  buried  the  fair-faced  Lanskoi. 


No  wonder  then  that  YermolofiTor  Momonofi*, 

Or  ScherbatoiT,  or  any  other  off 

Or  on,  might  dread  her  Majesty  had  not 

room  enough 
Within  her  bosom  (which  was  not  too  tough) 
For  a  new  flame ;  a  thought  to  cast  of  gloom 

enough 
Along  the  aspect,  whether  smooth  or  rcmgh. 
Of  him  who,  in  the  language  of  his  station, 
Then  held  that  ''high  official  situation.'' 


Oh,  gentle  ladies!  should  you  seek  to  know 
The  import  of  this  diplomatic  phrase. 
Bid  Ireland's  Londonderry's  Marquess  show 
His  parts  of  speech;  and,  in  the  strange 

displays 
Of  that  odd  string  of  words,  all  in  a  row. 
Which  none  divine,  and  eveiy  one  obeys. 
Perhaps  you  may  pick  out  some  queer  no- 
meaning. 
Of    that   weak   wordy    harvest   the  sole 

gleaning. 


I  think  I  can  explain  myself  without 
That  sad  inexplicable  beast  of  prey- 
That  sphinx,  whose  words  would  ever  be 

a  doubt. 
Did  not  his  deeds  unriddle  them  each  day— 
That  monstrous  Hieroglyphic— that  long 

Spout 
Of  blood  and  water,  leaden  Castlereagh ! 
And  here  I  must  an  anecdote  relate. 
But  luckily  of  no  great  length  or  weight. 


An  English  lady  ask'd  of  an  Italian, 
What  were  the  actual  and  official  duties 
Of  the  strange  thing,  some  women  set 

value  on. 


Which    hovers    oft    about   some   married 

beauties. 

Called ''Cavalier  Servente?"— a  I^gmalion 

Whose  statues  warm  (I  fear,  alas !  too  true 

'tis) 

Beneatli  his  art.  The  dame,  press'd  to  dis- 
close them. 

Said— *'Lady,  I  beseedi  you  to  suppose  tkem" 


And  thus  I  supplicate  your  supposition. 
And  mildest,  matron -like  interpretation 
Of  the  imperial  favourite's  condition. 
'Twas  a  high  place,  the  highest  in  the  nation 
In  fact,  if  not  in  rank ;  and  the  suspicion 
Of  any  one's  attaining  to  his  station. 
No  doubt  gave  pain,  where  each  new  pair 

of  shoulders. 
If  rather  broad,  made  stocks  rise  and  their 

holders. 


Juan,  I  said,  was  a  most  beauteous  boy. 
And  had  retain'd  his  boybh  look  beyond 
The  usual  hirsute  seasons  which  destroy. 
With  beards  and  whiskers  and  the  like,  the 

fond 
Parisian  aspect  which  upset  old  Troy 
And  founded  Doctor's  Commons:— I   have 

conn'd 
The  history  of  divorces,   which,   though 

chequer'd. 
Calls  Ilion's  the  first  damages  on  record. 


And  Catherine,  who  loved  all  things  (save 

her  lord, 
Who  was  gone  to  his  place)  and  pass'd  for 

mnch. 
Admiring  those  (by  dainty  dames  abhorr'd) 
Gigantic  gentlemen,  yet  had  a  touch 
Of  sentiment;  and  he  she  most  adored 
Was  the  lamented  Lanskoi,  who  was  such 
A  lover  as  had  cost  her  many  a  tear. 
And  yet  but  made  a  middling  grenadier. 


Oh,  thou  "teterrima  causa  "  of  all  "belli !  "— 
Thou  gate  of  life  and  death!— thou  non- 
descript ! 
Whence  is  our  exit  and  our  entrance, — well  I 
May  pause  in  pondering  how  all  souls  are 

dipt 
In  thy  perennial  fountain: — how  man  fcU^  1 
Know  not,  since  Knowledge  saw  her  branch- 
es stript 
Of  her  first  fruit;  but  how  he  falls  and  rises 
Since,  T^on  hast  settled  beyond  all  surmises. 


Some  call  thee  ''the  worse  cause  of  war,"" 

but  I 
Maintain  thou  art  tlic  heat:  for,  after  all, 
From  thee  we  come,  to  thee  wc  go ;  and  why 
To  get  at  thee  not  batter  down  a  wall. 
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flte  a  world  f  Since  no  one  can  den j 
doflt  repleniah  urorlds  both  great  and 

small: 
or  without  thee,  all  things  at  a  stand 
r  would  be,  thou  sea  of  life's  dry  land ! 


-inc,  who  was  the  grand  epitome 
t  great  cause  of  war,  or  peace,  or  what 
ease  (it  causes  all  the  things  which  be, 
may  take  your  choice  of  this  or  that)  - 
rine,  I  say,  was  very  glad  to  see 
indsome  herald,  on  whose  plumage  sat 
▼ ;  and,  pausing  as  she  saw  him  kneel 
his  despatch,  forgot  to  break  the  seal. 


recollecting  the  whole  Empress,  nor 
tting  quite  the  woman  (which  com- 
posed 
1st  three  parts  of  tiiis  great  whole) 

she  tore 
itter  open  with  an  air  which  posed 
»urt,  that  watched  each  look  her  visage 

wore, 
a  royal  smile  at  length  disclosed 
leather  for  the  day.    Though  rather 

spacious, 
ice  was  noble,  her  eyes  fine,  mouth 

gracious. 


joy  was  hers,  or  rather  joys ;  tlie  first 
I  ta^en  city,  thirty  thousand  >'lain. 
and  triumph  o^er  her  aspect  burst, 
East-Indian  sunrise  on  the  main, 
quenched  a  moment  her  ambition's 

thirst — 
lb  deserts  drink  in  Summer's  rain : 
n ! — As  fall  the  dews  on  quenchless 

sands, 
only  serves  to  wash  Ambition's  hands! 


ext  amusement  was  more  fancifnl ; 
miled   at  mad  Suwarrow's   rhymes, 

who  threw 
Russian  couplet,  rather  dull, 
rholc  gazette  of  thousands  whom  he 

slew. 
Iiird  was  feminine  enough  to  annul 
tiudder  which  runs  naturally  through 
eins,  when  things  calPd  Sovereigns 

think  it  best 
11,  and  Generals  turn  it  into  jest. 


wo   first  feelings   ran    their  course 

complete, 
ghted  first  her  eye  and  then  her  mouth : 
rhole  court  look'd  immediately  most 

•  sweet, 
flowers   well    watered   after  a   long 

drought : 
hen  on  the  lieutenant  at  her  feet 


Her  Smcsty,  who  liked  to  gaze  on  youth 
Almost  as  much  as  on  a  new  despatch. 
Glanced  mildly,  all  the  world  was  on  the 

watch. 


Thongh  somewhat    large,  exuberant,  and 

tnicnient. 
When  wroth;  while  pleased,  she  was  as  fine 

a  figure 
As  those  who  like  things  rosy,  ripe,  and 

succulent. 
Would  wish  to  look  on,  while  they  are  in 

vigour. 
She  could  repay  each  amatory  look  you  fent 
With  interest,  and  in  turn  was  wont  with 

rigour 
To  exact  of  Cupid's  bills  the  full  amount 
At  sight,  nor  would  permit  you  to  discount. 


With  her  the  latter,  though  at  timet  con- 
venient. 

Was  not  so  necessary ;  for  they  tell 

That  she  was  handsome,  and,  though  fierce, 

looted  lenient, 

And  always  used  her  favourites  too  well. 

If  once  beyond  her  boudoir's  precincts  in 

ye  went. 

Your  '-fortune"  was  in  a  fair  way '^to swell 

A  man,"  as  Giles   says;  for,  though   she 

would  widow  all 

N'ations,  she  liked  man  as  an  individual. 


What  a  strange  thing  is  man !  and  what  a 

stranger 
Is  woman  !  What  a  whirlwind  is  her  head. 
And  what  a  whirlpool  full  of  depth  and 

danger 
Is  all  the  rest  about  her!  Whether  wed. 
Or  widow,  maid  or  mother,  she  can  change 

her 
Mind  like  the  wind ;  whatever  she  has  said 
Or  done,  is  li^ht  to  what  she'll  say  or  do ; — 
The  oldest  thing  on  record,  and  yet  new ! 


Oh,  CatherfaM!  ffor  of  all  inteijections 
To  thee  both  oh)  and  ah!  belong  of  right 
In  love  and  war)  how  odd  arc  the  connexions 
Of  human  thoughts,  which  jostle  in  their 

flight ! 
Just  now  your^$  were  cut  out  in  different 

sections : 
Firtt,  Ismail's  capture  caught  your  fancy 

quite; 
IS  ext,  of  new  knights,  the  fresh  and  glorious 

hatch ; 
And,    thirdfy,   he    who    brought   you   the 

despatch! 


Shakespeare  talks  of  ^Hho  herald  Mercury 
New  lighted  on  a  Ueaven-kistlng  hill;" 
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And  tome  tnch  yislons  croii'd  her  Mijetty, 
While  her  jromig  herald  knelt  before  her 

still. 
Tig  very  true  the  hill  seemM  rather  high 
For  a  lieutenant  to  climb  up ;  but  skill 
Smoothed  even  the  Simplon's  steep,  and,  by 

God's  blessing, 
With    youth   and   health  all    kisses    are 

^Heaven4u8sing.^ 
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Her  Majesty  lookM  down,  the  youth  lookM 

up — 
And  so  they  fell  in  love ;—  she  with  his  face, 
His  grace,  his  God  -knows-what :  for  Cupid's 

cup 
With  the  first  draught  intoxicates  apace, 
A  quintessential  laudanum  or  "blafck  drop," 
Which  makes  one  drunk  at  once,  without 

the  base 
Expedient  of  full  bumpers;  for  the  eye 
In  love  drinks  all  life's  fountains  (save 

tears)  dry. 

He,  on  the  other  hand,  if  not  in  love, 
Fell  into  that  no  less  imperious  passion. 
Self-love — which,  when  some  sort  of  thing 

above 
Ourselves,  a  singer,  dancer,  much  in  fashion, 
Or  duchess,  princess,  empress,  ^^deigns  to 

prove  " 
(Tis Pope's  phrase)  a  great  lonnng,  though 

a  rash  one, 
For  one  especial  person  out  of  many. 
Makes  us  believe  ourselves  as  good  as  any. 


Besides,  he  was  of  that  delighted  age 
Which  makes  all  female  ages  equal —when 
We  don't  much  care  with  whom  we  nuiy 

engage. 
As  bold  as  Daniel  in  the  Lion's  den. 
So  that  we  can  our  native  sun  assuage 
In  the  next  ocean,  which  may  flow  just  then. 
To  make  a  twilight  in— just  as  Sol's  heat  b 
Quench'd  in  the  lap  of  the  salt  Sea,  or  Thetis. 


And  Catherine  (wo  must  say  Ass  much  for 

Catherine) 
Though  bold  and  bloody,  was  the  kind  of 

thing 
Whose  temporary  passion  was  quite  flat- 
tering, 
Because  each  lover  look'd  a  sort  of  king. 
Made  up  upon  an  amatory  pattern— 
A  royal  husband  in  all  save  the  ring— 
Which,  being  the  damn'dest  part  of  ma- 
trimony, 
Seem'd  taking  out  the  sting  to  leave  the 

honey. 

And  when  you  add  to  this,  her  womanhood 
In  its  meridian,  her  blue  eyes,  or  grey— ^ 


rrhe  last,if  they  have  soul,are  quite  as  good, 
Or  better,  as  die  best  examples  say : 
Napoleon's,  -Mary's   (Queen   of  Scotland) 

should 
Lend  to  that  colour  a  transcendant  ray; 
And  Pallas  also  sanctions  the  same  hue— 
Too  wise  to  look  through  optics  black  or 

blue)- 


Her  sweet  smile,  and  her  then  majestic  figure. 
Her  plumpness,  her  imperial  condescension. 
Her  preference  of  a  boy  to  men  much  bigger 
(Fellows    whom    Messalina's    self  would 

pension) , 
Her  prime  of  life,  just  now  in  juicy  vigour. 
With    other    extrat,   which   we   need  not 

mention, — 
All  these,  or  any  one  of  these,  explain 
Enough  to  make  a  stripling  very  vain. 


And  that's  enough,  for  love  is  vanity. 
Selfish  in  its  beginning  as  its  end. 
Except  where  'tis  a  mere  insanity, 
A  maddening  spirit  which  would  strive  to 

blend 
Itself  with  beaut's  frail  inanity. 
On  which  the  passion's  self  seems  to  depend : 
And  hence  some  heathenish  philosophers 
Make  Love  the  main-spring  of  the  universe. 


Besides  Platonic  love,  besides  the  love 

Of  God,  the  love  of  sentiment,  the  loving 

Of  faithful  pairs — (I   needs  must   rhyme 

with  dove. 

That  good  old   steam-boat   which   keeps 

verses  moving 

'Gainst  reason — reason  ne'er  was  hand-and- 

glove 

With  rhyme,  but  always  leant  less  to  im- 
proving 

The  sound  than  sense)— besides  all  these 

pretences 

To  love,  there  are  those  things  which  worda 

name  Senses; 


Those  movements,  those  improvements  in 

our  bodies. 
Which  make  all  bodies  anxious  to  get  out 
Of  their  own  sand-pits  to  mix  with  a  goddess. 
For  such  all  women  are  at  first  no  doubt. 
How  beautiful  that  moment !  and  how  odd  is 
That  fever  which  precedes  the  languid  rout 
Of  our  sensations  !  What  a  curious  way 
The  whole  thing  is  of  clothing  souls  in  clay ! 

The  noblest  kind  of  love  is  love  Platonical, 
To  end  or  to  be-giir  with ;  the  next  grand 
Is    that    which  may   be    christen'd    love 

canonical. 
Because  the  clergy  take  the  thing  in  hand  { 
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lird  sort,  to  be  noted  in  onr  chronicle 
irisliiDg  in  every  Christian  land, 
en  chaste  matrons  to  their  other  ties 
irhat   may    be    caird  Marriage   in 

diaguiae. 


we  won't  analyze — our  story  ranst 
»r  itself :  the  Sovereign  was  smitten, 
anch  flattered  by  her  love,  or  last;— 
ot  stop  to  alter  words  once  written, 
le  two  arc  so  mixM  with  haman  dnst, 
le  who  names  tme,  both  perchance  may 

hit  on : 
snch  matters  Russians  mighty  Empress 
ed  no  better  than  a  commonSempstress. 


irhole  coart   melted  into   one  wide 

whisper, 
11  lips  were  applied  unto  all  ears ! 
elder  ladies'   wrinkles  cnrPd  much 

crispcr 
y  beheld ;  the  younger  cast  some  leers 
e  another,  and  each  lovely  lisper 
1  as  she  talk'd  the  matter  o'er;  but 

tears 
alship  rose  in  each  clouded  eye 
.  the  standing  army  who  stood  by. 


e  ambassadors  of  all  the  powers 
*ed,  Who  was  this  very  new  young  man, 
iromised  to  be  great  in  some  few  hours? 
Ii  is  full  soon  (thou^  life  is  but  a 

span), 
ly  they  beheld  the  silver  showers 
bles  rain,  as  fast  as  specie  can, 
his  cabinet,  besides  the  presents 
sveral    ribbons   and   some  thousand 

peasants. 


rine  was  generous, — all  such  ladies 

are: 

that  great  opener  of  the  heart  and  all 

rays  that  lead  there,  be  they  near  or  far, 

$,  below,  by  turnpikes  great  or  small, — 

-(though  she  had  a  cursed  taste  for 

war, 
ras  not  the  best  wife,  unless  we  call 
Clytenmestra ;    though  perhaps  tis 

better 
one  should  die,  than  two  drag  on  the 

fetter)— 


had  made  Catherine  make  each  lover's 

fortune, 
e  our  own  half-chaste  Elizabeth, 
e  avarice  all  disbursements  did  im- 
portune, 
tory,  the  grand  liar,  ever  saith 
truth;  and  though  Grief  her  old  age 

might  shorten. 


Because  she  put  a  favourite  to  death. 
Her  vile,  ambiguous  method  of  flirtation. 
And  stinginess,  disgrace  her  sex  and  station. 


But  when  the  levee  rose,  and  all  was  bustle 
In  the  dissolving  circle,  all  the  nations' 
Ambassadors  began  as  'twere  to  hustle 
Round  the  young  man  with  their  congra- 
tulations. 
Also  the  softer  silks  were  heard  to  rustic 
Of  gentle  dames,  among  whose  recreations 
It  is  to  speculate  on  handsome  faces. 
Especially  when  such  lead  to  high  places. 


Juan,  who  found  himself,  he  knew  not  how, 
A  general  object  of  attention,  made 
His  answers  with  a  very  graceful  bow. 
As  if  bom  for  the  ministerial  trade. 
Though  modest,  on  his  unembarrass'd  brow 
Nature  had  written  '^gentleman."    He  Sftid 
Little,  but  to  the  purpose;  and  his  manner 
Flung  hovering  (iraces  o'er  him  like  a 

banner. 


An  order  from  her  Majesty  consign'd 
Our  young  lieutenant  to  the  genial  care 
Of  those  in  office:  all  the  world  look'd  kind 
(As  it  will  look  sometimes  with  the  first 

stare. 
Which  Youth  would  not  act  ill  to  keep  in 

mind) ; 
As  also  did  Mis  Protasoff  then  there. 
Named,  from  her  mystic   office,  TEpron- 

Teuse," 
A  term  inexplicable  to  the  Muse. 


With  her  then,  as  in  humble  duty  bound, 
Juan  retired,— and  so  will  I,  until 
My  Pegasus  shall  tire  of  touching  ground. 
We  have  just  lit  on  a  '^Heaven-kissing  hill," 
So  loftr  that  I  feel  my  brain  turn  round, 
And  all  my  fancies  whirling  like  a  mill ; 
Which  is  a  signal  to  my  nerves  and  brain, 
To  take  a  ^uiet  ride  in  some  green  lane. 


CANTO    X. 

WsBf  Newton  saw  an  apple  fall,  he  found 
In  that  slight  stortle  from  his  contem  plation— 
Tis  taid  (for  111  not  answer  above  ground 
For  any  sage's  creed  or  calculation^-— 
A  mode  of  proving  that  the  earth  tom'd 

round 
In  a  most  natoral  whirl,caird  '^Gravitation;" 
And  this    is   the  sole  mortal  who  could 

grapple. 
Since  Adam,  with  a  fall,  or  with  an  apple. 
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Man  fell  with  applef,  and  with  applet  TOfe, 
If  thii  be  tme;  for  we  mast  deem  the  mode 
In  which  Sir  Isaac  Newton  conld  disclose, 
Through  the  then  nnpared  stars,  the  turn- 
pike road, 
A  thing  to  counterbalance  human  woes ; 
For,  ever  since,  immortal  man  hath  glowM 
WiUi  all  kinds  of  mechanics,  and  fnll  soon 
Steam-engines  will  conduct  him  to  the  moon. 

And  wherefore  this  exordium? — Why,  just 

now 
In  taking  up  this  paltry  sheet  of  paper. 
My  bosom  underwent  a  glorious  glow. 
And  my  internal  Spirit  cut  a  caper : 
And  though  so  much  inferior,  as  I  know, 
To  those  who,   by  the  dint  of  glass  and 

vapour, 
DiscoYor  stars,  and  sail  in  the  wind's  eye, 
I  wish  to  do  as  much  by  Poesy. 


In  the  wind's  eye  I  have  sail'd,  and  sail; 

but  for 
The  stars,  I  own  my  telescope  is  dim ; 
But  at  the  least  I  have  shunn'd  the  common 

shore. 
And,  leaving  land  far  out  of  sight,  would 

skim 
The  ocean  of  Eternity,  the  roar 
Of  breakers  has  not  daunted  my  slight,  trim. 
But  sU'U  sea-worthy  skilT;  and  she  may  float 
Where  ships  have  founder'd,  as  doth  many 

a  boat. 


We  left  our  hero,  Juan,  in  tlie  bloom 
Of  favouritism,  but  not  yet  in  the  blush  ;^ 
And  far  be  it  from  my  Muses  to  presume 
(For  I  have  more  than  one  Muse  at  a  push) 
To  follow  him  beyond  the  drawin|!^-room : 
It  is  enough  that  fortune  found  him  flush 
Of  youth,  and  vigour,  beauty,  and  those 

things 
Which  for  an  instant  clip  Enjoyment's  wings. 


Bat  foon  they  grow  again  and  leave  their 

nest. 
««Oh!"saith  thePsalmist,  ''that  I  had  a  dove's 
Pinions,  to  flee  awav  and  be  at  rest ! " 
And  who,  that  recollects  young  years  and 

loves, — 
Though  hoary  now,  and  with  a  withering 

breast. 
And  palsied  fancy,  which  no  longer  roves 
Beyond  its  dimm'd  eye's  sphere, — but  would 

much  rather 
Sigh  like  his  son,   than   cough   like  his 

grandfather  f 

But  sighs  subside,  and  tears  feven  widows') 

shrink, 


So  narrow  as  to  shame  their  wintry  brink. 
Which    threatens    inundalions    deep    and 

yellow!         * 
Such  difference  doth  a  few  months  make. 

You'd  think 
Grief  a  rich  field  which  never  would  lie 

fallow ; 
No  more  it  doth,  its  ploughs  but  change 

their  buys. 
Who  farrow  some  new  soil  to  sow  for  joys. 

But  coughs  will  come  when  sighs  depart— 

and  now 
And  then  before  sighs  cease;  for  oft  the  one 
Will  bring  the  other,  ere  the  lake-like  brow 
Is  ruffled  by  a  wrinkle,  or  the  sun 
Of  life  reach'd  ten  o'clock:  and,  while  a 

glow. 
Hectic  and  brief  as  summer's  day  nigh  done, 
O'erspreads  the  cheek  which  seems  too  pure 

for  clay, 
Thousands   blaze,    love,    hope,    die— how 

happy  they!  — 

But  Juan  was  not  meant  to  die  so  soon. 
We  left  him  in  the  focus  of  such  glory 
As  may  be  won  by  favour  of  the  Moon 
Or  ladies'  fancies — rather  transitory 
Perhaps ;  but  who  would  scorn  the  month 

of  June, 
Because  December,  with  his  breath  so  hoary. 
Must  come  ?  Much  rather  should  he  court 

the  ray. 
To  hoard  up  warmth  against  a  wintry  day. 

Besides,  he  had  some  qualities  which  ^x 
Middle-aged  ladies  even  more  than  young: 
The  former  know  what's  what;  while  new- 
fledged  chicks 
Know  little  more  of  love  than  what  is  snng 
In  rhymes,  or  dream'd  (for  fancy  will  play 

tricks) 
In  visions  of  thoae  tkies  from  whence  Love 

sprung. 
Some  reckon  women  by  their  suns  or  years — 
I  rather  think  the  moon  should  date  tlic  dears. 


And  why?  because  she's  changeable  and 

chaste. 
I  know  no  other  reason,  whatsoe'er 
Suspicious  people,  who  find  fault  in  haste. 
May  choose  to  tax  me  with ;  which  is  not  fair. 
Nor  flattering  to    ''their  temper  or  their 

taste," 
As  my  friend  Jeffery  writes  with  such  an  air. 
However,  I  forgive  him,  and  I  trust 
He  will  forgive  himself ;- if  not,  I  must. 

Old  enemies  who  have  become  new  friends 


Like  Amo,  in  the  sununer,  to  a  shallow,    I  Should  so  continue— 'tis  a  point  of  honour; 
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know  nothing  whieh  conld  Diake 

amends 
'etnm  to  hatred:  I  would  shun  her 
irlick,  howsoeTcr  she  extends 
ndred  arms  and  legs,  and  fain  out- 
run her. 
nee,  new  wires,  become  our  bitterett 

foes- 
ted  foes  should  scorn  to  join  with 

those. 


ere  the  worst  desertion :  renegadoes, 

infflingSouthej-  that  incarnate  lie— 

scarcely   join   again    the  *^refor- 

madoes,** 
he  forsook  to  fill  theLaureate^s  sty: 
nest  men,  from  Iceland  to  Barbadoes, 
er  in  Caledon  or  Italy, 
not  Teer  round  with  every  breath, 

nor  seize, 
n,  the  moment  when  you  cease  to 

please. 


iryer  and  the  critic  but  behold 
iser  sides  of  literature  and  life, 
Dught   remains   unseen,    but  much 

untold, 
se  who  sconr  those  double  vales  of 

strife, 
common  men  ^ow  ignonuitly  old, 
ryer's  brief  is  like  the  surgeon^s  knife, 
ing  the  whole  inside  of  a  question, 
ith  it  all  the  process  of  digestion. 


I  broomV  a  moral  chimney-sweeper, 
it^s  the  reason  he  himselPs  so  dirty; 
dless  soot  bestows  a  tint  far  deeper 
An  be  hid  by  altering  his  shirt;  he 
I  the  sable  stains  of  the  dark  creeper — 
t  some  twenty-nine  do  out  of  thirty, 
their  habits:— Not  so  you,  I  own ; 
lar  wore  his  robe  you  wear  your  gown. 


1  our  little  fends,  at  least  all  mine, 
effery,  once  my  most  redoubted  foe 
r  as  rhyme  and  criticism  combine 
ke  such  puppets  of  us  things  below), 
er.    Here*s  a  health  to  "Anld  Lang 

Syne!" 
>t  know  yon,  and  may  never  know 
ice, — ^but  you  have  acted  on  the  whole 
obly,  and  I  own  it  from  my  soul. 


hen  I  use  the  phrase  of  *'Auld  Lang 

Syne!'* 
i>t  addressed  to  yon — the  more*s  the 

pity 
9,  for  I  would  rather  take  my  wine 
roa,  than  aught  (save  Scott)  in  your 

proud  city. 


But  fomehow, — ^It  may  seem  a  schoolboy** 

whine. 
And  yet  I  seek  not  to  be  grand  nor  witty. 
But  I  am  half  a  Scot  by  birth,   and  bred 
A  whole  one,and  my  heart  flies  to  my  head,  — 


As  **Anld  Lang  Syne**  brings  Scotland, ona 

and  all, 
Scotch  plaids,  Scotch  snoods,  the  bine  hills, 

and  clear  streams. 
The  Dee,  the  Don,  BaIgoanie*s  Brig's  Madt 

wall, 
All  my  boy-feelinga,  all  my  gentler  dreamt 
Of  what  I  then  dreamt,  clothed  in  their 

own  pall, 
Like  Banqno*s  offspring;— floating  past  me 

seems 
My  childhood  in  this  childishness  of  mine: 
I  care  not— 'tis  a  glimpse  of  *'Aiild  Lang 

Syne.**      \ 


And  though,  as  yon  remember,  in  a  fit 
Of  wrath  and  ihyme,  when  juvenile  and 

curly, 
I  rail'd  at  Scots  to  show  my  wrath  and  wit. 
Which  must  be  own'd  was  sensitive  and 

surly, 
Tet  'tis  in  vain  such  sallies  to  permit— 
They  cannot  quench  young  feelings  fresh 

and  early : 
I  ^BeoteVdy  not  kilPd,"  the  Scotchman  in 

my  blood. 
And  love  the  land  of  ^^onntain  and  of 

flood.** 


Don  Juan,  who  was  real  or  ideal,— 

For  both  are  much  the  same ,   since  what 

men  think 
Exists  when  the  once  thinkers  are  less  real 
Than  what  they  thought,   for  mind  can 

never  sink. 
And  'gainst  the  body  makes  a  strong  appeal ; 
And  yet  'tis  very  puzzling  on  the  brink 
Of  what  is  caird  Etemi^,  to  stare. 
And  know  no  more  of  what  is  here,  than 

there: — 


Don  Juan  grew  a  very  polish'd  Russian— 
How  we  won't  mention,  why  we  need  not  say  : 
Few  youthful  minds  can  stand  the  strong 

concussion 
Of  any  slight  temptation  in  their  way ; 
But  At«  just  now  were  spread  as  is  a  cushion 
Smoothed  for  a  monarch's  seat  of  honour: 

Damsels,  and  dances,  revels,  ready  money. 
Made  ice  seem  Paradise,  and  winter  sunny. 


The  fiivour  of  the  Empress  was  agreeable ; 
And,  tiiough  the  duty  waz'd  a  liUle  hard. 
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Young  people  at  his  time  of  life  tboiild  be 

able 
To  come  off  handsomely  in  that  regard. 
He  now  was  growing  up  like  a  green  tree,able 
For  loTe,  war,  or  ambition,  which  reward 
Their  luckier  votaries,  till  old  age's  tedinm 
Make  some  prefer  the  circulating  medium. 


About  this  time,  as  might  have  been  anti- 
cipated. 
Seduced  by  youth  and  dangerous  examples, 
Don  Juan  grew,  I  fear,  a  little  dissipated; 
Which  is  a  sad  thing,  and  not  only  tramples 
On  our  fresh  feelings,  but— as  being  parti- 
cipated 
With  all  kinds  of  incorrigible  samples 
Of  frail  humanity — must  make  us  selfish. 
And  shut  our  aonls  up  in  us  like  a  shell-fish. 


This  we  pass  orer.    We  will  also  pass 
The  usual  progress  of  intrigues  between 
Unequal  matches,  such  as  are,  alas! 
A  young  lieutenant's  with  a  not  old  Queen, 
But  one  who  is  not  so  youthful  as  she  was 
In  all  the  royalty  of  sweet  serenteen. 
Sovereigns  may   sway  materials,  but  not 

matter. 
And  wrinkles  (the  damned  democrats)  won't 

flatter. 


And  I>eatli,the  sovereigns' SoTereign,thongh 

the  great 
Gracchus  of  all  mortality,  who  levels 
With  his  Jgrarian  laws,  the  high  estate 
Of  him  who  feasts,  and  fights,  and  roars, 

and  revels. 
To  one  tmall  grass -grown  patch  (which 

must  await 
Corruption  for  its  crop)  with  the  poor  devili 
Who  never  had  a  foot  of  land  till  now,— 
Death's  a  reformer,  all  men  must  allow. 


He  lived  (not  Death,  but  Juan)  in  a  bury 
Of  Waste,  and  haste,  and  glare,  and  gloss, 

and  glitter. 
In  this  gay  clime  of  bear-skins  black  and 

furry— 
Which  (though  I  hate  to  say  a  thing  that's 

bitter) 
Peep  out  sometimes ,  when  things  are  in  a 

flurry. 
Through  all  the<'purpleand  fine  linen,"  fitter 
For  Babylon's  than  Russia's  royal  harlot— 
And  neutraliae  her  outward  show  of  scarlet. 


And  this  same  state  we  won't  describe:  we 

could 
Perhaps  from  hearsay ,or  from  recollection ; 
But  getting  nigh  grim  Dante's  ^'obscure 

wood,"  I 


That  horrid  equinox ,  that  hateful  section 
Of  human  years,  that  half- way  house,  that 

rude  % 

Hut,  whence  wise  travellers  drive   with 

circumspection 
Life's  sad  post-horses  o>r  the  dreary  frontier 
Of  age,  and,  looking  back  to  youth,  give 

one  tear; — 


I  won't  describe  ^that  is,  if  I  can  help 
Description ;  and  I  won't  reflect — that  is. 
Iff  can  stave  off  thought,  which— as  a  whelp 
Clings  to  its  teat — sticks  to  me  through  the 

abyss 
Of  this  odd  labyrinth ;  or  as  the  kelp 
Holds  by  tlie  rock ;  or  as  a  lover's  kiss 
Drains  its  first  draught  of  lips:— but,  ai 

I  said, 
1  woi^t  philosophize,  and  vnll  be  read. 


Juan,iiistead  of  courting  conrts,was  courted, 
A  thing  which  happens  rarely :  this  he  owed 
Much  to  his  youth,  and  much  to  his  reported 
Valour ;  much  also  to  the  blood  he  show'd. 
Like  a  race-horse;  much  to  each  dress  he 

sported. 
Which  set  the  beauty  off  in  which  he  glow'd. 
As  purple  clouds  befringe  the  sun ;  but  most 
He  owed  to  an  old  wooian  and  his  post. 


He  wrote  to  Spain: — and  all    his  near 

relations. 
Perceiving  he  was  in  a  handsome  way 
Of  getting  on  himself,  and  finding  stations 
For  consins  also,  answer'd  the  same  day. 
Several  prepared  themselves  for  emigrations; 
And,  eating  ices,  were  o'erheard  to  say. 
That  with  the  additions  of  a  slight  pelisse, 
Aladrid's    and  Moscow's   climes  were   of 

a-piece. 


His  mother.  Donna  Inez,  finding  too 
That  in  the  lien  of  drawing  on  his  banker. 
Where  his  assets  were  waxing  rather  few. 
He  had  brought  his  spending  to  a  handsome 

anchor, — 
Replied,  **that  she  was  glad  to  see  him 

throngh 
Those  pleasures  after  which  wild  youth  will 

hanker ; 
As  the  sole  sign  of  man's  being  in  his  senses 
Is,  learning  to  reduce  hla  past  ezpcnsee. 


<'She  also  recommended  him  to  God, 
And  no  less  to  God's  Son,  as  well  as  Mother, 
Wam'd  him  against  Greek-worship,  which 

looks  odd 
In  Catholic  eyes ;  but  told  him  too  to  smother 
Outward  dislike,  which  don't  look  well 

abroad: 
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InfbrmM  him  that  he  had  a  little  brother 
Bom  in  a  second  wedlock  ;  and  aboTO 
Ail,  if  raided  the  Empreif**  nuUemal  Ioto. 


i* 


Siie  conld  not  too  much  giTe  her  appro- 
bation 
l^nto  an  EmpreM,  who  preferrM  young  men 
Whoee  age,    and,  what  wa«  better  ftiii, 

whoae  nation 
And  climate,  itoppM  all  scandal  (now  and 

then) ! — 
At  home  it  might  have  given  her  aome 

yexation ; 
Bat  where  thermometers  sunk  down  to  ten, 
Or  live,  or  one,  or  xero,  she  could  never 
Believe  that  virtue  thawM  before  the  river.** 


Oh  for  m,f9rtif-par$on-pow€r  to  chaunt 
Thy  praise.  Hypocrisy!  Oh  for  a  hynm 
Loud  as  the  virtues  thou  dost  loudly  vaunt, 
Not  practise !  Oh  for  trumps  of  cherubim ! 
Or  die  ear-trumpet  of  my  good  old  aunt, 
Who,thongh  her  spectacles  at  last  grew  dim, 
Drew  quiet  consolation  through  its  hint. 
When  she  no  more  could  read  the  pious  print. 


She  was  no  hypocrite,  at  least,  poor  soul ! 
But  went  to  Heaven  in  as  sincere  a  way 
As  any  body  on  the  Elected  Roll, 
Which  portions  out  upon  the  judgment-day 
Ueaven^s  freeholds,  in  a  sort  of  doomsday 

scroll. 
Such  as  the  conqueror  William  did  repay 
His  knights  with,  lotting  other*s  properties 
Into  some  sixty  thousand  new  knights'  fees. 


I  canH  eomplain,  whose  ancestors  ne  there, 
Emeis,  Radu  I  phus —eight-and-forty  manors 
(if  that  my  memory  doth  not  greatly  err) 
Were  their  reward   for  following  Billy's 

baMiers ; 
And,   though  I  cant;  Mip  Ainking  twas 

•cuce  fair 
To  atrip  the  SaxOM  of  tiieir  kydei,  like 

tanners, 
Tot   as  they  founded  churches  with  the 

produce, 
Toa*II  deem,  no  doubt,  they  put  it  to  a 

good  use. 


The  gentle  Jnan  lloiirish*d,  though  at  times 
He  felt  like  other  plants — calPa  sensitive. 
Which  shrink  from  touch,  as  monarchs  do 

from  rhymes. 
Save  anch  as  Southey  can  afford  to  give. 
Perfaapa  he  long'd,  in  bitter  frosto,   for 

climes 
la  which  the  Neya's  ice  would  cease  to  live 
Before  Mayday :  perhaps,  despite  his  duty, 
la  royttltyi  vast  arms  he  sigh'd  for  beauty: 


Perfaapt,— but,  tons  perhaps,  we  need  not 

seek 
For  causes  young  or  old :  the  canker-worm 
Will  feed  upon  the  fairest,  freshest  cheek, 
As  well  as  further  drain  the  witlicr'd  form : 
Care,  like  a  house-keeper,  brings  every  week 
His  bills  in,  and,  however  we  may  storm. 
They   must    he    paid:  though    six    days 

smoothly  run. 
The  seventh  will  bring  blue  devils  or  a  dun. 


I  donHknow  how  it  was,  but  he  grew  sick : 
The  Empress  was  alarm'd,  and  her  physician 
(The  same  who  physickM  Peter)  found  the 

tick 
Of  his  fierce  pulse  betoken  a  condition 
Which  augur'd  of  the  dead,  however  ^tu'db 
Itself,  and  show'd  a  feverish  dis^ition ; 
At  which  the  whole  court  was  elCitremely 

troubled. 
The  Sovereign  shocVd,  and  all  his  raedidaes 

doubled. 


Low    were  the    whispers,    manifold    the 

rumours : 

Some  said  he  had  been  poisonM  byPotemkin; 

Others  talk'd  learnedly  of  certain  tumours, 

Exhaustion,  or  disorders  of  the  same  kin; 

Some  said  Hwas  a  concoction  of  the  humours. 

Which  with  the  blood  too  readily  will  claim 

kin; 

Others  again  were  ready  to  maintain, 
rTwas  only  the  fatigue  of  last  campaign.'' 


u 


But  here  is  one  prescription  out  of  many : 
^^Sode-Snlphat.  3.  vi.  3.  s.  Manne  optim. 
Aq.  fervent.  F.  3.  iss.  3ij.  tinct.  Scnnae 
Haustus."  (And  here  the  surgeon  carae  and 

cupp'd  him) 
"R.  Pulv.  Com.  gr.  iii.  Ipecacnanhs" 
(With  more  beside  if  Juan  had  not  stopped 

'em.) 
^^Bolus  PotasssB  Sniphuret.  sumendus, 
Et  haustus  ter  in  die  capiendus." 


This  is  the  way  physicians  mend  or  end  us, 
Secundum  artem :  but  although  we  sneer 
In  health—when  ill,we  call  them  to  attend  us, 
Without  the  least  propensity  to  jeer: 
While  that  ^^hiatus  maxime  deflendus," 
To  be  fiU'd  up  by  spade  or  mattock,  's  near. 
Instead  of  gliding  graciously  down  Lethe, 
We  tease  mild  Bail  lie ,  or  soft  Abemethy. 


Juan  demnrr'd  at  this  first  notice  to 
Quit;  and,  though  death  had  threaten'dan 

ejection. 
His  youth  and  constitution  bore  him  through. 
And  sent  the  doctors  in  a  new  direction. 
But  still  his  state  was  delicate:  the  hue 
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Orhcalth  batfllckerM  with  a  Mnt  reflection 
Alone  liii  watted  cheeky  and  «eem*d  to  fi^ravel 
The  Facnltj— who  taid  that  he  most  traTel. 


The  climate  wae  too  cold ,  thej  taid ,  for 

him, 
Meridian-bom,  to  bloom  in.  Thii  opinion 
Made  the  chaste  Catherine  look  a  little  grim, 
Who  did  not  like  at  first  to  lose  her  minion: 
But  when  she  saw  his  dazzling  eye  wax  dim, 
And  drooping  like   an  eagle's  with  dipt 

pinion. 
She  then  resoWed  to  send  him  on  a  mission. 
But  in  a  stjle  becoming  his  condition. 


There  was  just  then  a  kind  of  a  ditcnssion, 
A  sort  of  treatj  or  negociation 
Between  the  British  cabinet  and  Russian, 
Maintained   with  all  the  due  preTarication 
With  which  great  states  such  things  are 

apt  to  push  on  $ 
Something  about  the  Baltic's  navigation. 
Hides,  train-oil,  tallow ,  and  the  rights  of 

Thetis, 
Which  Britons  deem  their  *'nti  possidetis.** 


So  Catherine,  who  had  a  handsome  waj 
Of  fitting  out  her  favourites,  conferred 
This  secret  charge  on  Juan,  to  display 
At  once  her  royal  splendour,  and  reward 
His  serrices.  He  kissed  hands  the  next  day, 
KeceiTcd  instructions  how  to  play  his  card. 
Was  laden  with  all    kinds  of  gifts  and 

honours. 
Which  fhow'd  what  great  discernment  was 

the  donor's. 


But  she  was  lucky ,  and  luck'^  all.    Your 

Queens 

.Are  generally  prosperous  in  reigning; 

Which  puzzles  us  to  know  what  Fortune 

means. 

.Bmi  to  continues  though  her  years  were 

waning. 

Her  rlimarteric  teased  her  like  her  teens; 

And  though  her  iigaitj  brook*d  no  com- 
plaining. 

So  much  did  Juan^  setting  off  distress  her. 

She  canld  not  find  at  first  a  fit  tuccessor. 


But  Time,  the  comforter,  will  come  at  last; 
And  fonr-and-twenty  hours,  and  twice  that 

number 
Of  candidates  requesting  to  be  placed. 
Made  Catherine  taste  next  ni|i^t  a  quiet 

slumber: — 
Not  that  she  meant  to  fix  again  in  haste, 
Nor  did  she  find  the  quantihr  encumber. 
Bat,  always  choosing  with  deliberation. 
Kept  the  place  open  for  their  emulation. 


While  this  high  post  of  honour's  In  abeyance, 
For  one  or  two  days,  reader,  we  request 
You'll  mount    with  our  young  hero   the 

conreyance 
Which  wafted  him  fromPeter«bargh:the  best 
Barouche,  which  had  the  glory  to  display 

once 
The  fair  Czarina's  autocratic  crest, 
(When,  a  new  Iphigene.^he  went  to  Tauris), 
Was  given  to  her  favourite,  and  now  horekii. 


A  bull-dog,  and  a  bull-finch,  and  an  ermine. 
All  private  favourites  of  Don  Juan  ;  for 
(Let  deeper  sages  the  true  cause  determine) 
lie  had  a  kind  of  inclination,  or 
Weakness,  for  what  most  people  deem  mere 

vermin  — 
Lire  animals :  —  an  old  maid  of  threescore 
For  cats  and   birds  more  penchant  ne'er 

displayed. 
Although  he  was  not  old,  nor  even  a  maid. 


The  animals  aforesaid  occupied 

Their  station :  there  were  Talets,  secretaries. 

In  other  vehicles  $  but  at  his  side 

Sat  little  Leila,  who  suririTcd  the  parries 

He  made  'g^instCossacqne  sabres,in  the  wide 

Slaughter  of  Ismail.  Though  my  wild  Muse 

varies 
Her  note,  she  don't  forget  the  infant  girl 
Whom  he  preserved,  a  pure  and  living  pearl. 


Poor  little  thing!  She  was  as  fiiir  as  docile, 
And  with  that  gentle,  serious  character. 
As  rare  in  living  beings  as  a  fossile 
Man,  'midst  thy  mouldy  mammoths,^*grand 

Cuvier!" 
Ill  fitted  with  her  ignorance  to  jostle 
With  thb  o'erwhelflung  world ,  where  all 

must  err: 
But  she  was  yet  but  ten  years  old,  and 

therefore 
Was  tranquiil  ^MMh  *he  knew  not  why 

or  wherefore. 


Don  Juan  lored  her^'luid  she  loTed  him,  as 
Nor  brother,  father,  sister,  daughter  love. 
I  cannot  tell  exactly  what  it  was ; 
He  was  not  yet  quite  old  enough  to  prove 
Parental  feelings,  and  the  other  class, 
Caird  brotherly  affection,  could  not  move 
His  bosom — for  he  never  had  a  sister; 
Ah !  if  he  liad«  how  much  he  would  have 

miss'd  her! 


And  still  less  was  it  sensual ;  for  besides 
That  he  was  not  an  ancient  debauchee 
(Who  like  sour  fruit,  to  stir  their  veins'  salt 

tides. 
As  Acids  Youse  a  dormant  Alkali)« 


» , 


Cmmto  X. 


DON    JUAN. 


St.  56-61      2T7 


Althonglif  tvrlfl  happen  at  oor  planet  f^ldee) 
Hit  yoath  wa«  nut  thechafltest  that  might  be. 
There  wai  the  purest  plat4»niim  at  bottom 
Of  all  hii  feelings— only  he  forgot  ^em. 

Just  now  there  was  no  peril  of  temptation; 
He  loTed  the  infant  orphan  he  had  sared. 
As  patriots(now  and  then)maj  loTe  a  nation; 
His  pride  too  felt  that  she  was  not  enslaved, 
Owing  to  him;— as  also  her  salvation, 
Through  his  means  and  the  church's,  might 

be  paved. 
Bat  one  thing's  odd ,  which  here  must  be 

inserted — 
The  little  Tark  refused  to  be  converted. 


rTwM  ttnnge  enough  she  should  retain  the 

impression 
Throng  mch  a  scene  of  change,  and  dread, 

and  slaughter; 
But,    though  three  bishops  told  her  the 

transgression, 
She  showM  a  great  dislike  to  holj  water : 
She  also  had  no  passion  for  confession; 
Periiap«  the  had  nothing  to  confess :~  no 

matter ; 
Whate'er  the  cause,  the  church  made  little 

of  it- 
She  fltiU  held  out  that  Mahomet  was  a 

prophet. 

In  feet,  the  onlj  Christian  she  could  bear 
Was  Jnan,whom  she  seem'd  to  have  selected 
In  place  of  what  her  home  and  friends  once 

were. 
He  natwraUy  loved  what  he  protected ; 
And  thus  they  form'd  a  rather  curious  pair: 
A  guardian  g^reen  in  years,  a  ward  connected 
In  neither  clime,  time,  blood,  with  her 

defender ; 
And  yet  this  want  of  ties  made  theirs  more 

tender. 


They  jonmey'd  on  through  Poland  and 

through  Warsaw, 
Famous  for  mines  of  salt  and  yokes  of  iron: 
Through  Courland  alio,  which  that  famous 

farce  saw 
Which  gave  her  dukes  the  graceless  name 

of  ''Byron." 
Tia  the  tame  landscape  which  the  modem 

Mars  saw. 
Who  march'd  to  Moscow,  led  by  Fame, 

the  syren ! 
To  looe,  hy  one  month's  firost,  some  twenty 

years 
Of  conquest,  and  his  guard  of  grenadiers. 

Let  not  this  seem  an  anti-climax :— *^0h ! 
Hy  CKiard!  my  old  guard!''  exclaim'd  that 

God  of  clay. — 


Think  of  the  Thunderer>  falling  dowa 

below 
Carotid-artery-cutting  Castlereagh!^ 
Alas !  that  glory  should  bo  chih'd  by  snow! 
But  should  we  wish  to  warm  us  on  onr  way 
Through  Poland,  there  i»  Kosciusko's  name 
Might  scatter  fire  through  ice,  like  Hecla's 

flame. 


From  Poland  they  came  on  through  Prussia 

proper, 
And  Kopnigsberg  the  capital,  whose  vaunt. 
Besides  some  veins  of  iron,  lead,  or  copper. 
Has  lately  been  the  great  Professor  Kant. 
Juan,  who  cared  not  a  tobacco-stopper 
About  philosophy,  pursued  his  jaunt 
To6ennany,whose  somewhat  tanly  millions 
Have  princes  who  spur  more   than  their 

postillions. 


And  thence  through  Berlin,  Dresden,  and 

the  like. 
Until  he  reach'd  the  castellated  Rhine: — 
Ye  glorious  Gothic  scenes !  how  much  ye 

strike 
All  phantasies,  not  even  excepting  mines 
A  grey  wall,  a  green  ruin,  rusty  pike. 
Make  my  soul  pass  the  equinoctial  line 
Between  the  present  and  past  worlds ,  and 

hover 
Upon  their  airy  confine,  half-seas-over. 


But  Juan  posted  on  through  Manheim,Bonn, 
WhichDrachenfels  frowns  over,like  a  spectre 
Of  the  good  feudal  times  for  ever  gone. 
On  which  1  have  not  time  just  now  to  lecture. 
From  thence  he  was  drawn   onwards   to 

Cologne, 
A  city  which  presents  to  the  inspector 
Eleven  thousand  maidenheads  of  bone. 
The  greatest  number  flesh  hath  ever  known. 


From  thence  to  Holland's  Hague  and  Hel- 

voetsluys. 
That  water-land  of  Dutchmen  and  of  ditches. 
Where  juniper  expresses  its  best  juice  — 
The  poor  man's  sparkling  subrtitute  for 

riches. 
Senates  and  sages  have  condemn'd  its  use — 
But  to  deny  the  mob  a  cordial  which  is 
Too  often  all  the  clothing,  meat,  or  fuel 
Good  government  has  left  them,  seems  hat 

cruel. 


Hereheembark'd,  and,  with  a  flowing  sail. 
Went  bounding  for  the  island  of  the  free. 
Towards  which  the  impatient  wind  blew 

half  a  gale; 
High  dash'd  the  spray,  the  bows  dipp'd  in 

the  sea^ 
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And  lea-dck  paffengert  tnrnM  lomewhat 

pale: 
Bot  Jaan,  wafoii^d,  a»  he  well  miffht  be 
By  fonner  voyages,  stood  to  vatch  the  sliifft 
Which  pait'd ,  or  catch  the  first  glimpse 

of  the  cliffs. 


At  length  they  rose,  like  a  white  wall  along 
The  blue  sea's  border ;  and  Daa  Juan  felt — 
IVhat  even  young  itrangen  feel  a  little 

strong 
At  the  first  sight  of  Albion's  chalky  bdt^ 
A  kind  of  pride  that  he  should  be  among 
Those  haughty  shop-keepers,  who  sternly 

dealt 
Their  goods  and  edicts  out  from  pole  to  pole, 
And  made  the  very  billows  pay  them  toll. 


I  have  no  great  cause  to  loye  that  spot  of 

earth, 
Which  holds  what  might  have  been  the 

noblest  nation : 
But,  though  I  owe  it  little  but  my  birth, 
1  feel  a  mix'd  regret  and  yeneration 
For  its  decaying  fame  and  former  worth. 
Seven  years  (the  usual  term  of  transport- 
ation) 
Of  absence  lay  one's  old  resentments  level. 
When  a  man's  country's  going  to  the  devil. 


Alas !  could  she  but  ftiUy,  truly,  know 
How  her  great  name  is  now  tiiroughout 

abhorr'd ; 
How  eager  all  the  earth  is  for  the  blow 
Which  shall  lay  bare  her  bosom  to  the  sword; 
How  all  the  nations  deem  her  their  worst  foe. 
That  worse  than  worH  of  foe»  —  the  once 

adored 
False  friend,  who  held  out  freedom  to 

mankind. 
And  now  would  chain  them ,  to  the  veiy 

mind  j— 


Would  she  be  prond,or  boast  herself  the  free, 
Who  is  bnt  first  of  slaves?  The  nations  are 
In  pritfon ;  but  the  jailor,  what  is  he  f 
No  less  a  victim  to  the  bolt  and  bar. 
Is  the  poor  privilege  to  turn  the  key 
Upon  the  captive,  freedom  f  He's  as  fiir 
From  the  enjoyment  of  the  earth  and  air 
Who  watchei  o'er  the  chain,  as  they  who 

wear. 


Don  Juan  now  sawAlbion's  earliest  beauties, 
Thy  cliffs,  ileor  Dover!  harbour,  and  hotel; 
Thy  custom-house,  with  all  its  delicate 

duties; 
Thy  waiters  running  mucks  at  every  bell; 
lliy  packets,all  whose  passengers  are  booties 
To  those  who  upon  land  or  water  dwell ; 


And  last,not  least  to  strangers  uninstmcted, 
lliy  long ,  long  bills ,  whence  nothing  is 

deducted. 


Juan,  though  careless,  young,  and  magni- 

fique. 
And  rich  In  rubles,diamond8,cash,and  credit. 
Who  did  not  limit  much  his  bills  per  week. 
Yet  stared  at  this  a  little,  though  he  paid  it- 
(His  maggior-duomo,  a  smart,  subtle  Greek, 
Before  nim  summ'd  the  awful  scroll  and 

read  it:) 
But  doubtless  as  the  air,  though  seldom 

sunny. 
Is  free,  the  respiration^  worth  the  money. 


On  with  the  horses!  Off  to  Canterbury! 
Tramp,  tramp,  o'er  pebble,   and  splash, 

splash,  through  puddle; 
Hurrah!  how  swiftly  speeds  the  post  so 

merry! 
Not  like  slowGermany, wherein  they  muddle 
Along  the  road,  as  if  they  went  to  bury 
Their  fare;and  also  pause,  besides,  to  fuddle 
With  ^'schnapps" — sad  dogs!  whom'^Hunda- 

fot"  or  "Ferfluctcr-' 
Affect  no  more  than  lightning  a  conductor. 


Now,  there  is  nothing  gives  a  man  such 

spirits. 
Leavening  his  blood  as  Cayenne  doth  a  curry. 
As  going  at  full  speed— no  matter  where  its 
Direction  be,  so  'tis  bnt  in  a  hurry. 
And  merely  for  the  sake  of  its  own  merits: 
For  the  less  cause  there  is  for  all  this  flurry. 
The  greater  is  the  pleasure  in  arriving 
At  the  great  emi  of  travel — which  is  driving. 


They  taw  at  Canterbury  the  Cathedral ; 
Black  Edward's  helm,  and  Becket's  bloody 

stone. 
Were  pointed  out  as  usual  by  the  bedral. 
In 'the  same  quaint,  uninterested  tone: — 
There's  glory  again  for  you,  gentle  reader ! 

All 
Ends  in  a  rusty  casque  and  dubious  bone. 
Half-solved  into  those  sodas  or  magnesias. 
Which  form  that  bitter  draught,  thehomaa 

species. 


The  effect  on  Joan  was  of  course  rablime : 
He  breathed  a  thousand  Cressys,  as  he  saw 
That  casque,  which  never  stoop'd,  except 

to  Time. 
Even  theboldChurchman's  tomb  excited  awe. 
Who  died  in  the  then  great  attempt  to  climb 
O'er  kings,who  now  at  least  mu9t  talk  of  law, 

t  Before  they  butcher.  Little  Leila  gaxed. 
And  ask'd  why  such  a  structure  had  beea 
raised: 
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sing  told  it  was  ^God's  hoiife,**  the 

said 
I  well  lodged,  bat  only  wondered  how 
FerM  iofideU  in  hie  homestead, 
:iiel  Nazareneg,  who  had  laid  low 
Ij  temples  in  the  lands  which  bred 
ue  believers ; — and  her  infant  brow 
snt  with  grief  that  Mahomet  should 

resign 
ae  so  noble,flang  like  pearls  to  swine. 


i!  through  meadows,  managed  like 

a  garden, 
dise  of  hops  and  high  production ; 
fter  years  of  trayel  by  a  bard  in 
ies  of  greater  heat  bat  lesser  suction, 
n  field  is  a  sight  which  makes  him 

pardon 
fence  of  that  more  sublime  construc- 
tion. 
mixes  up  Tines,  olives,  precipices, 
rsy  Yolcanos,  oranges,  and  ices. 


ben  I  think  upon  a  pot  of  beer— 
'on*t  weep!— and  so,  drive  on,  postil- 
lions! 
imartboys  spurred  fast  in  their  career, 
Amired  these  highways  of  free  mil- 
lions ; 
tiy  in  all  senses  the  most  dear 
igner  or  native,  save  some  silly  ones, 
kick  against  the  pricks"  just  at  this 

juncture, 
'  their  pains  get  only  a  fresh  puncture. 


I  delightful  thing^s  a  turnpike-road ! 
Dth,  so  level,  such  a  laode  of  shaving 
rth,  as  scarce  the  eagle  in  the  broad 
I  accomplish,  with  his  wide  wings 

waving. 
?h  been  cut  in  Phaeton^s  time,the  God 
Id  his  son  to  satisfy  his  craving 
le  York  mail; — but,onward  as  we  roll, 
t  amari  aliquid" — the  toll ! 


low  deeply  paiafnl  is  all  payment! 
ives,  take  wives,  take  aught  except 

men^s  purses, 
hiavel  shows  those  in  purple  raiment, 
the  shortest  way  to  general  curses, 
late  a  murderer  much  less  than  a 

claimant 
sweet  ore  which  every  body  nurses ; 
nan's  family,  and  he  may  brook  it — 
sp  your  hands  out  of  his  breeches' 

pocket. 


the  Florentine :  ye  monarchs,hearken 
r  instructor.  Juan  now  was  bome^ 
the  day  began  to  wane  and  darken, 


0*er  the  high  hill  which  looks  with  pride 

or  scorn 

Toward  the  great  city: — ye  who  have  a 

spark  in 

Your  Teins  of  Cockney -spirit,  smile  or 

mourn. 

According  as  yon  take  things  well  or  ill  — 

Bold  Britons*  we  are  now  on  Shooter's  Hill ! 


The  sun  went  down,  the  smoke  rose  np,  as 

from 
A  half-unquenchM  volcano,  o'er  a  space 
Which  well  beseem'd  the  ^Devil's  drawing- 
room," 
As  some  have  qualified  that  wondrous  place. 
But  Juan  felt,  though  not  approaching  homCf 
As  one  who,  though  he  were  not  of  the  race. 
Revered  the  soil ,  of  those  true  sons  the 

mother. 
Who  bntcher'd  half  the  earth,  and  bullied 

t'other. 


A  mighty  mass  of  brick ,  and  smoke ,  and 

shipping, 
Dir^fT  and  dusky,  but  as  wide  as  eye 
Could  reach ,  with  here  and  there  a  sail 

just  skipping 
In  sight,  then  lost  amidst  the  forestry 
Of  masts ;  a  wilderness  of  steeples  peeping 
On  tiptoe,  through  their  sea-coal  canopy; 
A  huge,  dun  cupola,  like  a  foolscap  crown 
On  a  fool's  head — and  there  is  LondonTown! 


But  Juan  saw  not  this ;  each  wreath  of  smoke 
Appear'd  to  him  but  as  the  magic  vapour 
Of  some  aichymic  furnace,    from  whence 

broke 
The  wealth  of  worlds  (a  wealth  of  tax  and 

paper) : 
The  gloomy  clouds,  which  o'er  it  as  a  yoke 
Are  biow'd,  and  put  the  sun  out  like  a  taper. 
Were  nothing  but  the  natural  atmosphere — 
Extremely  wholesome ,  though  but  rarely 

clear. 


He  paused — and  so  will  I ;  as  doth  a  crew 
Before  they  give  their  broadside.  By  and  by. 
My  gentle  countrymen,  we  will  renew 
Our  old  acquaintance ;  and  at  least  I'll  try 
To  tell  you  truths  you  will  not  take  as  true. 
Because  they  are  so : — a  male  Mrs.  Fry, 
With  a  soft  besom  will  I  sweep  your  halls. 
And  brush  a  web  or  two  from  off  the  walls. 


Oh,  Mrs.  Fry !  why  go  to  Newgate  ?  Why 
Preach  to  poor  rogues  ?  And  wherefore  not 

begin 
With  Carlton,  or  with  other  houses?  Try 
Your  hand  at  harden'd  and  imperial  sin. 
To  mend  the  people  's  an  absurdity, 
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A  jargon,  a  mere  philanthropic  din. 
Unless  yon  make  their  betteni  better: — Fie! 
1  thought  you  had  more  religion,  Mn.  Fry. 


Teach  them  the  decencien  of  good  threescore: 
Care  them  of  tours ,  Hussar  and  Highland 

dresses; 
Tell  them  that  youth  once  gone  returns 

no  more ; 
That  hired  hnxaas  redeem  no  land*s  dis- 
tresses: 
Tell  them  Sir  W— II  -m  C— rt— s  Is  a  bore, 
Too  dull  eyen  for  the  dullest  of  excesses — 
The  witless  Falstaff  of  a  hoary  Hal, 
A  fool  whose  bells  have  ceased  to  ring  at 

all;- 


Tell  them, though  it  maybe  perhaps  too  late 
On  lifers  worn  con  fine,  jaded,  bloated,  sated, 
To  set  up  rain  pretences  of  being  great, 
*Tis  not  so  to  be  good ;  and  be  it  stated. 
The  worthiest  kings  have  ever  lored  least 

state; 
And  tell  tliem— but  yon  won%  and  I  haTC 

prated 
Just  now  enough ;  but  by  and  by  lil  prattle 
Like  Roland's  horn  in  Roncesralles*  battle. 


CANTO    XI. 

Whbn  Buhop  Berkeley  said  '*there  was  no 

matter," 
And  proved  it—  'twas  no  matter  what  he  said: 
They  say  his  system  Uis  in  vain  to  batter. 
Too  subtle  fpr  the  airiest  human  head ; 
And  yet  who  can  believe  it?  I  would  shatter 
liladly  all  matters  down  to  stone  or  lead. 
Or  adamant,  to  find  the  world  a  spirit. 
And  wear  my  head,  denying  that  I  wear  it. 


What  a  sublime  discovery  'twas  to  make  the 
Universe  universal  Egotism  ! 
That  all's  ideal— aU  auraehes:  Fll  stake  the 
World  (be  it  what  you  will)  that  tkat'a  no 

schism. 
Oh,  Doubt !— if  thou  be'st  Doubt,  for  which 

some  take  thee. 
But  which  I  doubt  extremely  —  thou  sole 

prism 
Of  the  Truth's  rays,  spoil  not  my  draught 

of  spirit ! 
Heaven^s  brandy  —  though  our  brain  can 

hardly  bear  it 


For  ever  and  anon  comes  Indigestion, 
fNot  the  most  ^'dainty  Ariel")  and  perplexes 
Our  soarings  with  another  sort  of  question  s 


And  that  which  after  all  my  spirit  vexes 
Is,  that  I  find  no  spot  where  man  can  rest 

eye  on. 
Without  confusion  of  the  sorts  and  sexcfi, 
Of  beings,  stars,  and  this  unriddled  wonder. 
The  World,  which  at  the  worst's  a  glorious 

blander — 


If  it  be  chance;  or  if  it  be  according 
To  the  old  text,  still  better :— lest  it  should 
Turn  out  so,  we'll  say  nothing  'gainst  the 

wording. 
As  several  people  think  such  hazards  rude : 
lliey're  right:   our  days  are  too  brief  for 

affording 
Space  to  dispute  what  no  one  ever  could 
Decide,  and  every  body  one  day  will 
Know  very  clearly — or  at  least  lie  still. 


And  therefore  will  I  leave  off  metaphysical 
Discussion,  which  is  neither  here  nor  there: 
If  I  agree  that  what  is,  is— then  this  I  call 
Being  quite  perspicuous  and  extremely  fair. 
The  truth  is,    I've  grown  lately  rather 

phthisidd : 
I  don't  know  what  the  reason  is— the  air 
Perhaps ;  but,  as  I  suffer  from  the  shocks 
Of  illness,  I  grow  much  more  orthodox. 


The  first  attack  at  once  proved  the  Divinity; 
(But  that  I  never  doubted,  nor  the  Devil;) 
The  next,  the  Virgin's  mystical  virginity ; 
The  third,  the  usual  Origin  of  Evil ; 
The  fourth  at  once  establish'd  the  whole 

Trinity 
On  so  incontrovertible  a  level, 
That  I  devoutly  wish'd  the  three  were  four. 
On  purpose  to  believe  so  much  the  more. 


To  our  theme: — The  man  who  has  stood 

on  the  Acropolis, 
And  look'd  down  over  Attica ;  or  he 
Who  has  sail'd  where  picturesque  Con- 
stantinople is. 
Or  seen  Tombuctoo,  or  hath  taken  tea 
In  small-eyed  China's  crockery-ware  metro- 
polis. 
Or  sat  amidst  the  bricks  of  Nineveh, 
May  not  think    much  of   London's   first 

appearance — 
But  ask  him  what  he  thinks  of  it  a  year 

hence? 


Don  Juan  had  got  out  on  Shooter's  Hill ; 
Sunset  the  time. the  place  the  same  declivity 
Which  looks  along  that  vale  of  good  and  ill 
Where   London -streets    ferment    in    full 

activity ; 
While  every  tiling  around  was  calm  and 

.till. 
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Bueopt  iliecrwk  of  wheelt,  which  on  their 

pivot  he 

Heard— and  tiiat  bee-like,  babblbg,  buaj 

ham 

Of  citiee,  thatboili  over  with  their  team :— 


I  9mj^  Don  Jasn,  wrapt  in  contemplation, 
Walked  on  behind  his  carriage,   o*er  the 

tummit, 
And  ioet  in  wonder  of  to  great  a  nation. 
Gateway  to*t,«incehe  could  not  oyercome  it. 
*'And  heio,'*  he  cried,  '^b  Freedom*!  chosen 

station ; 
Here  peals  the  people^s  voice,    nor  can 

entomb  it 
Racks,  vrisons,  inquisitions;   resurrection 
Awaits  It,  each  new  meeting  or  election. 


Here  are  chaste  wives ,  pure  lives;  here 

people  pay 
But  what  they  please;  and  if  that  things 

be  dear, 
TIs  only  that  they  love  to  throw  away 
Their  oiah,  to  show  how  much  they  have 

a-year. 
Here  laws  are  all  inviolate;  none  lay 
Traps  for  the  traveller ;   every  highway *s 

clear: 
Here — **  he  was  interrupted  by  a  knife, 
Withy  **Damn  your  eyes !  your  money  or 

your  life!*' 


These  f^edbom  sounds  proceeded  from  four 

pads. 
Fa  ambmli  laid,  who  had  perceived  him 

loiter 
Bchiail  his  carriage;  and,  like  handy  lads. 
Had  seised  the  lucky  hour  to  reconnoitre. 
In  which  the  heedless  gentleman  who  gads 
Upon  the  road,  unless  he  prove  a  fighter. 
May  And  himself  within  that  isle  of  riches 
Expoecd  to  lose  his  life  a  well  as  breeches. 


Joaa,  who  did  not  understand  a  word 
OfEaglish,  save  their  shibboleth ,  ''God 

damn  !** 
And  eren  that  he  had  so  rarely  heard. 
He   aoaetimes   thought  *twas  only  their 

«sSalam,*' 
Or  ^God  be  with  you  !**— and  His  not  absurd 
Te  think  so ;  for  half  English  as  I  am 
fTo  IDT  mbfortnne)  never  can  I  say 
1  heard  them  wish  '^  God  with  you,**  save 

that  way ; — 


Jaaa  yet  quickly  understood  their  gesture. 
And,  being  somewhat  choleric  and  sudden, 
5i«w  forth  a  pocket-pistol  from  his  vesture. 
And  fired  it  into  one  assailanfs  pudding- 
Who  fell,  aa  rolls  an  ok  o*er  in  his  pasture. 


And  roared  out,  as  he  writhed  his  native 

mud  in. 

Unto  his  nearest  follower  or  henchman. 
Oh  Jack !  I*m  floor'd  by  that  ere  bloody 

Frenchman  !** 


i» 


On   which  Jack  and  his  train  set  off  at 

speed. 
And  Juan*s  suite,  late  «catter*d  at  a  distance. 
Came  up,  all  marvelling  at  such  a  deed, 
And  offering,  as  usual,  late  assistance. 
Juan,  who  saw  the  moon^s  late  minion  bleed 
As  if  his  veins  would  pour  out  his  existence, 
Stood  calling  out  for  bandages  and  lint. 
And  wished  he  had  been  less  hasty  with 

his  flint. 


i( 


Perhaps,**  thought  he,  '4t  is  the  country's 

wont 

To  welcome  foreigners  in  this  way:  now 
I  recollect  some  innkeepers  who  don't 
Differ,  except  in  robbing  with  a  bow. 
In  lieu  of  a  bare  blade  and  braxen  front. 
But  what  is  to  be  done  ?  I  can*t  allow 
The  fellow  to  lie  groaning  on  the  road : 
So  take  him  up ;  I'llhelp  you  with  the  load.** 


But,ere  they  could  perform  this  pious  duty. 
The  dying  man  cried,  ''Hold !  l*ve  got  my^ 

gruel! 
Oh !  for  a  glass  of  max!  We've  miss*d  our 

booty; 
Let  me  die  where  I  am  !*'  And,  as  the  fuel 
Of  life  shrunk  in  his  heart,  and  thick  and 

sooty 
The  drops  fell  from  his  deaUi-wonnd,  and 

he  drew  ill 
His  breath,  he  from  his  swelling  throat 

untied 
A  kerchief,  crying  "Give  Sal  that!**— and 

died. 


The  cravat,  stain*d  with  bloody  drops,  fell 

down 
Before  Don  Juan*s  feet:  he  could  not  tell 
Exactly  why  it  was  before  him  thrown. 
Nor  what  the  meaning  of  the  man*s  farewell. 
Poor  Tom  was  once  a  kiddy  upon  town, 
A  thorough  varmint,  and  a  real  swell. 
Full  flash,  all  fancy,  until  fairly  diddled— 
His  pockets  first,  and  then  his  body  riddled. 


Don  Juan,  having  done  the  best  he  could 
In  all  the  circumstances  of  the  case. 
As  soon  as"Crowner*s  quest**allow*d,pursued 
His  travels  to  the  capital  apace ; — 
Esteeming  it  a  little  hard  he  should 
In  twelve  hours*  time,  and  very  little  space, 
Have  been  obliged  to  slay  a  freebom  native 
In  self-defence;  this  made  him  meditative. 
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Ite  from  the  world  had  rut  off  a  fcreat  man, 
Who  in  his  time  had  made  heroic  hustle. 
Who  in  a  row  like  Tom  rould  lead  the  yan. 
Booze  in  the  ken,  or  at  the  spellken  hustle? 
Who  queer  a   flat?    Who  (Hpite  of  Bow- 

street^s  han) 
On  the  high  tohy-spice  so  flash  the  muzzle? 
Who  on  a  lark ,  with  black -eyed  Sal  (his 

bldwing), 
So  prime,  so  swel  1,  so  nutty,  and  so  knowing? 


But  Tom*s  no  more — and  so  no  more  of  Tom. 
Heroes  must  die ;  and,  by  God^s  blessing,  *dt 
Not  long  before  the  most  of  them  go  home). — 
Hail !  Thamis ,  hail !  Upon  thy  verge  it  is 
That  Juan*s  chariot,  rolling  like  a  drum 
In  thunder,  holds  the  way  itcanHwell  miss. 
Through   Kennington   and   all  the   other 

"tons," 
Which  make  us  wish   ourselves  in  town 

at  once ; — 


Through  groves,  so  called  as  being  void  of 

trees 
(Like  {tfciis  from  no  light);  through  pro- 
spects named 
Mounts  Pleasant,  as  containing  nought  to 

please. 
Nor  much  to  climb ;  through  little  boxes 

framed 
Of  bricks ,  to  let  the  dust  in  at  your  ease. 
With  ''To  be  let,**  upon  their  doors  pro- 

claim'd ; 
Through  '^Rowi*^   most  modestly  caird 

"Paradise," 
Which    Evo  might    quit    without   much 

sacrifice ; — 


Through  coaches,  drays,  choked  turnpikes, 

and  a  whirl 
Of  wheels,  and  roar  of  voices  and  confusion; 
Here  taverns  wooing  to  a  pint  of  "purl,** 
There  mails  fast  flying  off  like  a  delusion; 
There  barbers*  blocks  with  perriwigs  in  carl 
In  windows;here  the  lamp-lighter*s  infusion 
Slowly  distiird  into  the  glimmering  glass 
(For  in  those  days  we  had  not  got  to  gas)  :— 


Through  this,  and  inuch,  and  more,  is  the 

approach 
Of  travellers  to  mighty  Babylon : 
Whether  they  come  try  horse,  or  chaise,  or 

coach. 
With  slight  exceptionf ,  all  the  ways  teem 

one. 
I  could  say  more,    but  do  not  choose  to 

encroach 
l^pon  the  Gnide-book*s  privilege.  The  snn 
Had  set  some  time ,  and  night  was  on  the 

ridge 
Of  twIUfht,  as  the  party  croiisM  the  bridge. 


Thafs  rather  fine,  the  gentle  tound   of 

Thamis — 
Who  vindicates  a  moment  too  his  stream— 
Though  hardly  heard  through  multifarious 

"damme's.^ 
The  lamps  of  Westminster's  more  regular 

gleam. 
The  breadth  of  pavement,  and  yon  shriue 

where  Fame  is 
A  spectral  resident — whose  pallid  beam 
In    shape   of  moonshine  hovers   o^er   the 

pile  — 
Make  this  a  sacred  part  of  Albion's  isle. 


The  Druid^s  groves  are  gone — so  much  the 

better: 

Stone-Henge  is  not—  but  what  the  devil  is  it? 

But  Bedlam  still  exists  with  its  sage  fetter, 

That  madmen  may  not  bite  you  on  a  visit; 

The  Bench  too  seats  or  suits  full  many  a 

debtor ; 

The  Mansion- House  too(though  some  people 

quiz  it) 

To  me  appears  a  stiff  yet  grand  erection ; 

But  then  the  Abbey^s  worth  the  whole  col- 
lection. 


The  line  of  lights  too  up  to  Charing-Cross, 
Pail-Mall,  and  so  forth,  have  a  coruscation 
Like  gold  as  in  comparison  to  dross. 
Matched  with  the  Continent's  illumination, 
Whose  cities  Night  by  no  means  deigns  to 

gloss: 
The  French  were  not  yet  a  lamp-lighting 

nation. 
And  when  they  grew  so  —  on  their  new- 
found Ian thorn. 
Instead  of  wicks,  they  made  a  wicked  man 

turn. 


A  row  of  gentlemen  along  the  streets 
Suspended,  may  illuminate  mankind, 
As  also  bonfires  made  of  country-seats ; 
But  the  old  way  is  best  for  the  purblind : 
The  other  looks  like  phosphorus  on  sheets, 
A  sort  of  Ignis-fatuus  to  the  mind, 
Which,  though  *tis  certain  to  perplex  and 

frighten, 
Must  bum  more  mildly  ere  it  can  enlighten. 


But  London's  so  well  lit,  that  if  Diog^es 
Could  recommence  to  hunt  his  honeit  man. 
And  found  him  not  amidst  the  various  pro- 
genies 
Of  this  enormous  city's  spreading  spawn, 
'Twere  not  for  want  of  lamps  to  aid  his 

dodging  his 
Yet  undiscovered  treasure.    What  /  ran, 
IVe  done  to  find  the  same  throughout  life's 

Journey, 
But  see  the  world  is  itaily  one  attorney. 
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Over  the  ftone*  still  rattling,  ap  Pall-Mall, 
Through  crowds  andcarriaees — but  waxing 

thinner 
if  thonder'd  knocken  broke  the  long-sealed 

spell 
Of  doors  *gainst  dans,  and  to  an  earlj  dinner 
Admitted  a  small  party  as  night  fell,— 
Don.  Juan,  our  young  diplomatic  sinner, 
Pursued  his  path,and  drove  past  some  hotels, 
St.  James's  Palace  and  St.  James's  ''Hells.'* 


They  reach'd  the  hotel :  forth  streamed  from 

the  front-door 
A  tide  of  well^lad  waiters,  and  around 
The  mob  stood,  and  as  usual  several  score 
Of  thoee  pedestrian  Paphians  who  abound 
In  decent  London,  when  the  daylight's  o'er; 
CoDimodious  but  inmioral,  they  are  found 
Useful,  like  Malthus,  in  promoting  mar- 
riage:— 
But  Juan  now  is  stepping  from  his  carriage 

Into  one  of  the  sweetest  of  hotels. 
Especially  for  foreigners— and  mostly 
For  those  whom  favour  or  whom  fortune 

swells. 
And  cannot  find  a  bill's  small  items  costly. 
There  many  an  envoy  either  dwelt  or  dwells 
(The  den  of  many  a  diplomatic  lost  lie) , 
Until  to  some  conspicuous  square  they  pass. 
And  blazon  o'er  the  door  their  names  in 

brass. 


Juan,  whose  was  a  delicate  commission, 
Private,  though  publicly  important,  bore 
No  title  to  point  out  with  due  precision 
The  exact  affair  on  which  he  was  sent  o*er. 
'Twas  merely  known  that  on  a  secret  mission 
A  foreigner  of  rank  had  graced  our  shore, 
Vonng,  handsome,  and  accomplish'd,  who 

was  said 
(In  whispers)  to  have  tum'd  his  Sovereign's 

head. 


Some  rumour  also  of  some  strange  adven- 
tures 
Had  gi>ne  before  him,  and  his  wars  and  loves; 
And  aa  romantic  heads  are  pretty  painters. 
And,  above  all,  an  Englishwoman's  roves 
Into  the  excursive,  breaking  the  indentures 
Of  sober  reason,  wheresoe'er  it  moves. 
He  found  himself  extremely  in  the  fashion, 
Which  serves  our  thinking  people  for  a 

passion. 


I  don't  mean  that  they  are  passionless,  but 

quite 
The  contrmrj ;  but  then  'tis  in  the  head ; 
Yet,  as  the  consequences  are  as  bright 
As  if  thoy  acted  with  the  heart  instead. 


What  after  all  ran  signify  the  site 
Of  ladies'  lucubrations?  So  they  lead 
In  safety  to  the  place  for  which  you  start. 
What  matters  if  the  road  be  head  or  heart t 


Juan  presented  in  the  proper  place, 
To  proper  placemen,  every  Uuss  credenti'il ; 
And  was  received,  with  nil  the  due  grimace. 
By  those  who  govern  in  the  mood  potential; 
Who,   seeing  a  handsome   stripling  with 

smooth  face. 
Thought   (what   in   state-affairs    is    most 

essential) 
That  they  as  easily  might  do  the  youngster. 
As  hawks  may  pounce  upon  a  woodland 

songster. 


They  err'd,  as  aged  men  will  do;  but  by 
And  by  we'll  talk  of  tliat ;  and  if  we  don't, 
eTwill  be  because  our  notion  is  not  high 
Of  politicians  and  their  double  front. 
Who  live  by  lies,  yet  dare  not  boldly  lie :  — 
Now  what  1  love  in  women  is,  they  won't 
Or  can't  do  otherwise  than  lie,  but  do  it 
So  well,  the  very  truth  seems  falsehood  to  it. 


And,  after  all,  what  is  a  lief  *Tis  but 
The  truth  in  masquerade;  and  I  defy 
Historians,  heroes,  lawyers,  priests  to  put 
A  fact  without  some  leaven  of  a  lie. 
The  very  shadow  of  true  Truth  would  shut 
l^p  annals,  revelations,  poesy. 
And  prophecy— except  it  should  be  dated 
Some  years  before  tlie  incidents  related. 


Praised  be  all  liars  and  all  lies !  Who  now 
Can  tax  my  mild  Mnse  with  misanthropy  V 
She  rings  the  world's  '^Te  Deum,**  and  her 

brow 
Blushes  for  those  who  will  not :— but  to  sigh 
Is  idle ;  let  us,  like  most  others,  bow. 
Kiss  hands,  feet— any  part  of  Majesty, 
After  the  good  example  of  ''Green  Erin," 
Whose  Shamrock  now  seems  rather  worse 

for  wearing. 


Don  Juan  was  presented,  and  his  dress 
And  mien  excited  general  admiration — 
I  don't  know  which  was  most  admired  or  less: 
One  monstrous  diamond  drew  much  obser- 
vation. 
Which  Catherine,  in  a  moment  of  "ivresse  ** 
(In  love  or  brandy's  fervent  fermentation), 
Bestow *d  upon  him  as  the  public  leam'd; 
And,  to  say  truth,  it  had  been  fairly  earn'd. 


Besides  the  ministers  and  underlings, 
Who  must  bo  courteous  to  the  aceradilod 
Dlplomatijitf  of  rather  wavering  kinga, 
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Until  their  royal  riddle'f  folly  read. 
The   Tery   clerki — those  ■omewhat  dirty 

tpringi 
or  office,  or  the  house  of  office,  fed 
By  foal  cormption  into  streams  -  even  they 
Were  hardly  rude  enough  to  earn  their  pay. 


And  insolence  no  douht  is  what  they  are 
fimployM  for,  since  it  is  their  daily  labour, 
In  the  dear  offices  of  peace  or  war ; 
And  should  you  doubt,  pray  ask  of  your 

next  neighbour, 
When  for  a  passport,  or  some  other  bar 
To  freedom,  he  applied  (a  grief  and  a  bore) 
If  he  found  not  this  spawn  of  tax-bom  riches, 
Like  lap-dogs,  the  least  civil  sons  of  bitches. 


But  Juan  was  received  with  much  '^empres- 

semeut:^ — 
These  phrases  of  refinement  I  must  borrow 
From  our  next  neighbours*  land,  where,  like 

a  chessman, 
Tliere  is  a  move  set  down  for  joy  or  sorrow, 
Not  only  in  mere  talking,  but  the  press. 

Man, 
In  islands,  is,   it   seems,   downright  and 

thorough, 
More  than  on  continents — as  if  the  sea 
(See  Billingsgate)  made  even  the  tongue 

more  tree. 


And  yet  the  British    ''Danune''  's  rather 

Attic  :^ 
Your  continental  oaths  are  but  incontinent. 
And  turn  on  things  which  no  aristocratic 
Spirit  would  name,  and  therefore  even  I 

won*t  anent 
This  subject  quote ;  as  it  would  be  schismatic 
In  politesse,  and  have  a  sound  affronting 

in  't:— 
But  '^Damme  *'  *f  quite  ethereal,   though 

too  daring- 
Platonic  blasphemy,  the  soul  of  swearing. 


For  downright  rudeness,  ye  may  stay  at 

home; 
For  true  or  false  politeness  (and  scarce  that 
AW)  you  may  cross  the  blue  deep  and  white 

foam — 
The  first  the  emblem  (rarely  though)  of 

what 
Ton  leave  behind,  the  next  of  much  you  come 
To  meet.    However,  'tis  no  time  to  chat 
On  general  topics :  poems  must  confine 
Themselves  to  unity,  like  this  of  mine. 


In  the  Great  World,— which,  being  inter- 
preted, 
Meaneth  the  West  or  wwrst  end  of  a  city, 
And  about  twice  two  thoasaad  people  bred 


By  no  means  to  be  very  wise  or  witty, 
But  to  sit  up  while  others  lie  in  bed. 
And  look  down  on  the  universe  with  pity- 
Juan,  as  an  inveterate  patrician. 
Was  well  received  by  persons  of  condition. 


He  was  a  bachelor,  which  is  a  matter 
Of  import  both  to  virgin  and  to  bride. 
The  former^s  hymeneal  hopes  to  flatter ; 
And  (should  she  not  hold  fast  by  love  or 

pride) 
*Tis  also  of  some  moment  to  the  latter: 
A  rib*s  a  thorn  in  a  wed  gallant^s  side. 
Requires  decorum,  and  is  apt  to  double 
The  horrid  sin — and,  what^s  still  worse,  the 

trouble. 


But  Juan  was  a  bachelor — of  arts. 

And  parts,  and  hearts :  he  danced  and  sung, 

and  had 
An  air  as  sentimental  as  Moxart^s 
Softest  of  melodies ;  and  could  be  sad 
Or  cheerful,  without  any  ^'flaws  or  starts,** 
Just  at  the  proper  time ;  and,  though  a  lad, 
Had   seen  the  world — which  is  a  curious 

sight. 
And  very  much  unlike  what  people  write. 


Fair  virgins  blushM  upon  him;    wedded 

dames 
BloomM  also  in  less  transitory  hues; 
For  both  commodities  dwell  by  the  Thames, 
The  painting  and  the  painted;  youth,  ceruse. 
Against   his    heart   preferred   their  usual 

claims. 
Such  as  no  gentleman  can  quite  refuse ; 
Daughters  admired  his  dress,    and  pious 

mothers 
Enquired  his  income,  and  if  he  had  brothers. 


The  milliners  who  furnish  ^'drapery  misses  ** 
Throughout  the  season,  upon  speculation 
Of  payment  ere  the  honeymoon*s  last  kisses 
Have  waned  into  a  crescents  coruscation. 
Thought  such  an  opportunity  as  this  is. 
Of  a  rich  foreigner's  initiation. 
Not  to  be  overlooked  —  and  gave  such  credit, 
That  future  bridegrooms  swore,  and  sighed, 

and  paid  it. 


Tlie  Blues,  that  tender  tribe,  who  sigh  o*er 

sonnets. 
And  with  the  pages  of  the  last  Review 
Line  the  interior  of  their  heads  or  bonnets. 
Advanced  in  all  their  azure's  highest  hue: 
They  talked  bad  French  of  S^ish,  and 

upon  Its 
Late  authors  ask*d  him  for  a  hint  or  two ; 
And  which  was  softest.  Russian  or  Castilian? 
I  And  whether  in  his  travels  he  saw  Ilion  ¥ 
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JuB,  who  WW  ft  little  raperilcial. 
And  not  in  literatore  a  rreat  Drawcangir, 
Enmined  by  this  learned  and  eepecial 
Jnry  of  matrons,  icarce  knew  what  to  answer : 
Hie  datiee  warlike,  loving,  or  official, 
His  steadY  application  as  a  dancer, 
Had  kept  him  from  the  brink  of  Hippocrene, 
Which  now  he  found  was  blue  instead  of 

green, 


Howerer,  he  replied  at  hazard,  with 
A  modest  confidence  and  calm  assurance, 
Which  lent  his  learned  lucubrations  pith. 
And  pass*d  for  aiguments  of  good  endurance. 
That  prodigy.  Miss  Araminta  Smith 
(Who,    at  sixteen,   translated  '^Hercules 

Furens  " 
Into  as  furious  English),  with  her  best  look. 
Set  down  his  sayings  in  her  common-place 

book. 


Juao  knew  seyeral  languages — as  well 
He  might— and  brought    them  up    with 

skill,  in  time 
To  tSTO  hif  fame  with  each  accomplished 

belie, 
Who  stiU  regretted  that  he  did  not  rhyme. 
There  want^  but  this  requisite  to  swell 
His  qualities  (with  them)  into  sublime: 
Lady  Fits-Frisky,  and  M issMaoTia  Mannish, 
Both  long'd  extremely  to  be  sung  in  Spanish. 


Howerer,  he  did  pretty  well,  and  was  * 
Admitted  as  an  aspirant  to  all 
The  coteries,  and,  as  in  Banquets  glass. 
At  great  assemblies  or  in  parties  small. 
He  saw  ten  thousand  liying  authors  pass. 
That  being  about  their  UTerage  numeral ; 
Also  the  eighty  ^^greatest  liTing  poets,** 
As  every  paltry  magazine  can  show  if$. 


In    twiee  five  years  the  "greatest  living 

poet," 
Like  to  the  champion  in  the  fisty  ring, 
k  caird  on  to  support  his  claim,  or  show  it. 
Although  *tis  an  imaginary  thing. 
Even  I— albeit  Tm  sure  I  did  not  know  it, 
ll#r  eon^t  of  foolscap  subjects  to  be  king— 
Was  reckoned,  a  considerable  time. 
The  grand  Napoleon  of  the  realms  of  rhyme. 


Bat  Juan  was  my  Moscow,  and  Faliero 
My  Leipeic,  and  my  Mont-SaintnJean  seems 

Cain: 
''La  Belle-Alliance  **  of  dunces  down  at  zero, 
Hew  that  the  lion*s  falFn,  may  rise  again : 
But  I  will  fall  at  least  as  fell  my  hero; 
tfor  reign  at  all,  or  as  a  monarch  reign ; 
Or  to  some  lonely  isle  of  jailors  go. 
With  turacoat  Sou  they  for  my  turnkejLowe. 


Sir  Walter  reig«M  before  me;  Moore  mad 

Campbell 
Before  and  after ;  but  now,  grown  more  holy. 
The  Muses  upon  Sion*s  hill  must  ramble 
With  poets  almost  clergymen,   or  wholly ; 


Then   there^a   my   gentle  Euphues,   who, 

they  say. 
Sets  up  for  being  a  sort  of  moral  me  ; 
Hell  find  it  rather  difficult  some  day 
To  turn  out  both,  or  either,  it  may  be. 
Some  persons  think  that  Coleridge  hath  the 

sway; 
And  Wordsworth  has  supporters,  two  or 

three; 
And  that  deep-mouth*d  Boeotian,  ''Savage 

Lander,** 
Has  taken  for  a  swan  rogue Southey*s  gander. 

John  Keats -who    was  kilPd   off  by  one 

critique. 
Just  as  he  really  promised  something  greaty 
If  not  intelligible,— without  Oreek 
Contrived  to  talk  about  the  Gods  of  late, 
Much  as  they  might  have  been  supposed 

to  speak. 
Poor  fellow !  His  was  an  untoward  fate : 
Tis  strange  the  mind,that  very  fiery  particle. 
Should  let  itself  bo  snufTd  out  by  an  article. 


The  list  grows  long  of  live  and  dead  pre- 
tenders 

To  that  which  none  will  gain — or  none  will 

know 

The  conqueror  at  least;    who,  ere  time 

renders 

His  last  award,  will  have  the  long  grass 

grow 

Above   his   burnt-out   brain    and    sapless 

cinders. 

If  I  might  augur,  I  should  rate  but  low 

llieir  chances ;— tliey*re  too  numerous,  like 

the  thirty 

Mock  tyrants,  when  Rome*s  annals  wax'd 

but  dirty. 


This  is  the  literary  lower  empire, 
Where  the  Praetorian  bands  take  up  the 

matter : — 
A  "dreadful  trade,**  like  his  who  "gathers 

samphire,** 
The  insolent  soldierv  to  soothe  and  flatter, 
With  the  same  feelings  as  you*d  aoax  a 

vampire. 
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Now,  were  I  once  at  home,  and  in  good  ratire, 
rd  try  conclofioni  with  thoee  Janizaries, 
And  sliow  them  what  an  intellectual  war  ii. 


I  think  I  know  a  trick  or  two,  would  turn 
Their  flanks;— but  it  is  hardly  worth  my 

while 
l¥ith  such  small  gear  to  give  myself  concern : 
Indeed  Tve  not  the  necessary  bile ; 
My  natural  temperas  really  aught  but  stem, 
And  eren  my  Muse*s  worst  reproof  *s  a  smile; 
And  then  she  drops  a  brief  and  modem 

curtsey. 
And  glides  away,  assured  she  noTer  hurts  ye. 

My  Juan,  whom  I  left  in  deadly  peril 
Amongst  live  poets  and  blue  ladies,  passM 
With  some  small  profit  through  that  field 

so  sterile. 
Beiuff  tired  in  time,  and  neither  least  nor  last 
Left  It  before  he  had  t^n  treated  very  ill ; 
And  henceforth  found  himself  more  gaily 

classM 
Amongst  the  higher  spirits  of  the  day. 
The  sun^s  true  son—  no  vapour,  but  a  ray. 


His  morns   he  passM  in  business— which, 

dissected. 
Was  like  all  business,  a  laborious  nothing. 
That  leads  to  lassitude,  the  most  infected 
And  Ontnnr  Nessus  garb  of  mortal  clothing, 
And  on  our  sofas  makes  us  lie  dejected, 
And  talk  in  tender  horrors  of  our  loathing 
All  kinds  of  toil,  save  for  our  country's 

good— 
Which  grows  no  better,  though  *tis  time  it 

should. 


His  afternoons  he  passed  in  visits,  luncheons. 
Lounging  and  boxing ;  and  the  twilight  hour 
In  riding  round  those  vegetable  puncheons 
Caird  'Parks,**  where  there  is  neither  frait 

nor  flower 
Enough  to  gratify  a  bee*s  slight  munchings ; 
But  after  all  it  is  the  only  *'bower" 
(In  Moore's  phrase)  where  the  fashionable 

fair 
Can  form  a  slight  acquaintance  with  fresh  air 


Then  dress,  then  dinner,  then  awakes  the 

world! 
Then  glare  the  lamps,  then  whirl  the  wheels, 

then  roar 
Through  street  and   square  fast  flashing 

chariots,  hurl'd 
Like  haraess'd  meteors !  then  along  the  floor 
Chalk  mimics  painting;  then  festoons  are 

twirl*d ; 
Then  roll  the  braien  thunders  of  the  door, 
Which  opens  to  the  thousand  happy  few 
An  earthly  Paradise  of  ''Or  Moln.** 


There  stands  the  noble  hostess,  nor  shall  Nnk 
With  the  three-thousandth  curtsey ;  there 

the  waltz — 
The  only  dance  which  teaches  girls  to  think  - 
Makes  one  in  love  even  with  its  very  faults. 
Saloon,  room,  hall  overflow  beyond  their 

brink, 
And  long  the  latest  of  arrivals  halts, 
'Midst  royal  dukes  and  dames  condemned  to 

climb, 
And  gain  an  inch  of  staircase  at  a  time. 


Thrice  happy  he,  who,  after  a  survey 
Of  the  good  company,  can  win  a  comer, 
A  door  that's  in,  or  boudoir  out  of  the  way. 
Where  he  may  fix  himself,  like  small  '*■  Jack 

Homer," 
And  let  the  Babel  round  run  as  it  may. 
And  look  on  as  a  mourner,  or  a  scomer, 
Or  an  approver,  or  a  mere  spectator. 
Yawning  a  little  as  the  night  grows  later. 


But  this  won't  do,  save  by  and  by ;  and  he 
Who,  like  Don  Juan,  takes  an  active  share, 
Must  steer  with  care  through  all  that  glit- 
tering sea 
Of  gems  and  plumes,  and  pearls  and  silks, 

to  where 
He  deems  it  is  his  proper  place  to  be ; 
Dissolving  in  the  waltz  to  some  soft  air. 
Or  proudlier  prancing  with  mercurial  skill 
Where  Science  marshals    forth    her   own 

quadrille. 


Or,  if  he  dance  not,  but  hath  higher  views 
Upon  an  heiress  or  his  neighbour's  bride. 
Let  him   take  care   that    that    which  he 

pursues 
Is  not  at  once  too  palpably  descried. 
Full  many  an  eager  gentleman  oft  rues 
His  haste :  impatience  is  a  blundering  guide 
Amongst  a  people  famous  for  reflection, 
Who  like  to  play  the  fool  with  circum- 
spection. 


But,  if  you  can  contrive,  get  next  at  supper; 
Or,  if  forestall'd,  get  opposite  and  ogle:— 
Oh,  ye  ambrosial  moments!  always  upper 
In  mind,  a  sort  of  sentimental  bogle. 
Which  sits  forever  upon  memory's  crupper. 
The  ghost  of  vanish'd  pleasures  once  in 

vogue!  Ill 
Can  tender  souls  relate  the  rise  and  fall 
Of  hopes  and  fears  which  shake  a  single  ball. 


But  these  precautionary  hints  can  touch 
Only  the  common  run.  who  must  pursue. 
And  watch,  and  ward ;  whose  plans  a  word 

too  much 
Or  little  ovartams ;  and  not  the  few 
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Or  man  J  (for  the  number*!  tometimet  such) 
Whom  a  gcNid  mien,  eipecially  if  new. 
Or  fame,  or  name,  for  wit,  war,  tense,  or 

noniense, 
Permitfl  whate'er  they  please,  or  did  not 

long  since. 

Oar  hero,  as  a  hero,  young  and  handsome, 
Noble,  rich,  celebrated,  and  a  stranger, 
Lilte  other  slares  of  coarse  must  pay  his 

ransom 
Before  he  can  escape  from  so  much  danger 
As  will  eoTiron  a  conspicuous  man.  Some 
Talk  about  poetry,  anil  '^rack  and  manger,'* 
And  ugliness,  disease,  as  toil  and  trouble ;  — 
1  wish  they  knew  the  life  of  a  young  noble. 


They  are  young,^  but  know  not  youth — it 

is  anticipated ; 

Handsome  but  wasted,  rich  without  a  sou; 

Their  vigour  in  a  thousand  arms  is  dissi- 
pated; 

Their  cash  comes  from,  their  wealth  goes 

to  a  Jew; 

Both  eenates  see  their  nightly  Votes  parti- 
cipated 

Between  the  tyrant's  and  the  tribunes'  crew; 

And,  hairing  TOted,  dined,   drank,  gamed, 

and  whored, 

The  fkmily-Tanlt  receiTos  another  lord. 


''Where  is  the  world,"  cries  Young,  '<at 

eighty?  Where 
The  world  in  which  a  man  was  bom?  "  Alas ! 
Where  is  the  world  of  eight  jean  past? 

'Twos  there— 
I  look  for  it — 'tis  gone,  a  globe  of  glass! 
Crack'd,  shiyer'd,  vanish'd,  scarcely  gazed 

on,   ere 
A  silent  change  dissolyes  the  glittering  mass. 
Statesmen,  chiefs,  orators,  queens,  patriots, 

kings. 
And  dandles,all  are  gone  on  the  wind's  wings. 


Where  is  Napoleon  the  Grand?  God  knows: 
Where  little  Casdereagh?  The  Deyil  can  tell: 
Where  Grattan,  Curran,  Sheridan,  all  those 
Who  bound  the  bar  or  senate  in  their  spell? 
Wliere  is  the  unhappy  Queen,  with  all  her 

woes? 
And  where  the  daughter,  whom  the  Isles 

loTcd  well? 
Where  are  those  martyr'd  Saints,  the  Fi?e 

per  Cents? 
And   where — oh  where  the  deril  are  the 

Rents? 


Whereas  Brnmmel?  Dish'd.    Where's  Long 

PoleWelle^ley?  Diddled: 

Where's   Whitbread?   Romilly?    Where's 

George  the  Third  ? 


Where  is  his  will?    (That*s  not  so  soon 

unriddled.) 
And    where    is   ^'Fum"  the  Fourtti,    our 

"royal  bird?" 
Gone  down   it  seems  to  Scotland,   to  be 

fiddled 
Unto  by  Sawney's  violin,  we  haye  heard: 
''Caw  me,  caw  thee ''—for  sit  months  hath 

been  hatching 
This  scene  of  royal  itch  and  loyal  scratching. 


Where  is  Lord  This?  And  where  my  Lady 

That? 
The  Honourable  Mistresses  and  Misses? 
Some  laid  aside  like  an  old  opera-hat. 
Married,  unmarried,  and  remarried  -  (this  is 
An  evolution  oft  perform'd  of  late). 
Where  are  the  Dublin  shouts— and  London 

hisses  ? 
Where  are  the  Grenvilles  ?  Tum'd  as  usual. 

Where 
My  friends  the  Whigs?  Exactly  where  they 

were. 


Where  arc  the  Lady  Carolines  andFranceses? 
Divorced  or  doing  there  anent.  Ve  annals 
So  brilliant,  where  the  list  of  routs  and 

dances  is^ 
ThouMorning-Post,sole  record  of  the  pannels 
Broken  in  carriages,  and  all  the  phantasies 
Of   fashion— say  what  streams  now    fill 

those  channels? 
Some  die,  some  fly,  some  languish  on  the 

Continent, 
Because  the  times  have  hardly  left  them 

one  tenant. 


Some  who  once  set  their  caps  at  cantloot 

dukes, 
flave  taken  up  at  length  with   younger 

brothers ; 
Some  heiresses  have  bit  at  sharpers'  hooks; 
Some  maids  have  been  made  wives — some 

merely  mothers ; 
Others  have  lost  their  fresh  and  fairy  looks : 
In  short,  the  list  of  alterations  bothers. 
There's  little  strange  in  this,  but  something 

strange  is 
The  unusual  quickness  of  these  common 

changes. 

Talk  not  of  seventy  years  as  age ;  in  seven 
I   have  seen  more    changes,    down    from 

monarchs  to 
The  humblest  individual  under  heaven. 
Than    might  suffice  a  moderate  centory 

through. 
I  knew  that  nought  was  lasting.but  now  eveo 
Change    grpws    too    changeable,   without 

being  new: 
Nought's  permanent  among  the  human  race. 
Except  the  Whigs  mot  getting  into  place. 
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I  have  teen  Napoleon,  who  feeni*!!  quite  a 

Jupiter, 
Shrink  to  a  Saturn.    I  hare  seen  a  duke 
No  matter  which)  turn  politician  fitnpider, 
f  that  can  well  be,  than  his  wooden  look. 
But  it  is  time  that  I  should  hoist  my  **blue 

Peter,'' 
And  sail  for  a  new  theme:  I  have  seen — 

and  fihook 
To  see  it—  the  King  hiss'd,  and  thencaress'd; 
But  don't  pretend  to  settle  which  was  best 


I  have  seen  the  landholders  without  a  rap  — 
1  have  seen  Johanna  Sou thcote— I  have  seen 
The  House  of  Commons  tum'd  to  a  tax- 
trap — 
I  hare  seen  that  sad  affair  of  the  late  Queen— 
I  have  seen  crowns  worn  instead  of  a  fool's- 
cap— 
I  have  seen  a  Congress  doing  all  that's 

mean — 
I  have  seen  some  nations  like  o'erloaded 

asses 
Kick  off  their  burthens — meaning  the  high 

classes. 


I  hare  seen  small  poets,  and  great  prosers,and 

Interminable  —not  eternal— speakers — 

I  have  seen  the  Funds  at  war  with  house 

and  land— 
rre    teen     the    Country-Gentlemen    turn 

squeakers— 
Vre  seen  the  people  ridden  o'er  like  sand 
By  slares  on  horseback— I  have  seen  malt 

liquors 
Exchanged  for  **thin  potations"  by  John 

Bull— 
I  have  seen  John  half  detect  himself  a 

fool. 


But  «'Carpe  diem,"  Juan,  «'Carpe,  carpe!*" 

To-morrow  sees  another  race  as  gay 

And  transient,  and  devour'd  by  the  same 

harpy. 
^Life's  a  poor  player '*— then  ''play  out  the 

Ye  villains ! "  and,  above  all,keep  a  sharp  eye 
Much  less  on  what  you  do  than  what  you 

say: 
Be  hypocritical,  be  cautious,  be 
Not  what  you  seem,  but  always  what  yon  see. 


But  how  shall  I  relate  in  other  Cantos 
Of  what  befell  our  hero,  in  the  land 
Which  'tis   the    common   cry  and   lie  to 

vaunt  as 
A  moral  country?  But  I  hold  my  hand  — 
For  I  disdain  to  write  an  Atalantis; 
But  'tis  as  well  at  once  to  understand. 
You  are  not  a  moral  people,  and  you  know  it 
Without  the  aid  of  too  sincere  a  poet. 


What  Juan  saw  and  underwent,  shall  be 
My  topic  with  of  course  the  due  restriction 
Which  is  required  by  proper  courtesy; 
And  recollect  the  work  is  only  fiction. 
And  that  1  sing  of  neither  mine  nor  me. 
Though  every  scribe,   in  some  slight  turn 

of  diction. 
Will  hint  allusions  never  meant.  Ne'er  doubt 
7%tf— when  I  speak,I  don*t  hint,hni9peakout. 


Whether  he  married  with  the  third  or  fourth 
Offspring  of  some  sage,   husband-hunting 

Countess, 
Or  whether  with  some  virgin  of  more  worth 
(I  mean  in  Fortune's  matrimonial  bounties) 
He  took  to  regularly  peopling  earth. 
Of  which    your    lawful    awful    wedlock 

fount  is — 
Or  whether  he  was  taken  in  for  damages, 
For  being  too  excursive  in  his  homages,— 


Is  yet  within  the  unread  events  of  time. 
Thus  far,  go  forth,  thou  Lay,  which  1  will 

back 
Against  the  same  given  quantity  of  rhyme, 
For  being  as  much  the  subject  of  attack 
As  ever  yet  was  any  work  sublime. 
By  those  who  love  to  say  that  white  is  black. 
So  much  the  better ! — I  may  stand  alone. 
But  would  not  change  my  free  thoughts  for 

a  throne. 


CANTO     XII. 

Of  all  the  barbarous  Middle  Ages,  that 
Which  is  most  barbarous  is  the  middle  age 
Of  man;  it  is— I  really  scarce  know  what; 
But   when    we    hover  between   fool    and 

sage. 
And  don't  know  jnstly  what  we  would  be  at — 
A  period  something  like  a  printed  page. 
Black  letter  upon  foolscap,  while  our  hair 
Grows  grizzled,  and  we  are  not  what  we 

were;— 


Too  old  for  youth — too  young,  at  thirty- 
five. 

To  herd   with  boys,  or  hoard  with  good 

threescore,— 

I  wonder  people  should  be  left  alive ; 

But,  since  they  are,  that  epoch  is  a  bore : 

Love  lingers  still,  although  'twere  late  to 

wive; 

And  as  for  other  love,  tho  illusion's  o'er ; 

And  money,  that  most  pure  imagination. 

Gleams    only    through    the  dawn  of   its 

creation. 


CUmto  XII. 


DON    JUAN. 


Sv.  S-IS.      288 


Oh  Gold!  why  call  we  mi«ers  miserable f 
Theirs  if  the  pleasure  that  can  never  pall ; 
Thein  is  the  best  bower-anchor,  the  chain- 
cable 
Which  holds  fast  other  pleasures  great  and 

small. 
Ye  who  bat  see  the  sailing  man  at  table. 
And  scorn  his  temperate  board,as  none  at  all. 
And  wonder  how  the  wealthy  can  be  sparing, 
Know  not  what  yisions  spring  from  each 

cheese-paring. 


Lore  or  lust  makes  man  sick,  and  wine 

mach  sicker; 
Ambltioa  rends ,  and  gaming  gains  a  loss ; 
Bat  maklngmonej,slowlj  first,then  quicker. 
And  addinr  still  a  little  through  each  cross 
(Which  Witt  come  over  things)  beats  lore 

or  liquor. 
The  gamester^s  counter,  or  the  statesnum^s 

dro9». 
Oh  Gold!  I  still  prefer  thee  unto  paper, 
Which  makes  bank-credit  like  a  bark  of 

▼apour. 

Who  hold  the  balance  of  the  world?  Who 

reign 
O^r  Congress,  whether  royalist  or  liberal? 
Who  rouse  the  shirtless  patriots  of  Spain  ? 
(That  make  old  Europe's  journals  squeak 

and  gibber  all.) 
Who  keep  the  world,  both  old  and  new,  in 

pain 
Or    pleasure?     Who  make    politics    run 

glibber  all? 
The  shade  of  Bonaparte's  noble  daring?  — 
Jew  Rothschild,  and  his  fellow  Christian 

Baring. 

Those,  and  the  truly  liberal  Lafitte, ' 
Are  the  true  lords  of  Europe.    Eyery  loan 
Is  not  a  merely  speculatiTe  hit, 
Bnt  seats  a  nation  or  upsets  a  throne. 
Republics  also  get  inTolved  a  bit ; 
Columbia's  stock  hath  holders  not  unknown 
On 'Change;  and  even  thy  silTer-soil,Pem, 
Mast  get  itself  discounted  by  a  Jew. 

Why  call  the  miser  miserable?  as 
I  said  before:  the  frugal  life  is  his, 
Which  in  a  saint  or  cynic  cTer  was 
The  theme  of  praise:  a  hermit  would  not  miss 
Canoniiation  for  the  self- same  cause. 
And  wherefore  blame  gaunt  Wealth's  auste- 
rities? 
Becaaae,  you'll  say,  nought  calls  for  such 

a  trial ;— 
Then  there's  more  merit  in  his  self-denial. 


Re  is  jomr  only  poet;-  passion,  pure 
And  sparfcling  on  lirom  heap  to  heap,displays. 


Poaeit'd,   the  ore.   of  which  mere  hope* 

allure 
Nations  athwart  the  deep :  tlie  golden  rays 
Flash  up  in  ingots  from  the  mine  obscure; 
On  him  the  diamond  pours  its  brilliant  blaxe. 
While   the  mild  emerald's   beam   shades 

down  the  dyes 
Of  other  stones,  to  soothe  the  miser's  eyes. 


The  lands  on  either  side  are  his :  the  ship 
From  Ceylon,  Inde,  or  far  Cathay,  unloads 
For  him  the  fragrant  produce  of  each  trip ; 
Beneath  his  cars  of  Ceres  groan  the  roadss 
And  the  Tine  blushes  like  Aurora's  lip ; 
His  Terr  cellars  might  be  kings'  abodes; 
While  he,  despising  every  sensual  call, 
Conunands — the  intellectual  lord  of  all. 


Perhaps  he  hath  great  projects  in  his  mind, 
To  build  a  college,  or  to  found  a  race. 
An  hospital,  a  church, — and  leave  behind 
Some  dome  surmounted  by  his  meagre  face: 
Perhaps  he  fain  would  liberate  mankind 
Even  with  the  very  ore  which  makes  them 

base; 
Perhaps  he  would   be  wealUiiest   of   his 

nation, 
Or  revel  in  the  Joys  of  calculation. 


But  whether  all,  or  each,  or  none  of  these 
May  be  the  hoarder's  principle  of  action. 
The  fool  will  call  such  mania  a  disease: — 
What  is  his  ovm?  Go—look  at  each  trans- 
action. 
Wars,  revels,  loves  ~ do  these  bring  men 

more  ease 
Than  the  mere  plodding  through  each  '^vul- 
gar fraction?" 
Or  do  they  benefit  mankind?  Lean  miser! 
Let  spendthrifts'  heirs  enquire  of  yours — 

who's  wiser? 


How  beauteoas  are  rouleaus !  how  charm- 
ing chests 
Containing  ingots,  bags  of  dollars,  coins 
(Not  of  old  Victors,  all  whose  heads  and  crests 
Weigh  not  the  thin  ore  where  their  visage 

shines, 
But)  of  fine  nnclipp'd  gold,  where  dully  rests 
Some  likeness  which  the  glittering  cirque  * 

confines. 
Of  modern,  reigning,  sterling,  stupid  stamp: 
Yes !  ready  money  is  Aladdin's  lamp. 


*^Love  rules  the  camp,  the  court,  the  grove,*' 

. — '*for  Love 

Is  Heaven,  and  Heaven  is  Love:"— so  sings 

the  bard ; 

Which  it  were  rather  difficult  to  prove 

(A  thing  with  poetry  in  general  hard). 


290      Cahto  XII. 


DON    JUAN. 


9t.  14 -S8 


Perhaps  tlicr«  may  be  sometliing  In  ^^Che 

prove," 

At  leait   it  rhyiuefl   to  ^'Love;*^   but  Vm 

prepared 

To  doubt  (no  lets  than  landlords  of  their 

rental) 

If  ^^eoiirtf**  and  ^'camps**  be  quite  so  sen- 
timental. 


BntifLovedon^t,  Ca«Adoes,  and  Cash  alone : 
Cash  rules  the  gT(»ve,  and  fells  it  too  besides ; 
Without  cash,  camps  were  thin,  and  courts 

were  none; 
Without  cash,  Malthus  tells  you^^'takeno 

brides.*' 
So  Cash  rules  Love  the  ruler,  on  his  own 
High  ground,  as  Virgin  Cynthia  sirays  the 

tides ; 
And,  as  for  '^Heaven "  being  '^Love,"  why 

not  say  honey 
Is  wax  ?  Heaven  u  not  Lore,  'tis  Matrimony. 


Is  not  all  love  prohibited  whatever. 
Excepting   marriage?   which  is  love,   no 

doubt. 
After  a  sort;  but  somehow  people  never 
With  the  same  thought  the  two  words  have 

helped  out: 
Love  may  exist  with  marriage  and  shouid 

ever. 
And  marriage  also  may  exist  without; 
But  love  Bans  banns  is  both  a  sin  and  shame, 
And  ought  to  go  by  quite  another  name. 


Now  if  the  '^court  ^  and  ^^camp  **  and  *'grove*' 

be  not 
Recruited  all  with  constant  married  men. 
Who  never  coveted  their  neighbour's  lot, 
I  say  that  line  's  a  lapsus  of  the  pen ;  — 
Strange  too  in  my  '^buon  camerado  "  Scott, 
So  celebrated  for  his  morals,  when 
My  Jeffrey  held  him  up  as  an  example 
To  me ;— of  which  these  morals  are  a  sample. 


Well,  if  I  don't  succeed,  I  have  succeeded, 
And  that's  enough ;  succeeded  in  my  youth. 
The  only  time  when  much  success  is  needed: 
And  ray  success  produced  what  I  in  sooth 
Cared  most   about;    it  need  not  now  be 

pleaded  — 
Whate'er  it  was,  'twas  mine ;  Fve  paid,  in 

truth. 
Of  late  the  penalty  of  such  success. 
But  ha\e  not  leam'd  to  wish  it  any  less. 


That  rait  in  Chancery, — which  some  per- 
sons plead 
In  an  appeal  to  the  unborn,  whom  they, 
In  the  faith  of  their  procreative  creed, 
Baptiie  Posterity,  or  future  rlay,— 


To  me  seemi  but  a  dubious  kind  of  reed 
To  lean  mi  for  support  in  any  way ; 
Since  odds  are  that  Posterity  will  know 
No  more  of  them,  than  they  of  her,  I  trow. 


Why,  I'm  Posterity— and  so  are  you; 
And  whom  do  we  remember  ?  Not  a  hundred. 
Were  every  memory  written  down  all  true. 
The  tenth  or  twentieth  name  would  be  but 

blunder'd : 
Even  Piutarch*s  Lives  have  but  pick'd  out 

a  few. 
And  'gainst  those  few  your  annalists  have 

thunder'd ; 
And  Mitford,  in  the  nineteenth  century. 
Gives,  with  Greek  truth,  the  good  old  Greek 

the  lie. 


Good  people  all,  of  every  degree, 
Yc  gentle  renders  and  ungentle  writers. 
In  this  twelfth  Canto  'tis  my  wish  to  be 
As  serious  as  if  I  had  for  inditers 
Malthus  and  Wilberforce: — the  last  set  free 
The  Negroes,  and  is  worth  a  million  fighters; 
While  Wellington    has   but  enslaved  the 

whites. 
And  Malthus  does  the  thing  'gainst  which 

he  writet. 


I'm  serious— so  are  all  men  upon  paper; 
And  why  should  I  not  form  my  speculation. 
And  hold  up  to  the  sun  my  little  taper? 
Mankind  just  now  seem  wrapt  in  meditation 
On  Constitutions  and  Steam-buats  of  vapour; 
While  sages  write  against  all  procreation. 
Unless  a  man  can  calculate  his  means 
Of  feeding  brats  the  moment  his  wife  weans. 


That's  noble!  that's  romantic!  For  my  part, 
I  think  that  ^^Philo-genitiveness  **  is — 
(Now  here's  a   word  quite  after  my  own 

heart. 
Though  there's  a  shorter  a  good  deal  than 

this. 
If  that  politeness  set  it  not  apart; 
But  I'm  resolved  to  say  nought  that's  amiss)  - 
I  say,  methinks  that  *'Philo-genitiveness " 
Might  meet  from  men  a  little  more  for- 
giveness. 


And  now  to  business.  Oh,  my  gentle  Juan? 
Thou  art  in  London— in  Uiat  pleasant  place 
Where   every  kind  of   mischief  's    daily 

brewing. 
Which  can  await  warm  youth  in  its  wild 

race. 
'TIS  true,  that  thy  career  is  not  a  new  one  | 
Thou  art  no  novice  in  the  headlong  chase 
Of  early  life;  but  this  is  a  new  land 
Which  foreigners  can  never  understand. 
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What  with  a  small  diversity  of  climate, 
Of  hot  or  cold,  mercurial  or  sedate, 
I  could  send  forth  my  mandate  like  a  primate, 
Upon  the  rest  of  Europe's  social  state; 
But  thou  art  tlie  most  difficult  to  rhyme  at, 
Great- Britain,  which  the  Muse  may  pene- 
trate: 
All  countries  have  their  ^^Lions,"  but  in  thee 
There  Is  but  one  superb  mena^rie. 


But  I  am  sick  of  polities.    Begin, 
^'Paulo  miyora.'*    Juan,  undecided 
Amongst  the  paths  of  beinff  ^^taken  In,^ 
Above  the  ice  had  like  a  skaiter  glided : 
When  lired  of  play,  he  flirted  without  sin 
With  some  of  those  fair  creatures  who  have 

prided 
ThemnelTet  on  innocent  tantaliiation. 
And  hate  all  vite  except  its  reputation. 


But  these  are  few,  and  in  the  end  they 

make 
Some  devilish  escapade  or  stir,  Which  shows 
That  even  the  purest  people  may  mistake 
Their  way  through  virtuous*  primrose  paths 

of  snows; 
And  then  men  stare,  as  if  a  new  ass  spake 
To  Balaam,  and  from  tongue  to  ear  overflows 
Quick-silver  Small  Talk,   ending  (if  you 

note  it) 
With  the  kind  world's  Amen  !->''Who  would 

have  thought  itV" 


The  little  Leila,  with  her  orient  eyes 

And  taciturn  Asiatic  disposition, 

(Which  saw  all  Western  things  with  small 

surprise. 
To  the  surprise  of  people  of  condition. 
Who  think  that  novelties  are  butterflies 
To  be  pursued  as  food  for  inanition) 
Her  charming  figure  and  romantic  history, 
Became  a  kind  of  fashionable  mystery. 


The  women  much  divided  —  as  is  usual 
Amongst  the  sex  in  little  things  or  great. 
Thiak  not,  fair  creatures,  that  I  mean  to 

abuse  tou  all — 
1  haTO  always  liked  you  better  than  I  state: 
Since  l*ve  grown  moral,  still  1  must  accuse 

you  all 
Of  being  apt  to  talk  at  a  great  rate ; 
And  now  there  was  a  general  sensation 
Amongst  you,  about  Leila's  education. 


In  one  point  only  were  you  settled  and 
You  had  reason ;  twas  that  a  young  Child 

of  Grace, 
As  beautiful  as  her  own  native  land, 
And  far  away,  the  last  bud  of  her  rare, 
However  our  friend  DonJuan  might  command 


Himself  for  five,  four,  three,  or  two  years' 

space. 
Would  be  much  better  taught  beneath  the  eye 
Of  Peeresses  whose  follies  had  run  dry. 


So  first  there  was  a  generous  emulation. 
And  then  there  was  a  general  competition 
To  undertake  the  orphan's  education. 
As  Juan  was  a  person  of  condition. 
It  had  been  an  afl'ront  on  this  occasion 
To  talk  of  a  subscription  or  petition; 
But  sixteen  dowagers,  ten  unwed  she-sages, 
Whose  tale  belongs  to  ^'Hallam's  Middle 

Ages,'' 


And  one  or  two  sad,  separate  wives,  without 
A   fruit  to   bloom  upon    their   withering 

bough— 
Begg'd  to  bring  tip   the  little  girl,   and 

"out,"— 
Foi^  that's  the  phrase  that  settles  all  things 

now. 
Meaning  a  virgin's  first  blush  at  a  rout. 
And  all  her  points   as   thorough-bred   to 

show: 
And  1  assure  you,  that  like  virgin-honey 
Tastes  their  first  season  (mostly  if  they 

have  money). 


How  all  the  needy  honourable  misters. 
Each  out-at-elbow  peer,  or  desperate  dandy. 
The  watchful  mothers  and  the  careful  sisters 
(Who,  by  the  bye,  when  clever,  are  more 

handy 
At  making  matches,  where  ^^  'tis  gold  that 

glisters," 
Than  their  Ae-relatives)  like  flies  o'er  candy 
Buzz  round  **the  Fortune  "  with  their  busy 

battery. 
To  turn  her  head  with  waltzing  and  with 

flattery! 


Each  aunt,  each  cousin  hath  her  speculation; 
Nay,  married  dames  will  now   and   then 

discover 
Such  pure  disinterestedness  of  passion, 
I've  known  them  court  an  heiress  for  their 

lover. 
««Tantsne!"  Such  the  virtues  of  high  station! 
Even   in  the  hopeful  isle,   whose  outlet's 

'^Dover!" 
While  the  poor  rich  wretch,  object  of  these 

cares. 
Has  cause  to  wish  her  sire  had  had  male 

heirs. 


Some  arc  soon  bagg'd,  but  some  reject  three 

dozen. 
1'is  fine  to  see  them  scattering  refusals 
And  wild  dismay  o'er  every  angry  cousin 
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(Friendf  of  the  partv)  who  begin  accntalf 
Such  ai — ^'Unlets  Mim  (Blank)  meant  to 

have  chofen 
Poor  Frederick,  why  did  §he  accord  pemsali 
TohiibilleU?  ir^y  waltz  with  himV  Why, 

I  pray, 
Look  ye»  latt  night,  and  yet  say  no  to-day? 


Why?--Why?-Befidef,  Fred,  really  wai 

attaeh'd; 
Twaa    not    her   fortnne — he   ha^  enough 

without ! 
The  time  will  come  fbe*ll  wieh  that  the 

had  inatchM 
So  good  an  opportunity,  no  doubt: — 
But  the   old  marchioneas  «ome  plan  has 

hatched, 
Af  rU  tell  Aurea  at  to-morrow*f  rout : 
And  after  all  poor  Frederick  may  do  better — 
Pray,  did  you  see  her  answer  to  his  letter?*^ 


Smart  uniforms  and  sparkling  coronets 
Are  spurned  in  turn,  until  her  turn  arrives. 
After  male  loss  of  time,  and  hearts,  and  bets 
Upon  the  sweep-stakes  fur  substantial  wives: 
And  when  at  last  the  pretty  creature  gets 
Some  gentleman  who  fights,  or  writes,  or 

drives. 
It  soothes  the  awkward  squad  of  the  rejected 
To  find  how  very  badly  she  selected. 

For    sometimes    they    accept    some    long 

pursuer. 
Worn  out  with  importunity ;  or  fall 
(But  here  perhaps  the  instances  are  fewer) 
To  the  lot  of  him  who  scarce  pursued  at  all. 
A  hazy  widower  turnM  of  forty  *s  sure 
(If  'tis  not  vain  examples  to  recal) 
To  draw  a  high  prize:   now,  however  he 

got  her,  I 
See  nought  more  strange  in  this  than  t'other 

lottery. 


I,  for  my  part-.(one  ^'modern  instance**  more, 
"True,  'tis  a  pity— pity  'tis,  'tis  true")- 
Was  chosen  l^rom  out  an  amatory  score. 
Albeit  my  years  were  less  discreet  than  few; 
But  though  I  also  had  reform'd  before 
Those  became  one  who  soon  were  to  be  two, 
ril  not  gainsay  the  generous  public's  voice — 
That  the  young  lady  made  a  monstrous 

choice. 

Oh,  pardon  me  digression— or  at  least 
Peruse !  'TIS  always  with  a  moral  end 
That  I  dissert,  like  Grace  before  a  feast: 
For  like  an  aged  aunt,  or  tiresome  friend, 
A  rigid  guardian,  or  a  zealous  priest, 
My  Muse  by  exhortation  means  to  mend 
All  people,  at  all  times,  and  in  most  places, 
W  liich  pats  my  Pegasus  to  these  grave  paces. 


But  now  I'm  going  to  be  immoral ;  now 
I  mean  to  show  things  really  as  they  arc. 
Not  as  they  ought  to  be :  for  i  avow. 
That  till  we  see  what's  what  in  fact,  we're  far 
From  much  improvement  with  that  virtuous 

plough 
Which  skims  the  surface,   leaving  scarce 

a  scar 
Upon  the  black  loam  long  manured  by  Vice, 
Only  to  keep  its  corn  at  the  old  price. 


But  first  of  little  Leila  we'll  dispose ; 
For  like  a  day-dawn  she  was  young  and  pure, 
Or  like  the  old  comparison  of  snows. 
Which  are  more  pure  than  pleasant  to  be 

sure. 
Like  many  people  every  body  knows. 
Don  Juan  was  delighted  to  secure 
A  gpoodly-  guardian  for  his  infant  charge. 
Who  might   not  profit  much  by  being  at 

large. 


Besides,  he  had  found  out  tliat  he  was  no 

tutor 
(I  wish  that  others  would  find  out  the  same) : 
And  rather  wiifh'd  in  such  things  to  stand 

neuter. 
For  silly  wards  will  bring  their  guardians 

blame: 
So,  when  he  saw  each  ancient  dame  a  suitor 
To  make  his  little  wild  Asiatic  tame. 
Consulting  tlie  ^^Society  for  Vice 
Suppression,"   Lady    Pinchbeck    was    hii 

choice. 


Olden  she  was— but  had  been  very  young : 
Virtuous  she  was — and  had  been,  1  believe: 
Although  the  world  has  such  an  evil  tongue 

That but  my  chaster  ear  will  not  receive 

An  echo  of  a  syllable  that's  wrong: 

In  fact,  there's  nothing  makes  me  so  much 

grieve 
As  that  abominable  tittle  tattle. 
Which  is  the  cud  eschew'd  by  human  cattle. 


Moreover  IVe  remark'd  (and  I  was  oace 
A  slight  observer  in  a  modest  way) , 
And  so  may  every  one  Except  a  dunce. 
That  ladies  in  their  youth  a  little  piy. 
Besides  their  knowledge  of  the  world,  and 

sense 
Of  the  sad  consequence  of  going  astray. 
Are  wiser  in  their  warnings  'gainst  the  woe 
Which  the  mere  passionless  can  never  know. 


While   the   harsh   prude   indemnifies    her 

virtue 
By   railing   at   the   unknown   and    envied 

passion, 
Seeking  far  less  to  save  yon  than  to  hurt  you , 
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Or,  what*8  flill  worse,  to  put  yon  out  of 

fashion,— 

The  kinder  veteran  with  calm  words  will 

court  yon. 

Entreating  yon  to  panse  before  you  dash  on ; 

Gxponnding  and  illustrating  the  riddle 

Of  £piG  Love's  beginning,  end,  and  middle. 


Now,  whether  It  be  thus,  or  that  they  are 

stricter. 
As  better  knowing  why  they  should  be  so, 
I  think  you^ll  find  fhim  many  a  family- 
picture, 
lliat  daufffaters  of  such  mothers  as  may  know 
The  wond  by  experience  rather  than  b^ 

lecture. 
Turn  out  much  better  for  the  Smithfield  show 
Of  vestals  brought  into  the  marriagermart. 
Than  those  bred  up  by  prudes  without  a 

heart 


I  said  that  Lady  Pinchbeck  had  been  talked 

about  — 
As  who  has  not,   if  female,  young,   and 

pretty  ¥ 
But  now  no  more  the  ghont  of  Scandal 

stalked  about; 
She  merely  was  deemM  amiable  and  witty. 
And  several  of  her  best  bon-mots  were 

hawked  about; 
Then  she  was  given  to  charity  and  pity, 
And  passM  (at  least  the  latter  years  of  life) 
For  being  a  most  exemplary  wife. 


High  in  high  circles,  gentle  in  her  oWn, 
She  was  the  mild  reprover  of  the  young 
Whenever— which  means  every  day— they'd 

shown 
An  awkward  inclination  to  go  wrong. 
The  quantity  of  good  she  did's  unknown,— 
Or  at  the  least  would  lengthen  out  my  song : 
In  brief,  the  little  orphan  of  the  East 
Had  raised  an  interest  in  her  which  increased. 


Joan  too  was  a  sort  of  favourite  with  her, 
Becanae  she  thought  him  a  good  heart  at 

bottom, 
A  little  spoird,  but  not  so  altogether ; 
Which  was  a  wonder,  if  yon  think  who 

got  him. 
And  how  he  had  been  tossM,  he  scarce  knew 

whither : 
Though  this  might  ruin  other9.it  did  not  hint, 
At  leant  entirely— for  he  had  seen  too  many 
Changes  in  yonth  to  be  surprised  at  any. 


And  these  vicissitudes  tell  best  in  youth ; 
Per  when  they  happen  at  a  riper  ago. 
People  are  apt  to  blame  the  Fates,  forsooth, 
And  wonder  Providence  is  not  more  sage. 


Adversity  is  the  first  path  to  truth: 

He  who  hath  proved  war,  storm,  or  woman's 

rage. 
Whether  his  winters  be  eighteen  or  eighty. 
Hath  won  the  experience  which  is  deemed 

so  weighty. 


How  far  it  profits  is  another  matter. — 
Our  hero  gladly  saw  his  little  charge 
Safe  with  a  lady,   whose  last  grown-up 

daughter 
Being  louff  married,  and  thus  set  at  large. 
Had  left  all  the  accomplishments  she  taught 

her 
To  be  transmitted,  like  the  Lord-Mayor's 

barge, 
To  the  next  comer ;  or — as  it  will  tell 
More  Muse-like  — say  like  Cytherea's  shell. 


I  call  such  things  transmission ;  for  there  is 
A  floating  balance  of  accomplishment 
Which  forms  a  pedigree  from  Miss  to  Miss, 
According  as  their  minds  or  backs  arc  bent. 
Some  walti ;  some  draw ;  some  fathom  the 

abyss 
Of  metaphysics ;  others  are  content 
With  music;  the  most  moderate  shine  as  wits, 
While  others  have  a  genius  tum'd  for  fits. 


But  whether  fits,  or  wits,  or  harpsichords. 
Theology,  fine  arts,  or  finer  stays 
May  be  the  baits  for  gentlemen  or  lords. 
With  regular  descent,  in  these  our  days 
The  last  year  to  the  new  transfers  its  hoards ; 
New  vestals  claim  men's  eyes  with  the  same 

praise 
Of  ^'elegant,"  et  cetera^  in  fresh  batches— 
All  matchless  creatures  and  yet  bent  on 

matches. 


But  now  I  will  begin  my  poem.    Tis 
Perhaps  a  little  strange,  if  not  quite  new. 
That  from  the  first  of  Cantos  np  to  this 
I've  not  begnn  what  we  have  to  go  through. 
These  first  twelve  boolis  are  merely  floo- 

rishes, 
Preludios,  trying  just  a  string  or  two 
Upon  my  lyre,  or  making  the  pegs  sure ; 
And  when  so,  you  shall  have  the  overture. 


My  Muses  do  not  care  a  pinch  of  rosin 
About  what's  call'd  success,  or  not  succeed- 
ing: 
Such  thoughts  are  quite  below  the  strain 

they've  chosen; 
Tis  a  ^^great  moral  lesson"  they  are  reading. 
1  thought,  at  setting  ofi*,  about  two  doxen 
Cantos  would  do ;  but,  at  Apollo^s  pleading. 
If  that  my  Pegasus  should  not  be  founder'd, 
I  think  to  canter  gently  through  a  hundred. 
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Don  Juan  saw  that  microcofm  on  ttiltf. 
Yclept  the  Great  World ;  for  it  it  the  least, 
Althoogrh  the  highest:  bat  as  swords  have 

hilts 
Bj  which  their  power  of  mischief  is  in- 
creased, 
When  man  in  battle  or  in  quarrel  tilts, 
Thus  the  low  world,  north,  south,  or  west, 

or  east, 
Musi  still  obey  the  high  —  which  is  their 

handle , 
Their  moon,  their  sun,   their  gas,  their 

farthing-candle. 


He  had  many  friends  who  had  many  wires, 

and  was 
Well  lookM  upon  by  both,  to  that  extent 
Of  friendship  which  you  may  accept  or  pass, 
It  does  nor  good  nor  harm ;  being  merely 

meant 
To  keep  the  wheels  going  of  the  higher  class, 
And  draw  them  nightly  when  a  ticket's  sent : 
And  what  with  masquerades,  and  fdtes,  and 

balls, 
For  the  first  season  such  a  life  scarce  palls. 


A  young  unmarried  man,  with  a  good  name 
And  fortune,  has  an  awkward  part  to  play; 
For  good  society  is  but  a  game, 
*^The  royal  game  of  goose,'*  as  I  may  say, 
Where  every  b<|dy  has  some  separate  aim. 
An  end  to  answer,  or  a  plan  to  Jay— 
The  single  ladies  wishing  to  be  double. 
The  married  ones  to  save  the  virgins  trouble. 


I  don't  mean  this  as  general,  but  particnlar 
Examples  may  be  found  of  such  pursuits : 
Though  several  also  keep  their  perpen- 
dicular 
Like  poplars,  with  good  principles  for  roots; 
Yet  many  have  a  method  more  reticular— 
^'Fishers  for  men,"  likeSirens  with  soft  lutes: 
For  talk  six  times  with  the  same  single  lady. 
And  yon  may  get  the  wedding-drosses  ready. 


Perhaps  you'll  hare  a  letter  from  the  mother, 
To  say  her  daughter's  feelings  are  trepanned; 
Perhaps  youll  have  a  visit  from  the  brother. 
All  strut,and  stays,  and  whiskers,  to  demand 
What  '^your  intentions  are?*' — One  way  or 

other 
It  seems  the  virgin's  heart  expects  your  hand; 
And,  between  pity  for  her  case  and  yours. 
You'll  add  to  Matrimony's  list  of  cures.  * 


Fve  known  a  dosen  weddings  made  even  thu$^ 
And  some  of  them  high  names :  I  have  also 

known 
Young  men  who  —  though  they  hated  to 

discuss 


Pretensions  which  they  never  dream'd  to 

have  shown — 
Yet  neither  frighten'd  by  a  female  fuss, 
Nor  by  mustachios  moved,  were  let  alone. 
And  lived ,  as  did  the  broken-hearted  fair. 
In  happier  plight  than  if  they  formed  a  pair. 


There's  also  nightly,  to  the  uninitiated, 
A  peril — not  indeed  like  love  or  marriage, 
But  not  the  less  for  this  to  be  depreciated: 
It  is  - 1  meant  and  mean  not  to  disparage 
The  show  of  virtue  even  in  the  vitiated— 
It  adds  an  outward  grace  unto  their  carriage 
But  to  denounce  the  amphibious  sort  of 

harlot, 
Ck>uleur  de  rose,"  who's  neither  white  nor 

scarlet. 


i( 


Such  is  your  cold  coquette ,  who  can't  sa^ 

"No," 
And  won't  say  "Yes,"  and  keeps  you  oo 

and  olT-ing, 
On  a  lee  shore,  till  it  begins  to  blow — 
Then  sees  your  heart  wreck'd,  with  an 

inward  scoffing; 
This  works  a  world  of  sentimental  woe. 
And  sends  newWerters  yearly  to  their  coffin; 
But  yet  is  merely  innocent  flirtation. 
Not  quite  adultery,  but  adulteration. 


"Ye  Gods,  I  grow  a  talker !"  Let  us  prate. 
The  next  of  perils,though  I  place  it  sternest, 
Is  when,witliout  regard  to  "Church  orState," 
A  wife  makes  or  takes  love  in  upright  earnest. 
Abroad,   such  things  decide  few  women's 

fate — 
(Such,  early  traveller!    is  the  truth  thou 

learnest) — 
But  in  old  England  when  a  young  bride  errs. 
Poor  thing !  Eve's  was  a  trifling  case  to  hers; 


For  'tis  a  low,  newspaper,  humdrum,  lawsuit 
Country,  where  a  young  couple  of  the  same 

ages 
Can't   form  a  frieikdship  but    the  world 

o'erawes  it. 
Then  there's  the    vulgar  trick   of  those 

damn'd  damages! 
A  verdict  -  grievous  foe  to  those  who  cause 

it!- 
Forms  a  sad  climax  to  romantic  homages ; 
Besides   those   soothing    speeches    of  the 

pleaders. 
And  evidences  which  regale  all  readers! 


But   they    who   blunder    thus ,    are    raw 

beginners: 
A  little  genial  sprinkling  of  hypocrisy 
Has  saved  the  fame  of  thousand  splendid 

simKsrs, 
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The  loTeliett  Ollgarchf  of  oar  Gynocnuy ; 
YoD  ma  J  tee  each  at  all  the  balls  and  dinnen, 
Among  the  proudeet  of  our  Arif  tocracj, 
So  gentle,  charming,  charitable,  chaste— 

And  all  by -having  tact  as  well  as  taste. 

« 

Jaan,  who  did  not  stand  in  the  predicament 
Of  a  mere  noTice,  had  one  safeguard  more; 
For  he  was  sick — no,   ^twas  not  the  word 

sick  I  meant — 
But  he  had  seen  so  much  good  lore  before, 
That  he  was  not  in  heart  so  very  weak ; — 

I  meant 
But  thus  mnch,and  no  sneer  against  the  shore 
Of  white  cliffs,  white  necks,    blue  eyes, 

bluer  stockings, 
Tithee,  taiet,  dons,  and  doc>rs  with  double 

knockings. 

Bat  coming  young  from  lands  and  scenes 

romantic. 
Where  lives,  not  lawsuits,  must  be  rUk'd 

for  Passion, 
And   Pasilon^s  self  must  have  a   spice    of 

frantic , 
Into  a  conntrr  where  *tis  half  a  fashion, 
Seem'd  tohimhalf  commercial,half  pedantic, 
Howe'er  he  might  esteem  this  moral  nation ; 
Besides  (alas !  his  taste — forgive  and  pity !) 
At  first  he  did  not  think  the  women  pretty. 


I  say  at^tt— for  he  found  out  at  tasty 
But  by  degrees ,   that  they  were  fairer  flitf 
Than  the  more  glowing  dames  whose  lot  is 

cast 
Beneath  the  influence  of  the  Eastern  star — 
A  farther  proof  we  should  not  judge  in  haste; 
Yet  inexperience  could  not  be  his  bar 
To  taste:— the  truth  is,if  men  would  confess, 
That  novelties  please  less  than  they  impress. 

Though  traveird,!  have  never  had  the  luck  to 
Trace  ap  those  shuffling  negroes,  Nile  or 

Niger, 
To  that  impracticable  place,  Timbnctoo, 
Where  Geography  finds  no  one  to  oblige  her 
With  each  a  chart  as  may  be  safely  stuck  to — 
ForEarope  ploughs  in  Afric  like  ^'bos  piger:^* 
Bat  if  I  had  been  at  Timbnctoo,  there 
No  doubt  I  should  be  told  that  black  is  fair. 


It  is.  I  will  not  swear  that  black  is  white; 
Bat  I  taspect  in  fact  that  white  is  black. 
And  the  whole  matter  rests  upon  eye-sight. 
Ask  a  blind  man ,  the  best  jadge.  Yoa*ll 

atlBck 
Perhape  this  new  position^bnt  Pm  right; 
Or  if  rm  wrong,  Pll  not  be  ta'en  aback : — 
He  hath  no  mom  nor  night,  but  all  is  dark 
Within ;  and  what  see*st  thou?  A  dubious 

spark. 


But  Pm  relapsing  into  metaphysics. 
That  labyrinth,  whose  clue  is  of  the  same 
Construction  as  your  cures  for  hectic  phthi- 

SICS, 

Those  bright  moths  fluttering«round  a  dying 

flame: 
And  this   reflection    brings    me  to  plain 

physics. 
And  to  the  beaaties  of  a  foreign  dame. 
Compared  with  those  of  our  pure -pearls  of 

price. 
Those  Polar  summers,  oUsun,  and  some  ice. 


Or  say  they  are  like  virtnoas  mermaids, 

whose 
Beginnings  are  fair  faces,f!nds  mere  fishes; — 
Not  that  there^s  not  a  quantity  of  those 
Who  have  a  due  respect  for  their  own  wishes. 
Like  Russians  rushing  from  hot  baths  to 

snows 
Are  they,  at  bottom  virtuous  even  when 

vicious : 
They  warm  into  a  scrape,but  keep  of  course, 
As  a  reserve,  a  plunge  into  remorse. 

But  this  has  nought  to  do  with  their  ontsides. 
I  said  that  Juan  did  not  think  them  pretty 
At  the  first  blush ;  for  a  fair  Briton  hides 
Half  her  attractions  — probably  from  pity — 
And  rather  calmly  into  the  heart  glides. 
Than  storms  it  as  a  foe  would  take  a  city; 
But  once  there  (if  you  doubt  this,prithee  try) 
She  keeps  it  for  yoa  like  a  true  ally. 


She  cannot  step  as  does  an  Arab  barb. 
Or  Andalusian  girl  from  mass  returning. 
Nor  wear  as  gracefully  as  Gauls  her  garb, 
Nor  in  her  eye  Ausonia^s  glance  is  burning; 
Her  voice,  though  sweet,  is  not  so  fit  to  warb- 
le those  bravunis  (which  I  still  am  learning 
To  like,  though  I  have  been  seven  years  in 

Italy, 
And  have,  or  had,  an  ear  that  served  me 

prettily)  ;— 

She  cannot  do  these  things,  nor  one  or  two 
Others,  in  that  off-hand  and  dashing  style 
Which  takes  so  much  —  to  give  the  devil 

his  due; 
Nor  is  she  quite  so  ready  with  her  smile. 
Nor  settles  all  things  in  one  interview 
(A  thing  approved  as  saving  time  and  toil); 
But  though  the  soil  may  give  you  time  and 

trouble. 
Well  cultivated,  it  will  render  double. 

And  if  in  fact  she  takes  to  a  '^grandepaasion,** 
It  is  a  very  serious  thing  indeed : 
Nine  times  in  ten  His  but  caprice  or  fashion. 
Coquetry,  or  a  wish  to  take  the  lead. 
The  pride  of  a  mere  child  with  a  new  sash  on. 
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Or  wish  to  make  a  rlTars  bof om  bleed ; 
But  the  tenth  instance  will  be  a  Tornado, 
For  there^s  no  saying  what  they  will  or 

may  do. 


The  reafon^s  obvious:  if  there^s  an  ^clat, 
They  lose  their  caste  at  once^as  do  the  Parias; 
And  when  the  delicacies  of  die  law 
Havefiird  their  pa|>ers  with  their  comments 

various, 
Society,  that  china  without  flaw, 
(The  hypocrite!)  will  banish  them  like 

Marius, 
To  sit  amidst  the  ruins  of  their  guilt: 
For  Fame's  a  Carthage  not  so  soon  rebuilt. 


Perhaps  this  is  as  it  should  be;— it  is 
A  comment  on  the  GospePs  **Sin  no  more. 
And  be  thy  sins  forgiven  :^ — ^but  npon  this 
I  leave  the  saints  to  settle  their  own  score. 
Abroad,   though  doubtless  they  do  much 

amiss, 
An  erring  woman  finds  an  open  door 
For  her  return  to  Virtue — as  they  call 
That  Lady  who  should  be  at  home  to  all. 


Forme,  I  leave  the  matter  where  I  find  it, 
Knowing  that  such  uneasy  Virtue  leads 
People  some  ten  times  less  in  fact  to  mind  it, 
And  care  but  for  discoveries  and  not  deeds. 
And  as  for  Chastity ,  you'll  never  bind  it 
By  all  the  laws  the  strictest  lawyer  pleads. 
But  aggravate    the  crime  you   have  not 

prevented, 
By  rendering  desperate  those  who  had  else 

repented. 


But  Juan  was  no  casuist,  nor  had  pondered 
Upon  the  moral  lessons  of  mankind : 
Besides,  he  had  notseen,  of  several  hundred, 
A  lady  altogether  to  his  mind. 
A  little  ''blasd''— 'tis  not  to  be  wondered 
At,  that  his  heart  had  got  a  tougher  rind: 
And  though  not  vainer  from  his  past  success, 
No  doubt  his  sensibilities  were  less. 


He  also  had  been  busy  seeing  sights — 
The  Parliament  and  all  the  other  houses; 
Had  sate  beneath  the  gallery  at  nights, 
To   hear   debates  whose   thunder    roused 

(not  rowtes) 
The  world  to  gaze  upon  those  northern  lights 
Which  flashed  as  far  at  where  the  musk- 
bull  browses; 
He  had  also  stood  at  times  behindthe  throne, 
But  Grey  was  not  arrived,andChatham  gone. 


He  saw,  however,  at  the  closing  session. 
That  noble  sight,when  reaOy  free  the  nation, 


A  king  in  constitutional  ponsession 
Of  such  a  throne  as  is  the  proudest  station, 
Though  desp^its  know  it  not— till  the  pro- 
gression 
Of  freedom  shall  complete  tlieir  education, 
^is  not  mere  splendour  makes  the  show 

august 
To  eye  or  heart— it  is  the  people's  trust 


There  too  he  saw  (whatever  he  may  be  now) 
A  Prince,  the  prince  of  princes,  at  the  time 
With  fascination  in  his  very  bow. 
And  full  of  promise,  as  the  spring  of  prime. 
Though  royalty  was  written  on  his  brow. 
He  had  then  the  grace  too,  rare  in  every 

clime. 
Of  being,  without  alloy  of  fop  or  beau, 
A  finished  gentleman  fi^um  top  to  toe. 


And  Juan  was  received,  as  hath  been  said, 
Into  the  best  society:  and  there 
Occurred  what  often  happens,  Pm  afraid. 
However  disciplined  and  debonnaire : 
The  talent  and  good  humour  he  displayed, 
Besides  the  marvM  distinction  of  his  air, 
Exposed  him,  as  was  natural,  to  temptatif»n. 
Even  though  himself  avoided  the  occasion. 


But  what ,  and  where ,  with  whom ,    and 

when,  and  why. 
Is  not  to  be  put  hastily  together ; 
And  as  my  object  is  morality 
(Whatever  people  say)  1  don't  know  whether 
Pll  leave  a  single  reader's  eyelid  dry. 
But  harrow  up  his  feelings  till  they  witlier. 
And  hew  out  a  huge  monument  of  pathos. 
As  Philip's  son  proposed  to  do  with  Atlios. 


Here  the  twelfth  Canto  of  our  introduction 
Ends.  When  the  body  of  the  book's  begun. 
You'll  find  it  of  a  different  construction 
From  what  some  people  say  'twill  bo  when 

done: 
The  plan  at  present 's  simply  in  concoction. 
I  can't  oblige  you,  reader!  to  read  on; 
That's  your  affair,  not  mine:  a  real  spirit 
Should  neither  court  neglect,    nor  dread 

to  bear  it. 


And  if  my  thunderbolt  not  always  rattles. 
Remember,  reader !  you  have  had  before 
The  worst  of  tempests   and  the  best  of 

battles 
That  e'er  were  brew'd  from  elements  or 

gore. 
Besides  the  most  sublime  of— Heaven  knows 

what  else:— 
An  usurer  could  scarce  expect  much  more — 
But  my  best  Canto,  save  one  on  Astronomy, 
Will  turn  upon  ''Political  Economy. 
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That  ii  yonr  present  theme  for  popularity : 
Now  that  the  Public  Hedge  hath  scarce  a 

stake, 
It  grows  an  act  of  patriotic  charity. 
To  show  the  people  the  best  way  to  break. 
My  plan  (but  I,  if  bnt  fo^  singularity, 
RMcrre  it)  will  be  very  sure  to  take. 
Mean  time  read  all  theNationalDebt-sinkers, 
And  tell  me  what  you  think  of  your  great 

thinkers. 


CANTO    XIIL 

I  NOW  mean  to  be  serious ;—  it  is  time. 
Since  laughter  now -a- days  is  deemed  too 

serious. 
A  jest  at  Vice  by  Virtue^s  caird   a  crime. 
And  critically  held  as  deleterious ; 
Besides,  the  sad^s  a  source  of  the  sublime, 
Although,when  long,a  little  apt  to  weary  us; 
And  therefore  shall  my  lay  soar  high  and 

solemn. 
As  an  old  temple  dwindled  to  a  column. 


The  Lady  Adeline  Amunderille 
(Tis  an  old  Norman  name,  and  to  be  found 
In  pedigrees  by  those  who  wander  still 
Along  the  last  fields  of  that  Grothic  ground) 
Was  high-bom, wealthy  by  her  father^s  will. 
And  beauteous,   eren  where  beauties  most 

abound, 
InBritain  —which  of  course  true  patriots  find 
The  goodliest  soil  of  body  and  of  mind. 


ril  not  ninsay  them ;  it  is  not  my  cue ; 
I  leave  them  to  their  taste,no  doubt  the  best : 
An  eye's  an  eye,  and  whether  black  or  blue. 
Is  no  great  matter,  so  'tis  in  request: 
Tis  nonsense  to  dispute  about  a  hue— 
The  kindest  may  be  taken  as  a  test. 
The  fair  sex  should  be  always  fair;  and  no 

man. 
Till  thirty,  should  perceive  there's  a  plain 

woman. 


And  after  that  serene  and  somewhat  dull 
Epoch,  that  awkward  corner  tum'd  for  days 
More  quiet,  when  our  moon's  no  more  at  full. 
We  may  presume  to  criticise  or  praise ; 
Becaase  indifference  begins  to  lull 
Our  passions,  and  we  walk  in  wisdom's  ways; 
Also  because  the  figure  and  the  face 
Hint,that  'tis  time  to  give  the  younger  place. 


I  know  that  some  would  fain  postpone  this 

,  era. 

Reluctant  as  all  placemen  to  resign 


Their  post;  but  theirs  is  merely  a  chimera, 
For  they  have  pass'd life's  equinoctial  line: 
But  then  they  have  their  claret  and  madeira 
To  irrigate  the  dryness  of  decline; 
And  county-meetings  and  the  Parliament, 
And  debt,and  what  not,for  their  solace  sent. 

And  is  there  not  religion,  and  reform. 
Peace,  war,  the  taxes,  and  what's  call'd 

thCNation?" 
The  struggle  to  be  pilots  in  a  storm? 
The  landed  and  the  monied  speculation  ? 
The  joys  of  mutual  hate  to  keep  them  warm. 
Instead  of  lore,   that  mere  hallucinatioh? 
Now  hatred  is  by  far  the  longest  pleasure; 
Men  love  in  haste,but  they  detest  at  leisure. 


RoughJohnson,the  great  moralist,  profess'd, 
Righthonestly,''he liked  an  honest  hater" — 
The  only  truth  that  yet  has  been  confesi 
Within  these  latest  thousand  years  or  later. 
Perhaps  the  fine  old  fellow  spoke  in  jest:— 
For  my  part,  I  am  but  a  mere  spectator. 
And  gaze  where'er  the  palace  or  the  hovel  is. 
Much  in  the   mode  of  Goethe's  Mephis- 

topheles ; 

But  neither  lore  nor  hitte  in  much  excess ; 
Though  'twas  not  once  so.  If  I  sneer  some- 
times. 
It  is  because  I  cannot  well  do  less. 
And  now  and  then  it  also  suits  my  rhymes. 
I  should  bo  rery  willing  to  redress 
Men's  wrongs,  and  rather  check  than  punish 

crimes. 
Had  not  Cerrantes,  in  that  too  true  tale 
Of  Quixote,  shown  how  all  such  efforts  fail. 


Of  all  tales  'tis  the  saddest— and  more  sad. 
Because  it  makes  us  smile ;  his  hero's  right, 
And  still  pursues  the  right;— to  curb  the  bad. 
His  only  object,  and  'gainst  odds  to  fight. 
His  guerdon :  'tis  his  yirtne  makes  him  mad ! 
But  his  adventures  form  a  sorry  sight; — 
A  sorrier  still  is  the  great  moral  taught 
By  that  real  Epic  unto  ul  who  have  thought. 

Redressing  injury,  revenging  wrong. 
To  aid  the  damsel  and  destroy  the  caitiff; 
Opposing  singly  the  united  strong. 
From  foreign   yoke  to  free  the   helpless 

native ; — 
Alas  !  must  noblest  views,  like  an  old  song. 
Be  for  mere  Fancy's  sport  a  theme  creative ; 
A  jest,  a  riddle.  Fame  through  thin  and 

thick  sought?  m 
And  Socrates  himself  but  Wisdom'sQuixote? 


Cervantes  smiled  Spain's  rhivalry  away; 
A  single  laugh  demolished  the  right  arm 
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if  own  country; — seldom  *ince  that  day 
.  Spain  had  heroef.     While  Romance 

(M>uld  chann. 

The  world  gave  groand  bcrore  her  bright 

array : 

And  therefore  have  hit  Tolomes  done  such 

harm, 

That  all  their  glory,  fk»  a  composition. 

Was  dearly  purchased  by  his  land*8  per- 
dition. 


Tm  ^*at  my  old  Lnnet'*  —  digression,  and 

forget 
The  Lady  Adeline  Amundeville ; 
The  fair  most  fatal  Juan  ever  met. 
Although  she  was  not  evil,  nor  meant  ill ; 
But  Destiny  and  Passion  spread  the  net 
(Fate  is  a  good  excuse  for  our  own  will), 
And  caught  them ;— what  do  they  not  catch, 

methinks  ? 
But  Vm  not  Oedipus,  and  life's  a  Sphinx. 


I  tell  the  tale  as  it  is  told,  nor  dare 
To  venture  a  solution:  ^^Dnvtis  sum!^* 
And  now  I  will  proceed  upon  the  pair. 
Sweet  Adeline,  amidst  the  gay  world's  hum. 
Was  the  queen-bee,the  glass  of  all  that's  fair; 
Whose  charms  made  all  men  speak,  and 

women  dumb. 
The  last's  a  miracle,  and  such  was  reckoned. 
And  since  that  time  there  has  not  been  a 

second. 


Chaste  was  she,  to  Detraction's  desperation. 
And  wedded  unto  one  she  had  loved  well  — 
A  man  known  in  the  councils  of  the  nation. 
Cool,  and  quite  English ;  imperturbable. 
Though  apt  to  act  with  Are  upon  occasion; 
Proud  of  himself  and  her ;  the  world  could 

tell 
Nought  against  either,    and  both  seem'd 

secure— 
She  in  her  virtue,  he  in  his  hauteur. 


^It  chanced  some  diplomatical  relations. 
Arising  out  of  business,  often  brought 
Himself  and  Juan  in  their  mutual  stations 
Into  close  contact.    Though  reserved  ,  nor 

caught 
By   specious  seeming,  Juan's  youth,  and 

patience, 
And  talent,  on  his  haughty  spirit  wrought. 
And  forra'd  a  basis  of  esteem ,  which  ends 
In  making  men  what  courtesy  calls  friendi. 


And  thus  Lord  Henry,  who  was  cantiouf  as 
Reserve   and  pride  could  make  him,  and 

full  slow 
In  judging  men  —  when  once  his  judgment 

was 


Determined,  right  or  wrong,  on  friend  or  foe, 
Had  all  the  pertinacity  pride  has. 
Which  knows  no  ebb  to  its  imperious  flow, 
And  loves  or  hate8,disdainingto  be  guided, 
Because  its  own  good  pleasure  hath  decided. 


His    friendships   therefore,    and    no    less 

aversions, 
Though  oft  well  founded,  which  confirmed 

but  more 
His  prepossessions,  like  the  laws  of  Persians 
And  Medes,  would  ne'er  revoke  what  went 

before. 
His  feelings  had  not  those  strange  fits,  like 

tertians. 
Of  common    likings ,   which  make    some 

deplore 
What  they  should  laugh  at— the  mere  ague 

still 
Of  men's  regard,  the  fever  or  the  chill. 


^^Tis  not  in  mortals  to  command  success ; 
But    do    yon    more^    Sempronins  —  danH 

deserve  it ;" 
And  take  my  word,  yon  won't  have  any  less : 
Be  wary, watch  the  time,  and  always  serve  it; 
Give  gently  way,  when  there's  too  great  a 

press; 
And  for  your  conscience,  only   learn    to 

nerve  it, — 
For,  like  a  racer  or  a  boxer  training, 
Twill  make,  if  proved,  vast  efforts  without 

paining. 


Lord  Henry  also  liked  to  be  superior. 
As  most  men  do,  the  little  or  the  great ; 
The  very  lowest  find  out  an  inferior. 
At  least  they  think  so,  to  exert  their  state 
Upon :  for  there  are  very  few  things  wearier 
Than  solitary  pride's  oppressive  weight. 
Which  mortals  generously  would  divide. 
By  bidding  others  carry  while  they  ride. 


In  birth,  in  rank,  in  fortune  likewise  equal. 
O'er  Juan  he  could  no  distinction  claim ; 
In  years  he  had   the  advantage  of  time's 

sequel; 
And,  as  he  thought,  in  country  much  the 

same— 
Because  bold  Britons  have  a  tongue  and  free 

quill, 
At  which  all  modem  nations  vainly  aim ; 
And  the  Cord  Henty  was  a  great  debater. 
So  that  few  members  kept  tlieHouse  np  later. 


These    were    advantages :    and    then    he 

thought  — 
It  was  his  foible,  but  by  no  means  sinister— 
That  few  or  none  more  than  himself  had 

caught 
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Co«rt  mjTttericf ,  having  been  hinuelf  n  mi- 
nister: 

He  liked  to  teach  that  which  he  had  been 

taught. 

And  greatly  shone  whenever  there  had  been 

a  stir ; 

And  reconciled  all  qualities  which  grace 

man, 

Always  a  patriot,and  sometimes  a  placeman. 


He  liked  the  gentle  Spaniard  for  his  gravity; 
He  almost  honoured  him  for  iiis  docility. 
Because,  though  young,  he  acquiesced  with 

suavity. 
Or  contradicted  but  with  proud  humility. 
He  knew  the  world,  and  would  not  see 

depravity 
In  faults  which  sometimes  show  the  soil's 

fertili^, 
If  that  the  weeds  overlive  not  the  first  crop, — 
For  then  they  are  very  difficult  to  stop. 


And  then  he  talkM  with  him  about  Madrid, 
Constantinople,  and  such  distant  places; 
Where  people  always  did  as  they  were  bid. 
Or  did  what  they  should  not  with  foreign 

graces. 
Of  coursers  also  spake  they :  Henry  rid 
Well,  like  most  Englishmen*  and  loved  the 

races; 
And  Juan,  like  a  true-born  Andalusian, 
Coold  back  a  horse,as  despots  ride  a  Russian. 


And  thus  acquaintance  grew,  at  noble  routs, 
And  diplomatic  dinners,  or  at  other — 
For  Juan  stood  well  both  with  Ins  and  Outs, 
As  in  Freemasonry  a  higher  brother. 
Ubob  his  talent  Henry  had  no  doubts. 
His  manner  showed  him  sprung  from  a  high 

mother ; 
And  all  men  like  to  show  their  hospitality 
To  him  whose  breeding  marches  with  his 

quality. 


Aft  Blank-Blank-^uare ;— for  we  will  break 

no  squares 
By  naming  streets:  since  men  are  so  cen- 
sorious. 
And  apt  to  sow  an  aulhor^s  wheat  with  tares. 
Reaping  allusions  private  and  inglorious. 
Where  none  were  dreamt  of,  unto  love's 

affairs, 
Which  were,  or  are,  or  are  to  be  notorious, 
Thaft  therefore  do  I  previously  declare. 
Lord  Henry's  mansion  was  in  Blank-Blank- 
Square. 


Also  there  bin  another  pious  reason 

For  making  squares  nad  streets  anonymous; 

Which  is,  that  there  u  scarce  a  iiagle  season 


Which  doth  not  shake  some  very  splendid 

liouife 
With  some  slight  heart-quake  of  domestic 

treason— 
A  topic  Scandal  doth  delight  to  rouse : 
Such  1  might  stumble  over  unawares. 
Unless  I  knew  the  very  chaittest  Squares. 


Tis  true,  I  might  have  chosen  Piccadilly, 
A  place  where  peccadillos  are  unknown ; 
But  I  have  motives,  whether  wise  or  silly, 
For  letting  that  pure  sanctuary  alone, 
llierefore  i  name  not  square,  street,  place, 

unUlI 
Find  one  where  nothing  naughty  can  be 

shown, 
A  vestal  shrine  of  innocence  of  heart : 
Such  are — ^but  I  have  lost  the  London  Chart. 


At  Uenry^  mansion  then  in  Blank-Blank- 

Square, 

Was  Juan  a  rechercM^  welcome  guest. 

As  many  other  noble  Scions  were ; 

And  some  who  had   but  talent  for  their 

crest; 

Or  wealth,  which  is  a  passport  every  where ; 

Or  even  mere  fashion ,  which  indeed's  the 

best 

Recommendation ;  -  and  to  be  well  drest 

Will  very  often  supersede  the  rest. 


And  since  ^'there's  safety  in  a  multitude 

Of  counsellors,"  as  Solomon  has  said, 

Or  some  one  for  him ,  in  some  sage,  grave 

mood ;  — 
Indeed  we  see  the  daily  proof  displayed 
In  senates,  at  the  bar,  in  wordy  feud, 
WThere'er  collective  wisdom  can  parade. 
Which  is  the  only  cause  that  we  can  guess. 
Of  Britain's  present  wealth  and  happiness; — 


But  as  **thero's  safety  grafted  In  the  number 
Of  counsellors"  for  int*n, —  thus  for  the  sex 
A  large  acquaintance  lets  not  virtoe  slumber; 
Or  should  it  shake,  the  choice  will  more 

perplex ~ 
Variety  itself  will  more  encumber. 
'Midst  many  rocks  we  gnard  more  against 

wrecks; 
And  thus  with  women :  howsoever  it  shock 

some's 
Self-  love,    tliere^s  safety  in   a  crowd   of 

coxcombs. 


But  Adeline  had  not  the  least  occasion 
For  such  a  shield,  which  leaves  but  little 

merit 
To  virtue  proper,  or  good  education. 
Her  chief  resource  was  in  her  own  high 

spirit. 
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Which  Judged  mankind  at  their  dae  etti- 

mation ; 
And  for  coqnrtry,  she  disdainM  to  wear  it: 
Secure  of  admiration, its  impression 
Was  faint,  as  of  an  every-day  possession. 


To  all  she  was  polite  without  parade; 
To  some  she  showM  attention  of  that  kind 
Which  flatters,  but  is  flattery  conveyed 
In  such  a  sort  as  cannot  leave  hehind 
A  trace  unworthy  either  wife  or  maid  ;-— 
A  gentle,  genial  courtesy  of  mind, 
To  those  who  were  or  passed  for  meritorious. 
Just  to  console  sad  Glory  for  being  glorious ; 


Which  is  in  all  respects,  sarenow  and  then, 
A  dull  and  desolate  appendage.    Gase 
Upon  the  Shades  of  those  distinguished  men, 
Who  were  or  are  the  puppet-shows  of  praise, 
The  praise  of  persecution.    Gaze  again 
On  the  most  faTOur'd ;  and,amidst  the  blaze 
Of  sunset  halos  o*er  the  laurel-brow*d. 
What  can  ye  recognize  f — A  gilded  cloud. 


There  also  was  of  course  in  Adeline 
That  calm  patrician  polish  in  the  address, 
Which  ne*er  can  pass  the  equinoctial  line 
Of  any  thing  which  Nature  would  express; 
Just  as  a  Mandarin  finds  nothing  fine, — 
At  least  his  manner  sufl*ers  not  to  guess 
That  any  thing  he  views  can  greatly  please. 
Perhaps  we  have  borrowM  this  from  the 

Chinese— 


-?»• 


Perhaps  from  Horace:  his  ^^NU  admirari 
Was  what  he  called  the  "^Art  of  Happiness;'' 
An  art  on  which  the  artists  greatly  Tary, 
And  have  not  yet  attained  to  much  success. 
However,  'tis  expedient  to  be  wary : 
Indifference  certes  don't  produce  distress; 
And  rash  enthusiasm  in  good  society 
Were  nothing  but  a  morel  inebriety. 


But  Adeline  was  not  indifferent:  for, 
(JSow  for  a  common-place!)beneath  the  snow , 
As  a  Volcano  holds  the  lava  more 
Within — et  etntera.    Shall  I  go  on ! — ^No ! 
I  hate  to  hunt  down  a  tired  metaphor: 
So  let  the  often -used  volcano  go. 
Poor  thing!  how  frequently,  by  me  and 

others. 
It  hath  been  stirr'd  up  till  its  smoke  quite 

smothers ! 


ru  have  another  figure  in  a  trice: — 
What  say  you  to  a  bottle  of  Champagne? 
Frozen  into  a  very  vinous  ice , 
Which  leaves  few  drops  of  that  immortal 

rain. 


Yet  in  the  very  centre,  past  all  price. 
About  a  liquid  glassful  will  remain  ; 
And  this  is  stronger  than  the  strongest  grape  j 
Could  e'er  express  in  its  expanded  shape : 


Tis  the  whole  spirit  brought  to  a  quintea- 

sence ; 
And  thus  the  chilliest  aspects  may  concenter 
A  hidden  nectar  under  a  cold  presence. 
And  such  are  many  —  though  I  only  meant 

her. 
From  whom  I  now  deduce   these    moral 

lessons. 
On  which  the  Muse  has  always  sought  to 

enter: — 
And  your  cold  people  are  beyond  all  price, 
When  once  you  have  broken   their  con- 
founded ice. 


But  after  all  they  are  a  North-West  passage 
Unto  the  glowing  India  of  the  soul ; 
And  as  the  good  ships  sent  upon  that  message 
Have  not  exactly  ascertained  the  Pole 
(Though    Parry's    efforts    look  a    lucky 

presage) 
Thus  gentlemen  may  run  upon  a  shoal; 
For,  if  the  Pole's  not  open,  but  all  frost 
(A  chance  still)  'tis  a  voyage  or  vessel  lost. 


And  young  beginners  may  as  well  commence 
With  quiet  cruising  o'er  the  ocean  woman ; 
While  those  who  are  not  beginners,  should 

have  sense 
Enough  to  make  for  port,  ere- time  shall 

summon 
With  his  gn^  signal-flag:  and  the  past  tense, 
I'he  dreary  ^^Fuimus"  of  all  thinp  human. 
Must  be  declined,  while  life's  thin  thread's 

spun  out 
Between  the  gaping  heir  and  gnawing  gout. 


But  Heaven  must  be  diverted :  its  diversion 
Is  sometimes  truculent — but  never  mind: 
The  world  upon  the  whole  is  worth  the 

assertion 
rif  but  for  comfort)  that  all  thin^  are  kind : 
And   that  same   devilish  doctrine  of  the 

Persian, 
Of  the  two  Principles,  but  leaves  behind 
As  many  doubts  as  any  other  doctrine 
Has  ever  puzzled  Faith  withal ,  or  yoked 

her  in. 


The  English  winter—ending  in  July, 
To  recommence  in  August—  now  was  done. 
Tis  the  postillion's  Paradise :  wheels  fly ; 
On  roads.  East,  South,  North,  West,  there 

is  a  run. 
But  for  jiost-horses  who  finds  sympathy  ? 
Man's  pitj  for  himself,  or  for  his  son. 
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Alwayi  premidiig  that  ndd  ion  at  college 
Hat  not  contracted  much  more  debt  than 

knowledge. 

The  London  winter'n  ended  in  July — 
Sometimei  a  little  later.    I  dont  err 
In  this:  whaterer  other  blunders  lie 
Upon  mj  shoulders,  here  I  must  aver 
My  Muse  a  glass  of  Weatherology ; 
For  Parliament  is  our  barometer : 
Let  Radicals  its  other  acts  attack , 
Its  iciiiona  form  our  only  almanack. 


When  Its  qnicksiWer^s  down  at  zero, — lo ! 
Coach,  chariot,  luggage,  baggage,  equipage! 
Wheels  whirl  from  Carlton  Palace  to  Soho, 
And  happiest  they  who  horses  can  engage ; 
The  turnpikes  glow  with  dust ;  and  Rotten 

Row 
Sleeps  from  the  chivalry  of  this  bright  age ; 
And  tradesmen,  with  long  bills  and  longer 

faces, 
Sigh— as  the  postboys  fasten  on  the  traces. 

They  and  their  bills,  ^'Arcadians  both,^  are 

left 
To  the  Greek  kalends  of  another  session. 
Alas!  to  them  of  ready  cash  bereft. 
What  hope  remains?  Of  hope  the  full  pos- 
session. 
Or  generous  draft,  conceded  as  a  gift. 
At  along  date — till  they  can  get  a  fresh  one, 
Hawk'd  about  at  a  di8count,small  or  large, — 
Also  the  solace  of  an  OTcrcharge. 


But  these  are  trifles.    Downward  flies  my 

Lord 
Nodding  beside  my  Lady  in  his  carriage. 
Away !  away !  '^Fresh  horses  !*^  are  the  word, 
And  changed  as  quickly  as  hearts  after 

marriage; 
The  obsequious  landlord  hath  the  change 

restored ; 
The  postboys  have  no  reason  to  disparage 
Their  fee ;  but,  ere  the  waterM  wheels  may 

hiss  hence. 
The  ostler  pleads  for  a  reminiscence. 

ma  granted;  and  the   Talet  mounts  the 

dickey — 
That  gentleman  of  lords  and  gentlemen ; 
Also  mj  Lady^s  gentlewoman,  tricky, 
Trick'cl  out,  but  modest  more  than  poet*s  pen 
Can  paint,  ^^Con  Viaggino  i  Riechi!*' 
(Excuse  a  foreign  slipslop  now  and  then. 
If  but  to  show  Tire  trayeird;and  whaf s  travel, 
Unleas  it  teaches  one  to  quote  and  carilY) 


When  Nature  wears  the  gown  that  doth 

become  her, 
To  lose  those  best  months  in  a  sweaty  city. 
And    wait    until    the    nightingale   grows 

dumber, 
Listening  debates  not  yery  wiite  or  witty. 
Ere  patriots    their   true    country   can   re- 
member ; 
But  there^s  no  shooting  (save  grouse)  till 

September. 


Fve  done  with  my  tirade.   The  world  was 

gone; 
The  twice  two  thousand,  for  whom  earth 

was  made. 
Were  vanished  to  be  what  they  call  alone, — 
That  is,  with  thirty  servants  for  parade, 
4s  many  guests  or  more ;  before  whom  groan 
As  many  covers,  duly,  daily  laid. 
Let  none  accuse  old  EnglancTs  hospitality— 
Its  quantity  is  but  condensed  to  quality. 


Lord  Henry  and  the  Lady  Adeline 
Departed,  like  the  rest  of  their  compeers, 
The  peerage,  to  a  mansion  very  fine ; 
The  Gothic  Babel  of  a  thousand  years. 
None  than  themselves  could  boast  a  longer 

line. 
Where  Time  through  heroes  and  through 

beauties  steers; 
And  oaks,  as  olden  as  their  pedigree. 
Told  of  their  sires,  a  tomb  in  every  tree. 


A  paragraph  in  every  paper  told 
Of  their  departure :  such  is  modem  fame : 
*Tis  pity  that  it  takes  no  further  hold 
Than  an  advertisement,  or  much  the  same; 
W^hen,  ere  the  ink  be  dry,  the  sound  grows 

cold. 
TheMoming-Post  was  foremost  to  proclaim  - 
^^Departure,  for  his  country-seat  to-day. 
Lord  H.  Amnndeville  and  Lady  A. 


The  London  winter  and  the  country  summer 
WTere  wall  nigh  over.  Tis  perhaps  a  pity, 


^^We  understand  the  splendid  host  intends 
To  entertain,  this  autumn,  a  select 
And  numerous  party  of  his  noble  friends ; 
^Midst  whom,  we  have  heard  from  sources 

quite  correct. 
The  Duke  of  D— the  shooting  season  spends. 
With  many  more  by  ran  k  and  fashion  deck'd ; 
Also  a  foreigner  of  high  condition. 
The  Envoy  of  the  secret  Russian  Mission.^ 


And  thus  we  see — who  doubts  the  Morning- 

Po*t? 
(Whose  articles  are  like  the  ''ThirtyNine,'' 
Which  those  most  swear  to  who  believe 

them  most)— 
Our  gay  Russ  Spaniard  was  ordain*d  to  shine, 
Deck'd  by  the  rays  reflected  from  his  host. 
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With  thoee  who,  Pope  rayf,  ''gfMtl j  daring 

dine.'' 
Til  odd,  bul  true, — last  war,  the  newf 

abounded 
More  with  theie  dinners  tiian  the  kiird  or 

wounded  $— 


As  thus:  '^OnThursdaj  there  was  a  grand 

dinner ; 
Present,  Lords  A.  B.  C'— Earls,  dukes,  by 

name 
Announced  with  no  less  pomp  than  yictory's 

winner : 
Then  underneath,  and  in  the  very  same 
Column:  Date, ''Falmouth:  There  has  lately 

been  here 
The  Slap-Dash  Regiment,  so  well  known  to 

fame; 
Whose  loss  in  the  late  action  we  regret: 
The  vacancies  are  filFd  up    see  Ch»ette.'' 


To  Norman  Abbey  whirled  the  noble  pair,-- 
An  old,  old  monastery  once,  and  now 
Still  older  mansion,  of  a  rich  and  rare 
Mix'd  Gothic,  such  as  artists  all  allow 
Few  specimens  yet  left  us  can  compare 
Withal :  it  lies  perhaps  a  little  low. 
Because  the  monks  preferred  a  hill  behind, 
To  shelter  their  devotion  from  the  wind. 


It  stood  embosomM  in  a  happy  valley, 
Crown'd  by  high  woodlands,  where   the 

Druid-oak 
Stood  like  Caractacus  in  act  to  rally 
His   host,   with  broad  arms    'gainst  the 

thunder-stroke ; 
And  from  beneath  his  boughs  were  seen  to 

sally 
The  dappled  foresters— as  day  awoke. 
The  branching  stag  swept  down  with  all 

his  herd. 
To  quaff  a  brook  which  mnrmur'd  like  a  bird. 


Before  the  mansion  lay  a  lucid  lake. 
Broad  as  transparent,  deep,  and  freshly  fed 
By  a  river,  which  its  soften'd  way  did  take 
In  currents  through  the  calmer  water  spread 
Around:  the  wild  fowl  nestled  in  the  brake 
And  sedges,  brooding  in  their  liquid  bed: 
The  womls  sloped  downwards  to  its  brink, 

and  stood 
With  their  green  facet  fix*d  upon  the  flood. 


Its  outlet  dash'd  into  a  steep  cascade. 
Sparkling  with  foam,  until  again  subsiding 
Its  shriller  echoes  -  like  an  infant  made 
Quiet  -  sank  into  softer  ripples,  gliding 
Into  a  rivulet ;  and,  thus  aJIay*d, 
Pursued  its  course,  now  gleaming,  and  now 

hiding 


Its  windings  through  the  woods ;  now  clear, 

now  blue. 
According  as  the  skies  their  shadows  threw. 

A  glorious  remnant  of  the  Gothic  pile 
(While  yet  the  church  was  Rumens),  stood 

half  apart 
In  a  grand  arch,  which  once  screenM  many 

an  aisle. 
These  last  had  disappear*d~a  loss  to  art: 
The  first  vet  frown'd  superbly  o'er  the  soil. 
And  kindled  feelings  in  the  roughest  heart. 
Which    mourn'd  the   power   of  time's  or 

tempest's  march. 
In  gazing  on  that  venerable  arch. 

Within  a  niche,  nigh  to  its  pinnacle. 
Twelve  saints  had  once  stood  sanctified  in 

stone: 
But  these  had  fallen,  not  when  the  friars  fell, 
But  in  the  war  which  struck  Charles  from 

his  throne, 
When  each  house  was  a  fortalice— as  tell 
The  annals  of  full  many  a  line  undone,— 
The  gallant  cavaliers,  who  fought  in  vain 
For  those  who  knew  not  to  resign  or  reign. 

But  in  a  higher  niche,  alone,  but  crown'd, 
The  Virgin  Mother  of  the  God-bom  child. 
With  her  son  in  her  blessed  arms,  look'd 

round. 
Spared  by  some  chance  when  all  beside  was 

spoird ; 
She  made  the  earth  below  seem  holy  ground. 
This  may  be  superstition,  weak  or  wild, 
But  even  the  faintest  relics  of  a  shrine 
Of  any  worship,  wake  some  thoughts  divine. 


A  mighty  window,  hollow  in  the  centre, 
Shorn  of  its  glass  of  thousand  colourings, 
Through  which  the  deepened  glories  once 

could  enter. 
Streaming  ftrom  off  the  sun  like  seraph's 

wings. 
Now  yawns  all  desolate:  now  loud,  now 

fainter, 
Tlie  gale  sweeps  through  its  fretwork,  and 

oft  sings 
The  owl  his  anthem.where  the  silenced  qnire 
Lie  with  their  hallelujahs  quench'd  like  fire. 


But  in  tlie  noontide  of  the  moon,  and  when 
The  wind  is  winged  from  one  point  ofHeaven, 
There  moans  a  strange  unearthly  sound, 

which  then 
Is  musical— a  dying  accent  driven 
Through  the  huge  arch,  which  soars  and 

sinks  again. 
Some  deem  it  but  the  distant  echo  given 
Back  to  the  night-wind  by  Uie  waterfall. 
And  harmonisMi  by  the  old  choral  wail : 
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(hhen,  that  tome  original  shape  or  form, 
Shaped  bj  decay  perclunce,  hath  giTen  the 

power 
(Though  lets  than  that  of  Memnon^f  statue, 

warm 
In  Eg^Va  rays,  to  harp  at  a  fix'd  hour) 
To  tnu  grey  ruin,  with  a  voice  to  charm. 
Sad,   but  serene,   it  sweeps  o'er  tree  or 

tower: 
The  cause  I  know  not,  nor  can  solve;  but 

such 
The  fact:— Fve  heard  it,— once  periiaps  too 

much. 


Amidst  the  court  a  Gothic  fountain  played, 
Symmetrical,    but    decked   with   earrings 

quaint — 
Strange  faces,  like  to  men  in  masquerade. 
And  here  perhaps  a  monster,  there  a  saint: 
The  spring  gushM  through  grim  mouths, 

of  granite  made. 
And  sparkled  into  basins,  where  it  spent 
Its  little  torrent  in  a  thousand  bubbles. 
Like    man's  Tain  glory,    and  his  vainer 

troubles. 


The  mansion's  self  was  vast  and  venerable. 
With  more  of  the  monastic  than  has  been 
Elsewhere  preserved:    the    cloisters    still 

were  stable, 
The  cells  too  and  refectory,  I  ween : 
An  exquisite  small  chapel  had  been  able, 
Still  unimpair'd,  to  decorate  the  scene ; 
The  rest  had  been  Teform'd,  replaced,  or 

snnk. 
And   spoke  more  of  the  baron   than   the 

monk. 


Huge  halls,  long  galleries,  spacious  cham- 
bers, join'd 
By  no  quite  lawful  marriage  of  the  arts. 
Might  shock    a   connoisseur;    but,   when 

combined, 
Form'd  a  whole  which,  irregular  in  parts, 
Vet  left  a  grand  impression  on  the  mind. 
At  least  of  those  whose  eyes  are  in  their 

hearts. 
We  gaie  upon  a  Giant  for  his  stature, 
Nor  judire  at  first  if  all  be  true  to  Nature. 


Steel  Barons,  molten  the  next  generation 
To  silken  rows  of  gay  and  garter'd  Earls, 
Glanced  from  the  walls  in  goodly  preserva- 
tion; 
And  Lady  Marys,  blooming  into  girls. 
With  fair  long  locks,  had  also  kept  their 

station ; 
And  Countesses  mature  in  robes  and  pearls: 
Also  some  beauties  of  Sir  Peter  Leiy, 
Whose  drapery  hints  we  may  admire  them 

freely: 


Jndget,  in  very  formidable  ermine 

Were  there,  with  brows  that  did  not  much 

invite 
The  accused  to  think  their  lordships  would 

determine 
His  cause  by  leaning  much  from  might  to 

right : 
Bishops,  who  had  not  left  a  single  sermon ; 
Attorneys-General,  awful  to  the  sight. 
As  hinting  more   (unless  our  judgments 

warp  us) 
Of  the  ''Star  Chamber'*  than  of  ''Habeas 

Corpus." 


Generals,  some  all  in  armour,  of  the  old 
And  iron  time,  ere  Lead  had  ta'en  the  lead; 
Others  in  wigs  ofMarlborough's  martial  fold, 
Huger  than  twelve  of  our  degenerate  breed: 
Lordlings,  with  staves  of  white  or  keys  of 

gold: 
Nimrods,  whose  canvas  scarce  contain'd  the 

steed; 
And  here  and  there  some  stem  high  Patriot 

stood. 
Who  could  not  get  the  place  for  which  he 

sued. 


But,  ever  and  anon,  to  soothe  your  vision. 
Fatigued  with  these  hereditary  glories. 
There  rose  a  Carlo  Dolce  or  a  "ntian. 
Or  wilder  group  of  savage  Salvatore^s :  . 
Here  danced  Albano's  boys,  and  here  the 

sea  shone 
In  Vemet's  ocean-lights;   and   there   the 

stories 
Of  martyrs  awed,  as  Spagnoletto  tainted 
His  brush  with  all  the  blood  of  all  the 

sainted. 


Here  sweetly  spread  a  landscape  of  Lorraine; 
There  Rembrandt  made  his  darkness  equal 

light. 

Or  gloomy  Caravnggio's  gloomier  stain 
Bronzed  o'er  some  lean  and  stoic  anchorite: — 
But  lo !  a  Teniers  woos,  and  not  in  vain, 
Your  eyes  to  revel  in  a  livelier  sight: 
His  bell-mouth'd  goblet  makes  me  feel  quite 

Danish 
Or  Dntch  with  thirst— What  ho!  a  flask  of 

Rhenish. 


Oh,  reader!  If  that  thou  can'st  read,- and 

know 
'Tis  not  enough  to  spell,  or  even  to  read, 
To  constitute  a  reader ;  there  must  go 
Virtues  of  which  both  you  and  I  have  need. 
Firstly,  begin  with  the  beginning  (though 
That  clause  is  hard) ;  and  secondly,  proceed; 
Thirdly,  commence  not  with  the  end — or, 

sinning 
In  this  sort,  end  at  least  with  the  beginning. 
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But,  reader,  thoa  hast  patient  been  of  late, 
While  I,  without  remorse  of  rhyme,  or  fear, 
HaTe  built  and  laid  out  ground  at  such  a  rate, 
Dan  Phoebus  takes  me  for  an  auctioneer. 
That  poets  were  so  from  their  earliest  date, 
By  Homer^s  ^'Catalogue  of  Ships'*  is  clear; 
But  a  mere  modem  must  be  moderate— 
I  spare  you,  then,  the  furniture  and  plate. 


The  mellow  autumn  came,  and  with  it  came 
The  promised  party,  to  enjoy  its  sweets. 
The  com  is  cut,  the  manor  full  of  game  ; 
The  pointer  ranges,  and  the  sportsman  beats 
In  russet  jacket:— lynx-like  is  his  aim, 
Full  grows  his  bag,  and  wonderful  his  feats. 
Ah,   nutbrown    partridges!    ah,    brilliant 

pheasants ! 
And  ah,  ye  poachers  l^rTis  no  sport  for 

peasants. 


An  English  antuom,  though  it  hath  no  vines. 
Blushing  with  Bacchant  coronals  along 
TThe   paths,    oVr    which   the   far  festoon 

entwines 
The  red  grape  in  the  sunny  lands  of  song. 
Hath  yet  a  purchased  choice  of  choicest 

wines ; 
The  Claret  light,  and  the  Madeira  strong. 
If  Britain  mourn  her  bleakness,   we  can 

tell  her, 
The  very  best  of  vineyards  is  the  cellar. 


Then,  if  she  hath  not  that  serene  decline 
Which  makes  the  Southern  Autumn's  day 

appear 
As  if  'twould  to  a  second  spring  resign 
The  season,  rather  than  to  winter  drear, — 
Of  in-door  comforts  still  she  hath  a  mine — 
The  sea-coal  fires,  the  earliest  of  the  year; 
Without   doors  too  the  may  compete  in 

mellow, 
As  what  is  lost  in  green  is  gain'd  in  yellow. 


And  for  the  effeminate  ville^^aiura— 
Rife  with  more  horas  than   hounds— she 

hath  tlie  chase, 
So  animated  that  it  might  allure  a 
Saint  from  his  beads  to  join  the  jocund  race; 
Even  Nimrod's  self  might  leave  the  plains 

of  Dura, 
And  wear  the  Melton  jacket  for  a  space:  — 
If  she  hath  no  wild  boars,  she  hath  a  tame 
Preserve  of  Bores,  who  ought  to  be  made 

game. 


The  noble  guests,  assembled  at  the  abbey, 
Consisted  of— we  give  the  sex  the  pas — 
The  Duchess  of  Fiti-Falke^  the  Countess 

Crabbey ; 
The  Ladles  Scilly,  Biisey;— Miia  EcUt, 


Miss    Bombaieen,    Miss    Nackstay,    Miss 

O'Tabbey, 
And  Mrs.  Rabbi,  the  rich  banker's  squaw: 
Also  the  Honourable  Mrs.  Sleep, 
Who  look'd  a  wliite  lamb,  yet  was  a  black 

sheep: 


With  other  Countesses  of  Blank — but  rank ; 
At  once  the  ''{te"  and  the  ''(f/ife"  of  crowds; 
Who  pass  like  water  filter'd  in  a  tank. 
All  purged  and  pious  from  their  native 

clouds ; 
Or  paper  tum'd  to  money  by  the  Bank : 
No  matter  how  or  why,  the  passport  shrouds 
The  ^*pfMs^e  "  and  the  past ;  for  good  society 
If  BO  less  famed  for  tolerance  than  piety ; 


That  is,  up.  to  a  certain  point ;  which  point 
Forms  the  most  difficult  in  punctuation. 
Appearances  appear  to  form  the  joint 
On  which  it  hinges  in  a  higher  station ; 
And  so  that  no  explosion  cry  '^Aroint 
Thee,  Witch!''   or  each  Medea  has   her 

Jason; 
Or  (to  the  point  with  Horace  and  with 

Pulci) , 
"Onme  tulit  pttncium,  que  ndMcvit  utile  dulci,** 


I  can't  exactly  trace  their  rule  of  right. 
Which  hath  a  little  leaning  to  a  lottery : 
I've  seen  a  virtuous  woman  put  down  quite 
By  the  mere  combination  of  a  coterie ; 
Also  a  So-So  Matron  boldly  fight 
Her  way  back   to  the  world  by  dint  of 

plottery. 
And  shine  the  very  Stria  of  the  spheres. 
Escaping  with  a  few  slight,  scarless  sneers. 


I  have  seen  more  than  Til  say :— but  we 

will  see 

How  our  viUef^gialura  will  get  on. 

The  party  might  consist  of  thirty-three 

Of  highest  caste — the  Bramins  of  the  ton. 

I  have  named  a  few,  notforemost  in  degree. 

But  ta'en  at  hazard  as  the  rhyme  may  run. 

By  way  of  sprinkling,  scatter'd  amongst 

these. 

There  also  were  some  Irish  absenteea. 


There  was  ParoUes,  too,  the  legal  bully. 
Who  limits  all  his  battles  to  the  bar 
And  senate:  when  invited  elsewhere,  truly. 
He  shows  more  appetite  for  words  than  war. 
There  was  the  young  bard  Rackrhyme,  who 

had  newly 
Come  out  and  glimmer'd  as  a  six-weeks' 

star. 
Tliere  was  Lord  Pyrrho,  too,  the  great  free- 
thinker; 
And  Sir  John  Pottl«dliDep,the  mighty  drinker. 
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lliere  was  thdOuke  of  Dash,who  vat  a~dake, 
^^Ay,  every  inch  a  "  dulte ;  there  were  twelve 

peers 
Like  Charlemagne*! — and  all  0och  peers  in 

look 
And  intellect,  that  neither  eyes  nor  ears 
For  comraonen  had  ever  them  mistook. 
There  were  the  six  Miss  Rawbolds— pretty 

dears! 
All  song  and  sentiment;  whose  hearts  were  set 
Lets  on  a  convent  than  a  coronet. 


There  were  fonrHononrable  Misters,  whose 
Honour  was  more  before  their  names  than 

after; 
There  was  the  prenz  Chevalier  de  la  Rase, 
Whom  France  and  Fortune  lately  deigned 

to  waft  here, 
Whote  chiefly  harmless  talent  was  to  amnse; 
Bat    the    clubs    found    it    rather  serious 

laughter, 
Becaose— such   was  his  magic  power   to 

please— 
The    dice  seemM   cliarm*d   too  with   his 

repartees. 


There  was  Dick  Dubioas  the  metaphysician. 
Who  loved  philosophy  and  a  good  dinner ; 
Angle,  the  soi-disant  mathematician; 
Sir  Henry  Silvercup,  the  great  race-winner. 
There  was  theReverend  RodomontPrectisian, 
Who  did  not  hate  so  much  the  sin  as  sinner ; 
And  Lord  Augustus  Fitz-Plantagenet, 
Good  at  all  things,  but  better  at  a  bet. 


There  was  Jack  Jargon  the  gigantic  guards- 
man; 
And  General  Fireface,  famous  in  the  field, 
A  great  tactician,  and  no  less  a  swordsman. 
Who  ate,  last  war,  more  Yankees  than  he 

kiird. 
There  was  the  waggish  Welch  Judge,  Jef- 

feries  Hardsman, 
lo  his  rrave  office  so  completely  skiird, 
lliat  when  a  culprit  came  for  condemnation. 
He  had  his  Judge^s  joke  for  consolation. 


GoodI  company*!  a  chess-board^there  are 

kings, 
Queens, bishops,  knights,  rooks,  pawns;  the 

world*s  a  game; 
Save  that  the  puppets  pull  at  their  own 

strings; 
Metfainfcs  gay  Punch  hath  something  of  the 

same. 
My  Mose,  the  butterfly,  hath  but  her  wings, 
Not  atings,  and  flits  throu||^h  ether  without 

aim. 
Alighting  rarely :  were  she  but  a  hornet, 
PMiapo  there  might  be  vices  which  would 

mourn  it. 


I  had  forgotten— bat  must  not  forget  ~ 
An  orator,  the  latest  of  the  session. 
Who  had  deliver'd  well  a  very  set 
Smooth  speech,  his  first  and  maidenly  trans- 
gression 
Upon  debate:  the  papers  echoed  yet 
With  this  d^ut,    which  made  a  strong 

impression. 
And  rank*d  with  what  is  every  day  displayed  - 
The  best  first  speech  that  ever  yet  was 

made.** 


u 


Proud  of  his  ''Hear  hims!**  proud  too  of 

his  vote 
And  lost  virginity  of  oratory, 
Proud  of  his  Teaming  (just  enough  to  quote) 
He  revePd  in  his  Ciceronian  glory : 
With  memorv  excellent  to  get  by  rote. 
With  wit  to  hatch  a  pun  or  tell  a  story, 
Graced  with  some  merit  and  with  more 

effrontery, 
''His  Country*s  pride,**  he  came  down   to 

the  country. 

There  also  were  two  wits  by  acclamation. 
Longbow  from  Lreland,    Strongbow  from 

.   the  Tweed, 
Both  lawyers  and  both  men  of  education ; 
But  Strongbow*s  wit  was  of  more  poli8h*d 

breed: 
Longbow  was  rich  in  an  imagination. 
As  beautiful  and  bounding  as  a  steed. 
But  sometimes  stumbling  over  a  potatoe, — 
While  Strongbow*s  best  things  might  have 

come  from  Cato. 


Strongbow  was  like  a  new-tuned  harp- 
sichord ; 

But  Longbow  wild  as  an  iDolian  harp. 

With  which  the  winds  of  Heaven  can  claim 

accord. 

And  make  a  music,  whether  flat  or  sharp. 

Of  Strongbow*s  talk  yon  would  not  change 

a  word; 

At  Longbow^  phrases  you  might  sometimes 

carp: 

Both  wits — one  bom  so,  and  the  other  bred, 

This  by  his  heart— his  rival  by  his  head. 


If  all  these  seem  a  heterogeneous  mass 
To  be  assembled  at  a  country-seat. 
Yet  think,  a  specimen  of  every  class 
Is  better  than  a  humdrum  tdte-k-t^te. 
The  days  of  comedy  are  gone,  alas  I 
When  Congreve*s    fool    could   vie    with 

Moliere*s  bite: 
Society  is  smoothed  to  that  excess, 
That  manners  hardly  differ  more  than  dress. 


Our  ridicules  are  kept  in  the  back-ground — 
Ridicnlous  enongh,  bat  also  dull ; 
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Professionf  too  are  no  more  to  be  foond 
Profes§ional ;  and  there  is  nought  to  cull 
Of  folly's  fruit;    for   though  your  fools 

abound, 
They're  barren  and  not  worth  the  pains  to 

pull. 
Society  is  now  one  polished  horde. 
Formed  of  two  mighty  tribes,   the  Bores 

and  Bored, 


But  from  being  farmers,  we  turn  gleaners, 

f  leaning 
^ „  thrash'd  ears  of 

truth; 
And,    gentle    reader!    when    you   gather 

meaning. 
Yon  may  be  Boas,  and  I — modest  Ruth. 
Further  rd  quote,  butScriptnre,  interrening. 
Forbids.  A  great  impression  in  my  youth 
Was  made  by  Mrs.  Adams,  where  she  cries, 
*^That  Scriptures  out  of  church  are  blas- 
phemies.'' 


But  when  we  can,  we  glean  in  this  Tile  age 
Of  chaif,  although  our  gleanings  be  not  grist. 
I  must  not  quite  omit  the  talking  sage, 
Kit-Cat,  the  famous  conversationiit. 
Who,  in  his  conunon-place  book,  had  a  page 
Prepared  each  morn  for  evenings.    ^^List, 

oh  list  !"- 
'^  Alas,  poor  Ghost!" — What  unexpected  woes 
Await  those  who  hare  studied  their  bon- 

mots! 


Firstly,  they  must  allure  the  couTcrsation 
By  many  windings  to  their  clever  clinch ; 
And  secondly,  must  let  slip  no  occasion. 
Nor  bate  (abate)  their  hearers  of  an  tncA, 
But  take  an  ell— and  make  a  great  sensation. 
If  possible;  and  thirdly,  never  flinch 
When  some  smart  talker  puts  them  to  the 

test. 
Bat  seiie  the  last  word,  which  no  doubt's 

the  best. 


Lord  Henry  and  his  lady  were  the  hosts; 
The  party  we  have  tonch'd  on  were  the 

guests: 
Their  table  was  a  board  to  tempt  even  ghosts 
To  past  the  Styx  for  more  substantial  feasts. 
1  will  not  dwell  upon  ragoikts  or  roasts, 
Albeit  all  human  history  attests, 
That  happiness  for  man  .  the  hungry  sinnerl. 
SinceEve  ate  apples,mnch  dcpendi  on  dinner. 


Witness  the  lands  which  "flow'd  with  milk 

and  honey," 
Held  out  unto  the  hungiy  Israelites : 
To  this  we  have  added  since,  the  love  of 

noney^ 


The  only  sort  of  pleasure  which  requites. 
Youth  fades,  and  leaves  our  days  no  longer   • 

sunny ; 
We  tire  of  mistresses  and  parasites ;  ^ 

But  oh,  ambrosial  Cash!  ah!  who  would 

lose  thee? 
When  we  no  more  can  use,  or  even  abuse  thee! 


The  gentlemen  got  up  betimes  to  shoot. 
Or  hunt:   the  young,  because  they  liked 

the  sport — 
The  first  thing  boys  like,  after  play  and  fruit: 
The  middle-ii^ped,to  make  the  day  more  short; 
For  ennui  is  a  growth  of  English  root. 
Though   nameless  in   our  language: — we 

retort 
The  fact  for  words,   and  let  the  French 

translate 
That  awful  yawn  which  sleep  cannot  abate 


The  elderly  walk'd  through  the  library. 
And  tumbled  bookSfOr  criticised  the  pictures, 
Or  saunter'd  through  the  gardens  piteously, 
And  made  upon  the  hot-house  several  stric- 
tures. 
Or  rode  a  nag  which  trotted  not  too  high, 
Or  on  the  morning-papers  read  their  lectures, 
Or  on  the  watch  their  longing  eyes  would  fix, 
Longing,  at  sixty,  for  the  hour  of  six. 


But  none  were  ''g^n^ : "  the  great  hour  of 

union 
Was  mngby  dinner's  knell ;  till  then  all  were 
Masters  of  their  own  time^or  in  communion. 
Or  solitary,  as  they  chose  to  bear 
The  hours,  which  how  to  pass  is  but  to  few 

known. 
Each  rose  up  at  his  own,  and  had  to  spare 
What  time  he  chose  for  dress»  and  broke 

his  fast 
When,  where,  and  how  he  chose  for  that 

repast. 


The  ladies  -  some  rouged,  some  a  little  pale- 
Met  the  mom  as  they  might   If  fine,  they 

rode. 
Or  walk'd ;  if  foul,  they  read,  or  told  a  tale, 
Sung,or  rehearsed  the  last  dance  firom  abroad; 
Discuss'd   the  foshion  which  might   next 

prevail ; 
And  settled  bonnets  by  the  newest  code ; 
Or   crainm'd  twelve  sheets  into  one  little 

letter. 
To  make  each  correspondent  a  new  debtor. 

For  some  had  absent  lovers,  all  had  friends. 
The  earth  has  nothing  like  a  She-epbtle, 
And  hardly  Heaven —because  it  never  ends. 
I  love  the  mystery  of  a  female  missal, 
Whieh,  like  a  creed,  ne'er  says  all  it  intends. 
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11  of  canning  m  Uljfies*  whittle, 
he  allured  poor  Dolon:~yoa  had 

better 
Are  what  yon  reply  to  inch  a  letter. 


there  were  billiards ;  cards  too,  but 

no  dice; — 
1  the  Clabf  no  man  of  honour  plaji;— 
when  'twas  water,  sltaiting   when 

'twas  ice, 
le  hard  frost  destroyed  the  scenting 

days: 
igline  too,  that  solitary  Tice, 
firer  uaac  Walton  sings  or  says : 
laint,  old,  cruel  coxcomb,  in  his  gullet 
i  have  a  hook,  and  a  small  trout  to 

pull  it 


erening  came  the  banquet  and  the 

wine  ; 
mversazione;  the  duet, 
id  by  Toicoi  more  or  less  divine ; 
eart  or  head  aches  with  the  memory 

yet.) 
our  Miss  Rawbolds  in  a  glee  would 

shine ; 
e  two  youngest  loved  more  to  be  set 
to    tlie   harp— because   to    music's 

charms 
added  graceful  nerlcs,   white  hands 

and  arms. 


Imes  a  dance  (though  rarely  on  field- 
days, 
len  the  gentlemen  were  rather  tired) 
y'd  some  sylph-like  figures  in  its  maxe: 
there  was  small-talk   ready   when 

required ; 
tion — ^bnt  decorous;  the  mere  praise 
arms  that  should  or  should  not  be 

admired, 
anters  fought  their  fox-hunt  o'er  again, 
ben  retreated  soberly — at  ten. 


oliticians,  in  a  nook  apart, 

M'd  the  world,  and  settled  all    the 

spheres ; 
rits  watch'd  every  loop-hole  for  their 

art, 
troduce  a  6<m-fnot  head  and  ears ; 
is  the  rest  of  those  who  would  be 

smart, 
nent's  good  thing  may  have  cost  them 

years 
B  they  find  an  iiour  to  introduce  it, 
ben,  even  then,  some  bore  may  make 

them  lose  it. 


11  was  gentle  and  aristocratic 

I  oar  party ;  |K»lish'd,  smooth,  and  cold, 


As  Phidlan  forms  cut  out  of  marble  Attic. 
There  now  are  noSqaire  Westerns  as  of  old* 
And  our  Sophias  are  not  so  emphatic. 
But  fair  as  then,  or  fairer  to  behold. 
We  have  no  accomplish'd  blackguards,  like 

Tom  Jones, 
But  gentlemen  in  stays,  as  stiff  as  stones. 


They  separated  at  an  early  hour; 

That  is,  ere  midnight— which  is  London's 

noon: 
But  in  the  country  ladies  seek  their  bower 
A  little  earlier  than  the  waning  Moon. 
Peace  to  the  slumbers  of  each  folded  flower — 
May  the  rose  call  back  its  true  colours  soon ! 
Good  hours  of  fair  cheeks  are  the  fairest 

tinters. 
And  lower  the  price  of  rouge— at  least  some 

winters. 


CANTO     XIV. 

Ip  from  great  Nature's  or  our  own  abyss 
Of  thought,  we  could  but  snatch  a  certainty, 
Perhaps  mankind  might  find  the  path  they 

miss— 
But  then  'twould  spoil  much  good  philo- 
sophy. 
One  system  eats  another  up,  and  this 
Much  as  old  Saturn  ate  his  progeny ; 
For  when  his  pious  consort  gave  him  stones 
In  lieu  of  sons,  of  these  he  made  no  bones. 


But  System  doth  reverse  the  Titan's  break- 
fast. 
And  eats  her  parents,  albeit  the  digestion 
Is  difficult.  Pray  tell  me,  can  you  niake  fast. 
After  due  search,  your  faith  to  any  question? 
Look  back  o'er  ages,  ere  unto  the  stake  fast 
You  bind  yourself,  and  call  some  mode  the 

best  one. 
Nothing  more  true  than  not  to  trust  your 

senses ; 
And  yet  what  are  your  other  evidences? 


For  me,  I  know  nought ;  nothing  1  deny. 
Admit,  reject,  contemn ;  and  whatkn«w  jfov. 
Except  perhaps  that  you  were  bom  to  die  ? 
And  both  may  after  all  turn  out  untrue. 
An  age  may  come.  Font  of  Eternity, 
When  nothing  shall  be  either  old  or  new. 
Death,  so  catl'd,  is  a  thing  which  makes 

men  weep. 
And  yet  a  third  of  life  is  pass'd  in  sleep. 


A  sleeu  without  dreams,  after  a  rough  day 
Of  toil,  is  what  we  covet  most ;  and  yet 
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How  clay  thrinks  back  from  more  qaletcent 

clay! 
The  Tery  Suicide  that  payt  hia  debt 
At  once  without  inttalmentt  (an  old  way 
Of  payinff  debts,  which  creditor!  regret) 
Lets  out  impatiently  his  rushing  breath, 
Leaf  from  disgust  of  life  than  dread  of 

death. 


*Tis  round  him,  near  him,  here,  there,  every 

where ; 
And  there^s  a  courage  which  grows  out  of 

fear, 
Perhaps  of  all  most  desperate,  which  will 

dare 
The  worst  to  know  it: — when  the  mountains 

rear 
Their  peaks  beneath  your  human  foot,  and 

there 
You  look  down  o*er  the  precipice,  and  drear 
The  gulf  of  rock  yawns, — yon  can^t  gaze  a 

minute 
Without  an  awful  wish  to  plunge  within  it. 


*Tb  true,  you  don*t~but,  pale  and  struck 

with  terror, 

Retire  s  but  look  into  your  past  impression ! 

And  yon  will  find,  though  shuddering  at 

&e  mirror 

Of  your  own  thoughts,  in  all  their  self- 
confession. 

The  lurking  bias,  be  it  truth  or  error. 

To  the  unknown;  a  secret  prepossession. 

To  plunge  with  all  your  fears  .—but  where? 

You  know  not. 

And  that's  the  reason  why  you  do — or  do  not. 


But  what's  this  to  the  purpose?  you  will  say. 
Gent,  reader,  nothing;  a  mere  speculation. 
For  which  my  sole  excuse  is— 'tis  my  way. 
Sometimes  with  and    sometimes  without 

occasion 
I  write  what's  uppermost,   without  delay ; 
This  narratiTe  is  not  meant  for  narration. 
But  a  mere  airy  and  fantastic  basis. 
To  build  up  common  things  with  common 

places. 


You  know,  or  don't  know,  that  great  Bacon 

saith, 
''Fling  up  a  straw,  'twill  show  the  way 

the  wind  blows  ;'^ 
And  such  a  straw,  borne  on  by  human  breath. 
Is  poesy,  according  as  the  mind  glows ; 
A  paper-kite  which  flies  'twixt  life  and 

death, 
A  shadow  which  the  onward  Soul  behind 

throws: 
.4nd   mine's   a  bubble  not  blown  up  for 

praise. 
But  just  to  play  with,  as  aa  iDfant  plays. 


With  more  ease 


stoiy. 


The  world  is  all  before  me -or  behind ; 
For  I  have  seen  a  portion  of  that  same. 
And  quite  enough  for  me  to  keep  in  mind; — 
Of  passions  too,  I  have  proved  enough  to    | 

blame. 
To    the    great    pleasure  of  our  friends, 

mankind. 
Who  like  to  mix  some  slight  alloy  with  fame:    , 
For  I  was  rather  famous  in  my  time. 
Until  I  fairly  knocked  it  up  with  rhyme.       ! 


I  have  brought  this  world  about  my  ears, 

and  eke 
The  other:  that's  to  say,  the  Clergy— who 
Upon  my  head  have  bid  their  thunders  break 
In  pious  libels  by  no  means  a  few. 
And  yet  I  can't  help  scribbling  once  a  week. 
Tiring  old  readers,  nor  discovering  new. 
In  youth  I  wrote  because  my  mind  was  full, 
And  now  because  I  feel  it  growing  dull. 


But  «'why  then  publish? "—There  are  nt 

rewards 
Of  fame  or  profit,  when  the  world  grows 

wearr. 
I  ask  in  turn,— why  do  you  play  at  cards? 
Why  drink?  Why  read?— To  nmke  some 

hour  less  dreary. 
It  occupies  me  to  turn  back  regards 
On  what  I've  seen  or  ponder'd,  sm  or  cheery-; 
And  what  I  write  I  cast  upon  the  stream. 
To  swim  or  sink— I  have  had  at  least  my 

dream. 


I  think  that  were  I  certain  of  success, 
I  hardly  could  compose  another  line: 
So  long  I've  battled  either  more  or  less. 
That  no  defeat  can  drive  me  from  the  Nine. 
This  feeling  'tis  not  easy  to  express. 
And  vet  'tis  not  affected,  I  opine. 
In  play,  there  are  two  pleasures  for  your 

choosing — 
The  one  is  winning,  and  the  other  losing. 

Besides,my  Muse  by  no  means  deals  in  fictiom 

She  gathers  a  repertory  of  facts. 

Of  course   with  some  reserve  and  slight 

restriction. 

But  mostly  sings  of  human  things  and  acts — 

And  that's  one  cause  she  meets  with  con- 
tradiction ; 

For  too  much  truth,  at  first  sight,  ne'er 

attracts; 

And  were  her  object  only  what's  call'd  gloiy, 
ise  too  she'd  tell  a  different 


Love,  war,  a  tempest — surely  there's  variety; 
Also  a  seasoning  slight  of  Incubratioa ; 
A  bird's-eye  view  too  of  that  wild.  Society; 
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A  sliglit  glance  thrown  on  men  of  every 

•tation. 
If  yon  hare  nonght  else,  hereof  at  leatt 

satiety 
Both  in  performance  and  in  preparation ; 
And  though  these  lines  should  only  line 

portmanteaus. 
Trade  will  be  all  the  better  for  these  Cantos. 


The  portion  of  this  world  which  I  at  present 
Have  taken  up  to  fill  the  following  sermon, 
Is  one  of  which  there^s  no  description  recent: 
The  reason  Why,  is  easy  to  determine: 
Althon^    it   seems  both   prominent  and 

pleasant, 
lliere  ip  a  sameness  in  its  gems  and  ermine, 
A  dull  and  family  likeness  through  all  ages, 
Of  no  great  prombe  for  poetic  pages. 


With  much  to  excite,  there's  little  to  exalt; 
Nothing  that  speaks  to  all  men  and  all  times ; 
A  sort  of  Yamish  over  every  fault ; 
A  kind  of  common-place,even  in  their  crimes: 
Factitions  passions,  wit  without  much  salt, 
A  want  of  that  true  nature  which  sublimes 
Whatever  it  shows  with  truth;  a  smooth 

monotony 
Of  character,  in  those  at  least  who  have 

got  any. 


Sometimeti,  indeed,  like  soldiers  oflT  parade. 
They  break  their  ranks  and  gladly  leave 

the  drill ; 
But  then  the  roll-call  draws  them  back 

afraid. 
And  they  most  be  or  seem  what  they  were: 

still 
Doubtless  it  is  a  brilliant  masquerade; 
But  when  of  the  first  sig^t  you  have  had 

your  fill. 
It  palls— at  least  it  did  so  upon  me. 
Tills  Paradise  of  Pleasure  and  Ennui. 


When  we  have  made  our  love,  and  gamed 

our  gaming, 

Dreat,  voted,  shone,  and,  may  be,  something 

more; 

With  dandies  dined;  heard  senators  de- 
claiming; 

Sees  beauties  brought  to  market  by  the  score; 

Sad    rakes   to  sadder  husbands    chastely 

taming; 

There's  little  left  but  to  be  bored  or  bore. 

Witness  those  ''ci-devant  jeunet  hommet" 

who  stem 

The  stream,  nor  leave  the  world  which 

leaveth  them. 


'TIS  said— indeed  a  general  complaint — 
Thai  no  one  hat  succeeded  in  describing 


The  monde  exactly  at  they  ought  to  paint 
Some  say,  that  authors  only  snatcn,  by 

bribing 
The  porter,  some  slight  scandals  strange 

and  quaint, 
To  furnish  matter  for  their  moral  gibing; 
And  that  their  books  have  but  one  style  m 

common  — 
My    lady's   prattle,   filtered    through   her 

woman. 
« 

But  this  cant  well  be  true,  just  now ;  for 

writers 

Are  grown  of  the  beau  monde  a  part  potential: 

I've  seen  them  balance  even  the  scale  with 

fighters. 

Especially  when  young,  for  that's  essential. 

Why  do  their  sketches  fail  them  as  inditers 

Of  what  they  deem  themselves  most  con- 
sequential. 

The  real  portrait  of  the  highest  tribe? 

'TIS  that,  in  fact,  there's  little  to  describe. 


^'ilaud  ignara  loquor:"   these  are  Nugae, 

"quarum 
Pars  parva  fui,"  but  still  art  and  part.. 
Now  I  could  much  more  easily  sketch  a 

harem, 
A  battle,  wreck,  or  history  of  the  heart. 
Than  these  things;  and  besides,  I  wish  to 

spare  'em. 
For  reasons  which  I  choose  to  keep  apart. 
"retabo  Cereri$  taerum  qui  vuXgaret** — 
Which  means,  that  vulgar  people  must  not 

share  it. 


And  therefore  what  I  throw  off  is  ideal — 

Lower'd,  leaven'd,  like  a  history  of  Free- 
masons ; 

Which  bears  the  same  relation  to  the  real. 

As  Captain  Parry's  voyage  may  do  to  Jason's. 

The  grand  Arcanum's  not  for  men  to  see  all; 

My  music  has  some  mystic  diapasons ; 

And  there  is  much  which   could  not  be 

appreciated 

In  any  manner  by  the  uninitiated. 


Alas!  Worlds  fall — and  Woman,  since  she 

fell'd 
The  world  (as,  since  that  history,  less  polite 
Than  true,  hath  been  a  creed  so  strictly 

held) 
Has  not  yet  given  up  the  practice  quite. 
Poor  Thing  of  Usages !  coerc'd,  compell'd. 
Victim  when  wrong,  and  martyr  oft  when 

right, 
CondemnM  to  child-bed,  as  men  for  their  sins 
Haveshaving  too  entail'd  upon  their  chins,- 


A  daily  plague  which,  in  the  aggregate. 
May  average  on  the  whole  with  parturition. 
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But  at  to  women,  whd  can  penetrate 
The  real  safferingt  of  their  she-conditionf 
Man*§  very  sympathy  with  their  estate 
Has  much  of  selfishnoM  and  more  •ntpicion. 
Their  love,  their  virtue,  heauty,  education, 
Bat  form  good  housekeepers,   to  breed  a 

nation. 


All  this  were  Tory  well  and  canH  be  bettor ; 

But  even  this  is  difficult,  *Ieaven  knows! 

.  So  many  troubles  from  her  birth  beset  her. 

Such  small  distinction  between  friends  and 

foes. 
The  gilding  wears  so  soon  from  off  her 

fetter, 
That -but  ask  any  woman  if  sheM  choose 
(Take  her  at  thirfy,  that  b)  to  have  been 
Female  or  male?  a  school-boy  or  a  queen? 


'^Petticoat  Influence^  is  a  great  reproach. 
Which  even  those  who  obey  would  fain  be 

thought 
To  fly  from,  as  from  hungry  pikes  a  roach; 
But,  since  beneath  it  upon  earth  we  are 

brought 
By  various  joltings  of  life's  Hackney-coach, 
1  for  one  venerato  a  petticoat — 
A  garment  of  a  mystical  sublimity, 
No  matter  whether  russet,  silk,  or  dimity. 


Much  I  respect,  and  much  I  have  adored. 
In  my  young  days,  that  chaste  and. goodly 

veil. 
Which  holds  a  treasure,  like  a  miser^s  hoard. 
And  more  attracts  by  all  it  doth  conceal — 
A  golden  scabbard  on  a  Damasque  sword, 
A  loving  letter  with  a  mystic  seal, 
A  cure  for  grief— for  what  can  ever  rankle 
Before  a  petticoat  and  peeping  ancle? 


And  when  upon  a  silent,  sullen  day. 
With  a  Sirocco,  for  example,  blowing, — 
When  even  the  sea  looks  dim  with  all  its 

•pniy» 

And  sulkily  the  river's  ripple's  flowing. 
And  the  sky  shows  that  very  ancient  gray. 
The  sober,  sad  antithesis  to  glowing, — 
Tis  pleasant,  if  then  any  thing  is  pleasant, 
To  catch  a  glimpse  even  of  a  pretty  peasant 


We  left  our  heroes  and  our  heroines 

In  that  fair  clime  which  don't  depend  on 

climate, 
Qnite  independent  of  the  Zodiac's  signs. 
Though  certoinly  more  difficult  to  rhyme  at. 
Because  the  sun  and  stars,  and  aught  that 

shines, 
Mountoins.and  all  we  can  be  most  sublime  at. 
Are  there  oft  dull  and  dreary  as  a  dun-^ 
Whether  a  sky's  or  tradesman's  is  all  one. 


And  in-door  life  is  less  poetical; 

And  out-of-door  hath  showers,  and  mists, 

and  sleet. 
With  which  I  could  not  brew  a  pastoral. 
But  be  it  as  it  may,  a  bard  must  meet 
All  difficulties,  whether  great  or  small. 
To  spoil  his  undertaking  or  complete. 
And  work  away  like  spirit  upon  matter, 
Embarrass'd  somewhat  both  with  fire  and 

water. 


Juan — in  this  respect  at  least  like  saints— 
Was  all  things  unto  people  of  all  sorts. 
And  lived  contentedly,  without  complaints, 
In  camps,  in  ships,  in  cottages,  or  courts- 
Bom  with  that  happy  soul  which  seldom 

faints. 
And  mingling  modestly  in  toils  or  sports. 
He  likewise  could  be  most  things  to  ail 

women. 
Without  the  coxcombry  of  certain  Sfte-meo. 


A  fox-hunt  to  a  foreigner  is  strange ; 
'TIS  also  subject  to  the  double  danger 
Of  tumbling  first,  and  having  in  exchange 
Some    pleasant  jesting   at  the  awkward 

stranger : 
But  Juan  had  been  early  taught  to  range 
The  wilds,  as  doth  an  Arab  tnm'd  Avenger, 
So  that  his  horse,  or  charger,  hunter,  hack. 
Knew  that  he  had  a  rider  on  his  back. 


And  now  in   this   new  field,  with    some 

applause, 
He  clear'd  hedge,  diteh,  and  double  pott, 

and  rail. 
And  never  eranedy  and  made  but  few  **faux 

po*. 
And  only  fretted  when  the  scent  'gan  fail. 
He  broke,  'tis  true,some  statutes  of  the  laws 
Of  hunting— for  the  sagest  youth  is  firail; 
Rode  o'er  the  hounds,  it  may  be,  now  and 

then. 
And  once  o'er  several  Country-Gentlemen. 


But,  on  the  whole,  to  general  admiration 
He  acquitted  both  himself  and  horse:  the 

'squires 
Marvell'd  at  merit  of  another  nation  i 
The  boors  cried  ^«Dang  it!    who'd  have 

thought  it?"— Sires, 
The  Nestors  of  the  sporting  generation. 
Swore  praises,and  recAll'd  their  former  fires ; 
The  Huntsman's  self  relented  to  a  grin, 
And  rsted  him  almost  a  whipper-in. 


Such  were  his  trophies ; — not  of  spear  and 

shield. 
But  leaps,  and  bursts,  and  sometimes  foxes' 

bmshee; ' 
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YeC  I  muf  t  own,— althougli  In  thU  I  jield 
To  patriot  fympathy  a  Briton's  blashes,— 
Hedionghtatheart  like  courtljChcfterfield, 
Who,  after  a  long  chaie  o'er  hills,  dales, 

bashes. 
And  what  not,  though  he  rode  beyond  all 

price, 
AaVd  next  di^,  '^If  men  ever  hunted  tirtre?  " 


He  also  had  a  quality  nncommon 

To  early  risers  after  a  long  chase. 

Who  wake  in  winter  ere  the   cock  can 

snmmon 
Deeeoiber'i  drowsy  day  to  his  dull  mce, — 
A  quality  agreeable  to  woman. 
When  her  soft,  liquid  words  ran  on  apace. 
Who   likes  a  Ibtener,   whether  Saint  or 

Sinner,— 
He  did  not  fUl  asleep  just  after  dinner. 


Bat,  light  and  aiir,  stood  on  the  alert, 
And  sfaooe  in  the  best  part  of  dialogue. 
By  humouring  always  what  they  might 

assert. 
And  listening  to  the  topics  most  in  rogue ; 
Now  grmTO,  now  eay,  but  never  dnll  or  pert ; 
And  smiling  but  m  secret — canning  rogue ! 
He  ne'er  presumed  to  make  an  error  clearer ; 
In  short  9  there  never  was  a  better  hearer. 


And  then  he  danced;  — all  foreigners  excel 

The  serious  Angles  in  the  eloquence 

Of  pantomime ;— he  danced  J  sBy,right  well, 

With  OBphasis,  and  also  with  ffood  sense— 

A  thing  m  footing  indispensable : 

He  danced  without  theatrical  pretence. 

Not  like  a  ballet-master  in  the  ran 

Of  hisdrillM  nymphs,  but  like  a  gentleman. 


Chaste  were  his  steps ,  each  kept  within 

due  bound. 

And  elei^ce  was  sprinkled  o'er  his  figure ; 

Like  awif  t  Camilla,  he  scarce  skimm'd  the 

ground. 

And  rather  held  in  than  put  forth  his  vigour; 

And  then  he  had  an  ear  for  music's  sound, 

WU<Jimi^t  defy  a  crotchet-critic's  riffour. 

Such  classic  ]Nw.^fm«  flaws— setoff  our  hero. 

He  glaneed  like  a  penonified  Bolero ; 


Or,  like  a  flying  Hour  before  Aurora, 
la  Gnido's  famous  fresco,  which  alone 
Is  worth  a  tour  to  Rome,  although  no  more  a 
Remnant  were  there  of  the  old  world's  sole 

throne. 
The  ^'toaf  etuemhU^*  of  his  movements  wore  a 
Grace  of  the  soft  Ideal,  seldom  shown, 
*  And  ne'er  to  be  described ;  for,  to  the  dolour 
Of  bards  and  prosers,  words  are  void  of 

colour. 


No  marvel  then  he  was  a  favourite; 

A  full-grown  Cupid ,  very  much  admired ; 

A  little  spoil'd,  but  by  no  means  so  quitei 

At  least  he  kept  his  vanity  retired. 

Such  was  his  tact ,  he  could  alike  delight 

The  chaste,  and  those  who  are  not  so  much 

inspired. 
The  Duchess  of  Fitz  -  Fnlke ,   who   lov6d 

"tracasserie/* 
Began  to  treat  him  with  some  small  *^ogii- 

cerie," 


She  was  a  fine  and  somewhat  full-bl6wB 

blonde. 
Desirable,  distinguish'd,  celebrated 
For  several  winters  in  the  grand,  grand 

monde. 
I'd  rather  not  say  what  might  be  related 
Of  her  exploits,for  this  were  ticklish  ground; 
Besides  there  might  be  falsehood  in  what's 

stated: 
Her  late  performance  had  been  a  dead  set 
At  Lord  Augustus  Fitz-Plantagenet. 


This  noble  personage  began  to  look 
A  little  black  upon  this  new  flirtation ; 
But  such  small  licences  must  lovers  brook, 
Mere  heedoms  of  the  female  corporation. 
Woe  to  the  man  who  ventures  a  rebuke ! 
'Twill  but  precipitate  a  situation 
Extremely  disagreeable,  but  common 
To  calculators  when  they  count  on  woman. 


The  circle  smil'd,  then  whisper'd,  and  then 

sneer'd; 
The  Misses  bridled,  and  the  matrons  frown'd; 
Some  hoped  things  might  not  turn  out  as 

they  fear'd; 
Some  would  not  deem  such  women  could 

be  found; 
Some  ne'er  believed  one  half  of  what  they 

heard; 
Some  look'd  perplex'd ,   and  others  look'd 

profound ; 
And  several  pitied  with  sincere  regret 
Poor  Lord  Augustus  Fitz-Plantagenet. 


But  what  is  odd,none  ever  named  the  Duke, 
Who,  one  might  think ,  was  something  in 

the  affair. 
Tme,hewaBabsent,and  'twas  rumour'd  took 
But  small  concern  about  the  when,  or  where, 
Or  what  his  consort  did :  if  he  could  brook 
Her  gaieties,  none  had  a  right  to  stare: 
Theirs  was  that  best  of  unions,past  all  doubt. 
Which  never  meets,   and  therefore  can't 

fall  out. 


But,oh  that  1  should  ever  pen  to  sad  a  line ! 
Fired  with  an  abstract  love  of  virtue,  ihn^ 
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My  Dian  of  the  Epheriani ,  Lady  Adeline, 
Bej^an  to  think  the  Duchett'  conduct  free; 
Regretting  mach  tiiat  she  had  choten  to 

bad  a  line, 
And  waxing  chiller  in  her  courtesy. 
Looked  graTe  and  pale  to  tee  her  friend^s 

fragility, 
For  which  most  friends  reserre  their  sensi- 

hUity. 


There^s  nought  in  this  bad  world  like  sym- 
pathy : 

Tis  so  becoming  to  the  soul  and  face ; 

Sets  to  soft  music  the  harmonious  sigh. 

And  robes  sweet  friendship  in  a  Brussels  lace. 

Without  a  friend,  what  were  humanity. 

To  hunt  our  errors  up  with  a  good  grace? 

CJonsoling    us  with  —  '^  Would    you    had 

thought  twice! 

Ah !  if  you  had  but  follow^  my  advice  !** 


Oh,  Job !  yon  had  two  friends :  one's  quite 

enough. 

Especially  when  we  are  ill  at  ease ; 

They  are  but  bad  pilots  when  the  weather's 

rough. 

Doctors  less  famous  for  their  cures  than  fees. 

Let  no  man  grumble  when  his  friends  fall  off. 

As  they  will  do  like  leayes  at  the  first  breeae : 

When  your  affairs  come  round,  one  way 

or  t'other, 

Go  to  the  coffee-house  and  take  anoAer. 


But  this  is  not  my  maxim ;  had  it  been, 
Some  heart-aches  had  been  spared  me ;  yet 

I  care  not — 
I  would  not  be  a  tortoise  in  his  screen 
Of  stubborn  shell,  which  waves  and  weather 

wear  not. 
Tis  better  on  the  whole  to  have  felt  and  seen 
That  which  humanity  may  bear,  or  bear  not; 
^Twill  teach  discernment  to  the  sensitire. 
And  not  to  pour  their  ocean  in  a  sieve. 


Of  all  the  horrid,  hideous  notes  of  woe. 
Sadder  than  owl-songs  or  the  midnight  blast. 
Is  that  portentous  phrase,  '*I  told  you  so," 
Utter'd  by  friends,those  prophets  of  the  past 
Who,   'stead   of    saying  what    you   now 

should  do, 
Own  they  foresaw  that  you  would  fall  at  last. 
And  solace  your  slight  lapse  'gainst  ^^bono9 

more»," 
With  a  long  memorandum  of  old  stories. 


The  Lady  Adeline's  serene  severity 
Was  not  confined  to  feeling  for  her  friend. 
Whose  fame  she  rather  doubted  with  pos- 
terity, 
Vnlcii  her  habits  should  begin  to  mend; 


But  Juan  also  shared  In  her  austerity. 
But  mix'd  with  pity,  pure  as  e'er  was  penn'd  i 
His  inexperience  mored  her  gentle  ruth. 
And  (as  her  junior  by  six  weeks)  his  youth. 

These  forty  days'  advantage  of  her  years— 
And  hers  were  those  which  can  face  calcu- 
lation, 
Boldly  referring  to  the  list  of  peers 
And  noble  births,  nor  dread  the  enumera^ 

tion, — 
GfaTe  her  a  right  to  have  maternal  feaia 
For  a  young  gentleman's  fit  education. 
Though  she  was  far  from  that  leap-year, 

whose  leap, 
Li  female'dates,  strikes  Time  all  of  a  heap. 


This  may  be  fix'd  at  somewhere  before 

thirty — 
Say  seven-and-twenty ;  for  I  never  knew 
The  strictest  in  chronology  and  virtue 
Advance  beyond,  while  they  could  pass  for 

new. 
Oh,  Time !  why  dost  not  pause  ?  Thy  scythe, 

so  dirty 
With  rust,  should  surely  cease  to  hack  and 

hew. 
Reset  it ;  shave  more  smoothly,  also  slower, 
If  but  to  keep  thy  credit  as  a  mower. . 


But  Adeline  was  far  from  that  ripe  age. 
Whose  ripeness  is  but  bitter  at  the  best: 
^was  rather  her  experience  made  her  sage. 
For  she  had  seen  the  world,  and  stood  its 

test. 
As  I  have  said  in — I  forget  what  page ; 
My  Mlise  despises  reference,  as  yon  have 

guess'd 
By  this  time;  — but  strike  six  from  seven- 
and-twenty. 
And  you  will  find  her  sum  of  years  in  plenty. 

At  sixteen  she  came  out ;  presented,  vaunted. 
She  put  all  coronets  into  commotion  : 
At  seventeen  too  the  world  was  still  en- 
chanted 
With  the  new  Venus  of  their  brilliant  ocean : 
At  eighteen ,  though  below  her  feet  still 

rited 
devotion. 


She  had  consented  to  create  again 
That  Adam,  call'd  «'the  Happiest  of 


Men." 


Since  thea  she  had  sparkled  through  three 

glowing  winters. 
Admired,  adored ;  but  also  so  correct. 
That  she  had  puzxled  all  theacutest  hinters. 
Without  the  apparel  of  being  circumspect ; 
They  could  not  even  glean  the  slightest 

splinters 
From  off  the  marble,  which  had  no  defect. 
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A  also  raatchM  a  moment  since  her 

marriage 
r  a  ton  and  heir — and  one  mucarriage. 

'  the  wheeling  fire-flies  flew  aroond 

her, 
little  glitterers  of  the  London  night ; 
le  of  these  possessed  a  sting  to  woond 

hei^ 
IS  a  pitch  beyond  a  coxcomb's  flight. 
»8  she  wished  an  aspirant  profounder ; 
hatsoe'er  she  wishM,  she  acted  right ; 
rhether  coldness,  pride,    or  Tirtue 

dignify 
an,  so  she's  good,what  does  it  signify  ? 


a  motive  like  a  lingering  bottle, 
I  with  the  landlord  malces  too  long 

a  stand, 
ig    all   claretless    the    unmoisten'd 

throttle, 
ally  with  politics  on  hand ; 
it,  as  I  hate  a  drove  of  cattle, 
rhirl  the  dust  as  Simooms  whirl  the 

sand; 
it,  as  I  hate  an  argument, 
rente's  ode,or  servile  Peer's  ^^Content." 


d  to  hack  into  the  roots  of  things, 
ire  so  much  intertwisted  with  the  earth: 
it  the  branch  a  goodly  verdnre  flings, 
not  if  an  acorn  gave  it  birth, 
ce  all  actions  to  their  secret  springs 
I  make  indeed  some  melancholy  mirth; 
lis  is  not  at  present  my  concern, 
refer  yon  to  wise  Oxenstiem. 


the  kind  view  of  saving  an  Mat, 
to  the  Duchess  and  diplomatist, 
lady  Adeline,  as  soon's  she  saw 
luan  was  unlikely  to  resist — 
oreigners  don't  know  that  a  faux  pas 
gland  ranks  quite  on  a  different  list 
those  of  other  lands,  unblest  with 

Juries, 
3  verdict  for  such  sin  a  certain  cure 

is;)— 

ady  Adeline  resolved  to  take 
measures  as  she  thought  might  best 

impede 
irther  progress  of  this  sad  mistake, 
lought  with  some  simplicity  indeed; 
nocence  is  bold  even  at  the  stake, 
imple  in  the  world,  and  doth  not  need 
le  those  palisades  by  dames  erected, 
3  virtue  lies  in  never  being  detected. 


I  not  that  she  fear'd  the  verr  worst: 
race  was  an  enduring,  roamed  man, 


And  was  not  likely  all  at  once  to  burst 
Into  a  scene,  and  swell  the  clients'  clan 
Of  Doctors'  Conunons ;  but  she  dreaded  fini 
The  magic  of  her  Grace's  talisman. 
And  next  a  quarrel  (as  he  seem'd  to  firet) 
With  Lord  Angustua  Fiti-Plantagenet. 

Her  Grace  too  pass'd  for  being  an  intrigante. 
And  somewhat  mdekante  in  her  amoroui 

sphere; 
One  of  those  pretty,  precious  plagues,  which 

-    haunt 
A  lover  with  caprices  soft  and  dear, 
That  like  to  make  a  quarrel,  when  they  canH 
Find  one,  each  day  of  the  delightful  year ; 
Bewitcliing,torturing,as  they  freeze  or  glow. 
And — what  is  worst  of  all— won't  let  you  go  t 

The  sort  of  thing  to  turn  a  young  man's  head. 
Or  make  a  Werter  of  him  in  the  end. 
No  wonder  then  a  purer  soul  should  dread 
This  sort  of  chaste  liai»on  for  a  friend ; 
It  were  much  better  to  be  wed  or  dead, 
Than  wear  a  heart  a  woman  loves  to  rend. 
Tis  best  to  panse,and  think,ere  you  rush  on. 
If  that  a  ^'bonne  fortune'  be  really  ^^botme.'* 


And  first,  in  the  o'erflowing  of  her  heart. 
Which  really  knew  or  thought  it  knew  no 

guile. 
She  call'd  her  husband  now  and  then  apart, 
And  bade  him  counsel  Juan.  With  a  smile 
Lord  Henry  heard  her  plans  of  artless  art 
To  wean  Don  Juan  from  the  Siren's  wile ; 
And  answer'd,like  a  statesman  or  a  prophet. 
In  such  guise  that  she  could  make  notiiing 

of  it. 

Rrstly,  he  said,  **he  never  interfered 
In  any  body's  business  but  the  king's :" 
Next,  that  ^^he  never  judged  from  what 

appear'd. 
Without  strong  reason,  of  those  sorts  of 

things." 
Thirdly,  that  **Jnan  had  more  brain  than 

beard. 
And  was  not  to  be  held  in  leading-strings  ;** 
And  fourth  lv,what  need  hardly  be  said  tw  ice. 
That  good  but  rarely  came  from  good 

advice." 


u 


And,  therefore,  doubtless  to  approve  the 

truth 
Of  the  last  axiom,  he  advised  his  spouse 
To  leave  the  parties  to  themselves,  forsooth. 
At  least  as  far  as  hiena^ance  allows : 
That  time  would  temper  Juan's  faults  of 

youth; 
That  young  men  rarely  made  monastic  vows. 
That  opposition  only*  more  attaches  — 
Out  here  a  messenger  brought  in  despatches : 
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And  being  of  the  conncll  caird  *<the  Prlry,** 
Lord  Henry  walkM  into  hit  cabinet. 
To  furnish  matter  for  8ome  future  Livy 
To  tell  how  he  reduced  the  nation^t  debt ; 
And  if  their  full  content*  I  do  not  give  ye, 
It  is  because  I  do  not  know  them  yet, 
But  I  shall  add  them  in  a  brief  appendix. 
To  come  between  mine  epic  and  its  index. 

But  ere  he  went,  he  added  a  slight  hint, 
Another  gentle  common-place  or  two. 
Such  as  are  coinM  in  conyersatiou^s  mint, 
And  pass,  for  want  of  better,though  not  new: 
Then  broke  his  packet,  to  see  what  was  in't, 
And  haying  casually  glanced  it  through. 
Retired ;  and,  as  he  went  out,  calmly  kissed 

her, 
Less  like  a  young  wife  than  an  aged  sister. 


He  was  a  cold,  good  honourable  man. 
Proud  of  his  birth,  and  proud  of  eyery  thing; 
A  goodly  spirit  for  a  state-di?an, 
A  figure  fit  to  walk  before  a  king; 
Tall,  fltately,  form*d  to  lead  the  courtly  Tan 
On  birth-«iays,  glorious  with  a  star  and 

string ; 
The  yery  model  of  a  Chamberlain  — 
And  such  I  mean  to  make  him  when  I  reign. 

Bat  there  was  something  wanting  on  the 

whole  — 
I  don't  know  what,and  therefore  cannot  tell. 
Which  pretty  women  —  the  sweet  souls  I — 

call  Soul, 
Certes  it  was  not  body;  he  was  well 
Proportion^,  as  a  poplar  or  a  pole, 
A  handsome  man,  that  human  miracle ; 
And  in  each  circumstance  of  loye  or  war 
Had  still  preseryed  his  perpendicular. 


Still  there  was  something  wanting,  as  Vye 

said — 
That  midefinable  "Je  ne  saia  quoi,** 
Which,for  what  I  know,may  of  yore  haye  led 
To  Homer*s  Iliad,  since  it  drew  to  Troy 
Hie  GreekEye,Helen,from  the  Spartan's  bed; 
Though  on  the  whole,  no  doubt,  the  Dardan 

boy 
Was  much  inferior  to  King  Menelaus ; — 
But  thus  it  is  some  women  will  betray  as. 


There  is  an  awkward  thing  which  much 

perplexes, 
Unless  like  wise  Tiresias  we  had  proyed 
By  turns  the  difference  oftheseyeral  sexes: 
Neither  can  show  qaite  how  they  woald  be 

loyed. 
The  sensnal  for  a  short  time  but  connects  as, 
The  sentimental  boasts  to  be  onmoyed ; 
But  both  together  form  a  kind  of  centaar, 
Upon  whose  back  'tb  better  not  to  yentare. 


A  something  all-sufQclent  for  the  heart 
Is  that  for  which  the  sex  are  always  seeking ; 
Bat  how  to  fill  up  that  same  yacant  partf 
There  lies  the  rub — and  this  they  are  but 

weak  in. 
Frail  mariners  afloat  without  a  chart. 
They  run  before  the  wind  through  high 

seas  breaking; 
And  when  they  haye  made  the  shore  through 

eyery  shock, 
'Tis  odd,  or  odds,  it  may  turn  out  a  rock. 


There  is  a  flower  calPd  ^'Loye  in  idleness,** 
For  which  see  Shakespeare's  eyer-blooming 

garden ;  — 
I  will  not  make  his  gn^^  description  less, 
And   beg  his    British   Godship's    humble 

pardon. 
If,  in  my  extremity  of  rh3rmc's  distress, 
I  touch  a  single  leaf  where  he  is  warden;— 
But  though  the  flower  is  different,  with 

the  French 
Or  SwissRon8seau,cry,*'l^otld  la  Pervenche!" 


Eureka !  I  haye  found  it !  What  I  mean 
To  say  is,  not  that  loye  is  idleness. 
But  that  in  loye  such  idleness  has  been 
An  accessary,  as  I  haye  cause  to  guess. 
Hard  labour's  an  indifferent  go-between; 
Your  men  of  business  are  not  apt  to  express 
Much  passion,   since  the  merchant -ship, 

the  Argo, 
Conyey'd  Medea  as  her  Supercargo. 


>» 


^^Beatua  tile  proeul!**  from  ^Htegotii$j 
Saith  Horace ;  the  great  little  poet's  wrong; 
His  other  maxim,  **No8citur  a  sociie,** 
Is  much  more  to  the  purpose  of  his  song; 
Though   eyen    that  were  someimes    too 

ferocious. 
Unless  good  compwiy  he  kept  too  long ; 
But,  in  his  teeth ,   whate'er  their  state  or 

station. 
Thrice  happy  they  who  Aove  an  occupation ! 


Adam  exchanged  his  Paradise  for  ploughing; 
Eye  made  up  millinery  with  fig- leayes  — 
The  earliest  knowledge  from  the  tree  so 

knowing. 
As  ftir  as  I  know,  that  the  Church  reeeiyes : 
And  since  that  time  it  need  not  cost  much 

showing, 
Thatraany  of  theills  o'er  which  man  grieyes. 
And  still  more  women,   spring  ftrom  not 

employing 
Some  hours  to  make  the  remnant  worth 

enjoying. 


And  hence  high  life  is  ofit  a  dreary  yoid, 
A  rftck  of  pleasures,  where  we  mustinyent 
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A  •oneUiiiig  wherewithal  to  he  annoyM. 

Bahit  may  sing  what  they  please  about 

Content : 

Conlented^when  transl8ted,mean8bat  cloy'd; 

And  hence  arise  the  woes  of  sentiment, 

Blae  doTils,  and  Blae-stocltings,  and  Ro- 
mances 

Redaeed  to  practice  and  performed   like 

dances. 

I  do  declare,  apon  an  affidaTit, 
Rooiances  I  ne'er  read  like  those  I  have  seen; 
Nor,  if  onto  the  world  I  ever  gave  it, 
Woald  some  belieTc  that  sach  a  tale  had 

been: 
Bat  such  intent  I  never  had ,  nor  have  it ; 
Some  tmtiis  are  better  Icept  behind  a  screen. 
Especially  when  they  would  look  like  lies ; 
I  therefore  deal  in  generalities. 


^Ao  oyster  may  be  crossM  in  LoTe,**— and 

why? 
Because  he  mopeth  idly  in  his  shell, 
And  heaTOs  a  lonely  subterraqueous  sigh. 
Much  as  a  monk  may  do  within  his  cell : 
And  d  propoM  of  monks,  their  piety 
With  sloth  hath  found  it  difficult  to  dwell; 
Those  vegetables  of  the  Catholic  creed 
Are  apt  exceedingly  to  run  to  seed. 

• 

Oh,  Wilberforce !  thou  man  of  black  renown, 
Whose  merit  none  enough  can  sing  or  say. 
Thou  hast  struck  one  immense  Colossus 

down, 
Thoo  moral  Washington  of  Africa ! 
But  there's  another  little  thing,  I  own. 
Which  you  should  perpetrate  some  sum- 
mer's day. 
And  set  the  other  half  of  earth  to  rights : 
You  have  freed  the  Macks— now  pray  shut 

up  the  whites. 


Shut  up  the  bald-coot  bully  Alexander; 
Ship  off  the  Holy  Three  to  Senegal; 
Teach  them  that  ^'sauce  for  goose  is  sauce 

for  gander," 
And  ask  them  how  they  like  to  be  in  thrall? 
Shut  up  each  high  heroic  Salamander, 
Who  eats  fire  gratis  (since  the  pay's  but 

small) ; 
Shut  up— no,  not  the  King,  but  the  Pavilion, 
Or  else  twill  cost  us  all  another  million. 


Shut  up  the  world  at  large ;  let  Bedlam  out. 
And  yon  will  bo  perhaps  surprised  to  find 
All  things  pursue  exactly  the  same  route, 
As  now  with  those  of  soi-ditant  sound  mind. 
This  I  could  prove  beyond  a  single  doubt. 
Were  there  a  jot  of  sense  among  mankind; 
But  till  that  point  d'appui  is  found  alas! 
Like  .Archimedes,  I  leave  earth  as  'twas. 


Our  gentle  Adeline  had  one  defect— 

Her  heart  was  vacant,   though  a  splendid 

mansion ; 
Her  conduct  had  been  perfectly  correct. 
As  she  had  seen  nought  claiming  its  ex- 
pansion. 
A  warering  spirit  may  be  easier  wreck'd. 
Because 'tis  frailer,  doubtless,  than  a  stanch 

one; 
But  when  the  latter  works  its  own  undoing. 
Its  inner  crash  is  like  an  earthquake's  ruin. 


She  loved  her  lord,  or  thought  so ;  but  that 

love 
Cost  her  an  effort,  which  is  a  sad  toil. 
The  stone  of  Sysiphus,  if  once  we  moTO 
Our  feelings  'gainst  the  nature  of  the  soil. 
She  had  nothing  to  complain  of,  or  reproTO, 
No  bickerings,  no  connubial  turmoil : 
Their  union  was  a  model  to  behold, 
Serene  and  noble, — conjugal,  but  cold. 


There  was  no  great  disparity*  of  yeans 
Though  much  in  temper;  but  they  nerar 

clash'd  : 
They  moved  like  stars  united  in  their  spheres. 
Or  like  the  Rhone  by  Leman's  waters  wash'd, 
Where  mingled  and  yet  separate  appears 
The  riTcr  from  the  lake,  all  blnelydash'd 
Through  the  serene  and  placid  glassy  deep. 
Which  fain  would  lull  its  river-child  to 

sleep. 


Now,  when  she  once  had  ta'en  an  interest 
In  any  thing ,  howerer  she  might  flatter 
Herself  that  her  intentions  were  the  best, 
Intense  intentions  are  a  dangerous  matter: 
Impressions  were  much  stronger  than  she 

guess'd. 
And  gather'd  as  they  run,Iike  growing  water, 
Upon  her  mind ;  the  more  so,as  her  breast 
Was  not  at  first  too  readily  impressed. 


But  when  it  was,she  had  that  lurking  demon 
Of  double  nature,  and  thus  doubly  named — 
Firmness  yclept  in  heroes,king9.and  seamen. 
That  is,  when  they  succeed;  but  greatly 

blamed 
As  obstinacy^  both  in  men  and  women, 
Whene'er  their  triumph  pales,  or  star  is 

tamed :  - 
And  'twill  perplex  the  casuists  in  morality 
To  fix  the  due  bounds  of  this  dangerous 

quality. 


Had  Bonaparte  won  at  Waterloo, 

It  had  been  firmness ;  now  'tis  pertinacity : 

Must  the  event  decide  between  the  two? 

I  leave  it  to  your  people  of  sagacity 

To  draw  the  line  between  the  false  and  truey 
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If  enchcan  e^er  be  drawn  tyiiuui^s  capacity: 
Mhr  business  is  witii  Laify  Adeline, 
Who  in  her  way  too  was  a  heroine. 


She  knew  not  her  own  heart;  then  how 

shonld  If 
I  think  not  she  was  then  in  Ioto  with  Jnan : 
If  80,  she  would  hare  had  the  strength  to  fly 
The  wild  sensation,  unto  her  a  new  one : 
She  merely  felt  a  common  sympathy 

Swill  not  say  it  was  a  false  or  true  one) 
him,  because  she  thought  he  was  in 

danger— 
Her  husband's  friend,  her  own>  young,  and 

a  stranger. 


She  was,  or  thought  the  was,  his  friend— 

and  tliis 

Without  the  farce  of  friendship ,  or  romance 

Of  Platonism,  which  leads  so  oft  amiss 

Ladies  who  luiTe  studied  friendsliip  but  in 

France, 

Or  Germany,  where  people  purdy  kiss. 

To  thus  much  Adeline  would  notadyance; 

But  of  such  friendsliip  as  man's  may  to 

man  be. 

She  was  as  capable  as  woman  can  be. 


No  doubt  the  secret  influence  of  the  sex 
Will  there,  as  also  in  tiie  ties  of  blood. 
An  innocent  predominance  annex. 
And  tune  the  concord  to  a  finer  mood. 
If  free  from  passion ,  which  all  friendship 

checks. 
And  your  true  feelings  fully  understood. 
No  mend  like  to  a  woman  earth  discoTors, 
So  tliat  you  haye  not  been  nor  will  be  lovers. 


Love  bears  within  its  breast  the  very  germ 
Of  change ;  and  how  should  this  be  others 

%  wise? 

That  violent  tilings  more  quickly  find  a  term 
Is  shown  through  Nature's  whole  aualoines; 
And  how  should  the  most  fierce  of  all  be  firm? 
Would  you  have  endless  lightning  in  the 

skies  f 
Hethinks  Love's  veiy  title  says  enough: 
How  should  ^^the  tetufcr  passion"  e'er  be 

iougk? 


Alas !  bv  all  experience,  seldom  yet 

(I  merely  quote  what  I  have  heard  from 

many) 
Had  lovers  not  some  reason  to  regret 
The  passion  which  made  Solomon  a  Zany. 
I've  also  seen  some  wives  (not  to  forget 
The  marriage-state,  the  best  or  worst  of 

any) 
Who  were  the  veiy  paragons  of  wives. 
Yet  made  the  misery  of  at  least  two  lives. 


I've  also  seen  some  female  friend*  (His  odd, 
But  true— as,  if  expedient,  I  could  prove) 
That  faithful  were  through  thick  and  thin, 

abroad. 
At  home,  far  more  than  ever  yet  was  Love — 
Who  did  not  quit  me  when  oppression  trod 
Upon  me ;  whom  no  scandal  could  romove; 
Who  fought,  and  fight,  in  absence  too,  my 

battles. 
Despite  the  snake  Society's  loud  rattlea. 


Whether  Don  Jnan  and  chaste  Adeline 
Grew  friends  in  this  or  any  other  sense. 
Will  be  discuss'd  hereafter,  I  opine: 
At  present  I  am  glad  of  a  pretence 
To  leave  them  hovering,  as  the  effect  is  fine, 
And  keeps  the  atrocious  reader  in  fuspciwe ; 
The  suiest  way  for  ladies  and  for  books 
To  bait  their  tender  or  their  tenter  hooks. 


Whether  diey  rode,  or  walk'd,  or  studied 

Spanuh 
To  read  Don  Quixote  in  the  original, 
A  pleasure  before  which  all  others  vanish; 
Whether  their  talk  was  of  the  kind  call'd 

^'small," 
Or  serious,  are  the  topics  I  must  banish 
To  the  next  Canto ;  where,  periiaps,  I  shall 
Say  something  to  the  purpose,  and  display 
Considerable  talent  in  my  way. 


Above  all,  I  beg  all  men  to  forbear 
Anticipating  aught  about  the  matter : 
They  '11  only  make  mistakes  about  the  fair. 
And  Juan  too,  especially  the  latter. 
And  I  shall  take  a  much  more  serious  air 
Than  I  have  yet  done  in  this  epic  satire. 
It  is  not  clear  that  Adeline  and  Juan 
Will  f  all;  but  if  they  do,  'twiU  be  their  ruin. 


But  great  things  spring  from  little : — Would 

you  think. 
That,  in  oar  youth,  as  dangerous  a  passion 
As  e'er  brought  man  and  woman  to  the  brink 
Of  ruin,  rose  firom  such  a  slight  occi||ion 
As  few  would  ever  dream  could  form  the  link 
Of  such  a  sentimental  situation  ? 
You'll  never  guess ,  I'll  bet  you  millions, 

milliards— 
It  all  sprung  from  a  harmless  game  at 

billiards. 


Tis  strange— but  true ;  for  Truth  is  always 

strange. 

Stranger  than  Fiction :  if  it  coidd  be  told. 

How  much    would   novels    gain  by  the 

exchange ! 

How  difierently    the  world    would    men 

behold! 

How  oft  would  vice  and  virtue  places  change! 
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neiiew  world  would  be nothlnff  to  the  old. 
If  foiiie  Colaminu  of  the  moral  seai 
Would  thow  mankind  their  sonlfl^Antipodes. 


What  ««Antrefl  Tast  and  desarts  idle""  then 
Would  be  difcoTer'd  in  the  human  tool! 
What  Icebergs  in  the  hearts  of  mighty  men, 
With  Self-love  in  the  centre  as  their  Pole! 
What  Anthropophagi  is  nine  of  ten 
Of  those  who  hold  the  kingdoms  in  contronl ! 
Were  things  bat  only  caU'd  by  their  right 

name, 
Ccnr  himaelf  would  be  ashamed  of  Fame. 


CANTO   XV. 

Am!  — What  should  follow  slips  from  my 

reflection : 
Whaterer  follows  ne'ertlieless  may  be 
As  d  propoM  of  hope  or  retrospection. 
As  though  the  lurking  thought  had  followM 

free. 
All  present  life  is  but  an  interjection. 
An  **Ohr*  or  "Ah!"  of  joy  or  misery. 
Or  a  "Ha!  ha!"  or  "Bah!"— a  yawn,  or 

"Pooh!" 
Of  which  periiaps  the  latter  is  most  true. 


Bat,  more  or  less,  the  whole's  a  syncopd 
Or  a  singultus  -  emblems  of  Emotion, 
The  g^rand  antithesis  to  great  Ennui, 
Wherewith  we  break  our  bubbles  on  the 

ocean, 
lliat  watery  outline  of  eternity. 
Or  miniature  at  least,  as  is  my  notion. 
Which  ministers  unto  the  soul's  delight. 
In  seeing  matters  which  are  out  of  sight. 


But  all  are  better  than  the  sigh  supprest. 
Corroding  in  the  cavern  of  the  heart, 
Haking  Sie  countenance  a  mask  of  rest. 
And  4im>ing  human  nature  to  an  art. 
Few  men  dure  show  their  thoughts  of  worst 

or  b«t; 
Dissimulation  always  sets  apart 
A  comet  for  herself;  and  therefore  Fiction 
Is  that  which  passes  with  least  contradiction. 


Ah!  who  can  tellf  Or  rather,  who  can  not 
Reniember,  without  telling,pas8ion'8  errors? 
llic  drainer  of  oblivion,  even  the  sot. 
Hath  got  blue  devils  for  his  morning  mirrors: 
What  though  on  Lethe's  stream  he  seem  to 

float, 
He  cannot  sink  his  tremors  or  his  terrors; 
The  ruby  glass,  that  shakes  within  his  hand, 
LcttTes  a  Md  sediment  of  Time's  worst  saad. 


And  as  for  Love—Oh,  Love! We  will 

proceed. 
The  Lady  Adeline  Amundeville, 
A  pretty  name  as  one  would  M-ish  to  read. 
Must  perch  harmonious  on  my  tuneful  quill. 
There's  music  in  the  sighing  of  a  reed ; 
There's  music  in  the  gushing  of  a  rill ; 
There's  music  in  all  things,  if  men  had  ears : 
Their  Earth  is  but  an  echo  of  the  spheres. 


The  Lady  Adeline,  right  honourable. 
And  honour'd,  ran  a  nsk  of  growing  less  so; 
For  few  of  the  soft  sisx  are  very  stable 
In  their  resolves — alas !  that  I  should  say  so! 
They  differ  as  wine  differs  from  its  label. 
When  once  decanted ;  -I  presume  to  guess  so, 
But  will  not  swear :  yet  both  upon  occasion, 
Till  old,  may  undergo  adulteration. 


But  Adeline  was  of  the  purest  vintage. 
The  unmingled  essence  of  the  grape ;  and  yet 
Bright  as  a  new  Napoleon  from  its  mintage. 
Or  gloritius  as  a  diamond  richly  set; 
A  page  where  Time  should  hesitate  to  print 

age, 
And  for  whichNature  might  forego  her  debt- 
Sole  creditor  whose  process  doth  involve  in't 
The  luck  of  finding  every  body  solvent 


Oh,  Death !  thou  dunnest  of  all  duns!  tho« 

daily 
Knockest  at  doors,  at  first  with  modest  tap. 
Like  a  meek  tradesman  when  approacliing 

palely 
Some  splendid  debtor  he  would  take  by  sap  i 
But  oft  denied,  as  patience  'gins  to  fail,  he 
Advances  with  exasperated  rap. 
And  (if  let  in)  insists,  in  terms  unhandsome, 
On  ready  money  or  "a  draft  on  Ransom." 


Whate'er  thou  takest,  spare  awhile  poor 

Beauty  ! 

She  is  so  rare,  and  thou  hast  so  much  prey. 

What  though  she  now  and  then  may  slip 

from  duty, 

Themore's  the  reason  why  you  ought  to  stay. 

Gaunt  Gourmand!   with  whole  nations  for 

your  booty. 

You  should  be  civil  in  a  modest  way: 

Suppress  then  some  slight  feminine  diseases. 

And  take  as  many  heroes  as  heaven  pleases. 


Fair  Adeline,  the  more  ingenuous 
Where  she  was  interested  Tas  was  said). 
Because  she  was  not  apt,  like  some  of  us, 
To  like  too  readily,  or  too  high  bred 
To  show  it   points  we  need  not  now  discuss  -. 
Would  give  up  artlessly  both  heart  and  head 
Unto  such  feelings  as  seem'd  innocent. 
For  object!. worthy  of  the  sentimeat. 
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Some  port*  of  Jaan*s  hbtorj, which  Ramoar, 
That  live-Gazette,  had  scatter'd  to  disfigure, 
She  had  heard;  but  women  hear  with  more 

^od  humour 
Such  aherrationi  than  we  men  of  rigour. 
Befidet,  hii  conduct,  since  in  England,  grew 

more 
Strict,  and  his  mind  assumed  a  manlier 

vigour; 
Because  he  had,  like  Alcibiades, 
The  art  of  living  in  all  climes  with  ease. 


His  manner  was  perhaps  the  more  seductive, 
Be<;ause  he  ne'er  seemM  anxious  to  seduce; 
Nothing  affected,  studied,  or  constructive 
Of  coxcombry  or  conquest:  no  abuse 
*0f  his  attractions  marred  the  fair  perspective. 
To  indicate  a  Cupidon  broke  loose. 
And  seem  to  say,   '^resist  us  if  you  can '' — 
Which  makes  a  dandy  while  it  spoils  a  man. 


They  are  wrong— that's  not  the  way  to  set 

about  it; 

As,  if  they  told  the  truth,  could  well  be 

shown. 

But  right  or  wrong,Don  Juan  was  without  it; 

In  fact,  his  manner  was  his  own  alone : 

Sincere  he  was— at    least  you  could  not 

doubt  it. 

In  listening  merely  to  his  voice's  tone. 

The  Devil  hath  not  in  all  his  quiver's  choice 
*-  An  arrow  for  the  heart  like  a  sweet  voice. 


By  Nature  soft,  his  whole  address  held  off 
Suspicion :  though  not  timid,  his  fegard 
Was  such  as  rather  seem'd  to  keep  aloof, 
To  shield  himself,  than  put  you  on  your 

guard : 
Perhaps  'twas  hardly  quite  assured  enough, 
But  Modesty  's  at  times  its  own  reward. 
Like  Virtue ;  and  the  absence  of  pretension 
Will  go  much  further  than  there  's  need  to 

mention. 


Serene,  accomplish'd,  cheerful,  but  not  loud; 
Insinuating  without  insinuation ; 
Observant  of  the  foibles  of  the  crowd. 
Yet  ne'er  betraying  this  in  conversation ; 
Proud  with  the  proud,yet  courteously  pn»ud. 
So  as  to  make  them  feel  he  knew  hia station 
And  theirs : — withoutuptmggle  for  priority, 
He  neither  brook'd  nor  claim'd  superiority. 


That  is,  with  men:    with  women  he  was 

what 
They  pleased  to  make  or  take  him  for;  and 

their 
Imagination  's  quite  enough  for  that : 
So  that  the  outline  's  tolerably  fair. 
They  fill  the  canvass  np— and  ^'fprbam  sat** 


[f  once  their  phantasies  be  brought  to  bear 
Upon  an  object,  whether  sad  or  playful. 
They    can    tranifigure    brighter    than    a 

Raphael. 


Adeline,  no  deep  judge  of  character. 
Was  apt  to  add  a  colouring  from  her  own. 
'TIS  thus  the  good  will  amiably  err. 
And  eke  the  wise,  as  has  been  often  shown. 
Experience  is  the  chief  philosopher. 
But  saddest  when  his  science  is  well  known: 
And  persecuted  sages  teach  the  schools 
Their  folly  in  forgetting  there  are  fools. 


Was  it  not  so,  great  Locke?  and  greater 

Bacon? 
Great  Socrates  ?  And  thou  Diviner  still, 
Whose  lot  it  is  by  man  to  be  miitaken. 
And  thy  pure  creed  made  sanction  of  all  ill  ? 
Redeeming  worlds  to  be  by  bigots  shaken, 
How  was  thy  toil  rewarded  ?  We  might  fill 
Volumes  with  similar  sad  illustrations. 
But  leave  them  to  the  conscience  of  the 

nations. 


I  perch  upon  an  humbler  promontory, 

Amidst  life's  infinite  variety : 

With  no  great  care  for  what  is  nicknamed 

glory. 
But  speculating  as  I  cast  mine  eye 
On  what  may  suit  or  may  not  suit  my  story, 
And  never  straining  hard  to  versi^, 
1  rattle  on  exactly  as  I'd  talk 
With  any  body  in  a  ride  or  walk. 


I  don't  know  that  there  may  be  much  ability 
Shown  in  this  sort  of  desultory  rhyme ; 
But  there  's  a  conversational  facility. 
Which  may  round  off  an  hour  upon  a  time. 
Of  this  I'm  sure  at  least,  there  's  no  servility 
In  mine  irregularity  of  chime. 
Which  rings  what 's  uppermost  of  new  or 

hoary. 
Just  as  I  feel  the  ^'Improvisatore.** 


**Omnia  vnlt  bpUe  Matho  dicere-dic  ali- 

quando 

£t  bene,  die  neuirum,  die  aliquaado  male*' 

The  first  is  rather  more  than  mortal  can  do; 

The  second  may  be  sadly  done  or  gaily ; 

The  third  is  still  more  difficult  to  stand  to; 

The  fourth  we  hear,  and  see,  and  say  too, 

daily; 

The  whole  together  is  what  I  could  wish 

To  serve  in  this  conundrum  of  a  dish. 


A  modest  hope  -  but  modesty  's  my  forte. 
And  pride  my  feeble:— let  un  ramble  o^. 
I  meant  to  make  this  poem  very  ehort. 
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now  I  can*t  tell  where  It  may  not  ran. 
lonbt,  if  I  had  wish'd  to  |iay  my  court 
Titles,  or  to  hail  the  setting  snn 
yranny  of  all  kinds,  iny  concision 
e  more;— bat  I  was  born  for  opposition. 

then  Hiw  mostly  on  the  weaker  side: 

bat  I  Terily  beiieye  if  they 

)  now  are  basking  in  their  fnll-blown 

pride, 
B  shaken  down,   and  ^^dogs  had  had 

their  day,** 
igh  at  the  first  I  might  perchance  deride 
T  tumble,  I  should  turn  the  other  way, 
wax  an  ultra-royalist  in  loyalty, 
.use  I  hate  eren  democratic  royalty. 


ok  I  should  haTO  made  a  decent  spouse, 
lad  noTer  proved  the  soft  condition  ; 
nk  I  should  have  made  monastic  tows, 
Tor  my  own  peculiar  superstition : 
1st  rhyme  I  never  should  hare  knocked 

my  brows, 
roken  my  own  head, nor  that  of  Priscian, 
ivom  the  motley  mantle  of  a  poet, 
ne  one  had  not  told  me  to  forego  it 


'^laisses  aller**' knights  and  dames  I 

sing, 
as  the  times  may  furnish.  *Tis  a  flight 
:h  seems  at  first  to  need  no  lofh^  wing, 
led  by  Longinus  or  the  Stagjrrite: 
difficulty  lies  in  colouring 
Hng  the  due  proportions  still  in  sight) 
Nature  manners  which  are  artificial, 
end'rlng  general  that  which  is  especial. 


lifference  is,  that  in  the  days  of  old 
nade  the  manners;  manners  now  make 

men — 
;d  like  a  flock,  and  fleeced  too  in  their 

fold, 
ist  nine,  and  a  ninth  beside  of  ten. 
this  at  all  events  must  render  cold 
writers,  who  must  either  draw  again 
better  drawn  before,  or  else  assume 
present,    with    their    common-place 

costume. 


do  our  best  to  make  the  best  on*t:— 

March! 
1,  my  Muse!  If  yon  cannot  fly,  yet 

flutter; 
hen  yon  may  not  be  sublime,  be  arch, 
rch,  as  are  the  edicts  statesmen  ntter. 
urely    shall    find    something    worth 

research : 
ibns  found  a  new  world  in  a  cutter, 
gantine,  or  pink,  of  no  great  tonnage, 
»  yet  America  was  in  her  non-age. 


When  Adeline,  In  all  her  rrowing  sense 
Of  Jnan*s  merits  and  his  situation. 
Felt  on  the  whole  an  interest  intense— 
Partly  perhaps  because  a  fresh  sensation, 
Or  that  he  had  an  air  of  innocence. 
Which  is  for  innocence  a  sad  temptation, — 
As  women  hate  half  measures,  on  the  whole. 
She  *gan  to  ponder  how  to  save  his  soul. 

She  had  a  good  opinion  of  advice. 
Like  all  who  give  and  eke  receive  it  gratis, 
For  which  small  thanks  are  still  the  market- 
price. 
Even  where  the  article  at  highest  rate  is. 
She  thought  upon  the  subject  twice  or  thrice. 
And  morally  decided,  the  best  state  is 
For  morals,  marriage;  and  this  qnestioa 

carried. 
She  seriously  advised  him  to  get  married. 

Juan  replied,  with  all  becoming  deference. 
He  had  a  predilection  for  that  tie ; 
But  that  at  present, with  immediate  reference 
To  his  own  circumstances,  there  might  lie 
Some  difficulties,  as  in  his  own  preferenee, 
Or  that  of  her  to  whom  he  might  apply; 
That  still  he*d  wed  with  such  or  such  a  lady. 
If  that  they  were  not  married  all  already. 

Next  to  the  making  matches  for  herself, 
And  daughters,  brothers,  sisters,  kkh  or  kin. 
Arranging  them  like  books  on  the  same  shelf, 
There^  nothing  women  love  to  dabble  in 
More  (like  a  stock-holder  in  growing  pelf) 
Than  match-making  in  general :  *tis  no  sin 
Certes,  but  a  preventative,  and  therefore 
That  is,  no  doubt,  the  only  reason  wherefore. 


But  never  yet  (except  of  course  a  Misa 
Unwed,  or  Mistress  never  to  be  wed, 
Or  wed  already,  who  cibject  to  this) 
Was  there  chaste  dame  who  had  not  in  her 

head 
Some  drama  of  the  marriage-unities,        \ 
Observed  as  strictly  both  at  board  and  bed. 
As  those  of  Aristotle,  though  sometimes 
They  turn  out  molodrames  or  pantomimea. 


They  generally  have  some  only  son, 
Some  heir  to  a  larg^  property,  some  friend 
Of  an  old  family,  sove  gay  Sir  John, 
Or  grave  Lord  George,  with  whom  perhaps 

might  end 
A  line,  and  leave  posterity  undone. 
Unless  a  marriage  was  applied  to  mend 
The  prospect  and  their  morals :  and  besides. 
They  have  at  hand  a  blooming  glut  of  brides. 


From  these  they  will  be  careful  to  select, 
For  this  an  heiress,  and  for  that  a  beaaty ; 
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For  one  a  MngstroM  who  hath  no  defect, 
For  toother  one  vrho  promiwf  moch  da^ ; 
For  ihii  a  Lady  no  one  can  reject, 
WhoM  sole  accomplishments  were  quite  a 

booty; 
A  second  for  her  excellent  connections; 
A  thirdj  because  there  can  be  no  olijections. 


When   Rapp,  the  Harmonist,  embargoed 

marriage 

In    his    harmonious  settlement  —  (which 

flourishes 

Strangely  enough  as  yet  without  mis- 
carriage, 

Because  it  breeds  no  more  mouths  than  it 

nourishes. 

Without  those  sad  expenses  which  disparage 

What  Nature  naturally  most  encourages)— 

Why  caird  he  ^^ Harmony'^  a  state  sans 

wedlock  ? 

Now  here  I  have  got  the  preacher  at  a 

dead  lock. 


Because  he  either  meant  to  sneer  at  harmony 
Or  marriage,  by  divorcing  them  thus  oddlj^. 
But  whether  reverend  Rapp  leam'd  this  m 

Gernumy 
Or  no.  His  said  his  sect  is  rich  and  godly. 
Pious  and  pure,  beyond  what  I  can  term  any 
Of  ours,   although  they  propagate  more 

broadly. 
My  objection's  to  his  title,  not  his  ritual. 
Although  I  wonder  how  it  grew  habitual. 


But  Rapp  is  the  reverse  of  sealous  matrons. 
Who  favour,  malgr<$  Malthas,  generation — 
Professors  of  that  genial  art,  and  patrons 
Of  all  the  modest  part  of  propagation. 
Which  after  all  at  such  a  desperate  rate  runs. 
That  half  its  produce  tends  to  emigration. 
That  sad  result  of  passions  and  potatoes— 
Two  weeds  which  pose  our  economic  Catos. 


Had  Adeline  read  Malthas?  I  can*t  tell ; 
I  wish  she  hadt   his  book's  the  eleventh 

commandment. 
Which   says,   '^thon  shalt  not  marry**— 

unless  weU 
This  he  (as  far  as  I  can  understand)  meant: 
^Tis  not  my  purpose  on  his  views  to  dwell. 
Nor  canvass  what  ^*^o  eminent  a  hand** 

meant; 
But  certes  it  conducts  to  lives  ascetic, 
Or  turning  marriage  into  arithmetic. 


But  Adeline,  who  probably  presumed 
That  Juan  had  enough  of  maintenance. 
Or  teparatc  maintenance,   in    case    *twas 

doora*d— 
As  on  the  whole  it  is  an  even  chance 


That  bridegrooms  after   they  are  fairly 

groonfd. 

May  retrograde  a  little  in  the  dance 

Of  marriage— (which  might  form  a  paint- 
er's fune. 

Like  Holbein*s  «'Dance  of  Death**— but  tie 

the  same); — 


But  Adeline  determined  Juan's  wedding 
In  her  own  mind,  and  that*s  enough  for 

woman. 
But  then,  with  whom?  There  was  the  sage 

Miss  Reading, 
Miss  Raw,  Miss  Flaw,  Miss  Showman,  and 

Miss  iinowman, 
And  the  two  (air  co-heiresses  Giltbedding. 
She   deemed  his  merits  something  more 

than  common: 
All  these  were  unobjectionable  matches. 
And  might  go  on,  if  well  wound  up,  like 

watches. 


There  was  Miss  Millpond,  smooth  as  snm- 

mer*s  sea. 
That  usual  paragon,  an  only  daughter, 
Who  seem'd  the  cream  of  equanimity. 
Till  skimm'd— and  then  there  was  some 

milk  and  water. 
With  a  slight  shade  of  Blue  too  it  might  be. 
Beneath  the  surface ;  but  what  did  it  matter? 
Love  's  riotous,  but  marriage  should  have 

quiet, 
And,being  consumptive,  live  on  a  milk-diet 


And   then   there  was   the  Miss  Andacia 

Shoestring, 
A  dashing  demoiselle  of  good  estate. 
Whose  heart  was  fix'd   upon   a   star  or 

bluestring; 
But  whether  English  Dukes  grew  rare  of  late. 
Or  that  she  had  not  harp'd  upon  the  true 

string. 
By  which  such  Sirens  can  attract  our  great. 
She  took  up  with  some  foreign  younger 

brother, 
A  Rnss  or  Turk— the  one's  as  good  as  t*other. 


And  then  there  was  -but  why  should  1  go  on. 
Unless  Oie  Ladies  should  go  off?— there  was 
Indeed  a  certain  fair  and  fairy  one. 
Of  the  best  class,  and  better  than  her  classy- 
Aurora  Raby,  a  youne  star  who  shone 
0*er  life,  too  sweet  an  image  for  such  glass, 
A  lovely  beins,  scarcely  form*d  6r  moulded, 
A  rose  with  all  ito  sweetest  leaves  yet  folded; 

Rich,  noble,  but  an  orphan ;  left  an  only 
Child  to  the  care  of  guardians  good  and  kind; 
But  still  her  aspect  had  an  air  so  lonely  I 
Blood  is  not  water;  and  where  shall  we  fiad 
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Fcelingt  of  youth  like  those  which  orer- 

thrown  lie 
Bj  death,  when  we  are  teft,  alas !  hehind, 
To  ffsel,  in  friendleM  palaces,  a  home 
If  wanting,  and  our  best  ties  in  the  tomb? 


Earlj  in  years,  and  yet  more  infantine 
In  figure,  she  had  something  of  sublime 
la   eyet  which  sadly   shone,   as  Seraphs* 

shine. 
All  youth — but  with  an  aspect  beyond  time; 
Radiant  and  grave -as  pitying  man^s  decline; 
Moumhil^but  mournful  of  another's  crime. 
She  look'd  as  if  she  sat  by  Eden's  door. 
And  grieYed  for  those  who  could  return 

no  more. 


She  was  a  Catholic  too,  sincere,  austere, 
As  far  as  her  own  gentle  heart  allow'd, 
And  deem*d  that  fallen  worship  far  more 

dear 
Perhaps  because  'twas  fallen :  her  sires  were 

proud 
Of  deeds  and  days  when  they  had  fill'd 

the  ear 
Of  nations,  and  had  neyer  bent  or  bow'd 
To  Bovel  power;  and  as  she  was  the  last. 
She  held  their  old  faith  and  old  feelings  fast. 


She  gaied  upon  a  world  she  scarcely  knew 
As  seeking  not  to  know  it;  silent,  lone, 
As  praws  a  flower,  thus  quietly  she  grew, 
And  kept  her  heart  serene  within  its  zone. 
There  was  awe  in  the  homage  which  she 

drew; 
Her  spirit  seem'd  as  seated  on  a  throne 
Apart  from  the  surrounding  world,   and 

strong 
In  itt  own  strength — most  strange  in  one 

so  young! 


Now  it  so  happeuM,  in  the  catalogue 
Of  Adeline,  Aurora  was  omitted. 
Although  her  birth  and  wealth  had  giyen 

her  TOgue 
Beyond  the  charmers  we  hare  already  cited ; 
Her  beauty  also  seem'd  to  form  no  clog 
Against  her  being  mentioned  as  well  fitted. 
By  many  yirtues,  to  be  worth  the  trouble 
Of  single  gentlemen  who  would  be  double. 


And  this  omission,  like  that  of  the  bust 
Of  Brutus  at  the  pageant  of  Tiberius, 
Made  Juan  wonder,  as  no  doubt  he  must. 
This  he  expressed  half  smiling  and  half 

serious ; 
When  Adeline  replied  with  some  disgust, 
And  with  an  air,  to  say  the  least,  imperious' 
She  marreird  ^'what  he  saw  in  such  a  baby 
As  thai  prin,  silent,  cold  Aurora  Raby?  ^ 


Juan  nsjolnedr— ^She  was  a  Cathollo, 
And  therefore  fittest,  as  of  his  persuasion  | 
Since  lie  was  sure  his  mother  would  fall  sidk. 
And  the  Pope  thunder  excommunication. 
If — "  But  here  Adeline,  whoseem'd  topiqua 
Herself  extremely  on  the  inoculation 
Of  others  with  her  own  opinions,  stated — 
As  usual  -the  same  reason  which  she  late  did. 


And  wherefore  notf  A  reasonable  reason. 
If  good,  is  none  the  worse  for  repetition ; 
If  bad,  the  best  way's  certainly  to  tease  on 
And  amplify:  ^ou  lose  much  by  concision. 
Whereas  insisting  in  or  out  of  season 
Conyinces  all  men,  eyen  a  politician ; 
Or— what  is  just  the  same— it  wearies  out. 
So   the  end*8  gain'd,   what  signifies  the 

route? 


l^Tiy  Adeline  had  this  slight  prejudice  — 
For  prejudice  it  was — against  a  creature 
As  pure  as  sanctity  itself  from  yice. 
With  all  the  added  charm  of  form  and  feature, 
For  me  appears  a  question  far  too  nice. 
Since  Adeline  was  liberal  by  nature ; 
But  nature  's  nature,  and  has  more  caprices 
Than  I  havatime,  or  will,  to  take  to  pieces. 


Perhaps  she  did  not  like  the  quiet  wut 
With  which  Aurora  on  those  baubles  looa'd. 
Which  charm  most  people  in  their  earliev 

day: 
For  there  are  few  things  by  manki^id  leu 

brook'd. 
And  womankind  too,  if  we  so  may  say. 
Than  finding  thus  their  genius  stand  rebuked, 
Like  ^* Anthony's  by  Cesar,"  by  the  few 
Who  look  upon  them  as  they  ought  to  do. 


It  was  not  enyy— Adeline  had  none ; 
Her  place  was  far  beyond  it,  and  her  mind. 
It  was  not  scorn— which  could  not  light 

on   one 
Whose  greatest  /aaZt  was  leaving  few  to  find. 
It  was  not  jealousy,  I  think :  but  shun 
Following  the  ^^Ignes  Fatui "  of  mankind. 

It  was  not but  'tis  easier  far,  alas ! 

To  say  what  it  was  not,  than  what  it  was. 


Little  Aurora  deem'd  she  was  the  theme 
Of  such  discussion.  She  was  there  a  gnest, 
A  beauteous  ripple  of  the  brilliant  stream 
Of  rank  and  youth,  though  purer  than  the 

rest. 
Which  flow'd  on  for  a  moment  in  the  beam 
Time  sheds  a  moment  o'er  each  sparkling 

crest. 
Had  she  known  this,'  she  would  haye  calmly 

smiled— 
She  had  so  much,  or  little,  of  the  child. 
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The  daehinfi^  and  proud  air  of  Adeline 
Imposed  not  opon  her :  she  saw  her  blaze 
Mnch  as  she  would  haTO  seen  a  glow-worm 

shine, 
llien  turned  unto  the  stars  for  loftier  rays. 
Juan  was  something  she  could  not  diTine, 
Being  no  Sibyl  in  the  new  world's  ways; 
Yetrae  was  nothing  dazzled  by  the  meteor, 
Because  she  did  not  pin  her  faith  on  feature. 

His  fame  too,—  for  he  had  that  kind  of  fiEune 

Which  sometimes  plays   the    deuce  with 

womankind, 

A  heterogeneous  mass  of  glorious  blame. 

Half  virtues  and  whole  yices  being  combined; 

Faults  which  attract  because  they  are  not 

tame; 

Follies  tricked  out  so  brightly  that  they 

blind:  — 

These  seals  upon  her  wax  made  no  im- 
pression, 

Such  was  her  coldness  or  her  self-possession. 

Juan  knew  nought  of  such  a  character- 
High,  yet  resembling  not  his  lost  Haidee ; 
Yet  each  was  radiant  in  her  proper  sphere: 
The  Island-girl,  bred  up  by  the  lone  sea. 
More  warm,  as  lovely,  and  not  less  sincere, 
Was  Nature's  all :  Aurora  could  not  be 
Nor  would  be  thus;— the  difference  in  them 
Was  such  as  lies  between  a  flower  and  gem. 

Having  wound  up  with  this  sublime  com- 
parison, 

Methinks  we  may  proceed  upon  our  nar- 
rative, 

And,  as  my  friend  Scott  says,  '^I  sound  my 

Warison ; " 

Scott,  the  superlative  of  my  comparative— 

Scott,  who  can  paint  your  Christian  knight 

or  Saracen, 

Serf,  Lord,  Blan,  with  such  skill  as  none 

would  share  it,  if 

There  had  not  been  one  Shakespeare  and 

Voltaire, 

Of  one  or  both  of  whom  he  seems  the  heir. 


I  say,  in  my  slight  way  I  may  proceed 
To  play  upon  the  surfiwe  of  Humanity. 
1  write  the  world,  nor  care  if  the  world  read. 
At  least  for  this  I  cannot  spare  its  vanity. 
My  Muse  hath  bred,  and  still  perhaps  may 

breed 
More  foes  by   this  same  scroll:  when  I 

began  it,  I 
Thought  that  it  might  turn  out  so— now  I 

Jbioto  it. 
But  still  I  am,  or  was,  a  pretty  poet. 


The  conference  or  congress  (for  it  ended 
As  congresses  of  late  do)  of  the  Lady 


Adeline  and  Don  Juas  rather  blended 
Some  acids  with  the  sweets — for  she  was 

heady ; 
But,  ere  Uie  matter  could  be  marrM  or 

mended. 
The  silvery  bell  rung,   not   for    '^dinner 

ready," 
But  for  that  hour,  calPd  haif-kaur,  given 

to  dress. 
Though  ladies'  robes  seem  scant  enough 

for  less. 


Great  things  were  now  to  be  achieved  at 

table. 
With  massy  plate  for  armour,  knives  and 

forks 
For  weapons ;  but  what  Mnse  since  Homer  i 

able 
(His  feasts  are  not  the  worst  part  of  hii 

works) 
To  draw  up  in  array  a  single  day-bill 
Of  modem  dinners  ?  where  more  mystery 

lurks 
In  soups  or  sauces,  or  a  sole  iti^At, 
Than  witches,  bitches,  or  physicians  brew. 


There  was  a  goodly  ''soupe  k  la  bmme 

femme,* 
Though  God  knows  whence  it  came  from; 

there  was  too 
A  turbo t  for  relief  of  those  who  cram, 
Relieved  with  dindon  a  la  Perigeuz ; 

There  also  was the  sinner  that  I  am ! 

How  shall    I    get  this    gourmand-stanza 

through?— 
Soupe  k  la  Beauveau,  whose  relief  was  Dory, 
Relieved  itself  by  pork,  for  greater  glory. 

But  I  must  erowd  all  into  one  ^rand  mess 
Or  mass;  for  should  I  stretch  into  detail. 
My  Muse  would  run  much  more  into  excess. 
Than  when  some  squeamish  people  deem 

her  frail. 
But  though  a  *'bonne  vivante,"  I  must 

confess 
Her  stomach's  not  her  peccant  part :  this  tale, 
However,doth  require  some  slight  refection. 
Just  to  relieve  her  spirits  from  dejection. 


Fowls  &  la  Cond^,  slices  eke  of  salmon. 
With   sauces  Genevoises,  and  haunch  of 

venison ; 
Wines  too  which  might  again  have  slain 

young  Ammon, 
A  man  like  whom  I  hope  we  shan't  see  many 

soon; 
They  also  set  a  glazed  Westphalian  ham  on. 
Whereon  Apicius  would  bestow  his  benison ; 
And    then   there    was    Champagne    with 

foaming  whirls, 
Af  white  a  Cleopatra's  melted  pearls. 
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Then  there  was  God  knows  what  «*&  TAUe- 

mande,^ 
'*A  l^Espagnole,*'   ^'timballe,''    and  '«Sal- 

picon^ — 
With  things  I  can't  withstand  or  understand, 
Though  swallowM  with  mnch  sest  upon 

the  whole; 
And  ^^csntremets^  to  piddle  with  at  hand, 
Gently  to  lull  down  the  subsiding  soul ; 
While   great  LncuUus'   (robe  triamphale) 

muffles — 
(Tkere'9   Fame)^joung   partridge-fillets, 

deck'd  with  truffles. 


What  are  HheJiUeti  on  the  Tictor's  brow 

To  these  f  They  are  rags  or  dust.  Where 

is  the  arch 

Which  nodded  to  the  nation's  spoils  below  ? 

Where  the    triumphal  chariot's   haughty 

march? 

Gone  to  where  rictories  must  like  dinners  go. 

Further  I  shall  not  follow  the  research: 

But  oh!  ye  modem  heroes  with  your  cart- 
ridges, 

When  will  your  names  lend  lustre  even  to 

partridges? 

Those  truffles  too  are  no  bad  accessaries, 
FoUowM  by  ''Petits  puits  d'Amour  "-  a  dish 
Of  which  perhaps  the  cookery  rather  varies, 
So  every  one  may  dress  it  to  his  wish, 
According  to  the  best  of  dictionaries, 
Which  encyclopedise  both  flesh  and  fish ; 
But  even  sans  ^'confitures,"  it  no  less  true  is, 
There's  pretty  picking  in  those  ^'petits  puits 


n 


The  mind  is  lost  in  mighty  contemplation 
Of  intellect  expended  on  two  courses ; 
And  indigestion's  ^rand  multiplication 
Requires  arithmetic  beyond  my  forces. 
Who  would  suppose,  from  Adam's  simple 

ration 
That  eookeiy  could  have  call'd  forth  such 

resources. 
As  form  a  science  and  a  nomenclature 
From  out  the  commonest  demands  of  nature? 


The  glasses  jingled,  and  the  palates  tingled ; 
l*he  diners  of  celebrity  dined  well ; 
The  ladies  with  more  moderation  mingled 
In  the  feast,  pecking  less  than  I  can  tell ; 
Also  the  younger  men  too;  for  a  springald 
Can't  like  ripe  age  in  gourmand ise  excel. 
Bat  thinks  less  of  good  eating  than  the 

whisper 
(When  seated  next  him)  of  some  pretty  lisper. 


Alas !  1  must  leave  undescribed  the  gibier. 
The  salmi,  the  consomm<$,  tlie  pnr^. 
All  which  I  use  to  make  my  rhymes  run 

glibber 


Than  could  roast-beef  in  our  rough  John 

Bull  way: 

1  must  not  introduce  even  a  spare  rib  here, 

'^Bubble  and  squeak  "  would  spoil  my  li- 
quid lay; 

But  I  have  dined,  and  must  forego,  alas ! 

The  chaste  description  even  of  a  ''B<$ca«se," 


And  fruits,  and  Ice,  and  all  that  art  refines 
From  nature  for  the  service  of  the  goAt, — 
Taste  or  the  /^'out, — pronounce  it  as  inclines 
Your  stomach!  Ere  yon  dine,  the  French 

will  do ; 
But  after,  there  are  sometimes  certain  signs 
Which  prove  plain  English  truer  of  the  two. 
Hast  ever  Aad  the  gout?  I  have  not  had  it — 
But  I  may  have,   and  you  too,   Reader, 

dread  it. 


The  simple  olives,  best  allies  of  wine. 
Must  I  pass  over  in  my  bill  of  fare  ? 
I  must,  although  a  favourite '^  plat"  of  mine 
In  Spain,  and  Lucca,  Athens,  eTerj  where : 
On  them  and  bread  'twas  oft  my  IncK  to  dine, 
The  grass  my  table-cloth,  in  open  air. 
On  Sunium  or  Hymettus,  like  Diogenes, 
Of  whom  half  my  philosophy  the  progeny  is. 


Amidst  this  tumult  of  fish,  flesh  and  fowl, 

And  vegetables,  all  in  masquerade. 

The  guests  were  placed  according  to  their 

roll. 
But  various  as  the  various  meats  display'd : 
Don  Juan  sat  next  an  ^^k  I'Espag^ole  " — 
No  damsel,  but  a  dish,  as  hath  been  said ; 
Rut  so  far  like  a  lady,  that  'twas  drest 
Superbly,  and  contained  a  world  of  zest. 


Bj  some  odd  chance  too  he  was  placed 

between 

Aurora  and  the  Lady  Adeline — 

A  situation  difficult,  I  ween. 

For  man  therein,  with  eyes  and  lieart,to  dine. 

Also  the  conference  which  we  have  seen 

Was  not  such  as  to  encourage  him  to  shine ; 

For  Adeline,  addressing  few  words  to  him, 

With  two  transcendent  eyes  seem'd  to  look 

through  him. 


I  sometimes  ahnost  think  that  eyes  have  ears: 
This  much  is  sure,  that,  out  of  earshot,  things 
Are  somehow  echoed  to  the  pretty  dears. 
Of  which  I  can't  tell  whence  their  know- 
ledge springs; 
Like  that  same  mystic  music  of  the  spheres. 
Which  no  one  hears  so  loudly  though  it 

rings. 
'Tis  wonderful  how  oft  the  sex  have  heard 
Long  dialogues  which   pass'd  without  a 

word! 
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Aurora  tat  with  that  indifference 
Which  piquef  a  preaxCheTaiier  ■  at  it  ought: 
Of  all  offences  that*!  the  wont  offence. 
Which  leeiiis  to  hint  jon  are  not  worth  a 

thought. 
Now  Juan,  though  no  coxcomb  in  pretence, 
Was  not  exactly  pleased  to  be  to  caught , 
Like  a  good  ship  entangled  among  ice. 
And  after  so  much  excdlent  advice. 


To  his  gay  nothings,  nothing  was  replied. 
Or  something  which  was  nothing,  as  ur- 
banity 
Required.    Aurora  scarcely  looked  a^ide. 
Nor  eTen  smiled  enough  for  any  Tanitv. 
The  de V  il  was  in  the  girl !  Could  it  be  pride? 
Or  modesty,  or  absence,  or  inanity  ? 
HeaTcn  knows !  But  Adeline^s  malicious  eyes 
Sparkled  with  her  successful  prophecies; 


And  looked  as  much  as  if  to  lay,  '*I  said 

it;"- 
A  kind  of  triumph  1*11  not  recommend. 
Because  it  sometimes,  as  I*Te  §een  or  read  it. 
Both  in  the  case  of  lorer  and  of  friend, 
Will  pique  a  gentleman,  for  his  own  credit, 
To  bring  what  was  a  jest  to  a  serious  end : 
For  all  men  prophesy  what  ts  or  wtu. 
And  hate  those  who  won*t  let  them  come 

to  pass. 


Juan  was  drawn  thus  into  some  attentions, 
Slight  but  select,  and  just  enough  to  express. 
To  females  of  perspicuous  comprehensions. 
That  he  would  rather  make  them  more  than 

less. 
Aurora  at  the  last  (so  history  mentions,. 
Though  probably  much  less  a  fact  than 

guesn) 
So  far  relaxed  her  thoughts  from  their  sweet 

prison, 
At  once  or  twice  to  smile,  if  not  to  listen. 


From  answering,  she  began  to  question :  this 
With  her  was  rare ;  and  Adeline,  who  as  yet 
Thought  her  predictions  went  not  much 

amiss. 
Began  to  dread  she*d  thaw  to  a  Coquette — 
So  very  difficult,  they  say,  it  is 
To  keep  extremes  from  meeting,  when  once 

set 
In  motion ;  but  she  here  too  murh  refined— 
Aurora*s  spirit  was  not  of  that  kind. 


But  Juan  hud  a  sort  of  winning  way, 
A  proud  humility,  if  such  tliere  be, 
Which  showed  such  deference  to  what  fe- 
males say, 
As  if  each  charming  word  were  a  decree. 
His  tact  too  temperM  him  from  grave  to  gay. 


And  taught  htm  when  to  be  reserved  or  free: 
He  had  the  art  of  drawing  people  out. 
Without  their  seeing  what  he  was  about 


Aurora,  who  In  her  indifference 
Confounded  him  in  common  with  the  crowd 
Of  flutterers,   though  she  deem*d  he  had 

more  sense 
Than  whispering  foplings,  or  than  witlings 

lond, — 
Commenced— (f^rom  such  slight  things  will 

great  commence) 
To  feel  that  flattery  which  attracts  the  proud 
Rather  by  deference  than  compliment. 
And  wins  even  by  a  delicate  dissent. 


And  then  he  had  good  looks ; — that  point 

was  carried 
jVem.  con.  amongst  the  women,  which  1  grieve 
To  say   leads  oft  to  rrtm.   con.  wiu  the 

married— 
A  case  which  to  the  Juries  we  may  leave, 
Since  with  di|p*essions  we  too  long  have 

tarried. 
Now  though   we  know  of  old  that  looks 

deceive. 
And  always   have   done,    somehow    these 

£»od  looks 
an   the  best  of 
books. 


Aurora,  who   looked  more  on  books  than 

faces. 
Was  very  y(»ung,  although  so  very  sage, 
Admiring  more  Minerva  than  the  Graces, 
Especially  upon  a  printed  page. 
But  Virtue*s  self,  with  all  her  tightest  laces. 
Has  not  the  natural  stays  of  strict  old  age; 
And  Socrates,  that  model  of  all  duty, 
Own*d  too  a  penchant,  though  discreet,  for 

beauty. 


And  pirit  of  sixteen  are  thus  far  Socntic, 
But  innocently  so,  as  Socrates: 
And  really,  if  the  Sage  sublime  and  Attic 
At  seventy  years  had  phantasies  like  these. 
Which  Plato  in  his  dialogues  dramatic 
Has  shown,  I  know  not  why  they  should 

displease 
In  Virgins— always  in  a  modest  way. 
Observe;  for  that  with  me  *s  a  *^tine  qua. 


»» 


Also  observe,  that  like  the  great  Lord  Coke, 
(See  Littleton)  whenever  I  have  exprett 
Opinions  two,  which  at  first  sight  may  look 
Twin  opposites,  the  second  is  the  best. 
Perhaps  I  have  a  third  too  in  a  nook. 
Or  none  at  all— which  seems  a  tony  jest; 
But  if  a  writer  should  be  quite  contittent. 
How  could  lie  potsibly  show  things  exittentT 


Gawm  XV. 


DON    JUAN. 


8t.  Bo — vo.      82& 


If  people  coDtnidtct  themielTei,  can  I 

Help  contradicting  them,  and  erery  body, 

Etco  mj  Teraciont  self! — but  that^t  a  lie; 

I  nerer  did  to,  nerer  will — how  fhould  I  ? 

He  who  doubti  all  things,  nothing  can  deny ; 

Tmth*s  foiiataini  may  be  clear — ^her  atreami 

are  muddy, 

And  cut  through  such  canals  of  contra- 
diction. 

That  fhe  most  often  nayigate  o*er  fiction. 


Apologue,  fable,  poesy,  and  parable, 
Are  false,  but  may  be  rendered  also  true 
By  those  who  sow  them  in  a  land  that*s 

arable. 
'Tis  wonderful  what  fable  will  not  do! 
^is  said  it  makes  reality  more  bearable: 
But  what's  reality?  Who  has  its  clue? 
Philosophy?  No;  she  too  much  rejects. 
Religion?  Fet;  but  which  of  all  her  sects? 


Some  millions  must  be  wrong,  that's  pretty 

clear : 
Perhaps  it  may  turn  out  that  all  were  right. 
God  help  us!  Since  we  ha^e  need  on  our 

career 
I'o  keep  our  holy  beacons  always  bright, 
Tis  time  that  some  new  Prophet  should 

appear. 
Or  old  indulge  man  with  a  second  sight. 
Opinions  wear  out  in  some  thousand  years, 
Without   a   small  refreshment  from   the 

spheres. 


Bat  here  again,  why  will  I  thus  entangle 
Myself  with  metaphysics?  None  can  hate 
So  much  as  I  do  any  kind  of  wrangle ; 
And  yet,  such  is  my  folly,  or  my  fate, 
I  always  knock  my  head  against  some  angle 
About  the  present,  past,  or  future  state : 
Yet  I  wish  well  to  Trojan  and  to  Tyrian, 
For  I  was  bred  a  moderate  Presbyterian. 


But  though  I  am  a  temperate  Theologian, 
And  also  meek  as  a  Metaphysician, 
Impartial  between  Tyrian  and  Trojan, 
As  Eldon  on  a  Innatic  conunission, — 
In  politics,  my  duty  is  to  show  John 
Bah  aomething  of  the  lower  world's  con- 
dition. 
ft  makes  my  blood  boil  like  the  springs  of 

Hecla, 
To  see  men  let  these  scoundrel  SoTereigns 

break  law. 


Bat  politics,  and  policy,  and  piety. 
Are  topics  which  I  sometimes  introduce, 
Not  only  for  the  sake  of  their  variety, 
Bat  aa  rabserrient  to  a  moral  use; 
BacsMue  my  bosincss  is  to  dr€$9  ■ocietj. 


And   stuff  with   aage    that  very   TerdanI 

goose. 
And  now,  that  we  may  furnish  with  soma 

matter  all 
Tastes,  we  are  going  to  try  the  supernatural. 


And  now  I  will  give  up  all  argument; 
And  positively  henceforth  no  temptation 
Shall  ^^fool  me  to  the  top  up  of  my  bent;** 
Yes,  ril  begin  a  thorough  reformation. 
Indeed  I  never  knew  what  people  meant 
By  deeming  that  my  Mnse's  conversation 
Was  dangerous ;— I  think  she  is  as  harmless 
As  some  who  labour  more  and  yet  may 

charm  less. 


Grim  reader!  did  tou  evef  see  a  ghost? 
No ;  but  you  have  heivd— I  understand—  be 

dumb! 
And  don't  regret  the  time  you  may  have  lost. 
For  you  have  got  that  pleasure  still  to  come! 
And  do  not  think  I  mean  to  sneer  at  most 
Of  these  things,  or  by  ridicule  benumb 
That  source  of  the  sublime  and  the  myste- 
rious : — 
For  certain  reasons,  my  belief  is  serious. 


Serious  ?  Yon  laugh:— you  may ;  that  will 

I  not; 
My  smiles  must  be  sincere  or  not  at  all. 
I  say  I  do  believe  a  haunted  spot 
Exists  -and  where?  That  shall  I  not  recal, 
Because  I'd  rather  it  should  be 'forgot, 
^^Shadows  the  soul  of  Richard  "  may  appal, 
In  short,  upon  that  subject  Tve  some  qualms 

very 
Like  those  of  the  Philosopher  ofMaimsbury. 


The  night  (I  sing  by  night — sometimes  an 

twl. 
And  now  and  then  a  nightingale)  -  is  dim. 
And  the  lond  shriek  of  sage  Minerva's  fowl 
Rattles  around  me  her  discordant  hymn : 
Old  portraits    from   old   walls   upon    me 

scowl  — 
I  wish  to  heaven  they  would  not  look  so 

grim; 
The  dying  embers  dwindle  in  the  grate-— 
I  think  too  that  I  have  sate  up  too  late : 


And  therefore,   though  'tis  by  no  means 

my  way 
To  rhyme  at  noon— when  I  have  other 

things 
To  think  of,  if  I  ever  think, ~I  say 
I  feel  some  chilly  midnight  shudderings, 
And  prudently  postpone,  until  mid-day. 
Treating  a  topic  which  alas !   but  brings 
Shadows ; —but  you  must  be  in  my  condition 
Before  you  learn  to  call  this  fupentitioo. 
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Between  two  worldi  life  hoven  lilce  a  star, 
Twixt  night  and  morn,  opon  the  horiion'8 

verge; 
How  little  do  we  know  that  which  we  are! 
How  lesf  what  we  may  be !  The  eternal  surge 
Of  time  and  tide  rolli  on,  and  bears  afar 
Our  bubbles ;  as  the  old  burst,  new  emerge, 
Lash'd  ftrom  the  foam  of  ages;  while  Uie 

graves 
Of  empires  heave  but  like  some  pasting 

waves. 


CANTO     XVI. 

The  antique  Persians  taught  three  useful 

£ings, — 

To  draw  the  bow,  to  ride,  and  speak  the  truth. 

This  was  the  mode  of  Cyrus,  best  of  kings— 

A  mode  adopted  since  by  modem  youth. 

Bows  have  they,  generally  with  two  strings ; 

Horses  they  ride  without  remorse  or  ruUi ; 

At  speaking  truth   perhaps  they  are  less 

clever. 

But  draw  the  long  bow  better  now  than  ever. 


The  cause  of  this  effect,  or  this  defect, — 
*^For  this  effect  defective  comes  by  cause,^* — 
Is  what  I  have  not  leisure  to  inspect ; 
But  this  1  must  say  in  my  own  applause, 
Of  all  the  Muses  that  I  recollect, 
Whate'er  may  be  her  follies  or  her  flaws 
In  some  things,  miners  beyond  all  contra- 
diction 
The  most  sincere  that  ever  dealt  in  fiction. 


And   as  she  treats  all   things,  and   ne^er 

retreats 
From  any  thing,  this  Epic  will  contain 
A  wilderness  of  the  most  rare  conceits. 
Which  you  might  elsewhere  hope  to  find 

in  vain. 
Tis  true  there  be  some  bitters  with  the 

sweets. 
Yet  mixM  so  slightly  that  you  can't  complain. 
But  wonder  they  so  few  are,  since  my  tale  is 
'*De  rebus  cunctis  et  qnibusdam  aliis.*' 


But  of  all  truths  which  she  has  told,  the  most 
True  is  that  which  she  is  about  to  tell. 
I  said  it  was  a  story  of  a  ghost — 
What  then?  I  only  know  it  so  befel. 
Have  you  explored  the  limits  of  the  coast. 
Where  all  the  dwellers  of  the  earth  must 

dwell? 
Tis  time  to  strike  such   puny   doubters 

dumb  as 
The  sceptics  who  would  not  believe  Co- 

lumbos. 


Some    people    would   impose    now    with 

authority, 

Turpin's  or  Monmouth  Geoffry's  Chronicle; 

Men  whose  historical  superiority 

Is  always  greatest  at  a  miracle. 

But  Saint  Augustine  has  the  great  priority. 

Who  bids  all  men  believe  the  impossible, 

Becauae  'Ha    so.    Who   nibble,   scribble, 

quibble,  he 

Quiets  at  once  with  '^^uia  impossibile.** 


And  therefore,  mortals,   cavil  not  at  all ; 

Believe  :^if  *tis  improbable,  you  mu$t ; 

And  if  it  is  impossible,  you  ihaU: 

*Tis  always  best  to  take  things  upon  trust. 

I  do  not  speak  profanely,  to  recal 

Those  holier  mysteries,  which  the  wise  and 

just 
Receive  as  gospel,  and  which  grow  more 

rooted. 
As  all  truths  must,  the  more  they   are 

disputed. 


I  merely  mean  to  say  what  Johnson  said, 
That  in  the  course  of  some  six  thousand  years. 
All  nations  have  believed  that  from  the  dead 
A  visitant  at  intervals  appears : 
And  what  is  strangest  upon  this  strange  head. 
Is,  that  whatever  bar  the  reason  rears 
'Gainst  such    belief,    there  's   something 

stronger  still 
In  its  behalf,  let  those  deny  who  will. 


The  dinner  and  the  soiri^e  too  were  done. 
The  supper  too  discussed,  the  dames  admired, 
Thebanqueteershad  drop'd  off  one  by  one— 
The  song  was  silent,  and  the  dance  expired : 
The  last  thin  petticoats  were  vanished,  gone 
Like  fleecy  clouds  into  the  sky  retired. 
And  nothing  brighter  gleam'd  through  the 

saloon 
Than  dying  tapers— and  the  peeping  moon. 


The  evaporation  of  a  joyous  day 
Is  like  the  last  glass  of  Champagne,  without 
The  foam  which  made  its  virgin-bumpergay ; 
Or  like  a  system  coupled  with  a  doubt; 
Or  like  a  soda-bottle  when  its  spray 
Has  sparkled  and  let  half  its  spirit  out; 
Or  like  a  billow  left  by  storms  behind. 
Without  the  animation  of  the  wind; 


Or  like  an  opiate  which  brings  troubled  rest. 
Or  none;  or  like — like  nothing  that  I  know 
Except  itself; — such  is  the  human  breast; 
A  thing,  of  which  similitudes  can  show 
No  real  likeness, — like  the  old  Tyriaa  vest 
Dyed  purple,  none  at  present  can  tell  how. 
If  from  a  shell-fish  or  from  cochineal. 
So  perish  every  tyrant's  robe  piece-meal ! 
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But  next  Co  dretdng  for  a  ront  or  ball, 
UndreMing  is  a  woe;  our  robe  do  chambre 
May  fit  like  that  of  Nessiu  and  recal 
ThoDgbtf  quite  as  yellow,  but  less  clear 

than  amber. 
Titu8  exclaimed,  ''I've  lost  a  day !  "^  Of  all 
The  niirhta    and   days  most   people    can 

remember, 
(I  have  had  of  both,  some  not  to  be  disdainM) 
I  with  they'd  state  how  many  they  hare 

gain'd. 


And  Juan^  on  retiring  for  the  night. 
Felt  restless,  and  perplexed,  and  compro- 
mised ; 
He  tiiongfat  Aurora  Raby's  eyes  more  bright 
Than  Adeline  (such  is  advice)  advised; 
If  he  had  known  exactly  his  own  plight. 
He  probably  would  have  philosophised; 
A  great  resource  to  all,  and  ne^er  denied 
Till  wanted;  therefore  Juan  only  sigh'd. 


He  sigh'd;— the  next  resource  is  the  full 

Moon, 
Where  all  sighs  are  deposited ;  and  now 
It  happened  luckily,  the  chaste  orb  shone 
As  clear  ap  such  a  climate  will  allow; 
And  Juan's  mind  was  in  the  proper  tone 
To  hail  her  with  the    apostrophe— ^*0h, 

Thou ! " 
Of  amatory  egotism  the  Tuism, 
Which  further  to  explain  would  be  a  truism. 


But  loTer,  poet,  or  astronomer, 

Shepherd,  or  swain,  whoever  may  behold. 

Feel  some  abstraction  when  they  gaze  on  her : 

Great  thoughts  we  catch  from  thence  (besi- 
des a  cold 

Sometimes,  unless  my  feelinss  rather  err); 

Deep  secrets  to  her  rolling  light  are  told ; 

The  ocean's  tides  and  mortals'  brains  she 

sways. 

And  also  hearts,  if  there  be  truth  in  lays. 


Juan  felt  somewhat  pensive,  and  disposed 
For  contemplation  rather  than  his  pillow : 
The  Gothic  chamber,  where  he  was  enclosed. 
Let  in  the  rippled  sound  of  the  lake's  billow. 
With  all  the  mystery  by  midnight  caused; 
Below  his  window  waved  (of  course)  a 

willow ; 
And  he  stood  gazing  out  on  the  cascade 
That  flash'd  and  after  darken'd  in  the  shade. 


ITpon  his  table  or  his  toilet, — which 
Of  theae  is  not  exactly  ascertain'd — 
(I  slate  this,  for  I  am  cautious  to  a  pitch 
or  nicety,  where  a  fact  is  to  be  gain'd) 
A  lamp  bum'd  iiigh,  while  he  leant  from 

a  niche. 


Where  many  a  Gothto  ornament  remain'd. 
In  chisel'd  stone  and  painted  glass,  and  all 
That  time  has  left  our  fathers  of  their  Hall. 


Then,  as  the  night  was  clear,  though  cold, 

he  threw 
His  chamber-door  wide  open- and  went 

forth 
Into  a  gallery,  of  a  sombre  hue. 
Long,  fumish'd  with  old  pictures  of  g^reat 

worth. 
Of  knights  and  dames  heroic  and  chaste  too. 
As  doubtless  should  be  people  of  high  birth. 
But  by  dim  lights  the  portraits  of  the  dead 
Have  something  ghastly, desolate,and  dread. 

The  forms  of  the  grim  Knights  and  pictured 

Saints 
Look  living  in  the  Moon ;  and  as  you  turn 
Backward  and  forward  to  the  echoes  faint 
Of  your  own  footsteps— voices  from  the  urn 
Appear  to  wake,and  shadows  wild  and  quaint 
Start  from  the  frames  which  fence  their 

aspects  stem, 
As  if  to  ask  how  you  can  dare  to  keep 
A  vigil  there,  where  all  but  death  should 

^   sleep. 

And  the  pale  smile  of  Beauties  in  the  grave, 
The  charms  of  other  days,   in   starlight 

gleams 
Glimmer  on  high ;  their  buried  locks  still 

wave 
Along  the  canvass;  their  eyes  glance  like 

dreams 
On  ours,  or  spars  within  some  dusky  cave, 
But  death  is  imaged  in  their  shadowy  beams. 
A  picture  is  the  past ;  even  ere  its  frame 
Be  gilt,  who  sate  hath  ceased  to  be  the  same. 

As  Juan  mused  on  mutability. 
Or  on  his  mistress — terms  synonimous — 
No  sound,  except  the  echo  of  his  sigh. 
Or  step  ran  sadly  through   that  antique 

house. 
When  suddenly  he  heard,  or  thought  so, 

nigh, 
A  supernatural  agent— or  a  mouse. 
Whose  little  nibbling  rustle  will  embarrata 
Most  people  as  it  plays  along  the  anras. 

It  was  no  mouse;  but  lo !  a  monk,  array'd 
In  cowl  and  beads  and  dusky  garb,  appear'd. 
Now  in  the  moonlight,  and  now  lapsed  in 

shade. 
With  steps  that  trod  as  heavy,  yet  unheard; 
His  garments  only  a  slight  murmur  made; 
He  moved  as  shadowy  as  the  sisters  weird. 
But  slowly;  and  as  he  passed  Juan  by. 
Glanced,  without  pausing,  on  him  a  bright 

oye. 
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Juan  wtu  petrified ;  he  had  heard  a  hint 
Of  inch  a  fpirit  in  these  halli  of  old, 
Bat  thought,  like  most  men,    there  vat 

nothing  in't 
Beyond  the  mmour  which  sach  ipoUi  anfold, 
Coin'd  from  larriTinff  superstition*!  mint. 
Which  passes  ghosts  in  currency  like  gold, 
But  rarely  seen,  like  gold  compared  with 

paper. 
And  did  he  see  this?  or  was  it  a  Taponr? 


Once,  twice,  thrice  passed,    repassed — the 

thing  of  air. 
Or  earth  beneath,  or  heaven,  or  t*other  place ; 
And  Juan  gazM  upon  it  with  a  stare. 
Yet  could  not  speak  or  move ;  but,  on  its  base 
As  stands  a  statue,  stood :  he  felt  his  hair 
Twine  like  a  knot  of  snakes  around  his  face; 
He  taxM  his  tongue  for  words,  which  were 

not  granted. 
To  ask  the  rererend  person  what  he  wanted. 


The  third  time,  after  a  still  longer  pause. 
The  shadow  passed  away — but  where?  the 

hall 
Was  long,  and  thus  far  there  was  no  great 

cause 
To  think  his  vanishing  unnatural : 
Doors  there  were  many,  through  which,  by 

the  laws 
Of  physics,  bodies  whether  short  or  tall 
Might  come  or  go;  but  Juan  could  not  state 
Through  which  the  Spectre  seem'd  to  eva- 
porate. 


He  stood— how  long  he  knew  not,  but  it 

seemM 
An  age — expectant,  powerless,  with  his  eyes 
Strain^  on  the  spot  where  first  the  figure 

gleamed ; 
Then  by  degrees  recalFd  his  energies. 
And  would  have  pastM  the  whole  ofi*  as  a 

dream. 
But  could  not  wake ;  he  was,  he  did  surmise. 
Waking  already,  and  returned  at  length 
Back  to  his  chamber,   shorn  of  half  his 

strength. 


All  there  was  as  he  left  it:  still  his  taper 
Burnt,  and  not  blue,  as  modest  tapers  use. 
Receiving  sprites  with  sympathetic  vapour ; 
He  rubb*d  his  eyes,  and  they  did  not  refuse 
Their  office ;  he  took  up  an  old  newspaper; 
The  paper  was  right  easy  to  penue ; 
He  read  an  article  the  King  attacking. 
And  a  long  eulogy  of  ^'Patent  Blacking.^ 


This  savourM  of  this  world ;  but  his  hand 

shook— 
He  shut  his  door,  and  after  having  read 


A  paragraph,  I  think  about  Home  Tooke, 
Undrest,  and  rather  slowly  went  to  bed. 
There  couchM  all  snugly  on  his  pillow's 

nook. 
With  what  he  had  seen  his  phantasy  he  fed. 
And  though  it  was  no  opiate,  slumber  crept 
Upon  him  by  degrees,  and  so  he  slept. 

He  woke  betimes;  and,  as  may  be  supposed, 
Pondered  upon  his  visitant  or  vision. 
And  whether  it  ought  not  to  be  disclosed. 
At  risk  of  being  quizzed  for  superstition. 
The  more  he  thought,  the  more  his  mind 

was  posed; 
In  the  mean  time  his  valet,  whose  precision 
Was  great,  because  his  master  brookM  nt 

less. 
Knocked  to  inform  him  it  was  time  to  dreis. 


Hedreis'd;  and,  like  young  people,  he  was 

wont 
To  take  some  trouble  with  his  toilet,  but 
This  morning  rather  spent  less  time  upon*t; 
Aside  his  very  mirror  soon  was  put ; 
His  curls  fell  negligently  o>r  his  front. 
His  clothes  were  not  curb'd  to  their  usual  cut, 
His  very  neckcloth^s  Gordian  knot  was  tied 
Almost  a  bairns  breadth  too  much  on  one  side. 


And  when  be  walkM  down  into  the  saloon, 
He  sate  him  pensive  o>r  a  dish  of  tea. 
Which  he  peraaps  had  not  discoverM  soon, 
Had  it  not  happenM  scalding  hot  to  be, 
Which  made  him  have  recourse  unto  his 

spoon ; 
So  much  distrait  he  was,  that  all  could  see 
That  something  wai  the  matter— Adeline 
The  first— but  what  siie  could  not  well 

divine. 


She  looked,  and  saw  him  pale,  and  timi^d 

as  pale 
Herself;    then  hastily  look'd  doWA,    and 

mutterM 
Something,  but  what's  not  stated  in  my  tale. 
Lord  Henry  said,  his  muffin  was  ill  butter'd ; 
The  Duchess  of  Fitz-Fulke  played  with  her 

veil. 
And  look'd  at  Juan  hard,  but  nothing utter'd. 
Aurora  Raby,  with  her  large  dark  eyes. 
Surveyed  him  with  a  kind  of  calm  sarprise. 


But  seeing  him  all  cold  and  silent  still. 
And  every  body  wonderinjr  more  or  less. 
Fair  Adeline  inquired,  *^If  he  were  ill?** 
He  started,  and  said,  ''Yes  -  no   rather-Tyea.'^ 
The  family-physician  had  gpreat  skill. 
And,  being  present,  now  began  to  expreas 
His  readiness  to  feel  his  pulse  and  tell 
The  cause ,  but  Jnaa  said ,  ''He  was  ^nite 

well.** 
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^*^ite  well  $  yet ;  no.*'-Thefe  aniwevt  were 

mysterions. 
And  yet  his  looks  appeared  to  sanction  both, 
However  they  might  savour  of  delirious ; 
Something  liJce  illness  of  a  sudden  growth 
Weighed  on  his  spirit,  though  by  no  means 

serious. 
Bat  for  the  rest,  as  he  himself  seemM  loth 
To  state  the  case,  it  might  be  ta*en  for 

granted 
It  was  not  the  physician  that  he  wanted. 


Lovd  Henry,  who  had  now  discnssM  his 

chocolate. 
Also  the  muffin  whereof  he  complainM, 
Said,  Juan  had  not  got  his  nsuU  look  elate. 
At  which  he  maryelPd,  since  it  had  not 

rain'd ; 
'then  ask'd  her  Grace  what  news  were  of 

the  Duke  of  late? 
Ber  Ghrace  replied,  kit  Grace  was  rather 

pained 
With  some  slight,  light,  hereditary  twinges 
Of  goat,  whidi  msts  aristocratic  hinges. 


Theo  Henry  turned  to  Juan  and  addressed 
A  few  words  of  condolence  on  his  state : 
^^Yon  look,"  quoth  he,  ''as  if  you  had  had 

your  rest 
Broke  in  upon  by  the  Black  Friar  of  late.'' 
''What  Friar  V  said  Juan;  and  he  did  his  best 
To  put  the  question  with  an  air  sedate. 
Or  careless ;  but  the  effort  was  not  valid 
To  hinder  him  from  growing  still  more 

pallid. 


"Oh !  have  you  never  heard  of  the  Black 

Friar? 
TheSpirit  of  these  walls?"— "In  truth  not  I." 
"Why  Fame— but  Fame  you  know^s  some- 
times a  liar — 
Telia  an  odd  story,  of  which  by  the  bye: 
Wbether  wiUi  time  the  Spectre  has  grown 

shyer. 
Or  that  o«r  sires  had  a  more  gifted  eye 
For  such  sights,  though  the  tale  is  half 

believed. 
The  Friar  of  late  has  not  been  oft  perceived. 


The  last  time  was  ~~  "  "I  pray , "  said 

Adeline— 

(Who  watchM  the  changes  of  Don  Juan's 

brow. 
And  from  its  contaat  thought  she  could 

divine 
Connections  stronger  than  he  chose  to  avow 
With  this  same  legend),— "if  you  but  design 
To  Jeal,  you  '11  choose  some  other  theme  just 

now, 
Becansa  the  present  tale  has  oft  been  told, 
Aad  ia  not  nach  improved  by  growing  old.** 


"Jest!"  quoth  Milor,  "Why,  Adeline,  yoa 

know 
That  we  ourselves  —  'twas  in  the  hoa^ 

moon- 
Saw—"  "Wcll,no  matter,  'twas  so  long  ago ; 
But,  come.  111  set  your  story  to  a  tune." 
Graceful  as  Dian,  when  she  drawp  her  bow. 
She  seised  her  harp,  whose  strings  were 

kindled  soon 
As  touch'd,  and  plaintively  beg^  to  play 
The  air  of  '"Twas  a  Friar  of  Orders  Gray.** 

"But  add  the  words,"  cried  Henrr,  "which 

you  made; 

For  Adeline  is  half  a  poetess," 

Turning  round  to  the  rest,  he  smiling  said. 

Of  course  the  others  could  not  but  exprese 

In  courtesy  their  wish  to  see  display 'd 

By  one  three  talents,  for  there  were  no 

less — 

The  voice 9  the  words,  the  harper's  skill, 

at  once 

Could  hardly  be  united  by  a  dunce. 


After  some  fascinating  hesitation,— 

The  charming  of  these  charmers,  who  seem 

bound, 
I  can't  tell  why,  to  this  dissimulation- 
Fair  Adeline,  with  eyes  fix*d  on  the  ground 
At  first,  then  kindling  into  animation. 
Added  her  sweet  voice  to  the  lyric  sound. 
And  sang  with  much  simplicity ,— a  merit 
Not  the  less  precious,  that  we  seldom  hear  it. 


Beware!  beware!  of  the  Black  Friar, 

Who  sitteth  by  Normaa  stone. 
For  he  mutters  his  prayer  in  the  midnight 

air. 

And  his  mass  of  the  days  that  are  gone. 
When  the  Lord  of  the  Hill,  Amundeville, 

Made  Norman  Chnrch  his  prey. 
And  expeird  the  friars,  one  friar  still 

Would  not  be  driven  away. 


Though  he  came  in  his  might,  with  King 

Henry^s  right, 

To  turn  church-lands  to  lay. 
With  sword  in  hand,  and  torch  to  light 

Their  walls,  if  they  said  nay, 
A  monk  remained,  unchased,  unchain'd. 

And  he  did  not  seem  form'd  of  clay. 
For  he^s  seen  in  the  porch ,  and  he's  seen 

in  the  church, 

Thongh  he  is  not  seen  by  day. 


And  whether  for  good,  or  whether  for  ill. 

It  is  not  mine  to  say: 
But  still  to  the  house  of  Amundcville 

He  abideth  night  and  day. 
By  the  marriage-bed  of  their  lords,  tSs  said. 
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He  flits  an  flie  brSdal  eve  ; 
And  'tis  held  as  faith,  to  their  bed  of  death. 
He  comes — bat  not  to  grieve. 


When  an  heir  is  bom ,  he  is  heard  to  monrn, 

And  when  aaght  is  to  befal 
That  ancient  line,  in  the  pale  moonshine 

He  walks  from  hall  to  hall. 
His  form  yon  majr  trace ,  bnt  not  his  face, 

^s  shadowM  by  his  cow] ; 
Bnt  his  eyes  may  be  seen  from  the  folds 

between. 

And  they  seem  of  a  parted  seal. 


Bat  beware!  beware!  of  the  Black  Friar, 

He  still  retains  his  sway. 
For  he  is  yet  the  church's  heir 

Whoever  may  be  the  lay. 
Amundeville  is  lord  by  day. 

Bat  the  monk  is  lord  by  night. 
Nor  wine  nor  wassail  conld  raise  a  vassal 

To  question  that  friar's  right. 


Say  nooght  to  him  as  he  walks  the  hall. 

And  he'll  say  nouglit  to  you ; 
He  sweeps  along  in  his  dusky  pall, 

As  o'er  the  grass  the  dew. 
Then  Grammercy!  for  the  Black  Friar; 

Heaven  sain  him !  fair  or  foul. 
And  whatsoe'er  may  be  his  prayer. 

Let  ours  be  for  his  soul. 


The  lady^s  voice  ceased ,  and  the  thrilling 

wires 
Died  from  the  toach  that  kindled  them  to 

sound ; 
And  the  pause  follow'd,  which,  when  song 

expires. 
Pervades  a  moment  those  who  listen  round; 
And  then  of  course  the  circle  much  admires. 
Nor  less  applauds ,  as  in  politeness  bound. 
The  tones,  the  feeling,  and  the  execution. 
To  the  performer's  diffident  confusion. 


Fair  Adeline,  though  in  a  careless  way, 
As  if  she  rated  such  accomplishment 
As  the  mere  pastime  of  an  idle  day. 
Pursued  an  instant  for  her  own  content. 
Would  now  and  then  as  *twere  witikout 

display, 
Yet  with  display  in  fact,  at  times  relent 
To  such  performances  with  haughty  smile. 
To  show  she  eould,it  it  were  worth  her 

while. 


Now  this  (but  we  will  whisper  it  aside) 
Was— pardon  the  pedantic  illustration — 
Trampling  on  Plato's  pride  with  greater 

pride. 


As  did  the  Cynic  on  some  like  occasion ; 
Deeming  the  Sage  would  be  much  mortified, 
Or  thrown  into  a  philosophic  passion. 
For  a  spoil'd  carpet— but  the  '« Attic  Bee** 
Was  much  consoled  by  his  own  repartee. 


Thus  Adeline  would  throw  into  tlie  shade 
(By  doing  easily  whene'er  she  chose. 
What  dilettanti  do  with  vast  parade). 
Their  sort  of  half -prof etfiom :  for  it  grows 
To  something  like  this  when  too  oft  dii- 

play'd. 
And  that  it  is  so,  every  body  knows. 
Who  have  heard  Miss  That  or  This,  or 

liady  T'other, 
Show  ofiL.to  please  their  company  or  mother. 


Oh!  the  lone  evenings  of  duets  and  trioi! 
The  admirations  and  the  speculations; 
The  «' Mamma  Mia's !"  and  the   ''Amor 

Mio's ! " 
The  ^^Tanti  palpitiV  on  such  occasions: 
The  ^^Lasciami's,"  and  quavering  '^Addio'fl'^ 
Amongst  our  own  most  musical  of  nations; 
With  ''Tu  mi  chamas's"  from  Portinaale, 
To  soothe  our  ears,  lest  Italy  shoula  fail. 


In  Babylon's  bravnras— as  the  home. 
Heart-ballads  of  Green  Erin  or  Grey  High- 
lands, 
That  brings  Lochaber  back  to  eyes  fliat 

roam 
O'er  far  Atlantic  continents  or  islands. 
The  calentures  of  music  which  o'ercome 
AH  mountaineers  with  dreams  that  they 

are  nigh  lands, 
\o  more  to  be  beheld  but  in  such  visions,— 
Was  Adeline  well  versed,  as  compositions. 


She  also  had  a  twilight  tinge  of  "Brne," 
Gould  write  rhymes,   and  compose  more 

than  she  wrote ; 
Made  epigrams  occasionally  too 
Upon  her  friends,  as  every  body  oaghi. 
But  still  from  that  sublimer  aiure  nae. 
So  much  the  present  dye,  she  was  remote; 
Was  weak  enough  to  deem  Pope  a  great  poet. 
And,  what  was  worse,  was  not  asl^amed  to 

show  it. 


Aurora— since  we  are  teaching  upon  taste, 
Whidh  now-a-days  is  the  thermometer 
By  whose  degrees  all  characters  are  class'd — 
Was  more  Shakespearian,  if  I  do  not  err. 
The  worlds  beyond  this  worlds  perplexing 

waste 
Had  more  of  her  existenoe,  for  in  her 
There  was  a  depth  of  feeling  to  embrace 
Thoughts,  boundless,  deep,  bat  sileat  too 

as  epace. 
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Not  fo  her  gractoafl,|pracefti],gTacelef  tGrace, 
The  fall-grown  Hebe  ofFits-Fulke,  whoie 

mind^ 
If  the  had  any,  was  upon  her  foce. 
And  that  was  of  a  fascinating  kind. 
A  little  turn  for  mischief  you  might  trace 
Also  thereon, — but  that's  not  much ;  we  find 
Few   females  without  lome  such  gentle 

leaven. 
For  fear  we  should  suppose  us  quite  in 

heaven. 

I  haire  not  heard  she  was  at  all  poetic. 
Though  once   she  was  seen  reading  the 

''Bath  Guide,'' 
And ''Hf^^j'/Triumphs,*'  which  she  deem'd 

pathetic. 
Because,  she  said,  her  temper  had  been  tried 
So  much,  the  bard  had  really  been  prophetic 
Of  what  she  had  gone  through  with,— 

since  a  bride. 
But  of  all  Terse,  what  most  insured  her  praise 
Were  sonnets  to  herself,  or  ''bouts  rimtSs." 


Twere  difScult  to  say  what  was  the  object 
Of  Adeline,  in  bringing  this  same  lay 
To  bear  on  what  appeared  to  her  the  subject 
Of  Juan's  nerrous  feelings  on  that  day. 
Perhaps  she  merely  had  the  simple  project 
To  laugh  him  out  of  his  supposed  dismay ; 
Peihaps  she  might  wish  to  confirm  him  in  it. 
Though  why  I  cannot  say  —  at  least  this 

minute. 

But  so  far  the  immediate  effect 
Was  to  restore  him  to  his  self-propriety, 
A  thing  quite  necessary  to  the  elect. 
Who  wish  to  take  the  tone  of  their  society: 
In  whieh  yon  cannot  be  too  circumspect. 
Whether  the  mode  be  persiflage  or  piety. 
But  wear  the  newest  mantle  of  hypocrisy. 
On  pain  of  much  displeasing  the  Gynocrasy. 


And  therefore  Juan  now  began  to  rally 
His  spirits,  and  without  more  explanation. 
To  jest  upon  such  themes  in  many  a  sally. 
Her  Grace  too  also  seized  the  same  occasion, 
With  Tarious  similar  remarks  to  tally, 
But  wish'd  for  a  still  more  detail'd  narration 
Of  this  same  mystic  Friar's  curious  doings. 
About   the   present   family's   ^eaths    and 

wooings. 

Of  these  few  could  say  more  than  has  been 

said ; 

They  pass'd,  as  such  things  do,  for  super- 
stition 

With  some,  while  others,  who  had  more 

in  dread 

The  thene,  hftlf  credited  the  strange  tra- 
dition ; 


And  much  was  talk'd  on  all  sides  on  that 

head; 
But  Juan,  when  cross-qnestion'd  on  the 

vision. 
Which  some  supposed  (though  he  had  not 

avow'd  it) 
Had  stirr'd  him,answer'd  in  a  way  to  cloud  it. 


And  then,  the  mid-day  having  worn  to  one. 
The  company  prepared  to  separate: 
Some  to  Uieir  several  pastimes,  or  to  none ; 
Some  wondering  'twas  so  early,  some  so  late. 
There  was  a  goodly  match  too ,  to  be  run 
Between  some  grey -hounds  on  my  Lord's 

estate, 
And  a  young  race-horse  of  old  pedigree, 
Match'd  for  the  spring,  whom  several  went 

to  see. 


There  was  a  picture-dealer  who  had  brou^t 
A  special  Titian,  warranted  original. 
So  precious  that  it  was  not  to  be  bought. 
Though  princes  the  possessor  were  besieg- 
ing all. 
The  King  himself  had  chcapen'd  it,  bat 

thought 
The  Civil  List  (he  deigns  to  accept,  oblig- 
ing all 
His  subjects  by  his  gracious  acceptation) 
Too  scanty,  in  these  times  of  low  taxation. 


But  as  Lord  Henry  was  a  connoisseur, ~ 
The  friend  of  artists,ir  not  arts,— the  owner. 
With  motives  the  most  classical  and  pure. 
So  that  he  would  have  been  the  very  donor. 
Rather  than  selier,had  his  wants  been  fewer. 
So   much    he   deem'd   his    patronage   an 

,  honour. 

Had  brought  the  Capo-d'opera,  not  for  sale. 
But  for  his  judgment, — never  known  to  fail. 


There  was  a  modem  Goth,  I  mean  a  Gothic 
Bricklayer  of  Babelf  ('ail'd  an  architect. 
Brought  to  survey  these  grey  walls,  which 

though  so  thick. 
Might  have  ft'om  time  acquired  some  slight 

defect ; 
Who,  after  rummaging  the  abbey  through 

thick 
And  thin,  prodnced  a  plan,  whereby  to  erect 
New  buildings  of  corrertest  conformation, 
And  thntw  down  old,  which  he  call'd  re9- 

t  oration. 


The  cost  would  be  a  trifle— an  ^'old  song'* 
Set  to  some  thousands  ('tis  the  usual  burthen 
Of  that  same  tune,   when  people  hum  it 

long)-—  • 

The  price  would  speedily  repay  its  worth  in 
An  edifice  no  less  sublime  than  strong. 
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By  which  Lord  Henry's  good  taite  would 

go  forth  in 
lit  glory,  throagh  all  a^  thioing  funny, 
For  Gouiic  daring  shown  u  English  money. 

There  were  two  lawyers  bns^  on  a  mortgage 
Lord  Henry  wished  to  raise  for  a  new 

purchase ; 
Also  a  lawsuit  upon  tenures  burgag^, 
And  one  on  tithes,  which  sure  are  Discord's 

torches. 
Kindling  Religion  till  she  throws  down  her 

^Untying''  sqoires  ''to  fight  against  the 

churches ;'' 

There  was  a  priie-ox,  a  prise -pig,  and 

ploughman. 

For  Henry  was  a  sort  of  Sabine  showman. 

There  were  two  poachers  caught  in  a  steel- 
trap 
Ready  for  jail,  their  place  of  couTalescence ; 
There  was  a  country-girl  in  a  close  cap 
And  scarlet  cloak  (I  mite  the  sight  to  see, 

since— 
Since  —  since  —  in  youth ,  I  had  the  sad 

mishap — 
But  luckily  I  hare  paid  few  parish  fees  since) 
That  scarlet  cloak  ,alas!  unclosM  with  rigour. 
Presents  the  problem  of  a  double  figure. 

A  reel  within  a  bottle  is  a  mystery, 
One  cant  tell  how  it  e*er  got  in  or  out, 
ThcreffOTO  the   present  piece    of   natural 

history, 
I  Imcfo  to  those  who  are  fond  of  solving 

doubt, 
And  merely  state,  though  not  for  the  Con- 
sistory, 
Lord  Henry  was  a  Justice,  and  that  Scout, 
The  Constable,  beneath  a  warrant's  banner. 
Had  bagg'd  this  poacher  upon  Nature's 

manor. 


Now  Justices  of  peace  must  judge  all  pieces 
Of  mischief  of  all  kinds,  and  keep  the  ^ame 
And  morals  of  the  conntry  from  caprices 
Of  those  who  haye  not  a  licence  for  the  same; 
And  of  all  things,excepting  tithes  and  leases. 
Perhaps  these  are  most  difficult  to  tame: 
Preserriag  partridges  and  pretty  wenches 
Are  pusdes  to  the  most  precautious  benches. 

The  present  culprit  was  extremely  pale. 
Pale  as  if  painted  so ;  her  cheek  being  red 
By  nature,  as  in  higher  dames  less  hale 
nris  white,  at  least  when   they  just  rise 

from  bed. 
Peiliaps  she  was  ashamed  of  seeming  frail. 
Poor  soul!  for  she  was  country  bcmi  and 

l>red. 


And  knew  no  better  In  her  Immorality 
Than  to  wax  white  — for  blushes  are  for 

quality. 


Her  bhick,  bright,  downcast,yet  espi^gle  eye 
Had  gather'd  a  large  tear  into  its  comer, 
Whicti  the  poor  thing  at  times  essay'd  to  dry. 
For  she  was  not  a  sentimental  moamer. 
Parading  all  her  sensibility. 
Nor  insolent  enough  to  scorn  the  scomer. 
But  stood  in  trembling,  patient  tribulation 
To  be  call'd  up  for  her  examination. 

Of  course  these  groups  were  scattered  iMie 

and  there. 
Not  nigh  the  gay  saloon  of  Ladies  gent 
The  lawyers  in  the  study;  and  in  air 
The  prise-pig,  ploughman,  poachers  §  the 

men  sent 
From  town,  tIs.  architect  and  dealer,  were 
Both  busy  (as  a  General  in  his  tent 
Writing  despatches)in  their  seTcral  stations, 
Exulting  in  their  brilliant  lucubrations. 

But  this  poor  girl  was  left  in  the  great  hall, 
While  Scont,&e  parish  guardian  of  the  frail, 
Discuss'd  (he  hated  beer  yclept  the  ^'sosain 
A  mighty  mug  of  moral  double  ale : 
She  waited  until  Justice  could  recal 
Its  kind  attentions  to  their  proper  pale. 
To  name  a  thing  in  nomenclature  rather 
Perplexing  for  most  Tirgins-4i  child's  father. 

Yon  see  here  was  enough  of  occupation 
For  the  Lord  Henry,  link'd  with  dogs  and 

horses. 
There  was  much  bustle  too  and  preparatien 
Below  stairs  on  the  score  of  second  courses, 
Because,  as  suits  their  rank  and  situation. 
Those  who  in  counties  have  great  land- 
resources. 
Hare  ^* public  days,"  when  all  men  may 

carouse, 
Though  not  exactly  what's  call'd  ^  open 

house." 


But  once  a  week  or  fortnight,  iminTited 
rHius  we  translate  a  general  invitation) 
All  conntry-gentlemen,esquired  or  knighted. 
May  drop  in  without  caitls,  and  take  their 

station 
At  the  full  board,  and  sit  alike  delighted 
With  fashionable  wines  and  conTersation  | 
And,  as  the  isthmus  of  the  grand  connection. 
Talk  o'er  themselves,  the  past  and  aext 

election. 


I  Lord  Henry  was  a  great  electioneerer, 
I  Burrowing  for  boronghs  like  a  rat  or  rabbit. 
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But  coontj  conteiticoflt  him  rather  dearer, 
BecMiM  the  neighhouring  Scotch  Earl  of 

Giftgabbit 
Had  Eogliih  Influence,  in  the  telf-same 

sphere  here; 
Hif  ton,  the  Honourable  Dick  Dicedrabbit, 
Wat   member    for    the  '* other    Interest** 

(meaning 
The  mne  self-interest  ^   with  a  different 

leaning). 


Coarteoaa  and  cautions  therefore  in  his 

county, 
He  was  all  things  to  all  men,  and  dispensed 
To  soiBe  eiTili^,  to  others  bounty. 
And  promises  to  all— which  last  commenced 
To  gather  to  a  somewhat  large  amount,  he 
Not  calculating  how  much  they  condensed ; 
But  what  with  keeping  some,  and  breaking 

others. 
His  word  had  the  same  yalue  as  another's. 


A  friend  to  freedom  and  freeholders — yet 
No  less  a  friend  to  government — he  held. 
That  he  exactly  the  just  medium  hit 
*TwiKt  place  and  patriotism  —  albeit  com- 
pelled. 
Such  was  his  SoToreign's  pleasure  (though 

unfit. 
He  added  modestly,  when  rebels  raiPd^, 
To  hold  some  sinecures  hewishM  abolish'd. 
But  that  with  them  all  law  would  be  de- 

molish'd. 


He  waa  **flree  to  confess**— (whence  comes 

this  phrase? 
Is*t English?  No— *tis  only  parliamentary) 
Thai  innoTation*s  spirit  now-a-days 
Had  made  more  progress  than  for  the  last 

centuiy. 
He  would  not  tread  a  factious  path  to  praise. 
Though  for  the  public  weal  disposed  to 

Tenture  high; 
As  Ibr  his  place,  he  could  but  say  this  of  it. 
That  the  ftUigne  was  greater   than  the 

profit. 


Hesreo,  and  his  friends,  knew  that  priyate 

life 
Hai  ever  been  his  sole  and  whole  ambition ; 
Batconld  he  quit  his  King  in  times  of  strife 
Which  threaten*d  the  whole  country  with 

perdition  ? 
When  demagogues  would  with  a  butcher's 

knife 
Cat  through  and  through  (oh!  damnable 

incision !) 
Tho  Gmfdian  or  the  Gfeordi-an  knot,  whose 

strings 
Hare  tied  together  Commons,  Lords,  and 

Kings. 


Sooner  ^^eome  place  Into  the  ciyil  list 
And  champion  him  to  the  utmost**— he 

would  keep  it, 
Till  duly  disappointed  or  dismiss'd : 
Profit  he  cared  not  for,  let  others  reap  It ; 
But  should  the  day  come  when  place  ceased 

to  exist. 
The  country  would  haTe  far  more  cause  to 

weep  it; 
For  how  could  it  go  on?  Explain  who  can! 
He  gloried  in  the  name  of  Englishman. 


He  was  as  independent— ay,  much  more^ 
Than  those  who  were  not  paid  for  inde- 
pendence. 
As  common  soldiers,  or  a  common — Shore, 
Have  in  their  several  arts  or  parts  ascendance 
O'er  the  irregulars  in  lust  or  gore. 
Who  do  not  give  professional  attendance. 
Thus  on  the  mob  all  statesmen  are  as  eager 
To  prove  their  pride,  as  footmen  to  a  beggar. 


All  this  (save  the  last  stanza)  Henry  said. 
And  thought.  I  say  no  more— Fve  said  too 

much; 
For  all  of  us  have  either  heard  or  read 
Of— or  vpon  the  hustings— some  slight  such 
Hints  from  the  independent  heart  or  head 
Of  the  official  candidate.    Ill  touch 
No  more  on  this — the  dinner-bell  hath  rung. 
And  grace  is  said ;  the  grace  I  shouid  have 

stiag— 


But  Vm  too  late,  and  therefore  must  make 

play. 
*Twas  a  great  banquet,  such  as  Albion  old 
Was  wont  to  boast — as  if  a  glutton's  trav 
Were  something  very  glorious  to  behold. 
But  'twas  a  public  feast  and  public  day,— 
Quite  full,  right  dull,  guests  hot,  and 

dishes  cold. 
Great  plenty,  much  formality,  small  cheer, 
And  every  body  oat  of  their  own  sphere. 

The  squires  familiarly  formal,  and 
My  lords  and  ladies  proudly  condescending ; 
The  very  servants  puxzling  how  to  hand 
Their  plates— without  it  might  be  too  much 

bending 
From  their  high  places,  by  the  sideboard^ 

stand- 
Yet  like  their  masters  fearful  of  offending; 
Ffir  any  deviation  from  the  graces 
Might  cost  both  men  and  master  too — their 

plac€9. 


lliere  were  some  hunters  bold,  and  coor- 

sers  keen. 

Whose  hounds  ne'er  err'd,  nor  grey-hounds 

dejguM  to  lurch; 
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Some  deadlj  shots  too,  Sopt«mbrlien,  teen 
Earliest  to  rise,  and  last  to  quit  the  search 
or  the  poor  partridge  through  his  etnbble 

screen. 
There  were  tome  massy  members  of  the 

church. 
Takers  of  tithes.and  nmkers  of  good  matches, 
And  soToral  who  song  fewer  psalms  than 

catches. 


There  were  some  country-wags  too,— and 

alas! 
Some  exiles  from  the  town,  who  had  been 

driyen 
To  gaze,  instead  of  pavement,  upon  grass. 
And  rise  at  nine  in  lieu  of  long  eleren. 
And  lo!  upon  that  day  it  came  to  pass, 
I  sate  next  that  overwhelming  son  of  Heayen, 
The  yery  powerful  parson,  Peter  Pith, 
The  loudest  wit  1  e*er  was  deafened  with. 


I  knew  him  in  his  liyelier  London-days, 
A  brilliant  diner  out,  though  but  a  curate; 
And  not  a  joke  he  cut  but  eamM  its  praise, 
Until  preferment,  coming  at  a  sur^  rate, 
(Oh,  Proyfdence!  how  wondrous  are  thy 

ways. 
Who  would  suppose  thy  gifts  sometimes 

obdurate  ?) 
Gaye  him,  to  lay  the  deyil  who  looks  o*er 

Lincoln, 
A  hi  fen  yicarage,  and  nought  to  think  on. 


Hb  jokes  were  sermons,  and  his  sermons 

jokes; 
But  both  were  thrown  away  amongst  the 

lens. 
For  wit  hath  no  great  friend  in  aguish  folks. 
No  longer  ready  ears  and  short- hand  pens 
Imbibed  the  gay  bon-mot,  or  happy  hoax: 
The  poor  pnest  was  reduced  to  common 

sense , 
Or  to  coarse  efforts  yeiy  loud  and  long. 
To  hammer  a  hoarse  laugh  from  the  thick 

throng. 


There  i$  a  diirerence,says  the  song,  ^^between 
A  beggar  and  a  queen,**  or  waa  (of  late 
The  latter  worse  used  of  the  two  weVe  seen  _ 
But  we'll  say  nothing  of  alKiirs  of  state) 
A  difference  *^*twixt  a  bishop  and  a  dean,** 
A  difference   between  crockery  -  ware  and 

plate. 
As  between  English  beef  and  Spartan  broth  — 
And  yet  great  heroes  haye  been  bred  by  both. 


Bat  of  all  Nature^s  discrepancies,  none 
Upon  the  whole  is  greater  than  the  difference 
Beheld  between  the  counti7  and  the  town. 
Off  which  the  latter  merits  eyery  preference 


From  those   who   hare  few    resources  of 

their  own, 
And  only  think,  or  act,  or  feel  with  reference 
To  some  small  plan  of  interest  or  ambition— 
Both  which  are  limited  to  no  condition.        ^ 


But  '*en  ayant!**!!^  light  loyes  languish  o*cr 
Long  banquets  and  too  many  guests «  al- 
though 
A  slight  repast  makes  people  loye  much 

more, 
Bacchus  and  Ceres  being,  as  we  know, 
Eyen  from  our  grammar  upwards ,  friends 

of  yore 
With  yiyifying  Venus,  who  doth  owe 
To  these  the  inyention  of  champagne  and 

truffles : 
Temperance  delights  her,  but  long  fasting 

ruffles. 


Dully  past  o*er  the  dinner  of  the  day ; 
And  Juan  took  his  place,  he  knew  not  where, 
Confused,  in  the  conftision,  and  distrait. 
And  sitting  as  if  naiPd  upon  his  chair ; 
Though  5^niyes  and  forks  clang*d  round  as 

in  a  fray. 
He  secm*d  unconscious  of  all  passing  there, 
Till  some  one,with  a  groan,express*d  a  wish 
(Unheeded  twiee)  to  haye  a  fin  of  fish. 


On  which,  at  the  third  asking  of  the  bannSf 
He  started ;  and  perceiying  smiles  around 
Broadening  to  gprins,  he  colour'd  more  than 

once, 
And  hastily— as  nothing  can  i^onfound    - 
A  wise  man  more  than  laughter  from  a  duace. 
Inflicted  on  the  dish  a  deadly  wound. 
And  with  such  hurry,  that  ere  he  could 

curb  it. 
He  had  paid  his  neighbour**  prayer  with 

half  a  turbot. 


This  was  no  bad  mistake,  as  it  occarrV, 
The  supplicator  being  an  amateur; 
But  others,  who  were  left  with  scarce  a  third. 
Were  angry — as  they  well  might,  to  be  sure. 
They  wonder*d  how  a  young  man  so  absurd 
Lord  Henry  at  his  table  should  endure ; 
And  this,  and  his  not  knowing  how  much  oats 
Had  fallen  last  market,  cost  his  host  three 

yotes. 


They  little  knew ,  or  might  hare  syiapa- 

thised, 
That  he  the  night  before  had  seen  a  ghost; 
A  prologue  which  but  slightly  harmonised 
With  the  substantial  company  engross*d 
By  matter,  and  so  much  materialised. 
That  one  scarce  kncrw  at  what  to  maryal 

most 
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Of  two  thinga  — liow  (the  question  rather 

odd  is) 

Smch  bodies  could  have  tonli,  or  sonb  rach 

bodies. 


But  what  conftited  him  more  than  nnile 

or  stare 
From  all  the  ^squires  and  'sqniresses  around. 
Who  wonderM  at  the  abHtraction  of  his  air. 
Especially  as  he  had  been  renowned 
For  iome  yiTacitj  among  the  fair. 
Even  in  the  country  circle's  narrow  bonnd — 
(For  little  things  upon  my  Lord's  estate 
Were  good  smul-taik  for  others  still  less 

great)— 


Was,  that  he  caught  Aurora's  eye  on  his 
And  something  like  a  smile  upon  her  cheek. 
Now  this  he  really  rather  took  amiss : 
In  those  who  rarely   smile,   their  smiles 

bespeak 
A  strong  external  motlTC ;  and  in  this  ^ 
Smile  of  Aurora's  there  was  nought  to  pique 
Or  hope,  or  lore,  with  any  of  the  wiles 
Which  some  pretend    to  trace  in  ladies' 

smiles. 


Twas  a  mere  quiet  smile  of  contemplation, 
IndicatiTe  of  some  surprise  and  pity; 
And  Juaa  grew  carnation  with  rexation. 
Which  was  not  very  wise  and  still  less 

witty. 
Since  he  had  gain'd  at  least  her  obserration, 
A  most  important  outwork  of  the  city — 
As  Juao  should  hare  known ,   had  not  his 

senses 
By  last  night's  ghost  been  driven  from  their 

defences. 


But  what  was  bad,  she  did  not  blush  in  turn, 
Nor  seem  embarrass'd  —quite  the  contrary ; 
Her  aspect  was  as  usual,  still — not  stern  — 
And  she  withdrew,  but  cast  not  down,  her 

eye. 
Vet  prew  a  little  pale— with  what  ?  concemt 
I  know  not ;  but  her  colour  ne'er  was  high — 
Though  sometimes  faintly  flush'd  —  and 

always  clear 
As  deep  seas  in  a  sunny  atmosphere. 

But  Adeline  was  occupied  by  fame 
This  day ;  and  watching ,  witching ,  con- 
descending 
To  Che  consumers  of  fish,  fowl,  and  game. 
And  dignity  with  courtesy  so  blending. 
As  all  must  blend  whose  part  it  is  to  aim 
(Especially  as  the  sixth  year  is  ending) 
At  their  Lord's  ,Son's,  or  similar  connection's 
Safe  conduct  through  the  rocks  of  re-elec- 
tions. 


Though  this  was  most  expedient  on  the 

whole. 
And  nsual— Juan,  when  he  cast  a  glance 
On  Adeline  while  playing  her  grand  role, 
Which  she  went  through  as  though  It  were 

a  dance 
(Betraying  only  now^and  then  her  soul 
By  a  look  scarce  perceptibly  askance 
Of  weariness  or  scorn),  began  to  feel 
Some  doubt  how  much  of  Adeline  was  realf 


So  well  she  acted,  all  and  every  part 
By  turns — with  that  vivacious  versatility. 
Which  many  people  take  forwent  of  heart. 
They  err-'tis  merely  what  is  calPd  mobility, 
A  thing  of  temperament  and  not  of  art. 
Though  seeming  so,    from  its  supposed 

facility ;        . 
And  false— though  true;  for  surely  tl)|Ry*re 

sincere*  t, 
Who  are  strongly  acted  on  by  what  is  nearest 


This  makes  your  actors,  artists,  and  ro- 
mancers. 

Heroes  sometimes,  though  seldom — sages 

never; 

But  speakers,   bards,   diplomatists,  and 

dancers , 

Little  that's  gpreat.but  much  of  what  i«  clever; 

Most  orators,  but  very  few  financiers. 

Though  all  Exchequer-Chancellors  endea- 
vour, 

Of  late  years,  to  dispense  with  Cocker's 

ri^urs. 

And  grow  quite  figurative  with  their  figures. 


The  poets  of  arithmetic  are  they 
Who,though  they  prove  not  two  and  two  to  he 
Five,  as  they  would  do  in  a  modest  way, 
Have  plainly  made  it  out  that  four  are  three. 
Judging  by  what  (hey  tale,  and  what  they 

pay. 
The  Sinking-Fund's  unfathomable  sea. 
That  most  unliquidating  liquid,  leaves 
The  debt  unsunk,  yet  sinks  all  it  receives. 


While  Adeline  dispensed  her  airs  and  graces. 
The  fair  Fitx-Fulke  seem'd  very  much  at 


Though  too  well  bred  to  quix  men  to  their 

faces. 
Her  laughing  blue  eyes  with  a  glance  could 

seixe 
The  ridicules  of  people  in  all  places — 
That  honey  of  your  fashionable  bees— 
And  store  it  up  for  miscliievous  enjoyment; 
And  this  at  present  was  her  kind  employment. 


However,  the  day  closed,  as  davs  nnist  close ; 
The  evening  also  wanedp— and  coffee  canM. 
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Each  carriage  was  annaanced ,  and  Ladles 

rote, 
Andcnrtsyinffofl*,  ascurtsief  conntry^ame, 
Retired :  wim  mo«t  unfashionable  hows 
Their  docile  esquiref  alto  did  the  tame. 
Delighted  with  the  dinner  and  their  hoit. 
But  with  the  Lady  Adeline  the  most. 


Some  praised  her  beanty;  others  her  great 

grace; 

The  warmth  of  her  politeness ,  whose  sin- 
cerity 

Was  obi^ioas  in  each  feature  of  her  face. 

Whose  traits  were  radiant  with  the  rays 

of  verity. 

Yes  ;  She  was  truly  worthy  her  high  place ! 

No  one  could  envy  her  detferved  prosperity; 

And  then  her  dress  —  what  beautiful  sim- 
plicity 

Draperied  her  form  with  curious  felicity! 


Meanwhile  sweet  Adeline  deserved  their 

praises, 

By  an  impartial  indemnification 

For  all  her  past  exertion  and  soft  phrases, 

In  a  most  aiilying  conversation, 

Which  tnni*d  upon  their  late  guests*  miens 

and  nces, 

And  families,  even  to  the  last  relation ; 

Their  hideous  wives,  their  horrid  selves 

and  dresses, 

And  tmcoleat  distortion  of  their  tresses. 


True,  »he  said  litQe— 'twas  the  rest  that 

broke 
Forth  into  universal  epigram : 
But  then  'twas  to  the  purpose  what  she  spoke: 
LikeAddison's  *'  faint  praise ,  ^  so  wont  to 

damn. 
Her  own  but  served  to  set  off  every  joke. 
As  music  chimes  in  with  a  melodrame. 
How  sweet  the  task  to  shield  an  absent 

friend! 
1  ask  but  this  of  mine,  to— not  defend. 


There  were  but  two  exceptions  to  this  keen 
Skirmish  of  wits  o*er  the  departed ;  one, 
Aurora,  with  her  pure  and  placid  mien; 
And  Juan  too,  in  general  behind  none 
In  gay  remark  on  what  he  had  heard  or  seen. 
Sate  silent  now,  his  usual  spirits  gone ; 
In  vain  he  heard  the  others  rail  or  rally. 
He  would  not  join  them  in  a  single  sally. 


TIs  true  he  saw  Aurora  look  as  though 
She    approved  his  silence;    she   perhaps 

mistook 
Its  motive  for  that  charity  we  owe 
But  seldom  pay  the  absent,  nor  would  look 
Farther ;  it  night  or  it  night  not  be  so. 


But  Juan,  sitting  silent  in  his  nook. 

Observing  little  in  his  reverie. 

Yet  saw  this  much,  which  he  was  glad  to 


The  ghost  at  least  had  done  him  this  much 

good 
In  making  him  as  silent  as  a  ghost. 
If  in  the  circumstances  which  ensnod 
He  gainM  esteem  where  it  was  worth  tte 

most 
And  certainly  Aurora  had  renewed 
In  him  some  feelings  ho  had  lately  lost 
Or  hardened ;  feelings  which,  perhaps  ideal, 
Are  so  divine,  that  I  nmst  deem  them  real:— 


The  love  of  higher  things  and  better  days ; 

The  unbounded  hope,  and  heavenly  igno- 
rance 

Of  what  is  calPd  the  world  and  the  world*i 

ways; 

The  moments  when  we  gather  from  a  glance 

More  joy  than   from  all  future  prUe  w    | 

praise,  I 

Which  kindle  manhood ,  but  can  ne'er  en- 
trance 

The  heart  In  an  existence  of  its  own. 

Of  which  another's  bosom  is  the  sone. 


Who  would  not  sigh  j4i  at  ray  KvSegtutfl 
That  hath  a  memory,  or  that  had  a  heart? 
Alas!  her  star  must  wane  like  thatofDtaa; 
Ray  fades  on  ray,  as  years  on  years  depart 
Anacreon  only  had  the  soul  to  tie  an 
Unwithering  myrtle  round  the  unblonted 

dart 
Of  Eros;  but,  though  thou  bast  play'd  as 

many  tricks. 
Still  we  respect  thee,''AlmaVenasGenetrix  P 


And  full  of  sentiments,  sublime  as  billows 
Heaving  betwecm  this  world  and  worlds 

beyond, 
Don  Juan,when  the  midnight  hour  of  pillows 
Arrived,  retired  to  his;  but  to  despond 
Rather  than  rest  Instead  of  poppies,  willows 
Waved  o'er  his  couch ;  he  meditated,  fond 
Of  those  sweet  bitter  thoughts  which  banish 

sleep. 
And  make  the  worldling  sneer,  the  young- 
ling weep. 


The  nieht  was  as  before ;  he  was  nndrest, 
Savinghis  night-gown,  which  is  an  undress ; 
Completely  ^^sans  culotte,"  and  without 

vest; 
In  shorthe  hardly  could  be  clothed  with  less; 
But,  apprehensive  of  his  spectral  guest. 
He  sate,  with  feelings  awkward  to  express 
(By  those  who  have  not  had  such  visitations), 
Expectaat  of  the  ghost's  lk«sh  operations. 
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Ami  mot  In  ▼«!■  litlM*di--IlMh !  whsC  *• 

thatt 
I  Mtt-I  M^— Ah,  Bol— 'tifl  noC-yel  tii— 
Ye  powen !  it  ii  Iha-the—the— Poeh  I  the 

cat! 
The  de?a  mmy  imk9  thiU  itealtfnr  Mee 

ofhif! 
8e  like  a  ipiritiial  pit-a-iiat» 
Or  tiptoe  ef  an  amatoiy  MiM, 
Glidiag  die  ilrtt  time  to  a  readleiTOtit, 
Aad  dieadiag  tiie  duute  echoee  of  her  thoe. 


Agaia— what  if  *tf  The  windf  No,  ao,— 

thifl  time 
It  ii  the  table  Friar  ai  before, 
With  awfnl  footttept  regular  af  rhyme, 
Or  (ae  rhyoMt  may  be  in  thete  days)  much 

more. 
Agaia,  tiiroDgh  ihadowt  of  the  night  inb- 

lime. 
When  deep  sleep  fell  on  men,    and  the 

world  wore 
The  fterry  darfcneM  round  her  like  a  girdle 
Spaagled  with  gcma— the  monk  made  hli 

blood  cardie. 


A  aoiee  like  to  wet  fingen  drawn  on  glaie. 
Which  Mtt  the  teeth  on  edge ;  and  a  uight 

clatter 
like  ehoweri  which  on  the  midnight  gufti 

will  pam, 
Soaadiag  like  Tory  ■npematnial  water, 
CSnae  orer  Jnan^s  ear,  which  throbbM,  alaf ! 
For  immaterialifm  '•  a  leHoas  matter; 
So  that  area  those  whose  faith  is  the  most 

great 
hi  fouls  hnnortal,  shun  them  t^te-k-tdte. 


Were  his  eyes  open? — Yes!  and  his  mouth 

too. 
Surprise  has  this  efllsct— to  make  one  dumb. 
Yet  lea?e  the  gate  which  Eloquence  slips 

through 
Aa  wide  at  if  a   loag  speech  were  to 

come. 
Nigh  aad  BMnre  nigh  the  awfnl  echoes  drew, 
TreuMttdous  to  a  mortal  tympanum : 
fiis  eyes  were  open,  and  (as  was  before 
Slated)  hb  mouth.   What  opened  neztt— 

the  door. 


It  afcu*d  with  a  most  infernal  creak, 
Idha  that  of  Hell.  ^'Lasciate  ogni  sperania 
Voi  che  entrate!**     The  hinge  seem'd  to 

•peak, 
HiaadAil  as  Dante's  rima,  or  this  stania; 
Or^hnt  all  words  upon  such  themes  are 


A  siagle  shade 's  sufficient  to  entrance  a 

Hero—far  what  is  substance  to  a  spirit? 

*    Or  how  ist  aMrtfsr  trembles  to  eene  near  itt 


The  door  liew  wide,  aot  swiftly- hut,  as  fly 
Theseargulls,  with  a  steady,  sober  flight— 
Aad  then  swung  back ;  nor  elose— hat  stead 


Half  letting  in  long  shadows  #n  the  light. 
Which  still  in  Juan^to  candlesticks  bwB*d 

high. 
For  he  had  two,  both  tolerably  briaht^— 
And  in  the  door-way,  darkening  DancBMSi 

stood 
The  sable  Friar  ia  his  solenm  hood. 


Don  Juan  shook,  as  erst  he  had  been  shaken 
The  night  before ;  but,  being  sick  of  shaking. 
He  first  inclined  to  think  he  had  lieeB 

mistaken. 
And  then  to  lie  ashamed  of  such  mistaking; 
His  own  internal  ghost  began  to  awakea 
Within  him,    and  to  quell  his   corporal 

quaking — 
Hinting,  that  soul  and  body  on  the  whole 
Were  odds  against  a  disembodied  souL 


And  then  his  dread  grew  wrath,  and  his 

wrath  fierce; 
And  he  arose,  adranced — ^the  shade  retreated ; 
But  Juan,  eager  now  the  truth  to  pierce. 
Followed;  hb  Toins  no  longer  cold,  but 

heated, 
ResoWed  to  thrust  the  mystery  carte  aad 

tierce. 
At  whatsoerer  risk  of  being  detateds 
The  ghost  stopp'd,  menaced,  tfien  retired, 

until 
He  reach'd  the  ancient  wall,   then  stood 

•tone-stilL 


Juan  put  forth  one  arm— Eternal  Powers! 
It  touched  no  soul,  nor  body,  but  the  wall, 
Oa  which  the  moonbeams  fell  in  silTcry 

showers 
ChequerM  with  all  the  tracery  of  the  hall  t 
He  shuddered,  as  no  doubt  thebruTest  cowers 
When  he  can*t  tell  what  'tb  that  doth  appal. 
How  odd,  a  ringle  hobgoblin's  non-entity 
Should  cause  more  fear  than  a  whole  host*s 

identity ! 


But  still  the  sliade  renudn'd;  the  blue  eyae 

glared. 
And  rather  rariably  for  stony  death ; 
Yet  oae  thing  rather  good  the  graTO  had 

spared— 
The  ghost  had  a  remarkably  sweet  breath. 
A  straggling  curl  showM  he  had  been  fair- 

hair'd ; 
A  red  lip,  with  two  rows  of  pearl  beaeath, 
GleamM  forth,  as  throagh  the  caseassBt's 

{▼y  shroud 
The  oMion  peqp'd,  just  escaped  fren  a  gray 

cloud. 
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Ami    J«ui,    p«iiled,    Imt  ■till  cnrioM, 

Uimtt 
Hif  other  vm  forth — Wonder  upon  wonder ! 
It  preM*d  upon  n  hard  but  glowing  bott. 
Which  beat  ae^  if  there  waf  a  warm  heart 

under. 
He  found,  at  people  on  most  trials  most. 
That    he    had     made    at    first    a    silly 

blonder. 
And  that  in  his  confusion  he  had  canght 
Onljr  the  wall  instrad  of  what  he  sought. 


The  ghoei4f  ghost  it  were,seem*d  a  iweel  eool 
As  ever  lurked  beneath  a  holj  hood  t 
A  dimpled  chin,  a  neck  of  ivory,  stole 
Forth  into  something  much  like  fleeh  and 

blood ; 
Back  fell  the  sable  frock  and  dreary  cowl* 
And  they  rereal^d   (alas!   that   e'er  they 

should!) 
In  full,  voluptuous,  but  not  o'ercTown  bulk, 
The  phantom  of  her  frolic  Grace — Vlts- 

Falkel 


THE    ISLAND. 


CANTO    I. 

Tm  momingwatch  was  come ;  the  vessel 

lay 
Her  course,  and  gently  made  her  liquid  way ; 
The  cloven  billow  flashed  from  off  her  prow 
In  forrows  form'd  by  that  majestic  plough ; 
The  waters  with  their  world  were  all  before; 
Behind,  the  South  Sea's  many  an  islet-shore. 
The  quiet  niffht,  now  dappling,  'gan  to  wane, 
Dividing  dantness  from  the  dawning  main ; 
The  dolphins,  not  unconscious  of  Uie  day, 
Swam  high,  as  eager  of  the  coming  ray ; 
Hie  stars  from  broader  beams  began  to  creep, 
And  lift  their  shining  eyelids  from  the  deep ; 
The  sail  resumed  its  lately-«hadow*d  white, 
And  the  wind  fluttered  with  a  fresiiening 

flight; 
The  purpling  ocean  owns  the  coming  Sun- 
But,  ere  he  break,  a  deed  is  to  be  done. 


The  gallant  Chief  within  his  cabin  slept, 
Seenre  in  those  by  whom  the  watch  was  kept : 
Hie  dreams  were  of  Old  England's  welcome 

shore. 
Of  toils  rewarded,  and  of  dangers  o'er; 
His  name  was  added  to  the  glorious  roll 
Of  those  who  search  the  storm -surrounded 

Pole. 
The  worst  was  over,  and  the  rest  seem'd  sure. 
And  whv  should  not  his  slumber  be  secure? 
Alas!  his  deck  was  trod  by  unwilling  feet. 
And  wilder  hands  would  hold  the  Teseel'e 

sheet; 
Young  hearts,  which  languished  for  some 

sunny  isle. 
Where  sumoier  years  and  summer  women 

smile; 
Men   without    country,    who,    too    long 

estranged. 
Had   found  no  native  home,  or  found  it 

changed. 


And,  half-unciviliied,  preferred  the  cave 
Of  some  soft  savage  to  the  uncertain  wave; 
The  gushing  fruits  that  Nature  gave  untiird; 
The  wood  without  a  path  but  where  they 

willM ; 
The  field  o'er  which  promiscuous  Pleatj 

poured 
Her  horn ;  the  equal  land  without  a  lord; 
llie  wish — which  ages  have  not  yet  subdued 
In  man—  to  have  no  master  save  his  mood; 
The  Eartii, whose  mine  was  on  its  foce,  unsold 
The  glowiog  sun  and  produce  all  its  gold; 
The  freedom  which  can  call  each  grot  a 

home; 
llie  general  garden,  where  all  steps  may 

roam. 
Where  Nature  owns  a  nation  as  her  child. 
Exulting  in  the  eigoyment  of  the  wild  ; 
Their  shells,  their  fruits,  the  only  wealtfi 

they  know  ; 
Their  unezploring  navy,  the  canoe; 
Their  sport,  the  dashing  breakers  and  the 

chase; 
Their  strangest  sight,  an  European  face:  — 
Such  was  the  country  which  these  stmngeri 

yeam'd 
To  see  again — a  sight  they  dearly  eani'd. 


Awake,  bold  Bligh!  the  foe  is  at  the  gate! 

Awake!  awake! Alas!  it  is  too  late  ! 

Fiercely  beside  tlnr  cot  the  mutineer 
Stands,  and  proclaims  the  reigu  of  rage 

and  fear. 
Thy  limbs  are  bound,  the  bayonet  at  thy 

breast. 
The  hands,  which  trembled  at  thy  voice, 

arrest; 
Dragg'd  o'er  the  deck,    no  more  at   thy 

commaad 
The  obedient  helm  shall  veer,    the  sail 

expand; 
That  savage  spirit,  which  would  lull  by 

wrath 
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ICt  dctpenife  eicape  tnm  dnty*f  path. 
Glares  roand  thee,  in  the  icarce-believing 

eyet 
Of  thote  who  fear  the  Chief  they  sacrifice; 
For  ne'er  can  man  hii  conscience  all  assuage, 
Unless  he  drain  the  wine  of  passion — rage. 


In  Tain,  not  silenced  hy  the  eve  of  death, 
*rhott  caU*st  the  loyal  with  thy  menaced 

hreath: — 
They  come  not;  they  are  few,and,overawed. 
If  nst  aeqniesce  while  sterner  hearts  applaud. 
In  Yain  thou  dost  demand  the  cause ;  a  curse 
Is  all  the  answer,  with  the  threat  of  worse. 
Full  in  thine  eyes  is  waved  the  glittering 

hlade. 
Close  to  thy  throat  the  pointed  bayonet  laid. 
The  lerell'd  muskets  circle  round  thy  breast 
In  hands  as  steeled  to  do  the  deadly  rest. 
Thou  dar*st  them  to  their  worst,  exclaimidg, 

"Fire ! " 
But  they  who  pitied  not  could  yet  admire ; 
Some  lurking  remnant  of  their  former  awe 
Restrained  them  longer  than  their  broken 

law; 
They  would  not  dip  their  souls  at  once  in 

blood. 
But  left  thee  to  the  mercies  of  the  flood. 


*«IIoist  out  the  boat !  *"  was  now  the  lead- 

er's  cry; 
And  who  dare  answer  "No ''  to  Mutiny, 
In  the  first  dawning  of  the  drunken  hour. 
The  Saturnalia  of  unhoped-for  power  ? 
The  boat  is  lowered  with  all  the  haste  of  hate, 
Witk  iU  slight  plank  between  thee  and  thy 

fate; 
Her  only  earro  such  a  scant  supply 
As  proDuses  3ie  death  their  hands  deny ; 
And  just  enourh  of  water  and  of  bread 
To  keep,  some  days,  the  dying  from  the  dead: 
Some  cordage,  canyas,  sails,  and  lines,  and 

twine. 
But  treasures  all  to  Hermits  of  the  brine. 
Were  added  after,  to  the  earnest  prayer 
Of  those  who  saw  no  hope  save  sea  and  air; 
And  last,  that  trembling  yassal  of  the  Pole, 
The  fseling  compass.  Navigation's  Soul. 


And  now  the  self-elected  Chief  finds  time 
To  stun  the  first  sensation  of  liis  crime, 
And  raise  it  in  his  followers  -"Ho !  the 

bowl ! " 
Lest  passion  should  return  to  reason's  shoal. 
"Brandy   for  heroesi''  Burke  could  once 

exclaim— 
No  doubt  a  liquid  path  to  epic  fame; 
And  such  the  new-born  heroes  found  it  here. 
And  drained  the  draught  with  an  applauding 

cheer. 
"Hnsia!  for  Otaheite!"  was  the  cry; 
How  strange  such  shouts  from  sons  of  Mutiny! 
The  gentle  island,  and  the  genial  soil. 


The  friendly  hearts,  the  feasts  without  a  toll. 
The  courteous  manners  but  from  Nature 

caught. 
The  wealth  nnhoarded,  and  the  love  nn- 

bought ; 
Could  these  have  charms  for  rudest  sea-boys, 

driven 
Before  the  mast  by  every  wind  of  Heavent 
And  now,  even  now  prepared  with  others* 


To  earn  mild  Virtue's  vain  desire— reposef 
Alas !  such  is  our  nature !  all  but  aim 
At  the  same  end,  by  pathways  not  the  same ; 
Our  means,  our  birth,  our  nation,  and  our 

name. 
Our  fortune,   temper,  even   our  outward 

frame. 
Are  far  more  potent  o'er  our  yielding  rli^ 
Than  aught  we  know  beyond  our  little  day. 
Yet  still  there  whispers  the  small  voice 

within. 
Heard    through  Gain's  silence,   and    o'er 

Glory's  dim 
Whatever  creed  be  taught  or  land  be  trod, 
Man's  conscience  is  the  oracle  of  Gon! 


The  launch  is  crowded  with  the  foithM 

few 
Who  wait  their  Chief,  a  melancholy  crew: 
But  some  remain'd  reluctant  on  the  deck 
Of  that  proud  vessel— now  a  moral  wreck — 
And  view'd  their  Captain's  fate  with  piteous 

eyes; 
While  others  scoiTd  his  augur'd  miseries, 
Sneer'd  at  the  prospect  of  his  pigmy  sail. 
And  the  slight  bark,  so  laden  and  so  frail. 
The  tender  Nautilus  who  steers  his  prow. 
The  sea-bom  sailor  of  his  shell-ranoe. 
The  ocean  Mab,  the  fairy  of  the  sea. 
Seems  far  less  fragile,  and,  alas!  more  free! 
He,  when  the  lightning-wing'd  Tornados 

sweep 
The  surge,  is  safe — his  port  is  m  the  deep — 
And  triumphs  o'er  the  Armadas  of  mankind. 
Which  shake  the  world,  yet  crumble  in  the 

wind. 

When  all  was  now  prepared,  the  vessel 

clear 
Which  hail'd  her  master  in  the  mutineer ~ 
A  seaman,  less  obdurate  than  his  mates, 
Show'd  the  vain  pity  which  but  irritates; 
Watch'd  hislateChieftain  with  exploringeye, 
And  told,  in  signs,  repentant  sympnthy; 
Held  the  moist  shaddock  to  his  parched 

month. 
Which    felt  exhaustion's  deep   and  bitter 

drought. 
But,   soon    observed,    this    guardian    was 

withdrawn. 
Nor  further  Mrrry  clouds  Rebellion's  dawn, 
llien  forward  stepp'd  the  bold  and  froward 

bOT 

His  Chief  had  cherish'd  only  to  destroy, 
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And,  polnlbiff  to  the  MpleM  prow  bwoftth, 
Eiclaim'd,  ^'Depart  at  once !  delay  ii  death!  ** 
Yet  then,  eren  then,  hii  fbelingt  ceated 

not  all : 
In  that  lait  moment  coold  a  word  recal 
Bemone  for  the  black  deed  as  yet  half  done. 
And,  what  he  hid  from  many,  f  hewM  to  one : 
When  Bligh,  in  item  reproach,  demanded 

where 
Wat  now  hit  ipratefnl  tenfe  of  former  care? 
Where  aU  hu  hopes  to  tee  his  name  aspire 
And    blason    Britain*s    thonsand    rlories 

higher  f 
Hb  feverish  lips  thus  broke  their  gloomy 

spell, 
•«*TisthatI  *tis  that!  I  am  in  Hell!  InHell!'' 
No  more  he  said ;  bat,  nrging  to  the  bark 
His  Chief,  commits  him  to  his  fragile  ark: 
These  the  sole  accents  from  his  tongne  that 

fell. 
But  Tolnmes  iark*d  below  his  fierce  fiuewell. 


The  arctic  snn  rose  broad  above  the  ware ; 
The  breeie  now  snnk,  now  whispered  firom 

his  cave; 
As  on  the  ifiolian  harp,  his  fitful  wings 
Now  sweird,  now  fluttered  o*er  his  ocean- 
strings. 
With  slow,  despairing  oar,  the  abandon^ 

skiff 
Ploughs  its  drear  progress  to  the  scarce- 
seen  cliff. 
Which  lifts  its  peak  a  cloud  aboye  Uie  main: 
7%at  boat  and  ship  shall  never  meet  again! 
But  tis  not  mine  to  tell  their  tale  of  grief, 
Tlieir  constant  peril  and  their  scant  relief; 
Their  days  of  danger,  and  their  nights  of 

pain; 
Their  manly  courage,  even  when  deemM 

in  Tain; 
The  sapping  famine,  rendering  scarce  a  son 
Known  to  his  mother  in  the  skeleton ; 
The  ills  that  lessenM  still  their  little  store, 
And  starved  even  Hunger  till  he  wrung  no 

more; 
Tiie  varying  frowns  and  favours  of  the  Deep, 
That  now  almost  engulphs,  then  leaves  to 

creep 
With  craiy  oar  and  shattered  strength  along 
Hie  tide,  that  yields  reluctant  to  the  strong; 
The  incessant  fever  of  that  arid  thirst 
Which  welcomes,  as  a  well,  the  clouds 

that  burst 
Above  their  naked  bones,  and  feels  delight 
In  the  cold  drenching  of  the  stormy  niffht. 
And  from  the  outspread  canvas  gladly  wrings 
A  drop  to  moisten  Life'k  all-gasping  springs ; 
The  savage  foe  escaped,  to  seek  again 
More  hospitable  shelter  from  the  main; 
The  ghastly  spectres  which  were  doomed 

at  last 
To  tell  as  true  a  tale  of  dangers  past. 
As  ever  the  dark  annals  of  the  deep 
Disclosed  for  man  to  dread  or  woman  weep. 


Wo  leava  theni  to  their  Hale, 

unknown 
NorunredrestI  Bevenge  may  have  her  owni 
Roused  discipline  aloud  prorliima  tiMir 

cause. 
And  injured  navies  wve  their  brokea  lawi. 
Pursue  we  on  his  track  the  mutineer. 
Whom  distant  vengeance  had  not  tawghl 

to  fear. 
Wide  o*er  the  wave— away !  away !  awiyl 
Once  more  his  eyes  shall  hail  the  welooma 

bay; 
Once  more  the  happy  shores  withomt  a  law 
Receive  the  outlaws  whom  they  lately  saw; 
Nature,  and  Nature^s  Goddess— Wi 


To  lands  where,  save  their  conscience,  nens 

accuse; 
Where  all  partake  the  earth  without  dispute, 
And  bread  itself  is  gathered  as  a  fhiit; 
Where  none  contest  the  fields,  the  woods, 

the  streams:— 
The  Goldless  Age,  where  Gold  disturbs  as 

dreams, 
Inhabits  or  inhabited  the  shore. 
Till  Europe  taught  them  better  Uian  before, 
Bestow'd  her  customs,  and  amended  theirs, 
But  left  her  vices  also  to  their  heirs. 
Away  with  this !  behold  them  as  they  were. 
Do  good  with  Nature,  or  with  Nature  err. 
««Huisa!  for  Otaheite!  *"  was  the  cij. 
As  stately  swept  the  gallant  vessel  by. 
The  breeie  springs  up ;  the  lately  flapping 

sail 
Extends  its  arch  before  the  growing  gale; 
In  swifter  ripples  stream  aude  the  seas. 
Which  her  bold  bow  flings  off  with  daihiag 


Thus  Argo  ploughed   the  Euxine^s  virgin 

foam; 
But  those  she  wafted  still  lookM  back  to 

home— 
These  spurn  their  country  with  their  rdbel 

bark. 
And  fly  her  as  the  raven  fled  the  ark; 
And  yet  they  seek  to  nestle  widi  the  dove, 
And  tame  their  fiery  spirits  down  to  love. 


CANTO    II. 

How  pleasant  were  the  songs  of  Toobonai, 
When  summer's  sun  went  down  the  coral  bay! 
Come,  let  us  to  the  islet's  softest  shade. 
And  hear  the  warbling  birds !  the  damsela 

said: 
The  wood-dove  from  the  forest  depth  shall 

coo. 
Like  voices  of  the  gods  from  Bolotoo : 
We'll  cull  the  flowers  that  grow  above  the 

dead. 
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For  tiMM  mott  Uoom  where  reett  tiie  war- 
rior's head ; 
Aad  we  will  ni  In  twilight*!  fiuse,  and  iee 
Hie  aweet  moon  glancing  throngfa  the  tooa- 

troOf 
The  loflj  accent!  of  who!e  sighing  hoagh 
Shall  sadly  pleaie  o!  as  we  lean  below ; 
Or  climb  the  steep,  and  riew  the  !iirf  in  Tain 
Wreftle  with  rocky  giants  o'er  the  main. 
Which  epiirB  in  colampi!  back  the  baffled 

spray. 
How  beautiful  are  the!e !  now  happy  they. 
Who,  from  the  toil  and  tumult  of  their  liyes. 
Steal  to  look  down  where  nought  but  Ocean 

striTCs  I 
Evea  he  too  lores  at  times  the  blue  lagoon. 
And  smeathoi  his  raffled  mane  beneaw  the 

moon. 

Yea^firom  the  sepulchre   we'll  gather 

flowers, 
Then  feast  like  spirits  in  their  promised 

bowers. 
Then  plunge  and  revel  in  the  rolling  surf. 
Then  lay  our  limbs  along  the  tender  turf, 
And,  Wfli  and  shining  from  the  sportive  toil. 
Anoint  our  bodies  with  the  fragrant  oil. 
And  plait  our  garlands  gather^l  from  the 

arave. 
And  wear  the  wreaths  that  sprung  from 

out  the  brave. 
Bntlol  niffht  comes,  thellfooa  woosusback, 
The  sound  of  mats  is  heard  alonff  our  track; 
Anon  the  torchlight-dance  shall  fling  its 

sheen 
In  flashing  mazes  o'er  the  Marly's  great ; 
And  we  too  will  be  there ;  we  too  recal 
The  memory  bright  with  many  a  festival. 
Ere  Fiji  blew  the  shell  of  war,  when  foes 
For  the  first  time  were  wafted  in  canoes. 
Alas !  for' them  the  flower  of  mankind  bleeds ; 
Alas!   for  them  our  fields  are  rank  with 

weeds: 
Forgotten  is  the  rapture,  or  unknown. 
Of  wandering  with  the  moon  and  love  alone. 
But  be  it  so  z—lhey  taught  us  how  to  wield 
The  club,  and  rain  our  arrows  o'er  the  field; 
Now  let  them  reap  the  harvest  of  their  art! 
But  feast  to-night!  to-morrow  we  depart. 
S6ike  up  the  dance,  the  cava-bowl  fill  high. 
Drain  every  drop! — to-morrow  we  may  die. 
In  summer-garments  be  our  limbs  array'd ; 
Around  our  waists  the  Tappa's  white  dis- 
play'd; 
Thick  wreaths  shall  form  our  Coronal,  like 

Spring's, 
And  round  our  necks  shall  glance  theHooni- 

strings; 
So  shall  their  brighter  hues  contrast  the 

alow 
Of  the  dusk  bosoms  that  beat  high  below. 


Bot  now  the  dance  is  o'er — vet  stapr  awhile; 
Ah,  pause!  nor  yet  put  out  the  social  smile. 


To-morrow  for  the  Mooa  we  depart, 
But  not  to-night— to-niaht  is  f6r  the  heart 
Again  bestow  the  wreaths  we  gently  woo. 
Ye  young  enchantresses  of  nay  Licoo  I 
How  lovely  are  your  forms !  now  every  sense 
Bows  to  your  beauties,  soften'd,  but  intense. 
Like  to  the  flowers  on  Mataloco's  steep. 
Which  fling  their  fragrance  far  athwart 

the  deep: 
We  too  will  see  Idcoo ;  but — oh !  my  heart — 
What  do  I  sayt  to-morrow  we  depart 

Thus  rose  a  •on|^— the  harmony  of  times 
Before  the  winds  blew  Europe  o'er  these 

climes. 
True,  they  had  vices— such  are  Nature'^ 

growth — 
But  only  the  Barbarian's— we  have  bothi 
The  soraor  of  civilization,  mix'd 
With  all  the  savage  which  man's  fall  hath 

fiz'd. 
Who  hath  not  seen  Dissimulation's  reign. 
The  prayers  of  Abel  link'd  to  deeds  of  Caiaf 
Who  such  would  see,  may  from  his  lattice 

view 
The  Old  World  more  degraded  than  the 

New, — 
Now  new  no  more,save  where  Columbia  rears 
Twin  giants,bom  by  Freedom  to  her  spheres. 
Where  Chimborazo,  over  air,  earth,  wave. 
Glares  with  his  Titan-eye,  and  sees  no  slave. 

Such  was  this  ditty  of  Tradition's  days, 
Which  to  the  dead  a  lingering  fame  conveys 
In  song,  where  Fame  as  yet  hath  left  no  sign 
Beyond  the  sound,  whose  charm  is  half 

divine ; 
Which  leaves  no  record  to  the  sceptic  eye. 
But  yields  young  History  all  to  harmony; 
A  boy  Achilles,  with  the  Centaur's  lyre 
In  hand,  to  teach  him  to  surpass  his  sire. 
For  one  long-cherishM  ballad's  simple  stave. 
Rung  from  the  rock,  or  mingled  with  the 

wave. 
Or  from  the  bubbling  streamlet's  grassy  side. 
Or  gathering  mountain-echoes  as  they  glide. 
Haul  greater  power  o*er  each  true  heart 

and  ear. 
Than  all  the  columns  Conquest's  miniona 

rear; 
Invites,  when  Hieroglyphics  are  a  theme 
For  sages'  labours  or  the  student's  dream; 
Attracts,    when  History's  volumes  are  a 

toil,- 
The  first,  the  freshest  bud  of  Feeling's  soil. 
Such  was  this  rude  rhyme — rhyme  is  ef 

the  rude — 
But  such  inspired  the  IVorseman's  solitude. 
Who  came  and  conquer'd ;  such,  wherever 

rise 
Land^  which  no  foes  destroy  or  civilise. 
Exist:   and  what  can  our  nccomplish'd  art 
Of  verse  do  more  than  reach  the  awaken'd 

hcartY 
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When  vttty  flower  w 


u  bloom,  and  air  vai 

iMln, 

And  (he  firft  breath  began  to  itir  (he  palm, 
neflnt  yet  Toiceleu  wind  to  urge  the  ware 
All  gently  to  refreib  th«  thinty  care. 
When  nt  (he  MiBgatraM  with  the  itrtuger 

hoy. 
Who  tanght  her  paafion't  deeolatlng  jny. 
Too  powerful  over  every  heart,  but  mo*t 
O'er  thoM  who  know  not  how  it  may  he  lo*t  i 
O'er  thoie  who,  haming  in  the  new-born  fire, 
Like  martyn  mel  in  their  funeral  pyre, 
With  inch  deiotion  to  their  ecita«y. 
That  life  Laowi  no  lach  npture  ai  to  die: 
And  die  they  do;  for  earthly  life  hai  sought 
Halch'd  with  that  bartt  of  oatDre,  eren  In 

thoufrht ; 
And  all  oar  dreanu  of  better  life  abate 
Bnt  clnee  ia  one  eteraal  giuh  of  lore. 


There  lale  Ihe  gentle  lavwe  of  the  wild, 
Ingrevthawoman,  thoaghinyesrf  achild, 
Ai  childhood  daCei  within  ntir  colder  clime, 


FromXatarc  —  lovely,  wann.and  uremntare; 
Dniky  like  Night,  hot  Kight  vitb  all  her 

Or  carem  iparkling  with  it*  native  ipani 
With  eye*  that  were  a  language  and  a  ipell, 
A  form  like  Aphrodite'i  in  her  iliell; 
With  all  her  Lnvei  aronnd  her  on  the  deep, 
Vulaptnoni  at  the  firat  approach  of  ileep ; 
Yetfallorlife-forthniagh  her  tropic  cheek 
The  hlnih  would  make  iti  way,  and   all 

but  apeak  j 
The  lUB-bum  blood  (afihted  her  neck,  and 

O'er  her  clear  nat-brown  ikin  a  lucid  hue. 
Like  conU  reddening  throngh  the  darken'd 

Which  draw*  the  diver  to  the  crim«on  cave. 
Snch  wai  thii  daughter  of  the  Saa(hern  Seaa, 
Hereelf  a  billow  in  her  energiei. 
To  bear  Ihe  bark  of  »(hen'  happinen. 
Nor  feel  a  lorrow  till  their  joy  grew  IcM : 
Her  wild  and  warm  yet  fatlhfulbofnm  knew 
No  joy  like  what  it  gave;  her  hnpei  ne'er 

Aagfat  froB  etperieace,  that  ehill  touch- 

■tone,  whoie 
Sad  proof  rednce*  all  thing*  from  their  haer. 
She  fcar'd  no  ill,  became  ihe  knew  it  not. 
Or  what  (he  knew  woi  Mion  — too  Mion — 

Her  imilei  and  teori  had  pau'd,  ai  light 

O^  lake*,  to  ruffle,  not  destroy,  their  glau. 
What*  depth*  nniearch'd,    and    fountain* 
from  the  bUl, 


RMtore  thidr  inilbee,  h  HmH  ••  •IIU, 
Uotil  the  earthqwike  tear  the  Naiads  CBva, 
H4iot  op  the  uring  and  trample  ewfcawa. 
And  cTn*h  the  livlBg  water*  to  a  hmm 
The  amphibieo*  deeart  of  the  daah  mm 
And  miift  their  fkle  be  hertf  TIm  ate 

Bnt  gra*pi  hnmani^  with  qaleksr  w»i;    I 
And  UMy  who  lkU,bnt  Ml  a*  worida  wUI  fh0, 
To  r{«e,  if  jn*t,  a  *^rU  o'er  IhaH  aU.  | 

And  who  i*  hel  Uie  hlne-eyed  ■Oittto 

Of  ifle*  mon  known   to  man,  bat  fcvc* 

lemwiUt 
The  hir-halt'd  oflipring  of  the  Hebridea, 
Where  roar*  the  Fentland  with  lla  wbMIaf 

Rock'd  in  hi*  cndle  by  the  roanHK  wimi, 
The  tempett-boro  la  body  and  In  wad, 
Hi*  yonng  eye*  opening  o 
Had  from  that  moment 

I 
The  giant  comrade  of  hi* 
The  diarer  of  hi*  craggy 
The  only  Mentor  of  h»  y 
Hi*  bark  wa«  home;  the  apa 
A  carele**  thing,  who  pu 


Eager  to  hope,  I 
Acquainted  with  all  feelli 
Placed  in  (he  Arab'i  climt 

A*  bold  a  rover  a*  the  land*  have  ***■, 
And  braved  their  thintwitha*  endnringllp 
A*  bmael,  wafted  on  hi*  de*art-*hip; 
Fix'd  upon  Chili'*  *hore,  a  prond  Caciqne; 
On  Hellai'  mounUini,  a  rebellloo*  Qnek; 
Bum  in  a  tent,  perhap*  a  Taawriaae; 
Bred  to  a  throne,  perhap*  unfit  to  ralga. 
For  the  tame   aoul  that  rend*  !(■  pnA  la 

If  rear'd  to  nich,   can  find  no  farther  piey 
Beyond  i(*elf,  and  muit  retrace  Ita  way, 
Plunging  for  pleamre  into  pain;  tbaMMo 
Spirit  nich  made  a  Kero    Rone^  want 

A  hnubler  elate  and  diocipline  of  hearl 
Had  form'd  hi*  glorlou*  uameeake'*  cona- 

Bnt  grant  hi*  vice*,  graut  them  all  hi*  own, 
How*mall  their  theatre  without  a  throne! 

Thou  *niile«t, — the*e  comparicona  leem 
high 
To  those  who  *can  all  thing*  with  daisied 

eye; 
Link'd  with  the  unknown  name  of  one  whoae 

Ha*  nnnghl  (n  do  wiUi  glory  nr  with  Rome. 
With  Ciiili,  Mella*,  or  with  Araby, 
Thouamileatf— Smile}  'ti*  better  thai  than 
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Or  kM  Ifen  wfl  delight  to  poader  o'er 
B»t  ft Bie  w  TbU— ;  nr.wfaatwuheheref 
A  Um^m  h»7,  ■  trrant  natiBMr, 
IVe  Mhat*!  Torqnil,   frao  h  0c«4n't 

af  the  bride  of  TooboanL 


Q^Nealu'e  iUe  he  wte,  end  WBteh'd  the 

Keaha,  Iha  em-flower  of  the  bland-deag^- 
ter*, 
■  birth  M  vhieh  the  henld 

Wilk«t  m  ecatcheon  for  lhe«e  Mcret  ialei) 
Of  ■  kag  lacfl,  the  valient  aod  the  free, 
Jj^li  of  iST^e  chivalrj, 
ilini  aeceea  along  the  ihore, 
■aeii,-Achillei !  donpmoic 
Ibander-lwBring  ttraogen 

begirt  with  boltt  of  flame, 
U  treoi,  which,  loftier  than 

the  fialin, 
a  the  deep  aaiidal  it«  ealm; 

wlndt  awakenM  ihot  forth 

ltd  along  the  horiioa  flingt, 
wavM,  likeciliei  of  the  tea, 
J  billowi  look  leM  free ; — 
paddling  oar  and  dancing 

Baurf,lil(e  rein-deer  through 
the  ■now, 

^ ^    i"or  the  breakers'  wbitenlag 

edge. 
Light  ae  a  Nereid  ia  her  ocean-alodge, 
Aad  g*>^  ■>'  wonder'd  at  the  giant  halb 
WhlSi  beared  IraiB  ware  to  ware  iti  tramp- 
ling bulk: 
Tb«  aacher  dropp'd,  it  la;  along  the  deep, 
Like  •  haga  lien  in  the  nin  ai leep. 
While  roand  It  avann'd  the  proai'  flitting 

Likv   illilimi  lii»i<  that    ham   around  hii 


Tha  wUla  bbb  laaded ;  need  the  roit  be 

told* 

The  Ncnr  World  ilretch'd  iti  dnak  hand  to 

the  Old; 
Each  wae  to  each  a  manel,  and  the  tie 
Of  waader  warm'd  to  better  lympath;. 
Klad  wae  thewelcoBieaf  theitnn-bnrniirei, 
Aaibiaderitill  their  danghlera'gen  tier  fire«, 
llair  aaioa  grew:    the   children    of  the 

Faaad  beauty  Hak'd  with  manjr  a  iatVj 

fxrm; 
While  Iheie  in  turn  adouredUie  paler  glow, 


«V  eo  vUta  la  HlMm  Oat  kaev 

The  chaie,  the  race,  the  liberty  to  roaw, 
The    loil  where  every   cottage   ihow'd    a 

hnme; 
The  lea-ipread  net,    the    lightly- Ian nch'd 

Which  itemm'd  the  itoddcd  Archipelago, 
O'er  who«e  blae  botom  roie  the  ttarry  itleit 
The  healthy  alninber,  eom'd  by  (portiva 

toiU; 
The  palm,  the  lofliett  Drjad  of  the  wood*, 
WEthin  whole  bosom  infant  Bacchui  brooder 
While  eagle*  learce  build  higher  than  Ibe 

Which  ahadowi  oVr  the  vineyard  ia  ber 

The  cava  hait,  the  yam,  the  cocoa'*  root. 
Which  bear*  at  once  the  cnp,    and    milk, 

and  fruit; 
The  bread-tree,  which,  withnal  the  plongh- 

■hare,  yields 
Tho  nnreaped  harvest  of  anfurrowed  field*, 
And  bakes  it*  unadulterated  Inarr* 
Without  a  furnace  in  nni>aTchased  groTe*, 
And  flings  off  famine  from  its  fertiie  breast, 
A  pricelessmarketfor  the  gathering  guest;  ~ 
These,  with  the  luxuries  uf  sea*  and  wood*. 
The  ury  joys  of  social  solitude*. 
Tamed  each  rode  wanderer  to  the  sympathies 
Of  those  who  were  more  happy  if  less  wise. 
Did  more  than  Europe's  disiipline  had  done, 
And  civiliied  ciriliiation's  son  I 

Of  these,  and  there  was  many  a  williag 
pair. 

Neoha  and  Torqnil  were  net  the  least  Iblr: 

" ■"    ■  "       itbri 

-     "I 

Both  nonri*fa'd  amldatNatnre's  native  sceaee, 
Lov'd  (o  the  but  whatcFcr  intervenes 
Between  us  and  onr  childhood's  sympathy. 
Which  still  reverts  to   what  first  cangnl 

He  who  first  met  the  Highland's  swelling 

Willloveeach  peak  that  shows  nkindred  hue, 
Hail  in  each  crag  a  friend's  familiar  face. 
And  clwp  the  mnnntain  in  his  mind's  em- 
Long  have  I   roam'd  through  lauds  which 

Adored  the  Alp  and  loved  the  Apennine, 
Revered  Parnassus,  aad  beheld  the  steep 
Jove's  Ida  and  Olympus  cnwn  the  deep: 
Bat  'twa*  not  all  long  ages'  lore,  nur  all 
Their   nalare    held  me  in   their  IbrilUag 

thrall) 
The  iafant-raptnre  still  survived  the  boy. 
And  li»rh-na-gar  with  Ida  look'd  o'erTraj, 
Hix'd  Celtic  memnriet  with  the  Phryglaa 

mount. 
And  Highland  linns  with  Castalie'e  clear 

Forgive  me.  Homer's  universal  *hade! 
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Forgf  va  Me,  Pfufebuf  1  tluit  mv  fwicj  ttnyM; 
The  North  and  Natnre  tanght  me  to  adore 
Yoor  fcenei  tablime,  firom  thofe  belored 

befoie. 


The  loye  which  maketh  all  things  food 

and  fair, 
The  youth  which  maltet  one  rainhow  of 

the  air, 
The  dangen  pait,  that  mal(e  even  man  eigoy 
The  paoie  in  which  he  ceatet  to  dcttroj. 
The  mntual  beauty,  which  the  fternet t  feel 
Strike  to  their  hearta  like  lightning  to  the 

steel. 
United  the  half  sa^a^  and  the  whole. 
The  maid  and  boy,   in  one  absorbing  sonl. 
No  more  the  thnndering  memory  of  the  fight 
Wrapped  his   wean*d   bosom   in    its  dark 

delight ; 
No  more  the  irksome  restlessness  of  Rest 
DistarbM  him  like  the  eagle  in  her  nest. 
Whose  whetted  beak  and  far-pervading  eye 
Darts  for  a  victim  over  all  the  sky ; 
His  heart  was  tamed  to  that  Tolaptnoiu 

state. 
At  once  Elysian  and  effeminate. 
Which  leaves  no  laurels  o*er  the  heroes  nm;- 
These  wither  when  for  anght  save  blood 

they  bum; 
Yet,  when  their  ashes  in  their  nook  are  laid. 
Doth  not  the  myrtle  leave  as  sweet  a  shade? 
Had  CsBsar  known  but  Cleopatra^s  kiss, 
Rome  had  been  free,  the  world  had  not 

been  his. 
And  what  haveCaesar's  deeds  andCesar^s  fame 
Done  for  the  earth?  We  feel  them  in  our 

shame: 
The  gory  sanction  of  his  glory  stains 
Hie  rust  which  tyrants  cherbh    on  our 

chains. 
Though  Glory,  Nature,  Reason,  Freedom,bid 
RousM  millions  do  what  single  Brutus  did,- 
Sweep  these  mere  mock-birds  of  the  despot^s 

song 
From  the  tall  bough  where  they  have  perch'd 

so  long,— 
Still  are  we  hawk*d  at  by  such  mousing  owls. 
And  take  for  falcons  those  ignoble  fowls. 
When  but  a  word  of  freedom  would  dispel 
These  bugbears,  as  their  terrors  show  too 

weU. 

Rapt  in  the  fond  fnrgetfiilness  of  life, 
Neuha,  the  South-Sea^irl,  was  all  a  wife. 
With  no  distracting  world  to  call  her  off 
From  love ;  with  no  society  to  scoff 
At  the  new  transient  flame;  no  babbling 

crowd 
Of  coxeombry  in  admiration  loud. 
Or  with  adulterous  whisper  to  alloy 
Her  duty,  and  her  glory,  and  her  joy ; 
With  faith  and  feelings  naked  as  her  form. 
She  stood  as  stands  a  rainbow  in  a  storm, 
Changing  its  hoes  with  bright  variety. 


But  still  expoodiag  Jorelier  o^  the  oky. 
However  its  ardi  omit  swell,  its  coloors  move, 
The  elood-conpelliog  haiMoger  oi  Lore. 

Hero,  io  diia  giolto  of  the  woire-wom 

shore. 
They  poM^  the  Tropic's  red  meridiao  o%r ; 
Nor  loog  the  hours— they  never  poiued  a*er 

time. 
Unbroken  by  the  clock's  funereal  ehioMtj 
Which  deals  the  daily  pittance  of  our  spaa, 
And  points  and  mocks  widi  iron-laogh  ot  oMa. 
What  deem'd  they  of  the  future  or  the  post? 
The  present,  like  o  tyrant,  held  them  fasti 
Their  honr-glass  was  the  sea-sand,  ood  ths 

tide. 
Like  her  smooth  billow,  sow  their  Bunneoli 

glide; 
Their  clock  the  Sun,  in  his  unbounded  towei; 
They  reckoned  not,  whose  day  was  but  is 

hour; 
The  nightingale,  their  only  vesper-bell, 
Sung  sweetly  to  the  rose  the  day's  farewell ; 
The  broad  Sun  set,  but  not  with  lingeriag 

sweep. 
As  in  the  North  he  mellows  o*er  the  deep, 
But  fiery,  full,  and  fierce,  as  if  he  left 
The  world  for  ever,  earth  of  light  bereft, 
Plunged  with  red  forehead  down  along  the 

wave. 
As  dives  a  hero  headlong  to  his  grave. 
Then  rose  they,   looking  first  olong  the 

skies. 
And  then  for  light  into  each  other's  eyes, 
Wondering  that  summer  show*d  so  brief 

a  sun. 
And  asking  if  indeed  the  day  were  done? 

And  let  not  this  seem  strange ;  the  devotee 
Lives  not  in  earth,  but  in  his  extonr ; 
Around  him  days  and  worlds  ore  heedless 

driven. 
His  soul  is  gone  before  his  dust  to  heoveo. 
Is  love  less  potent?  No—his  poth  is  trod. 
Alike  uplifted  gloriously  to  Goo; 
Or  linkM  to  all  we  know  of  heaven  below. 
The  other  better  self,  whose  Joy  or  woe 
Is  more  than  ours ;  the  all-absorbing  flaoM 
Which,  kindled  by  another,  grows  the  same. 
Wrapt  in  one  blase;  the  pure,  yet  funeral 

pile. 
Where  gentle  hearts,  likeBramins,  sit  and 

smile. 
How  often  we  forget  oil  time,  when  lone, 
Admiring  Noture^s  universal  throne. 
Her  woods,  her  wilds,  her  waters,  the  intense 
Reply  of  h€r9  to  our  intelligence ! 
Idve  not  the  stors  ond  monntoins?  Are  the 

woves 
Without  0  spirit?  Are  the  dropping  coves 
Without  0  feeling  in  their  silent  teors? 
No,  no;— they  woo  ond  closp  us  to  their 

spheres, 
DiMolve  this  clog  and  clod  of  cl^  befeie 
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Its  hour,  and  merge  cmr  fonl  in  the  great 

•hore. 
Strip  off  thif  fond  and  Idte  identitj  !— 
WImi  thinlci  of  lelf,  when  gazing  on  the  slrf  ? 
And  whOythongh  gazing  to wer,ever  thought, 
la  the  young  moments  ere  the  heart  is  taught 
Tirae'e  leteon,  of  man*a  batenesf  or  liis  own? 
All  Nature  if  hif  realm,  and  Love  hlitlirone. 

Neulia  arose,  and  Torqnil :  twilight's  hour 
Came  sad  and  softly  to  their  roelty  1>ower, 
Wiuch,  kindling  by  degrees  Its  dewy  spars, 
EelMiHl  their  dim  light  to  the  mustering  stars. 
Slowly  the  pair,  partaking  Nature's  calm, 
Soaght  oat  tfieir  c^tage,  built  beneath  the 

•  palm; 

Now  eadling  and  now  silent,  as  the  scene ; 
LoTel?  as  iSnve— the  spirit!  when  serene. 
The  Ocean  scarce  spolte  louder  with  his 

swell 
Tlian  breathes  his  mimic  murmurer  in  the 

shell. 
As,  fkr  divided  from  his  parent  deep. 
The  sea-l>om  infant  cries  and  will  not  sleep, 
RaLiing  his  little  plaint  in  vain,  to  rave 
For  the  broad  bosom  of  his  nursing  wave: 
The  woods  droop'd  darkly,  as  inclined  to 

rest. 
The  Tropic-bird  wheeFd  rock-ward  to  his 

nest, 
And  the  blae  sky  spread  round  them  like  a 

lake 
Of  peace,where  Piety  her  tliirst  might  slake. 

Bat  through  the  palm  and  plaintain,  hark, 

a  voice! 
Not  soch  as  would  have  been  a  lover's  choice, 
In  such  an  hour,  to  break  the  air  so  still! 
No  dying  night-breeze,  harping  o'er  the  hill. 
Striking  the  strings  of  Nature,   rock  and 

tree, 
Thoee  best  and  earliest  lyres  of  hannony. 
With  echo  for  their  chorus ;  nor  the  alarm 
Of  the  loud  war-whoop  to  dispel  the  charm ; 
Nor  the  soliloquy  of  the  hermit  owl. 
Exhaling  all  his  solitary  soul. 
The  dim  though  large-eyed  winged  ancho- 
rite. 
Who  peals  his  dreary  pvan  o'er  the  night;— 
Bot  a  loud,  long,  and  naval  whistle,  shrill 
As  ever  startled  through  a  sea-bird*s  bill ; 
And  then  a  pause,  and  then  a  hoarse  "Hillo! 
Torquil!  my  boy!  what  cheer?  Ho,  brother, 

ho!" 
»Who  haUs?"  cried   Torquil,   following 

with  his  eye 
The  sound.    '^Here's  one,**  was  all  the  brief 

reply. 

Bat  here  the  herald  of  the  self-same  mouth 
Came  breathing  o'er  the  aromatic  south. 
Not  like  a  *'bed  of  violets  **  on  the  gale, 
But  such  ai  wafts  its  cloud  o'er  grog  or  ale, 


Borne  from  a  short  tndl  pipe,  which  yet 

had  blown 
Its  gentle  odours  over  either  zone, 
And,puird  where'er  winds  rise  or  waters  roll^ 
Had  wafted  smoke  from  Portsmouth  to  the 

Pole, 
Opposed  its  vapour  as  the  lightning  flanh'd. 
And  reek'd,   'midst  mountain -billows  un- 

abash'd. 
To  i£olns  a  constant  sacrifice. 
Through  every  change  of  all  the  varying 

skies. 
And  what  was  he  who  bore  it?— I  may  err. 
But  deem  him  sailor  or  philosopher. 
Sublime  tobacco !  which  from  east  to  west 
Cheers  the  Tar*s  labour  or  the  Turkman's 

rest; 
Which  on  the  Moslem's  ottoman  divides 
His  hours,  and  rivals  opium  and  his  brides; 
Magnificent  in  Stamboul,  bnt  less  grand. 
Though  not  less  loved,  in  Wapping  or  the 

Strand; 
Divine  In  hookas,  glorious  in  a  pipe, 
When  tipp'd  with  amber,  mellow,  rich,  and 

ripe; 
Like  other  charmers,  wooing  the  caress 
More  dazzlinely  when  daring  in  full  dress; 
Yet  thy  true  lovers  more  admire  by  far 
Thy  naked  beauties— Give  me  a  cigar  I 


Through  the  approaching  daricness  of  the 

wood 
A  human  figure  hi^ke  the  solitude. 
Fantastically,  it  may  be,  array *d, 
A  seaman  in  a  savage  masquerade; 
Such  as  appears  to  rise  out  from  the  deep. 
When  o'er  the  Line  the  merry  vessels  sweep, 
And  the  rough  Saturnalia  of  the  Tar 
Flock  o*er  the  deck,inNeptune's  borrow'd  car; 
And,  pleased,  the  God  of  Ocean  sees  his  name 
Revive  once  more,  though  but  in  mimic 

game 
Of  his  true  sons,  who  riot  in  a  breeze 
Undreamt  of  in  hu  native  Cyclades. 
Still  the  old  god  delights,  from  out  the 

main. 
To  snatch  some  glimpses  of  his  ancient  reian. 
Our  sailor's  jacket,  though  in  ragged  trim. 
His  constant  pipe,  which  never  yet  bum'd 

dim. 
His  foremast  air,  and  somewhat  rolling  gait. 
Like  his  dear  vessel,  spoke  his  former  state; 
But  then  a  sort  of  kerchief  round  his  head. 
Not  over  tightly  bound,  nor  nicely  spread; 
And  'stead  of  trowsers  (ah!  too  early  torn! 
For  even  the  mildest  woods  will  have  thair 

thorn) 
A  curious  sort  of  somewhat  scanty  mat 
Now  served  for  inexpressibles  and  hat ; 
His  naked  feet  and  neck,  and  sunburnt  face. 
Perchance  might  suit  alike  with  either  race. 
His  arms  were  all  his  own,  our  Europe's 

growth. 
Which  two  worlds  bless  for  civilizing  both ; 
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The  mntkct  iwang  behind  hlf  shonldeni, 

broad 
And  somewhat  stoop'd  by  his  marine  abode. 
But  brawny  as  the  boar's ;  and,hang  beneath, 
Hb  cutlass  droop'd,  unconscious  of  a  sheath, 
Or  lost  or  worn  away ;  his  pistols  were 
Link'd  to  his  belt,  a  matrimonial  pair— 
(Iiet  not  this  metaphor  appear  a  scoff. 
Though  one  missM  fire,  the  other  would 

go  oflT); 
These,  with  a  bayonet,  not  so  free  from  rust 
As  when  the  arm-chest  held  iU  brighter  trust, 
Completed  his  accoutrements,  as  Night 
SurreyM  him  in  his  garb  heteroclite. 


**  What  cheer,  Ben  Bunting?"  cried  (when 

in  full  view 
Our  new  acquaintance)  Torquil;  "Aught 

of  new?" 
"Ey,  ey,"  quoth  Ben,  "not  new,  but  news 

enow; 
A  strange  sail  in  the  offing."- "Sail!  and 

how? 
What !  could  you  make  her  out?  It  cannot  be; 
I've  seen  no  rag  of  canvass  on  the  sea." 
"Belike,"  said  Ben,  "you  might  not  from 

the  bay. 
But  from  the  bluff-head,   where  I  watch'd 

to-day, 
I  saw  her  in  the  doldrums ;  for  the  wind 
Was  light  and  baffling."— "When  the  sun 

declined 
Where  lay  she?  had  she  anchored?  "—"No, 

but  stUl 
She  bore  down  on  us,  till  the  wind  grew 

stiU." 
"Her  flag  ?  "—"I  had  no  glass ;  but  fore  and 

aft, 
Egad,  she  seem'd  a  wicked-looking  craft." 
"Arm'd?  "—  "I  expect  so;  -  sent  on  the  look- 
out;— 
^is  time,  belike,  to  put  our  helm  about." 
««About  ?— Whatever  may  have  us  now  in 

chase. 
We'll  make  no  running  fight,  for  that  were 

base; 
We  will  die  at  our  quarters,  like  true  men." 
"Ey,  ey ;  fbr  that,  'tis  all  the  same  to  Ben." 
"Does  Christian  know  this?  "—"Ay;  he  has 

piped  all  hands 
To  quarters.   They  are  furbishing  the  stands 
Of  arms;  and  we  have  got  some  guns  to  bear. 
And  scaled  them.  You  are  wan  ted."— "That's 

but  fair; 
And  if  it  were  not,  mine  is  not  the  soul 
To  leave  my  comrades  helpless  on  the  shoal. 
My  Nenha!   ah!  and  must  my  fate  pursue 
Not  me  alone,  but  one  so  sweet  and  true? 
But  whatsoe'er  betide,  ah,  Neuha !  now 
Unman  mo  not;  the  hour  will  not  allow 
A  tear;  I  am  thine,  whatever  intervenes!" 
"Right,"  quoth  Ben,  "that  will  do  for  the 

marines." 


CANTO    III 

Tot  fight  was  o'er;  the  flashing  through 

the  gloom. 
Which  robes  the  cannon  ashe  wings  a  tomb. 
Had  ceased ;  and  sulphury  vapours  upward 

driven 
Had  leftllM  earth,  and  but  polluted  heaven: 
The  rattling  roar  which  rung  in  every  volley 
Had  left  the  echoes  to  their  melancholy; 
No  more  they  shriek'd  their  horror,  boon 

for  boom; 
The  strife  was  done,  the  vanquish'd  had 

their  doom; 
The  mutineers  were  crush'd,  dispersed,  Of 

;  ta'en. 
Or  lived  to  deem  the  happiest  were  the  slais. 
Few,  few  escaped,  and  these  were  hunted  o'er 
The  isle  they  loved  beyond  their  native 

shore. 
No  further  home  was  theirs,  it  seem*d,  on 

earth. 
Once  renegades  to  that  which  gave  them 

birth; 
Track'd  like  wild  beasts ,  like  them  thej 

sought  the  wild. 
As  to  a  mother's  bosom  flies  the  child ; 
But  vainly  wolves  and  lions  seek  their  dea, 
And  still  more  vainly  men  escape  from  men. 


Beneath  a  rock  whose  jutting  base  pfo- 

trudes 
Far  over  ocean  in  his  fiercest  moods. 
When,  scaling  his  enormous  crag,  the  wave 
Is  hurl'd  down  headlong  like  the  foremoft 

brave. 
And  falls  back  on  the  foaming  crowd  behind. 
Which  fight  beneath  the  banners  of  the  wind. 
But  now  at  rest,  a  little  remnant  drew 
Together,  bleeding,  thirsty,  faint,  and  few; 
But  still  their  weapons  in  their  hand,  and 

still 
With  something  of  the  pride  of  former  wilU 
As  men  not  all  unused  to  meditate. 
And  strive  much  more  than  wonder  at  their 

fate. 
Their  present  lot  was  that  they  had  fbreseen. 
And  dared  as  what  was  likely  to  have  been ; 
Yet  still  the  lingering  hope,  which  deem'd 

their  lot 
Not  pardon'd ,  but  unsought  for  or  forgot. 
Or  trusted  that,  if  sought,  their  distant  caves 
Might  still  be  miss'd  amidst  the  world  of 

waves. 
Had  wean'd  their  thoughts  in  part  from 

what  they  saw 
And  felt— the  vengeance  of  their  country's 

law. 
Their  sea-green  isle,  their  guilt- won  pa- 
radise. 
No  more  could  shield  their  virtue  or  their 

vice: 
Their  better  feelings,  if  such  were,  were 

thrown  * 
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Back  on  thenuelYM,  —  their  itai  remalnM 

alone. 
Pmfcribed  even  in  tlieir  second  couDtry,tlie7 
Were  loft;{nirain  tlie  world  l)efore  tliem  lay ; 
AH  oatlets  teemed  secured.  Their  new  allies 
Had  fought  and  bled  in  mutual  sacrifice; 
Bnt  what  avail'd  the  club  and  spear  and  arm 
Off  Hercules ,  against  the  sulphimr  charm, 
The  magic  of  the  thunder,  which  destroyM 
Hie  warrior  ere  his  strength    could  be 

employed? 
Dug,  like  a  spreading  pestilence,  the  grave 
Kg  less  of  human  bravery  than  the  brave! 
Their  own  scant  numbers  acted  all  the  few 
Against  the  many  oft  will  dare  and  do; 
Bat  though  the  choice  seems  native  to  die 

free. 
Even  Greece  can  boast  bnt  one  Thermopy Isc 
Till  now,  when  she  has  forged  her  broken 

chain 
Back  to  m  sword,  and  dies  and  lives  again! 

Beside  the  jutting  rock  the  few  appearM, 
Like  the  last  remnant  of  the  red-dcer^s  herd ; 
Their  eyes  were  fcveritih,  and  their  aspect 

worn, 
But  still  the  hunter^s  blood  was  on  their  horn. 
A  little  stream  came  tumbling  from  the 

height. 
And  straggling  into  ocean  as  it  might. 
Its  bounding  crystal  frnlickM  in  tlie  ray, 
And  gushM  from  cleft  to  crag  with  saltless 

spray ; 
Close  on  the  wild,  wide  ocean,  yet  as  pure 
And  fresh  as  innocence,  and  more  secure. 
Its  silver  torrent  glitterM  o^cr  the  deep, 
As  the  shy  chamois^  eye  o'erlooks  the  steep. 
While  far  below  the  vast  and  sullen  swell 
Of  ocean^s  Alpine-azure  rose  and  fell.      # 
To  this  young  spring  they  rushed,  —  all 

feelings  first 
Absorbed  inPassion^s  and  in  Naturc^s  thirst,— 
Drank  as  they  do  who  drink  their  last,  and 

threw 
Their  arms  aside  to  revel  in  its  dew ; 
Cool'd  their  scorch'd  throats ,   and  wash'd 

the  gory  stains 
From  wounds  whose  only  banda*^e  might 

be  chains; 
Then,  when  their  drought  was  qucncird, 

look'd  sadly  round. 
As  wondering  how  so  many  still  were  found 
Alive  and  fetterless :— but  silent  all, 
Kach  sought  his  fellow^s  eyes  as  if  to  call 
On  him  for  language,  which  hi^  lips  denied. 
As  though  their  voices  with  their  cause  had 

died. 

Stem,  and  aloof  a  little  from  the  rest. 
Stood  Christian ,  with  his  arms  across  his 

fullest. 
The  ruddy ,  reckless ,  dauntless  hue,  once 

spread 
Along  hi^  eheekf  woi  livid  uow  as  lead ; 


His  light  brown  locks,  lo  graceftilin  their 

flow. 
Now  rose  like  startled  vipers  o*er  his  brow. 
Still  as  a  statue ,  with  his  li]^s  comprest 
To  stifle  even  the  breath  within  his  breast. 
Fast  by  the  rock,  all  menacing  but  mute. 
He  stood;  and,  save  a  slight  beat  of  his  foot. 
Which  deepened  now  and  then  the  sandy  dint 
Beneath  his  heel,  his  form  seem'd  tumM  to 

flint 
Some  paces  further  Torquil  leaned  his  head 
Againrit  a  bank,  and  spoke  not,  but  he  bled, — 
Not  mortally—  his  worst  wound  was  within  i 
His  brow  was  pale,  his  blue  eyes  sunken  in. 
And  blood-drops  sprinkled  o^er  his  yellow 

hair 
ShewM  that  his  faintness  came  not  from 

despair. 
But  Naturc^s  ebb.  Beside  him  was  anothec, 
Rough  as  a  bear, but  willing  as  a  brother,— 
Ben  Bunting,  who  essayM  to  wash,  and  wipe. 
And  bind  his  wound  —  then  calmly  lit  his 

pipe— 
A  trophy  which  sur^'ivcd  an  hundred  fights, 
A  beacon  which  had  cheer'd  ten  thousand 

nights. 
The  fourth  and  last  of  this  deserted  group 
WalkM  up  and  down— at  times  would  stand, 

then  stoop 
To  pick  a  pebble  up— then  let  it  drop- 
Then  hurry  as  in  haste— then  quickly  stop- 
Then  cast  his  eyes  on  his  companions— then 
Half  whistle  half  a  tune,  and  pause  again — 
And  then  his   former  movements   would 

redouble. 
With  something  between  carelessness  and 

trouble. 
This  is  a  long  description,  but  applies 
To  scarce  five  minutes  past  before  the  eyes; 
Butyet  wAat  minutes !  Moments  like  to  these 
Rend  men*a  lives  into  immortalities. 


At  length  JackSkyscrape,a  mercurial  man, 
Who  fluttered  over  all  things  like  a  fan. 
More  brave  than  firm ,  and  more  disposed 

to  dare 
And  die  at  once  than  wrestle  with  despair. 
Exclaimed  «'G— d  damn !"]  Those  syllables 

intense,— 
Nucleus  of  England's  native  eloquence. 
As  the  Turk's  '* Allah  !''or  the  Roman's  more 
Pagan  ^'Proh  Jupiter!^  was  wont  of  yon 
To  give  their  first  impressions  such  a  vent, 
By  way  of  echo  to  embarrassment 
Jack  was  embarrassed — never  hero  more. 
And  as  he  knew  not  what  to  say,  he  swore  i 
Nor  swore  in  vain ;  the  long  congenial  sonad 
Revived  Ben  Bunting  from  his  pipe  profound; 
He  drew  it  from  his  mouth ,  and  look^ 

full  wise. 
But  merely  added  to  tlio  oath,  |iis  •jfss; 
Thus  rendering  the  imperfect  phrase  com- 
plete— 
A  peroration  I  need  not  repeat. 
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Bnt  Chrittlu,  of  mm  higher  orier,  itood 
Like  an  extinct  toIcuo  in  hif  mood{ 
Silent,  nnd  fad,  and  taTagef—with  the  trace 
Of  patflion  i«ekinff  from  hit  cloaded  fece ; 
Till  lifting  ap  again  hie  eombre  ejjre, 
It  glanced  on  Torqnil  who  lean'd  faintly  by. 
•'And  if  itthuff*  he  cried,  ''unhappy  boy! 
And  thee  too,  tAec^my  madneff  mitet 

deftroy.^ 
He  said,  and  strode  to  where  young  Torquil 

fltood, 
Yet  dabbled  with  hb  lately  flowing  blood; 
Soiled  hif  hand  wif  tfuUy,  but  did  not  presf , 
And  fhrunk  af  fearful  of  hif  own  careff ; 
Enquired  into  hif  ftate ;  and  when  he  heard 
The  wound  w8f  f  lighter  than  he  deem'd  or 

fear'd, 
A  moment^f  brightnee f  paff *d  along  hif  brow, 
Af  much  af  fuch  a  moment  would  allow. 
"Yef ,**  he  exciaimM ,  "we  are  taken  in  the 

toil, 
But  not  a  coward  or  a  conunon  f  poll ; 
Dearly  they  have  bought  uf  —  dearly  f till 

may  buy,— 
And  I  muf  t  fall;  bnt  have  yon  f  trengih  to  fly? 
*Twould  be  fome  comfort  still,  could  you 

survive: 
Our  dwindled  band  is  now  too  few  to  ftrive. 
Oh!  for  a  fole canoe!   though  but  a  fhell, 
To  bear  you  hence  to  where  a  hope  may 

dwell ! 
For  me,  my  lot  if  what  I  f ought ;  to  be. 
In  life  or  death,  the  fearleff  and  the  free.** 


Even  af  he  f poke,  around  the  promontory. 
Which  nodded  o*er  the  billowf  high  and 

hoary, 
A  dark  fpeck  dotted  ocean  x  on  it  flew 
Like  to  the  f hadow  of  a  roufed  eea-mew ; 
Onward  it  came  ^  and ,  lo !  a  f econd  fol- 

low'd— 
Now  ieen — now  hid  —  where  ocean'f  vale 

waf  hollow*d ; 
And  near,  and  nearer,  till  their  dusky  crew 
rrofented  well-known  afpectf  to  the  view. 
Till  on  the  surf  their  fkimming  paddlef 

play. 
Buoyant  af  wings,  and  flitting  through  the 

f  pray  ;— 
Now  perching  on  the  wave^f  high  curl,  and 

now 
DashM  downward  in  the  thundering  foam 

below. 
Which  flings  it  broad  and  boiling,  sheet 

on  sheet. 
And  slings  its  hifh  flakes,shiTer*d  into  sleet : 
But,  floating  still  through  surf  and  swell, 

drew  nigh 
The  barks,   like  small  birds  through  a 

lowering  sky. 
Their  art  seemVI  nature— such  the  skill  to 

sweep 
The  ware,  of  these  bom  playmates  of  the 

deep. 


And  who  the  first  that ,  springlag  en  Hm 

strand. 
Leaped  like  a  Nereid  from  her  shell  to  land. 
With  dark  but  brilliant  skin,  and  dewy  eye 
Shining  with  love,  and  hope,  and  constaiieyf 
Neuha, — the  fond,  the  faithful,  the  adored. 
Her  heart  on  Torquirs  like  a  torrent  ponr'd; 
And  snriled,  and  wept,  and  near,  aadnearsr 

claspM, 
As  if  to  be  assured  *twas  him  she  grasp*d; 
Shudder'd  to  see  his  yet  warm  wound,  wni 

then. 
To  flnd  it  trivial,  smiled  and  wept  agaia. 
She  was  a  warrior*s  daughter,  and  could  bear 
Such  sights,  and  feel,  and  mourn,  bnt  not 

despair. 
Her  lover  lived,— nor  foes  nor  fears  could 

blipht 
That  full-blown  moment  inits  all  delight: 
Joy  trickled  in  her  tears,  joy  filPd  the  sob 
That  rock*d  her  heart  till  almost  hbau 

to  throb  ; 
And  Paradise  was  breathing  in  the  sigh 
Of  Nature's  child  in  Nature's  ecstasy. 

Tho  sterner    spirits    who  beheld    thai 

meeting 
Were  not  unmoved ;  who  are,  when  hearts 

are  greeting? 
Even  Christian  gascd  upon  the  maid  and  boy 
With  tearless  eye,  bnt  yet  a  gloomy  joy 
iHiz'd  with  those  bitter  thoughts  the  seal 

arrays 
In  hopeless  visions  of  our  better  days. 
When  alPs  gone — to  the  rainbow*s  latest  raj. 
"And  bnt  for  me  !**  he  said,  and  turned  away; 
Then  gaxed  upon  the  pair,  as  in  his  dea 
A  lion  looks  upon  his  cubs  again  ; 
^id  then  relapsed  into  his  sullen  gvise, 
As  heedless  of  his  further  destinies. 

• 

But  brief  their  time  for  good  or  eril 

thought ; 
The  billows  round  the  promontory  brought 
The  plash  of  hostile  oars— Alas !  who  made 
That  sound  a  dread?  All  round  themseem'd 

array*d 
Against  them,  save  the  bride  of  Toohoaai; 
She ,   as  she  caught  the  first  glimpse  o'er 

the  bay 
Of  the  armM  boats  which  hurried  to  complete 
The  remnants  ruin  with  their  flying  fiset, 
Beckoned  the  natives  round  her  to  their  prows. 
Embarked  their  guests,  and  launchVi  their 

light  canoes ; 
In  one  placed  Christian  and  his  comrades 

twain; 
But  she  and  Torquil  must  not  part  again. 
She  fixM  him  in  her  own — away!  aw^yl 
They  clear  the  breakers,  dart  along  the  bay. 
And  towards  a  group  of  islets,  such  as  bear 
Thesea-bird*s  nest  and  seal*s  snrf-holIow*d 

lair. 
They  skim  the  blue  topaof  thebUIovs ;  fut 
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Tliej  fleWy  tad  toC  Ikeir  fielM  pnmen 

chated. 
Th^  gain  apcm  them— now  they  Iom  again, 
Again  make  way  and  menace  o*er  the  main ; 
And  now  the  two  canoef  in  chaae  divide. 
And  foiiow  different  connet  o'er  the  tide, 
To  baffle  tiie  purtuit — Away !  away ! 
Af  iife  is  on  each  paddle't  fligiit  to-day. 
And  more  tium  life  or  livet  to  Neaha :  Loto 
Freights  the  frail  bark  and  urges  to  the 

cove — 
And  now  the  refuge  and  the  foe  are  nigh^ 
Yetgret  a  moment ! — Fly ,thoo  light  Ark,fly ! 


CANTO    IV. 

Wnrm  as  a  white  sail  on  a  ditsky  sea, 
When  half  the  horizon's  clouded  and  half 

free, 
Fluttering  between  the  dun  wave  and  the  sky. 
Is  hope's  last  gleam  in  man's  extremity. 
Her  anchor  parts ;  but  still  her  f nowy  sail 
Attracts  our  eye  amidst  the  rndest  ^le : 
Though  every  wave  she  climbs  divides  us 

more. 
The  heart  still  follows  from  the  loneliest 

shore. 

Not  distant  from  the  isle  of  Toobonai, 
A  black  rock  rears  its  bosom  o'er  the  spray. 
The  haunt  of  birds,  a  desart  to  mankind. 
Where  the  rough  seal  reposes  from  the  wind, 
And  sleeps  unwieldy  in  his  cavern-dun. 
Or  gambols  with  huge  frolic  in  the  sun : 
There  shrilly  to  the  passing  oar  is  heard 
The  startled  echo  of  the  ocean-bird. 
Who  rears  on  its  bare  breast  her  callow 

brood. 
The  feather'd  fishers  of  the  solitude. 
A  narrow  segment  of  the  yellow  sand 
On  one  side  forms  the  outline  of  a  strand ; 
Here  the  young  turtle ,  crawling  from  his 

shell, 
Stealf  to  the  deep  wherein  hit  parents  dwell; 
Chipp'd  by  the  beam,  a  nursling  of  the  day. 
But  hatch'd  for  ocean  by  the  fostering  ray ; 
The  rest  was  one  bleak  precipice,  as  e^er 
Gave  mariners  a  shelter  and  despair, 
A  spot  to  make  the  saved  renet  the  deek 
Which  late  went  down,  and  envy  the  lost 

wreck. 
Such  was  the  stern  asylum  \euha  chose 
To  shield  her  lover  from  his  following  foes ; 
But  all  its  secret  was  not  told ;  she  anew 
In  this  a  treasure  hidden  from  the  view. 


Ere  the  canoes  divided,  near  the  spot. 
The  mea  that  auma'd  what  held  her  Tor- 

qmU'aMt 


By  hu  eoauBBiid  removed,  to  ■trcngthea 

more 
The  akiir  which  wafted  Christian  from  tha 

shore. 
This  ho  would  have  opposed :  but  with  a 

smile 
She  pointed  calmly  to  the  craggy  isle. 
And  bade  him  ^'speed  and  prosper."    Sie 

would  take 
The  rest  upon  herself  for  Torqnil's  sake. 
They  parted  with  this  added  aid ;  afar 
The  proa  darted  like  a  shooting  star, 
And  gain'd  on  the  pursuers,  who  now  steerV 
Right  on  the  rock  which  she  aad  Torquil 

aear'd. 
Iliey  pull'd;  her  arm,  though  ddicate,  wai 

free 
And  firm  as  ever  grappled  with  the  sea. 
And  yielded  scarce  to  Torquil's  manlier 

strength. 
The  prow  bow  almost  lay  within  its  length 
Of  the  crag's  steep,  inexorable  face. 
With  nought  but  soundless  waters  for  ill 

base; 
Within  an  hundred  boats'  length  was  the  foe. 
And  now  what  refuge  but  their  frail  canoef 
This  Torquil  ask'd  with  half  upbraiding  eye. 
Which  said— *^Uas  Neuha  brought  me  here 

to  diet 
Is  this  a  place  of  safety,  or  a  grave. 
And  yon  huge  rock  the  tombstone  of  the 

wavel" 

They  rested  on  their  paddles,  and  uprose 
Neuha,and,pointing  to  the  approaching  foes. 
Cried,  ^^Torquil ,  follow  me ,  and  fearlesi 

follow!" 
Then  plunged  at  once  into  the  oceaa^ 

hollow. 
There  was  no  time  to  pause — the  fbes  were 

near- 
Chains  in  his  eye  and  menace  in  his  ear ; 
With  vigour  they  pull'd  on,and  as  they  came, 
Hail'd  him  to  vield,  and  by  his  forfeit  name. 
Headlong  he  leap'd — to  him  the  swimmer^ 

skill 
Was  native,  and  now  all  his  hope  from  ill ; 
But  how  or  where  ?  He  dived,  and  rose  no 

more; 
The  boat's  crew  look'd  amaxed  o'er  sea  and 

shore. 
There  was  no  landing  on  that  precipice, 
Steep,  harsh,  and  slippery  as  a  berg  of  lee. 
They  watch'd  awhile  to  see  him  float  agaia. 
But  not  a  trace  rebnbbled  from  the  main : 
The  wave  roU'd  on,  no  ripple  on  its  face, 
Since  their  first  plunge ,  recall'd  a  single 

trace; 
The  little  whirl  which  eddied,  and  slight 

foam. 
That  whitened  o'er  what  seem'd  their  lateil 

home. 
White  as  a  sepulchre  above  the  pair. 
Who  left  no  marble  (mouraful  as  an  heir), 
The  f  niel  prea,  waveriag  o*er  the  tide. 
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Wai  all  Ihat  told  of  Tovqnll  and  hit  bride ; 
And  bat  for  this  alone  the  whole  might  feem 
The  vaniah'd  phantom  of  a  seaman^s  dream. 
They  paaaed  and  searchM  in  rain,   then 

pulled  away, 
Eren  f nperstition  now  forbade  their  tikay. 
Some  said  he  had  not  plunged  into  the  ware. 
But  vanished  like  a  corpte-light  from  a  grare; 
Otheri,  that  tomething  supernatural 
Glared  in  his  figure,  more  than  mortal  tall ; 
While  all  agreed,  that  in  his  cheek  and  eye 
There  was  the  dead  hue  of  eternity. 
Still  as  their  oars  receded  from  the  crag, 
Roimd  every  weed  a  moment  would  they  lag, 
Eipectant  of  some  token  of  their  prey ; 
But  no— he  had  welted  from  them  Ukc  the 

spray. 

And  where  was  he,the  Pilnim  of  the  deep. 
Following  the  Nereid?  Had  they  ceased  to 

weep 
For  ever?  or,  received  in  coral  caves, 
Wrung  life  and  pity   from  the  softening 

waves? 
Did  they  with  Ocean's  hidden  sovereigns 

dwell. 
And  sound  with  Mermen  the  fantastic  shell? 
Did  Neuha  with  the  Mermaids  comb  her  hair 
Flowing  o'er  ocean  as  it  streamed  in  air? 
Or  had  they  perish'd ,  and  in  silence  slept 
Beneatli  the  gulph  wherein  they  boldly 

leapM? 

YoungNeuha  plunged  into  the  deep,and  he 
Followed :  her  track  beneath  her  native  sea 
Was  as  a  native's  of  the  clement. 
So  smoothly,  bravely,  brilliantly  she  went. 
Leaving  a  streak  of  light  beliind  her  heel, 
Which  struck  and  flash'd  like  an  amphi- 
bious steel. 
Closelv,  and  scarcely  less  expert  to  trace 
The  depths  where  divers  hold  the  pearl 

in  chase, 
Torquil,  the  nursling  of  the  northern  seas, 
Pursued  her  liquid  steps  with  art  and  ease. 
Deep  -deeper  for  an  instant  Neuha  led 
The  way  — then  upward  soar'd  —  and,  as 

she  spread 
Her  anus,  and  flung  the  foam  from  off  her 

locks, 
Laugh'd,   and  the  sound  was  answer'd  by 

the  rocks. 
They  had  gain'd  a  central  realm  of  earth 

again, 
But  look'd  for  tree,  and  field,and  sky,  in  vain. 
Around  she  pointed  to  a  spacious  cave. 
Whose  only  portal  was  the  keyless  wave ; 
(A  hollow  archway  by  the  sun  unseen. 
Save  through  the  billows'  glassy  veil  of 

green. 
In  some  transparent  ocean-holiday. 
When  all  the  finny  people  are  at  play;) 
Wiped  with  her  Mir  the  brine  from  Tor- 

^il'f  eyet, 


And  clapp*d  tier  haadi  whh  Joy  al  his 

surprise ; 
Led  him  to  where  the  rock  appear'd  to  Jui 
And  form  a  something  like  a  Triton's  hut; 
For  all  was  darkness  for  a  space,  till  day 
Through  clefts  above  let  in  a  sober'd  ray; 
As  in  some  old  cathedral's  glinunering  aisle 
The  dustv  monuments  from  light  recoil. 
Thus  sadly  in  their  refuge  submarine 
The  vault  drew  half  her  shadow  from  the 

scene. 

Forth  from  her  bosom  the  young  aavage 

drew 
A  pine-torch,  strongly  girded  with  gnatoo) 
A  plaintain-leaf  o'er  all,  the  more  to  keep 
Its  latent  sparkle  from  the  sapping  deep. 
This  mantle  kept  it  dry ;  then  from  a  nook 
Of  the  same  plaintain-leaf  a  flint  she  took, 
A  few  shrunk  wither'd  twigs,  and  from  the 

blade 
Of  Torquil's  knife  struck  fire,  and  thus 

arraj'd 
The  grot  with  torchlight.  Wide  it  was  and 

high. 
And  show'd  a  self-bom  Gothic  canopy} 
The  arch  uprear'd  by  Nature's  architect, 
The  architrave  some  eartliquake  might  erect; 
The  buttress  from  some  mountain's  bosom 

hurl'd. 
When  the  Poles  crash'd  and  Water  was  the 

World ; 
Or  harden'd  from  some  earth-absorbing  fire 
While  yet  the  globe  reck'd  from  its  funeiil 

pyre; 
The  fretted  pinnacle,  the  aisle,  the  nave. 
Were  there,  all  scooped  by  Darkneas  from 

her  Cave. 
There,  with  a  litUe  tinge  of  Phantasy, 
Fantastic  faces  moped  and  mow'd  on  high. 
And  then  a  mitre  or  a  shrine  would  fix 
The  eye  upon  its  seeming  crucifix. 
Thus  Nature  play'd  with  the  Stalactites, 
And  built  herself  a  chapel  of  the  Seaa, 

And  Neuha  took  her  Torquil  by  the  hand. 
And  waved  along  the  vault  her  kindled 

brand. 
And  led  him  into  each  recess,  and  show'd 
The  secret  places  of  their  new  abode. 
Nor  these  alone,  for  all  had  been  prepared 
Before,  to  soothe  the  lover's  lot  she  shared ; 
The  mat  for  rest ;  for  dress  the  fresh  gnatoo. 
And  sandal-oil  to  fence  against  the  dew ; 
For  food  the  cocoa-nut,  the  yam,  the  bread 
Bom  of  the  fruit;  for  board  the  plantain 

spread 
With  its  broad  leaf,or  turae-shcll  which  bore 
A  banquet  in  the  flesh  it  cover'd  o'er ; 
The  gourd  with  water  recent  from  the  rill, 
The  ripe  banana  from  the  mellow  hill; 
A  pine-torch-pile  to  keep  undying  light, 
And  she  lierself,  as  beautiful  as  Night, 
To  fling  her  ihadowy  tpirit  o'er  the  scene, 
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And  malre  thdr  rabCemuieaii  world  ferene. 
She  had  fore0een,fince  first  the  itranger's  tail 
Drew  to  their  iale,  that  force  or  flight 

might  fail. 
And  formM  a  refage  of  the  rocky  den 
For  Torqnirs  fafe^  from  hii  conntrymen. 
Each  dawn  had  wafted  there  her  light  canoe. 
Laden  with  all  the  ffolden  f roita  that  grew ; 
Each  ere  had  feen  her  gliding  through  the 

hoar 
With  all  coald  cheer  or  deck  their  iparry 

bower; 
And  now  fhe  vpread  her  little  store  with 

fmilef. 
The  happiest  daughter  of  the  loring  i 


She  I  01  he  gased  with  grateful  wonder, 

preM^d 
Her  sheltered  lore  to  her  impastion^d  breait ; 
And,  raited  to  her  soft  caresses,  told 
An  cldcn  talc  of  L<ive, — for  Lore  is  old^ 
Old  as  Eternity,  but  not  outworn 
With  each  new  being  bom  or  to  be  bom : 
How  a  young  Chief,  a  thousand  moons  ago, 
Diyiuff  for  turtle  in  the  depths  below. 
Had  nsen,  in  tracking  fast  his  ocean-prey. 
Into  the  caTe  which  round  and  o'er  them  lay ; 
How,  in  some  desperate  feud  of  after-time. 
He  sheltered  there  a  daughter  of  the  clime, 
A  foe  beloTcd,  and  offspring  of  a  foe. 
Saved  by  his  tribe  but  for  a  captive's  woe; 
How ,  when  the  storm  of  war  was  still*d, 

he  led 
His  island-clan  to  where  the  waters  spread 
Their  deep  green  shadow  o  Vr  the  rocky  door. 
Then  diTed--it  seem*d  as  if  to  rise  no  more  i 
His  wondering  mates,  amazed  within  their 

bark. 
Or  deemed  him  mad,or  prey  to  theblueshark, 
Row*d  round  in  sorrow  the  sea-girded  rock. 
Then  paused  upon  their  paddles  from  the 

shock, 
When,  fresh  and  springing  from  the  deep, 

they  saw 
A  Goddess  rise— so  deemM  they  in  their  awe ; 
And  their  companion,  glorious  by  her  side. 
Proud  and  einlting  in  his  Mermaid-bride; 
And  how,  when  undeceived,  the  pair  they 

bore 
With  sounding  conchs  and  joyous  shouts 

to  shore; 
How  they  had  gladly  loved  and  calmly  died. 
And  why  not  also  Torquil  and  his  oride? 
Not  mine  to  tell  the  rapturous  caress 
Which  followed  wildly  in  that  wild  recess 
This  tale;  enough  that  all  within  that  cave 
Was  Love,  though  buried  strong  as  in  the 

grave 
Where  Abclard,  through  twenty  years  of 

death. 
When  Eloisa's  form  was  lowered  beneath 
Their  nuptial  vault,  his  arms  outstretched, 

and  prest 
The  kindling  ashes  to  his  kindled  breast 


The  wavea  without  sang  round  their  coacby 

their  roar 
As  much  unheeded  as  If  life  were  o*er: 
Within,their  hearts  made  all  their  harmouT, 
Love's  broken  murmur  and  more  bmken  sign. 

And  they,the  cause  and  sharers  of  the  shock 
Which  left  them  exiles  of  the  hollow  rock. 
Where  were  they?  O'er  the  sea  for  life 

they  plied. 
To  seek  IWim  Heaven  the  shelter  men  denied. 
Another  course  had  been  their  choice^bul 

where? 
llie  wave  which  bore  them  still,  their  foci 

would  bear. 
Who,  disappointed  of  their  former  chase. 
In  search  of  Christian  now  renew'd  their  race. 
Eager  with  anger,  their  strong  arms  made 

way, 
Like  vultures  baffled  of  their  previous  prey. 
They  gain'd  upon  them,  all  whose  safety  lay 
In  some  bleak  crag  or  deeply-hidden  bays 
No  further  chance  or  choice  remained ;  and 

right 
For  the  first  further  rock  which  met  their 

sight 
They  steer'd,to  take  their  latest  view  of  land. 
And  yield  as  victims,  or  die  sword  in  hand; 
Dismissed  the  natives  and  their  shallop,  who 
Would  still  have  battled  for  that  scanty 

crew; 
But  Christian  bade  them  seek  their  shore 

again,  ^ 
Nor  add  a  sacrifice  which  were  in  vain ; 
For  what  were  simple  bow  and  savage  spear 
Against  the  arms  which  must  be  wielded 

hero? 

They  landed  on  a  wild  but  narrow  scene. 
Where  few  but  Nature's  footsteps  yet  had 

been; 
Prepared  their  arms,  and  with  that  gloomy 

eye. 
Stem  and  sustain'd,  of  man's  extremity. 
When  Hope  is  gone,  nor  Glory's  self  remains 
To  cheer  resbtanco  against  death  or  chains,— 
They  stood,  the  three,  as  the  three  hundred 

stood 
Who  dyed  Thermopyle  with  holy  blood. 
But,  ah!  how  different!  tis  the  cause  makes 

all. 
Degrades  or  hallows  courage  in  its  fall. 
O'er  them  no  fame,  etemal  and  intense. 
Biased  through  the  clouds  of.  death  and 

beckon^  hence; 
No  grateful  country,  smiling  through  her 

tears. 
Begun  the  praises  of  a  thousand  years ; 
No  nation's  eyes  would  on  their  tomb  be  bent. 
No  heroes  envy  them  their  monument;  ^ 
However  boldly  their  warm  blood  was  spilt. 
Their  life  was  shame,  their  epitaph  was 

guilt 
And  this  they  knew  and  feU,  ^tleMtChftowf^ 


THB    ISLAND. 


The  leader  of  the  hand  he  had  mdoae  | 
1¥ho,boni  perchance  for  better  thingt^iad  tet 
His  life  upon  a  cart  which  lingerM  yet: 
But  DOW  the  die  waf  to  be  thrown,  and  all 
Hie  chancef  were  in  fiiToar  of  hit  fall : 
And  tnch  a  fall !  Bat  ■till  he  faced  the  ihock, 
Qbdarate  af  a  portion  of  the  rock 
Whereon  he  itoodfand  fixM  his  leTell'd  gun. 
Bark  at  a  fallen  cloud  before  the  ran. 


The  boat  drew  nigh,  well  arm^d,  and  firm 

the  crew 
To  act  whatever  Daty  bade  them  do ; 
breleta  of  danger,  at  the  onward  Wind 
It  of  the  leavet  It  ttrewt,  nor  lookt  behind : 
And  yet  perhapt  they  rather  with*d  to  go 
Against  a  nation^t  than  a  native  foe. 
And  felt  that  this  poor  victim  of  telf-will, 
Briton  no  more,had  once  been  Britain*t  ttill. 
They  haird  him  to  snrrender — no  reply ; 
Their  arms  were  poited ,  and  glittered  in 

the  tky. 
They  haird  again .  no  antwer ;  yet  once  more 
Theyoifered  quarter  louder  than  before. 
The  echoes  only,  from  the  rock*s  rebound, 
Took  their  last  farewell  of  the  dying  sound. 
Then  flashed  the  flint,  and  biased  the  vol- 
leying flame. 
And  the  smoke  rote  between  them  and  theb 

aim. 
While  the  rock  rattled  with  the  bullett* 

knell. 
Which  peal*d  in  vain,  and  flattened  at  they 

fell; 
Then  flew  the  only  answer  to  be  given 
By  those  who  had  lost  all  hope  in  earth  or 

heaven. 
After  the  first  fierce  peal,  at  they  pullM 

nigher , 
They  heard  the  voice  of  Chrittian  thout, 

"Now  fire!" 
And  ere  the  word  upon  the  echo  died. 
Two  fell ;  the  rett  attail'd  the  rock't  rough 

tide. 
And,  fnriout  at  the  niadnett  of  their  foot, 
Ditdain*d  all  farther  eflbrtt,  tave  to  clote. 
But  tteep  the  crae,  and  all  without  a  path. 
Each  ttep  oppoted  a  bastion  to  their  wrath ; 
While,  placed  'midst  clefts  the  least  acces- 
sible. 
Which  Christian's  eye  was  trainM  to  nuurk 

full  well, 
The  three  maintained  a  strife  which  mutt 

not  yield. 
In  tpott  where  eaglet  might  have  chosen 

to  build. 
Their  every  shot  told;while  the  assailant  fell, 
Dash'd  on  the  shingles  like  the  limpet  shell ; 
But  still  enough  survived,  and  mounted  still. 
Scattering  their  numbers  here  and  there, 

until 
Surrounded  and  commanded,though  not  nigh 
Enouffh  for  seisure,  near  enough  to  die. 
The  desperate  trio  held  aloof  their  fate 


But  by  a  thread,    like  tharfct  who  have 

gorged  the  bait ; 
Yet  to  the  very  last  they  battled  well. 
And  not  a  groan  informed  their  foot  who  fell. 
Chrittian  died  latt-i- twice  wounded;  and 

once  more 
Hner  wat  offer'd  when  they  taw  hit  gore) 
Too  late  for  life,  but  not  too  late  to  die, 
With  though  a  hottile  hand  to  clote  hit  eye. 
A  limb  wat  broken ,  and  he  droop'd  along 
The  crag ,  at  doth  a  lUcon  reft  of  young. 
The  sound  revived  him,  or  appeared  to  wake 
SoBM  passion  which  a  weakly  gesture  tpake  $ 
He  beckon*d  to  the  foremott  who  drew  nigh, 
But,  at  they  uear'd,  he  rear'd  hie  we^poa 

high— 
Hit  latt  ball  had  been  aim*d,  but  from  hli 

breatt 
He  tore  the  topmott  button  of  his  vest, 
Down  the  tube  dath*d  it ,  levelled ,  firedy 

and  smiled 
As  his  foe  fell ;  then,  like  a  serpent,  coil^ 
His  wounded,  weary  form,  to  where  the  steep 
Looked  desperate  as  himself  along  the  deep; 
Cast  one  glance  back,   and  clenched  hit 

hand,  and  thook 
Hit  latt  rage  *gaintt  the  earth  which  he 

forsook ; 
Then  plunged:  the  rock  below  received 

like  glass 
His  body  cmshM  into  one  gory  mase. 
With  scarce  a  shred  to  tell  of  human  form. 
Or  fragment  for  the  te»-bird  or  the  worn; 
A  fair-hair*d  tcalp ,  betmear^d  with  blood 

and  weeds. 
Yet  reeked, the  remnant  of  himtelf  and  deeds ; 
Some  tplintert  of  hit  weapont  (to  the  last. 
As  long  as  hand  could  hold,he  held  them  fast) 
Yet  glitter'd,  but  at  distance— hurlM  away 
To  rust  beneath  the  dew  and  dashinr  spray. 
The  rest  was  nothing— save  a  life  mis-spent, 
And  soul  —  but  who  shall  answer  where  it 

went? 
Tis  ourt  to  bear,  not  judge  the  dead;  and 

&ey 
Who  doom  to  helLthemselves  are  on  the  way. 
Unless  these  bullies  of  eternal  pains 
Are  pardoned  their  bad  hearts  for  their 

worse  brains. 


The  deed  was  over !  All  were  gone  or  ta*en, 

The  fugitive,  the  captive,  or  the  slain. 

Chained  on  the  deck,  where  once,  a  gallant 

crew. 

They  stood  with  honour,  were  the  wretched 

few 

Survivors  of  the  skirmish  on  the  ble ; 

But  the  last  rock  left  no  surviving  spoil. 

Cold  lay  they  where  they  fell,  and  welter- 
ing. 

While  o*er  them  flapped  the  sea-birds*  dewy 

wing. 

Now    wheeling  nearer   from  the    neigh- 

boaring  surge. 
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lad  flDFeoiiiIng  high  tlralr  hanh  and  hnngfy 

dirge: 
Sot  calm  and  caraleM  heaTed  the  ware 

below, 
Sternal  with  nmympathetic  flow ; 
Tar  o>r  its  face  the  dolphins  sported  on, 
Ind  epron^  the  flying-fish  against  the  son, 
nil  its  dried  wing  relapsed  from  its  brief 

height. 
To  gather  moistore  for  another  flight 


Twaf  mom ;  and  Nenha ,  who  by  dawn 

of  day 
Swam  smoothly  forth  to  catch  the  rising  ray, 
Ind  watch  if  anght  approached  the  amphi- 
bious lair 
liHiere  lay  her  loTor,  saw  a  sail  in  air : 
[t  flappM,  it  fiird,  and  to  the  growing  gale 
Sent  its  broad  arch :  her  breath  began  to  fail 
K¥ith  flattering  fear,  her  heart  beat  thick 

and  high, 
l^hile  yet  a  doubt  sprung  where  its  coarse 

might  lie : 
Sat  no!  it  eame  not;  fut  and  far  away 
The  shadow  lessenM  asr  it  cleared  the  bay. 
flie  gaied,   and  flung  the  sea-foam  from 

her  eyes. 
To  watch  as  for  a  rainbow  in  the  skies. 
'hk  the  horizon  verged  the  distant  deck, 
>imini«hM,  dwindled  to  a  very  speck — 
rhen  vanished.  All  was  ocean,  all  was  joy ! 
lawn  plunged  she  through  the  cave  to 

rouse  her  boy ; 
Told  all  she  had  seen ,  and  all  she  hoped, 

and  all 
rhat  happy  Love  could  augur  or  recal ; 
^rang  forth  again,  with  Torquil  following 

free 
lif  bounding*  Nereid  over  the  broad  sea  $ 


Swam  round  the  rock »  to  where  a  shallow 

cleft 
Hid  the  canoe  that  Nenha  there  had  left 
Drifting  along  the  tide,  witliout  an  oar. 
That  eve  the  strangers  chased  them  &om 

the  shore ; 
But  when  these  vanished,  she  pursued  her 

prow, 
RegainM,  and  arged  to  where  they  found 

it  now : 
Nor  ever  did  more  Love  and  Joy  embark. 
Than  now  was  wafted  in  that  slender  ark. 


Again  their  own  shore  rises  on  the  view. 
No  more  polluted  with  a  hostile  hue ; 
No  sullen  ship  lay  bristling  o^er  the  foam, 
A  floating  dungeon :  ■  all  wasHopeand  Home! 
A  thousand  proas  darted  o^er  the  bay. 
With  sounding  shells ,  and  heralded  their 

way  5 
The  Chiefs  came  down,  around  the  people 

pourM, 
And  welcomed  Torquil  as  a  son  restored ; 
The  women  thronged,  embracing  and  em- 
braced 
By  Nenha,  asking  where  they  had  been 

chased, 
And  how  escaped?  The  tale  was  told;  and 

then 
One  acclamation  rent  the  sky  again; 
And  from  that  hour  a  new  tradition  gave 
Their  sanctuary  the  name  of  ^^Xeuha^sCave.** 
An  hundred  fires,  far  flickering  from  the 

height. 
Biased  o^er  the  general  revel  of  the  night. 
The  feast  in  honour  of  the  ffuest ,  returned 
To  Peace  and  Pleasure,  perilously  eam*d; 
A  night  succeeded  by  such  happy  days 
As  only  the  yet  infant  world  displays. 
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A      DRAMATIC     POEM. 


There  are  more  Chinn  in  he«Yea  tad  Mrth,  Horatio, 
Tkaa  are  dreamt  of  in  your  phflooophj. 


DRAMATIS    PERSONiG. 


Mampmo. 

Chamois  HiiitTBR. 

Abbot  of  St.  Maurici. 

Manukl. 

iisiusaii. 

WiTCn   OP   THB   AliFf. 
AEIMANB8. 


NmBns. 

Thb  DBfTiniBS. 

Spibitb,  etc. 

The  Scene  of  the  Dranm  it  amongat  thf 
Higher  A1|M ;  partly  in  the  Cattle  of  Manfred, 
and  partly  in  Ihe  Mountains. 


ACT    I. 

JSCE^E  L — MAiiPRaDo/otie. — Scene,a  Chtkie 
GoAery.— -  TYme,  Midnight, 

Manfred,  Tm  lamp  miiat  be  replenished, 

but  even  then 
It  will  not  bum  so  long  as  I  must  watch : 
My  slumbers — if  I  slumber — are  not  sleep, 
But  a  continuance  of  enduring  thought. 
Which  then  I  can  resist  not :  m  my  heart 
There  is  a  Tigil ,  and  these  eyes  but  close 
To  look  within;  and  yet  I  live,  and  bear 
The  aspect  and  the  form  of  breathing  men. 
But  grief  should  be  the  instructor  of  the 

wise: 
Sorrow  is  knowledge :  they  who  know  the 

most 
Must  mourn  the  deepest  o*er  the  fatal  truth ; 
The  Tree  of  Knowledge  is  not  that  of  Life. 
Philosophy  and  science,  and  the  springs 
Of  wonder,  and  the  wisdom  of  the  world, 
I  have  essayM,  and  in  my  mind  there  is 
A  power  to  make  these  subject  to  itself— 
But  they  avail  not:  I  have  done  men  good. 
And  I  have  met  with  good  even  among 

men — 
But  this  avaird  not:  1  have  had  my  foes. 
And  none  have  baffled,  many  fallen  before 

me — 
But  this  avaird  not: -Good,  or  evil,  life. 
Powers,  passions,  all  1  see  in  other  beings. 
Have  been  to  me  as  rain  unto  the  sands. 
Since  that  all-nameless  hour.     I  have  no 

dread, 
And  feel  the  curse  to  have  no  natural  fear, 
Kor  fluttering  throb,  that  beats  with  hopes 

or  wishes. 
Or  lurking  love  of  something  on  the  earth. — 
Now  to  my  task.— Mysterious  Agency! 
Ye  ipiritt  of  the  nnboiinded  Universe! 


Whom  I  have  fought  in  darkneM  sad  io 

lifht- 
Ye,  who  do  compass  earth  about,  and  dwell 
In  subtler  essence — ye,  to  whom  the  tops 
Of  mountains  inaccessible  are  hannta. 
And    earth*s  and   Oceania   cavea   familiar 

things— 
I  call  upon  ye  by  the  written  charm. 
Which  gives  me  power  upon  you  —  Rise! 

appear !  ^A  pauH. 

They  come  not  yet. — Now  by  the  voice  of  hiai 
Who  is  the  first  among  you  -  by  this  aiga, 
Which  makes  you  tremble— by  the  clauni 

of  him 
Who  is  undying,— Rise!  appear! — ^Appear! 

[i^  jNmse. 
If  it  be  so. — Spirits  of  earth  and  air« 
Ye  shall  not  thus  elude  me :  by  a  power. 
Deeper  than  all  yet  urged ,  a  tyrant-apell. 
Which  had  its  birth-place  in  a  starcoadcmaM, 
The  burning  wreck  of  a  demolished  world, 
A  wandering  hell  in  the  eternal  space; 
By  the  strong  curse  which  is  upon  my  aonl. 
The    thought   which   is    within  me   and 

around  me, 
I  do  compel  ye  to  my  will.— Apnear! 

[A  star  is  seen  at  the  aarktr  end 
of  the  gallery :  it  is  stationani; 
and  a  voice  is  heard  singing.] 

First  Spirit, 

Mortal!  to  thy  bidding  bow'd , 

Prom  my  mansion  in  the  cloud. 
Which  the  breath  of  twilight  builds. 

And  the  summer^s  sun-set  gilda 
With  the  azure  and  Termilion, 

Which  is  mix'd  for  mv  pavilion : 
Though  thy  quest  may  be  forbidden. 

On  a  star-beam  I  have  ridden ; 
To  thine  adjuration  bowM, 

Mortal— be  thy  wish  arow'd  ! 
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f^oic9  of  ike  Second  Spirit. 

Mont- Blanc  is  the  monarch  of  moiintalnf. 

They  crowned  him  long  ago 
On  a  throne  of  rocks,  in  a  robo  of  cloadU, 

With  a  diadem  of  snow. 
Around  his  waist  are  forests  braced, 

The  Ayalanche  in  his  hand  $ 
But  ere  it  fall,  that  thanderinff  ball 

Must  pause  for  my  command. 
The  Glacier's  cold  and  restless  moat 

MoTcs  onward  day  by  day; 
But  1  am  he  who  bids  it  paas, 

Or  with  its  ice  delay. 
I  am  the  Spirit  of  the  place. 

Could  make  the  mountain  bow 
And  qui-ver  to  hb  caTcmM  base— 

And  what  with  me  wonldst  Thou? 

Voice  of  the  Third  %*rt7. 

In  the  blue  depth  of  the  waters, 

Where  the  wave  hath  no  strife. 
Where  the  wind  is  a  stranffer. 

And  the  sea-snake  hath  life. 
Where  the  Mermaid  is  decl(ing 

Her  green  hair  with  shells ; 
Like  the  storm  on  the  surface 

Came  the  sound  of  thy  spells ; 
O'er  my  calm  Hall  of  Coral 

The  deep  echo  roHM— 
To  the  Spirit  of  Ocean 

Thy  wishes  unfold ! 

Fourth  Spirit, 

Where  the  slumbering  earthquake 

Lies  pillow'd  on  fire, 
And  the  lakes  of  bitumen 

Ri«e  boilingly  higher; 
Where  the  roots  of  the  Andes 

Strike  deep  in  the  ^arth, 
As  their  summits  to  heaven 

Shoot  soaringly  forth ; 
I  have  quitted  my  birth-place, 

Thy  bidding  to  bide  — 
Thy  spell  hath  subdued  me. 

Thy  will  be  my  guide ! 

Fifth  %'rtf. 

I*m  the  Rider  of  the  wind. 

The  Stirrer  of  the  storm ; 
The  hurricane  I  left  behind 

Is  yet  with  lightning  warm; 
To  speed  to  thee,  o'er  shore  and  sea 

I  swept  upon  the  blast : 
The  fleet  I  met  sail'd  well,  and  yet 

*Twill  sink  ere  night  be  past 

Sixth  Spirit. 

My  dwelling  is  the  shadow  of  the  night, 
Why  doth  thy  magic  torture  me  with  Ught? 

Seventh  Spirit. 

The  star  which  rules  thy  destiny. 
Was  ruled,  ere  earth  began,  by  me: 
It  was  a  world  as  fresh  and  fair 
As  e'er  rcTohed  round  sun  in  air; 
Its  coarae  was  free  and  regalar. 


Space  bofom'd  not  a  loTeller  star, 
llie  hour  arriTed  — and  it  became 
A  wandering  mass  of  shapeless  flame, 
A  pathless  comet,  and  a  curse. 
The  menace  of  the  uniTorse ; 
Still  rolling  on  with  innate  force. 
Without  a  sphere,  without  a  course, 
A  bright  deformity  on  high. 
The  monster  of  the  upper  sky! 
And  thou !  beneath  its  influence  bom — 
Thon  worm !  whom  I  obey  and  scorn  — 
Forced  by  a  power  (which  is  not  thine. 
And  lent  thee  but  to  make  thee  mine) 
For  this  brief  mommit  to  descend. 
Where  these  weak  spirits  ronnd  thee  bend 
And  parley  with  a  thing  like  thee — 
What  wonld'st  thou,  Child  of  Clay !  with  me! 

The  Seven  Spirit*. 

Earth,  ocean,  air,  night,  mountains,  winda, 
thy  star. 
Are  at  thy  beck  and  bidding.   Child  of 
Clay! 
Before  thee,  at  thy  quest,  their  spirits  are — 
What  wonld'st  thou  with  us,son  of  mortals 
— say? 

Manf.    Forgetfulness 

Firat  j^trif.  Of  what— Of  whoiii.-and  whyt 
Manf.    Of  that  which  is  within  me ;  read 
it  there— 
Ye  know  it,  and  I  cannot  utter  it. 
S^rit.  We  can  but  giTO  thee  that  which 
we  possess : 
Ask  of  us  subjects,  sovereignty,  the  power 
O'er  earth,  the  whole,  or  portion,  or  a  sign 
Which  shall  control  the  elements,  whereof 
We  are  the  dominators,  each  and  all. 
These  shall  be  thine. 

Manf.    ObliTion,  svlf-obliTlon  — 
Can  ye  not  wring  from  out  the  hidden  realms 
Ye  offer  so  profusely  what  I  ask  ? 

^irit.  It  is  not  in  our  essence,in  our  skill; 
But— thon  may'st  die. 
Mmtf.    Will  death  bestow  it  on  mef 
i^rit.  We  are  immortal,and  do  not  forget; 
We  are  eternal ;  and  to  us  the  past 
Is,  as  the  fnture,present.  Art  thou  answered? 
Manf.   Ye  mock  me — but  the  power  which 
brought  ye  here 
Hath  Diade  you  mine.    Slayes,  scoff  not  at 

my  will  I 
The  mind,  the  spirit,  the  Promethean  spark. 
The  lightning  of  my  being,  is  as  bright. 
Pervading,  and  far-darting  as  your  own. 
And  shallnot  yield  to  yours,  though  coop*d 

in  clay! 
Answer,  or  I  will  teach  ye  what  I  am. 
Spirit.    We  answer  as  we  answer'd ;  our 
reply 
Is  even  in  thine  own  words. 
Manf.    Wliy  lay  ye  so? 
Spirit.  If,  as  thou  say'st,  thine  etaencebo 
as  ours. 
We  have  replied  in  telling  thee,  the  thing 
Mortals  call  death  hath  noaght  Co  do  with  lu. 
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Manf.    I  then  have  caird  ye  ftrom  jma 
realms  in  vain ;  ' 

Ye  cannot,  or  ye  will  not,  aid  me. 

Spirit.    Say; 
What  we  posseag  we  offer ;  it  is  thine  i 
Bethink  ere  thou  dismiss  as,   ask  again — 
Kingdom,    and  sway,   and  strength,   and 
length  of  days — 
Man/.  Accursed!  what  have  I  to  do  with 
daysl^ 
They  are  too  long  already.  Hence  -  begone! 
Spirit.    Yet  pause:  being  here,  our  will 
would  do  thee  service; 
Bethink  thee,  is  there  then  no  other  gift 
Which  we  can  make  not  worthless  in  thine 
eyes? 
Manf.    No,  none:  yet  stay— one  moment, 
ere  we  part — 
I  would  behold  ye  face  to  face.    I  hear 
Your  voices,  sweet  and  melancholy  sounds. 
As  music  on  the  waters ;  and  I  see 
The  steady  aspect  of  a  clear  large  star. 
But  nothing  more.   Approach  me  as  ye  are. 
Or  one,  or  all,  in  your  accnstomM  forms. 
Spirit.    We  have  no  forms  beyond  the 
elements 
Of  which  we  are  the  mind  and  principle: 
But  choose  a  form-  in  that  we  will  appear. 
Manf.  I  have  no  choice ;  there  is  no  form 
on  earth 
Hideous  or  beautiful  to  me.    Let  him, 
Who  is  most  powerful  of  ye,  take  such  aspect 
As  unto  him  may  seem  most  fitting— Come! 
Seventh  Spirit.    (^Appearing  in  the  thapeof 
a  beautiful  female  figured  Behold! 
Manf.     Oh  God!  if  it  be  thus,'  and  thou 
Art  not  a  madness  and  a  mockery, 
I  yet  might  be  most  happy—  I  will  clasp  thee. 
And  we  again  will  be — [The  figure  vaniehee. 
My  heart  is  crushed ! 

[Manfred  falU  eeneeLeee. 

{A  voice  ie  heard  in  the  Incantatiou  which 

followe.^ 

When  the  moon  is  on  the  wave. 
And  the  glow-worm  in  the  grass, 
And  the  meteor  on  the  grave. 
And  the  wisp  on  the  morass; 
When  the  falling  stars  are  shooting. 
And  the  answered  owls  are  hooting, 
And  the  silent  leaves  are  still 
In  the  shadow  of  the  hiil. 
Shall  my  soul  be  upon  thine. 
With  a  power  and  with  a  sign. 

Tliough  thy  slumber  may  be  deep. 
Yet  thy  spirit  shall  not  sleep ; 
There  are  shades  which  will  not  vanish, 
There  are  thoughts  thou  canst  not  banish ; 
By  a  power  to  thee  unknown. 
Thou  canst  never  be  alone; 
Thou  art  wrapt  as  with  a  shroud, 
Thou  art  gathered  in  a  cloud ; 
And  for  ever  shalt  thou  dwell 
In  the  spirit  of  this  spell. 


Thovgli  tiioa  aeest  me  not  pMi  by. 
Thou  shalt  feel  me  with  thine  eye 
As  a  thing  that,  though  unseen. 
Must  be  near  thee,  and  hath  been  j 
And  when  in  that  secret  dread 
Tliou  hast  tornM  around  thy  head. 
Thou  shalt  marvel  I  am  not 
As  thy  shadow  on  the  spot. 
And  the  power  which  thou  dost  fe^ 
Shall  be  what  thou  must  conceal. 

And  a  magic  voice  and  verse 
Hath  baptized  thee  with  a  curse; 
And  a  spirit  of  the  air 
Hath  begirt  thee  with  a  snare  ; 
In  the  wind  there  is  a  voice 
Shall  forbid  thee  to  rejoice; 
And  to  thee  shall  Night  deny 
All  the  quiet  of  her  sky ; 
And  the  day  shall  have  a  sun. 
Which  shall  make  thee  wish  it  donei 

From  thy  false  tears  I  did  distil 
An  essence  which  hath  strength  to  kill  | 
From  thy  own  heart  I  then  did  wring 
The  black  blood  in  its  blackest  spring; 
From  thy  own  smile  I  snatched  the  snake. 
For  there  it  coird  as  in  a  brake ; 
From  thy  own  lip  I  drew  the  charm 
Which  gave  all  these  their  chiefest  harm; 
In  proving  every  poison  known, 
I  found  the  strongest  was  thine  own. 

By  thy  cold  breast  and  serpent-«mile, 
By  thy  unfathom^d  gulfs  of  guile. 
By  that  most  seeming  virtnooa  eye. 
By  thy  shut  souFs  hypocrisy; 
By  the  perfection  of  thine  art. 
Which  passM  for  human  thine  own  heart; 
By  thy  delight  in  others*  pain. 
And  by  thy  brotherhood  of  Cain, 
I  call  upon  thee!  and  compel 
Thyself  to  be  thy  proper  Hell ! 

And  on  thy  head  I  pour  the  vial 
Which  doth  devote  thee  to  this  trial; 
Nor  to  slumber,  nor  to  die. 
Shall  be  in  thy  destiny ; 
Though  thy  death  shall  still 
To  thy  wish,  but  as  a  fear ; 
Lo !  the  spell  now  works  around  thee. 
And  the  ctankless  chain  hath  bound  thee; 
0*er  thy  heart  and  brain  together 
Hath  the  word  been  pass'd — now  wither ! 

SCENE  n.^The  Mountain  of  the  Jumgfrau. 
Time,  Morning. 

Manprbo   alone  upon  the  CHffe. 

Manf.    The  spirits  I  have  raised  abaadoK 
me — 
The  spells  which  I  have  studied  baffle  me— 
The  remedy  I  reckM  of  tortured  me ; 
I  Ivan  no  more  on  super-human  aid. 
It  hath  no  power  vpon  the  past,  and  for 
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Tlie  fbtiire,tlll  the  past  be  enird  In  darfcneM, 
It  18  not  of  m J  search. — My  mother  JEarth ! 
And  thou  fresh  breaking  Day,  and  you,  ye 

Mountains, 
Why  are  ye  beautiful?  I  cannot  lore  ye. 
And  thou,  the  bright  eye  of  the  universe, 
That  openest  over  all,  and  unto  all 
Art  a  delight — thou  shinestnotonmyheart. 
And  you,  ye  crags,  upon  whose  extreme  edge 
I  stand,  and  on  the  torrent^s  brink  beneath 
Behold  the  tall  pines  dwindled  as  to  shrubs 
In  dizziness  of  distance ;  when  a  leap, 
A  stir,  a  motion,  even  a  breath,  would  bring 
My  breast  upon  its  rocky  bosom^s  bed 
To  rest  for  ever — wherefore  do  I  pausef 
I  feel  the  impulse—yet  1  do  not  plunge ; 
I  see  the  peril — ^yet  do  not  recede; 
And  my  brain  reels — and  yet  my  foot  is  Arm: 
There  is  a  power  upon  me  which  withholds 
And  makes  it  my  fatality  to  live ; 
If  it  be  life  to  wear  within  myself 
This  barrenness  of  spirit,  and  to  be 
My  own  souFs  sepulchre,  for  I  have  ceased 
To  justify  my  deeds  unto  myself — 
The  last  infirmity  of  evil.    Ay, 
Thou  winged  and  cloud-cleaving  minister, 

[j4n  eagle  pataes. 
Whose  happy  flight  is  highest  into  heaven. 
Well  may^st  thou  swoop  so  near  me — I 

should  be 
Thy  prey,  and  gorge  thine  eaglets;  thou 

art  gone 
Where  the  eye  cannot  follow  thee ;  but  thine 
Yet  pierces  downward,  onward,  or  above 
With  a  pervading  vision.— Beautiful ! 
How  beautiful  is  all  this  visible  world! 
How  glorious  in  its  action  and  itself! 
But  we,  who  name  ourselves  its  sovereigns, 

we. 
Half  dust,  half  deity,  alike  unfit 
To  sink  or  soar,  with  our  mix'd  essence  make 
A  conflict  of  its  elements,  and  breathe 
The  breath  of  degradation  and  of  pride, 
Contending  with  Tow  wants  and  lofty  will 
Till  our  mortality  predominates. 
And  men  are— what  they  name  not  to  them- 
selves. 
And  trust  not  to  each  other.  Hark!  the  note, 

[The  Shepherd^t  pipe  m  the  duianee 
ia  heard. 
The  natural  music  of  the  mountain-reed— 
For  here  the  patriarchal  days  are  not 
A  pastoral  fable — pipes  in  the  liberal  air, 
MixM  with  the  sweet  bells  of  the  sauntering 

herd; 
My  soul  would  drink  those  echoes.— Oh, 

that  I  were 
The  viewless  spirit  of  a  lovely  sound, 
A  living  voice,  a  breathing  harmony, 
A  bodiless  enjoyment — bom  and  dying 
With  the  blest  tone  which  made  mel 

Enter  from  below  a  Chamois  Hu^itbe. 

C.  Hunter.    Even  so 
This  way  the  chamois  leapt :  her  nimble  feel 


Have  baffled  me ;  my  gains  to-day  will  scaree 

Repay  my  break-neck  travail What  is  heref 

Who  seems  not  of  my  trade,  and  yet  hath 

reached 
A  height  which  none  even  of  our  mount- 
aineers. 
Save  our  best  hunters,  may  attain :  his  garb 
Is  goodly,  his  mien  manly,  and  his  air 
Proud  as  a   free-bom  peasant's,    at  thia 

distance. — 
I  will  approach  him  nearer. 
Maitf.  (^Not  perceiving  the  oMer.)  To  be 

thus— 
Gray-liair*d  with  anguish,  like  these  blasted 

pines. 
Wrecks  of  a  single  winter,  barkless,  branch- 
less, 
A  blighted  trunk  upon  a  cursed  root. 
Which  but  supplies  a  feeling  to  decay — 
And  to  be  thus,  eternally  but  thus. 
Having  been  otherwise!  Now  furrowM  o*er 
With  wrinkles,  ploughed  by  moments,  not 

by  years; 
And  hours— all  tortured  into  ages— hours 
Which  I  outlive!— Ye  toppling  crags  of  ice! 
Ye  avalanches,  whom  a  breath  draws  down 
In  mountainous  overwhelming,    come  and 

crush  me! 
I  hear  ye  momently  above,  beneath. 
Crash  with  a  frequent  conflict ;  but  ye  pass. 
And  only  fall  on  things  that  still  would  live; 
On  the  young  flourishing  forest,  or  the  hut 
And  hamlet  of  the  harmless  villager. 
C.  Hunt.  The  mists  begin  to  rise  from  up 

the  valley ; 
V\l  warn  him  to  descend,  or  he  may  chance 
To  lose  at  once  his  way  and  life  together. 
Maitf.    The  mists  boil  up  around  the 

glaciers;  clouds 
Rbe  curling  fast  beneath  me,  white  and 

sulphury. 
Like  foam  from  the  roused  ocean  of  deep 

Hell, 
Whose  every  wave  breaks  on  a  living  shore. 
Heaped  with  the  damn'd  like  pebbles.— I  am 

giddy. 
C,  Hunt.  I  must  approach  him  cautiously ; 

if  near, 
A  sudden  step  will  startle  him,  and  he 
Seems  tottering  already. 

Maitf.    Mountains  have  fallen. 
Leaving  a  gap  in  the  clouds,  and  with  the 

shock 
Rocking  their  Alpine  brethren ;  filling  up 
The  ripe  green  valleys  with  destruction*! 

splinters. 
Damming  the  rivers  with  a  sudden  dash. 
Which  crushed  the  waters  intomist,and  made 
Their  fountains  find  another  channel— tlius, 
Thus,  in  its  old  age,  did  Mount Rosenbeig — 
Why  stood  I  not  beneath  itf 

C.  Hunt.    Friend!  have  a  care. 
Your  next  step  may  be  fatal ! — for  the  love 
Of  him  who  made  you,  stnd  not  on  that 

brink ! 
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ManJ.  (Not  hearing  him.')    8ach  would 

have  beeD  for  me  a  fitting  tomb ; 

My  bones  bad  then  been  quiet  in  their  deptii ; 

They  had  not  then  been  strewn  upon  the  rocks 

For  the  wind*s  pastime  —  as  thas->-thas  they 

shall  be — 
In  this  one  plange. — ^Farewell,  ye  opening 

heavens ! 
Look  not  upon  me  thus  reproachfully^ 
Ye  were  not  meant  for  me— Earth!   take 
these  atoms ! 
(i#s  Manfbbd  i«  in  act  to  tpring  from 
the  cliffy  the  Chamois  Huntbr  eeizea 
and  retains  him  vrith  a  sudden  grasp.) 
C.  Hunt,  Hold ,  madman  I — though  aweary 
of  thy  life, 
Stain  not  our  pure  vales  with  thy  guilty 

blood. 
Away  with  me~I  will  not  quit  my  hold. 
Manf,    I  am  most  sick  at  heart- nay, 
grasp  me  not— 
I  am  all  feebleness— the  mountains  whirl . 
Spinning  around  me— I  grow  blind. — What 
art  thou? 
C.  Hunt,    ril  answer  that  anon.— Away 
with  me— 
The  clouds  grow  thicker — ^there—now  lean 

on  me — 
Place  your  foot  here — ^here,  take  this  staff, 

and  cling 
A  moment  to  that  shrub— now  give  me 

your  hand. 
And  hold  fast  by  my  girdle— softly— well— 
The  Chalet  will  be  gain'd  within  an  hour — 
Come  on,  well  quickly  find  a  surer  footing. 
And  something  like  a  pathway,  which  the 

torrent 
Uath  wash'd  since  winter. — Come,  ^tis  braye- 

ly  done— 
You  should  have  been  a  hunter  — Follow  me. 
(As  they  descend  the  rocks  with 
difficulty^  the  scene  closes,) 

ACT    II. 

SCENE  L-^J  Cottage  amongst  the  Bemese 

Alps, 

BtsifFRnD  and  the  Chamois  HtmrBB. ' 

C  Hunt,    No,  no— yet  pause— thou  must 

not  yet  go  forth : 
Thy  mind  and  body  are  alike  unfit 
To  trust  each  other,  for  some  hours,  at  least ; 
When  thou  art  better,  I  will  be  thy  guide- 
But  whither? 

Manf.    It  imports  not:  I  do  know 
My  route  full  well,  and  need  no  further 

guidance. 
C.  Hunt,  Thy  sarb  and  gait  bespeak  thee 

of  high  lineage — 
One  of  the  many  chiefs,  whose  castled  crags 
Look  o*er  the  lower  Talleys — which  of  these 
May  call  thee  Lord?  I  only  know  their 

portals  t 


My  way  of  lifiD  leads  me  but  rarelT  down 
To  bask  by  the  huge  hearths  of  those  old 

halls. 
Carousing  with  the  vassals;  but  the  paths. 
Which  step  from  out  our  mountains  to  their 

doors, 
I  know  from  childhood— which  of  theae  Is 

thine? 
Manf,    No  matter. 

C.  Hunt,  Well,Sir,pardon  me  the  question, 
And  be  of  better  cheer.  Come,tastemywiBe; 
'TIS  of  an  ancient  vintage;  many  a  day 
T  has  thaw*d  my  yeins  among  our  glaciers, 

now 
Let  it  do  thus  for  thine— Come,  pledge  me 

fairly. 
Manf,    Away,  away !  there^s  blood  upon 

the  brim ! 
Will  it  then  never— never  sink  in  the  earth? 
C.  Hunt.  What  dost  thou  mean?  thy  senses 

wander  from- thee. 
Manf,    1  say  'tis  blood — my  blood !  the 

pure  warm  stream 
Which  ran  in  the  yeins  of  my  fathers,  and 

in  ours 
When  we  were  in  our  youth,  and  had  one 

heart. 
And  loved  eacl^  other  as  we  should  not 

love, 
And  this  was  shed :  but  still  it  rises  up. 
Colouring  the  clouds,  that  shut  me  oat 

ftrom  heaven. 
Where  thou  art  not— and  I  shall  neyer  be. 
C.  Hunt.  Man  of  strange  words,  and  some 

half-maddening  sin. 
Which  makes  thee  people  vacancy,  whatever 
Thy  dread  and  sufferance  be,  there's  comfort 

yet— 
The  aid  of  holy  men,and  heavenly  patience-^ 
Manf.     Patience,  and  patience!  Hence  — 

that  word  was  made 
For  brutes   of  burthen,  not  for  hirds  of 

prey; 
Preach  it  to  mortals  of  a  dust  like  thine,— 
I  am  not  of  thine  order. 

C.  Hunt.    Thanks  to  Heaven! 
I  would  not  be  of  thine  for  the  free  ftm^ 
Of  William  Tell ;  but  whatsoe'er  thine  iU, 
It  must  be  borne,  and  these  wild  starts  are 

useless. 
Manf,  l^a  I  not  bear  it? — Look  on  mm— 

I  liye. 
C.  Hunt,    This  is   convulsion,  and  ■• 

healthful  life. 
Manf,    I  tell  thee,  man!   I  haye  lived 

many  years. 
Many  long  years,  but  they  are  nothing  now 
To  those  which  I  must  number:  aget— 


Space  and  eternity — and  consciousness. 
With  the  fierce  thirst  of  death — and  still 

unslaked ! 
C,  Hunt,    Why,  on  thy  brow  the  seal  of 

middle  age 
Uath  scarce  beeo  aet;  I  am  thine  elder  far. 
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ManJ.  Ililnli**!  thoa  existence  doth  de- 
pend on  time? 
It  doth :  but  actions  arc  oar  epochs  i  mine 
Have  made  my  days  and  nights  imperishable, 
Endless,  and  all  alike,  as  sands  on  the  shore, 
Innumerable  atoms;  and  one  desert. 
Barren  and  cold,  on  which  the  wild  waves 

break. 
Baft  nothing  rests,  save  carcasses  and  wrecks. 
Rocks,  and  the  salt-sarf  weeds  of  bitterness. 
C.  Hunt.  Alas!  he^s  mad — bat  yet  I  mast 

not  leave  him. 
Afoi^.  1  woald  I  were—for  then  the  things 

I  see 
Woald  be  bat  a  distemper*d  dream. 

C.  Aunt.     What  is  it 
That  thou  dost  see,  or  think  thoa  look*st 

apon? 
Mmt^.    Myself  and  thee— a  peasant  of 

the  Alps — 
Thy  hamble  virtaes,  hospitable  home. 
And  spirit  patient,  pioas,  proud  and  free; 
Thy    self-respect,     grafted    on    innocent 

thoughts ; 
Thy  days  of  health,  and  nights  of  sleep ; 

thy  toils. 
By  danger  dignified,  yet  guiltless;  hopes 
Of  cheerfol  old  age  and  a  qaiet  grave. 
With  cross  and  garland  over  its  green  tarf. 
And  thy  grandchildren's  love  for  epitaph ; 
This  do  I  see — and  then  I  look  withia — 
It  matters  not  ^  my  soul  was  scorchM  already! 
CL  Hunt.  And  wouldst  thoa  then  exchange 

thy  lot  for  mine? 
JMoi^.    No,  friend!  I  would  not  wrong 

thee,  nor  exchange 
My  lot  with  living  being :  I  can  bear — 
However  wretchedly,  'tis  still  to  bear — 
In   life  what  others  could  not  brook  to 

dream. 
But  perish  in  their  slumber. 
C,  Hunt,    And  with  this — 
This  cautious  feeling  for  another^s  pain. 
Canst  thoa  be  black  with  evil  ? — say  not  so. 
Can  one  of  gentle  thoughts  have  wreak'd 

revenge 
Upon  hu  enemies? 

Mttftf.    Oh!  no,  no,  no! 
My  ii^faries  came  down  on  those  who  loved 

me— 
Onthoeewhom  I  best  loved:  I  never  quelPd 
An  enemy,  save  in  my  just  defence— 
Bat  my  embrace  was  fatal. 

C.  Hunt.    Heaven  give  thee  rest ! 
And  penitence  to  restore  thee  to  thyself; 
My  prayers  shall  be  for  thee. 

Manf.    I  need  them  not. 
But  can  endure  thy  pity.    1  depart— 
n*is    time— farewell!— Here's    gold,    and 

thanks  for  thee — 
No  words— it  is  thy  due.— Follow  me  not— 
I   know   my    path— the  mountain  peril  's 

past:  — 
And  once  again,  I  charge  thee,  follow  not! 

[Exit  Mamfred. 


SCENE  n.-~-A  lamer  rattefi  In  tk9  Aif^.^ 

A  Cataract. 

Enter   Manfbbd. 

It  is  not  noon — the  sunbow's  rays  still  arch 
The  torrent  with  the  many  hues  of  heaven, 
And  roll  the  sheeted  silver's  waving  column 
O'er  the  crag's  headlong  perpendicular. 
And  fling  its  lines  of  foaming  light  along. 
And  to  and  fro,  like  the  pale  courser's  tail. 
The  Giant-steed,  to  be  bestrode  by  Death, 
As  told  in  the  Apocalypse.     No  eyes 
But  mine  now  drink  this  sight  of  leveling  | 
I  should  be  sole  in  this  sweet  solitude. 
And  with  the  Spirit  of  the  place  divide 
The  homage  of  these  waters.— I  will  call  her. 
(Mahtbbd  takee  some  of  the  water  into 
the  palm  of  hia  hand,  and  flinge  it  in 
the  air^    muttering   the  adjuration. 
After  a  pause,   the  Witch  of  tub 
Alps  rises  beneath  the  arch  of  the 
sunbeam  of  the  torrent.') 
Manf.    Beautiful  Spirit!  with  thy  hair 

of  light, 
And  dazzling  eyes  of  glory,  in  whose  form 
The  charms  of  Earth's  least-mortal  daugh- 
ters grow 
To  an  unearthly  stature,  in  an  essence 
Of  purer  elements ;  while  the  hues  of  youth — 
Camation'd  like  a  sleeping  infant's  cheek, 
Rock'd  by  the  beating  of  her  motlier's  heart. 
Or  the  rose  tints,  which  summer's  twilight 

leaves 
Upon  the  lofty  glacier's  virgin  snow. 
The  blush  of  earth  embracing  with  her 

heaven, — 
Tinge  thy  celestial  aspect,  and  make  tame 
The  beauties  of  the  sunbow  which  bends 

o'er  thee. 
Beautiful  Spirit !   in  thy  calm  clear  brow, 
Wherein  is  glass'd  serenity  of  soul. 
Which  of  itself  shows  immortality, 
I  read  that  thou  wilt  pardon  to  a  Son 
Of  Earth,  whom  the  abstruser  powers  permit 
At  times  to  commune  with  them — if  that  he 
Avail  him  of  his  spells — to  call  thee  thus. 
And  gaze  on  thee  a  moment. 

mtch.    Son  of  Earth ! 
I  know  thee  and  the  powers  which  give 

thee  power; 
I  know  thee,  for  a  man  of  many  thoughts. 
And  deeds  of  good  and  ill,  extreme  in  both. 
Fatal  and  feted  in  thy  sufferings. 
I  have  expected  this — what  wouldst  thou 

with  me? 
Manf.  To  look  upon  thy  beauty— nothing 

further. 
The  face  of  the  earth  hath  madden'd  me,  and  I 
Take  refuge  in  her  mysteries,  and  pierce 
To  the  abodes  of  those  who  govern  her — 
But  they  can   nothing  aid   me.     I  have 

sought 
From  them  what  they  could  not  bestow,  and 

now 
I  search  no  further. 
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mteh.    What  conld  be  the  qniMl 
Which  is  not  in  the  power  of  the   moft 

powerfnl, 
The  ralen  of  ^le  inTiiiblef 

Manf,    A  hain ; 
Bat  why  fhoiil#  I  repeat  it?  *twere  in  Tain. 
Witch.    I  know  not  that;   let  thj  lipf 

utter  H. 
Afon/.    Well,  though  it  torture  me,  'tis 

hut  the  same ; 
My  pang  shall  find  a  Toice.  Frommyyoath 

upwards 
My  spirit  walked  not  with  the  souls  of  men, 
Nor  looli'd  upon  the  earth  with  human  eyes; 
The  thirst  of  their  ambition  was  not  mine. 
The  aim  of  their  existence  was  not  mine ; 
My  joys,  my  griefs,  my  passions  and  my 

powers. 
Made  me  a  stranger;  though  I  wore  the  form, 
I  had  no  sympathy  with  breathing  flesh. 
Nor  midst  the  creatures  of  clay  that  girded  me 

Was  there  but  one  who but  of  her  anon. 

I  said,  with  men,  and  with  the  thoughts 

of  men, 
I  held  but  slight  communion;  but  instead. 
My  joy  was  in  the  Wilderness,  to  breathe 
The  difficult  air  of  the  iced  mountain's  top. 
Where  the  birds  dare  not  build,  nor  insect's 

wing 
Flit  o'er  the  herbless  granite ;  or  to  plunge 
Into  the  torrent,  and  to  roll  along 
On  the  swift  whirl  of  the  new  breaking 

wave 
Of  riyer-stream,  or  ocean,  in  their  flow. 
In  these  my  early  strength  exulted ;  or 
To  follow  through  the  night  the  moving 

moon. 
The  stars  and  their  development;  or  catch 
The  dazzling  lightnings  till  my  eyes  grew 

dim; 
Or  to  look,  listening,  on  the  scattered  leaves. 
While  Autumn-winds  were  at  their  eveningi- 

song. 
These  were  my  pastimes,  and  to  be  alone ; 
For  if  the  beings,  of  whom  I  was  one, — 
Hating  to  be  so,— cross'd  me  in  my  path, 
I  felt  myself  degraded  back  to  them. 
And  was  all  clay  again.   And  then  I  dived. 
In  my  lone  wanderings,  to  the  caves  of  death. 
Searching  its  cause  in  its  cfiect;  and  drew 
From  withered  bones,  and  skuirs,and  heap'd- 

up  dust. 
Conclusions  most  forbidden.  Then  I  pass'd 
The  nights  of  years  in  sciences  untaught. 
Save  in  the  old-time ;  and  with  time  and  toil. 
And  terrible  ordeal,  and  such  penance 
As  in  itself  hath  power  upon  the  air. 
And  spirits  that  do  compass  air  and  earth. 
Space,  and  the  peopled  Infinite,  I  made 
Mine  eyes  familiar  with  Eternity, 
Such  as,  before  me,  did  the  Magi,  and 
He  who  from  out  their  fountain-dwellings 

raised 
Eros  and  Anteros,  at  Gadara, 
As  I  do  thee ;— and  with  my  knowledge  grew 


The  thirst  of  knowledge,  and  the  power 

and  joy 

Of  this  most  bright  intelligence,  nntil 

Witch.    Proceed. 

Manf.  Oh !  I  but  thus  prolonged  my  iraida, 
Boasting  these  idle  attributes,  because 
As  I  approach  the  core  of  my  hearts  grief— 
But  to  my  task.  I  have  not  named  to  thee 
Father  or  mother,  mistress,  friend,  or  being, 
With  whom  I  wore  the  chain  of  human  tie^ 
If  I  had  such,  they  seem'd  not  such  to  me— 

Yet  there  was  one 

If^tch,    Spare  not  thjrself— proceed. 
Manf.    She  was  like  me  in  iineamentf— 

her  eyes. 
Her  hair,  her  features,  all,  to  the  very  tone 
Even  of  her  voice,  they  said  were  like  to 

mine; 
But  soften'd  all,  and  temperM  into  beauty; 
She  had  the  same  lone  thoughts  and  wan- 
derings. 
The  quest  of  hidden  knowledge,  and  a  mind 
To  comprehend  the  Universe:  nor  these 
Alone,  but  with  them  gentler  powers  than 

mine, 
Pitv,  and  smiles,  and  tears — which  I  had  not; 
And  tenderness— but  that  I  had  for  her, 
Humility — and  that  I  never  had. 
Her  faults  were  mine— her  virtnea  were  her 

own — 
I  loved  her,  and  destroyM  her! 
Witch.    With  thy  hand  ? 
Manf.    Not  wiUi  my  hand,  hot  heart— 

which  broke  her  heart — 
It  gaied  on  mine,  and  withered.  I  have  shed 
Blood,  but  not  hers— and  yet  her  blood  was 

shed— 
I  saw— and  could  not  staunch  it. 

Witch.    And  for  this— 
A  being  of  the  race  thou  dost  despise, 
The  order  which  thine  own  would  rise 

above. 
Mingling  witfi  us  and  ours,  thoa  dost  tango 
The  gifts  of  our  great  knowledge,   and 

shrink^st  back 
To  recreant  mortality — Awayl 
Manf.  Daughter  of  Air!  I  tell  Ihee,  tiBce 

that  hour — 
But  words  are  breath— look  on  me  im  my 

sleep. 
Or  watch  my  watchinge — Come  and  ait  liy 

me! 
My  solitude  is  solitude  no  more, 
But  peopled  with  the  Furies ;  -I  have  gnashed 
My  teeth  in  darkness  till  returning  men, 
llicn  cursed  myself  till  sunset;— I  have 

pray'd 
For  madness  as  a  blessing— 'tis  denied  me. 
I  have  affronted  death— but  in  the  war 
Of  elements  the  waters  shrunk  from  me. 
And  fatal  tilings  pass'd  harmless — the  cold 

hand 
Of  an  all-pitiless  demon  held  me  back. 
Back  by  a  single  hair,  which  wovld  not 

break. 
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In  phantasy.  Imagination,  all 
The  affluence  nfmy  boiiI   -which  one  day  was 
A  CitP9at  in  creation  —  I  plunged  deep. 
But,  like  an  ebbing  wave,  it  dashM  me  back 
IntA  the  gulf  of  my  unfathomM  thought. 
I  pianged  amidst  mankind — Forgctfulnesg 
I  sought  in  all,  save  where  *tis  to  be  found, 
And  that  I  hare  to  learn — my  sciences, 
My  long  pursued  and  super-human  art, 
Is  mortal  here  - 1  dwell  in  my  despair— 
And  liTe^ — and  live  for  ever. 

U'itch,    It  may  be 
That  I  can  aid  thee. 

Man/.    To  do  this  thy  power 
Must  wake  the  dead.or  lay  me  low  with  them. 
Do  so — in  any  shape — in  any  hour — 
With  any  torture -so  it  be  the  last. 

Witch.    That  is  not  In  my  province ;  but 

If  thou 
Wilt  swear  obedience  to  my  will,  and  do 
My  bidding,  it  may  help  thee  to  thy  wishes. 
Manf,     I  will   not  swnar.— Obey !   and 

whom?  the  spirits 
Whose  presence  1  command,  and  bo  the  slave 
Of  those  who  served  me — Never ! 

intch.    Is  this  aU! 
Hast  thou  no  gentler  answer  ? — Yet  bethink 

thee. 
And  pause  ere  thou  rejectest. 
Manf,    I  have  said  it. 
Wilek.  Enough !  ^  I  may  retire  then  -  say ! 
Manf,   Retire!      [The  Witch  ditappears, 
Manf.  (jdone.)    We  are  the  fools  of  time 

and  terror :  Days 
Steal  on  us  and  steal  from  us;  yet  we  live. 
Loathing  our  life,  and  dreading  still  to  die. 
In  all  the  days  of  this  detested  yoke  — 
This  vital  weight  upon  the  struggling  heart. 
Which  sinks  with  sorrow,  or  beats  quick 

with  pain. 
Or  joy  that  ends  in  agony  or  faintiiess — 
In  all  the  days  of  past  and  future,  for 
In  life  there  is  no  present,  we  can  number 
How  few— how  less  than  few— wherein  the 

foul 
Forbears  to  pant  for  death,  and  yet  draws 

back 
As  from  a  stream  in  winter,  though  the  chill 
Be  but  a  mementos.    I  have  one  resource 
Still  In  my  science— I  can  call  the  dead. 
And  ask  them  what  it  is  we  dread  to  be : 
The  sternest  answer  can  but  be  the  Grave, 
And  that  is  nothing — if  they  answer  not — 
TTbe  buried  Prophet  answered  to  the  Hag 
Of  Endor ;  and  the  Spartan  Monarch  drew 
fVimi  the  Byzantine  maid's  unsleeping  spirit 
Ab  answer  and  his  destiny — he  slew 
That  which  he  loved,  unknowing  what  he 

slew. 
And  died  unpardonM- though  he  call'd  in  aid 
The  Phyxian  Jove,  and  in  Phigalia  roused 
The  Arcadian  Evocators  to  compel 
The  indignant  shadow  to  depose  her  wrath. 
Or  fix  her  term  of  vengeance  -  she  replied 
In  wordfl  of  dubious  import,  but  ful  fiird. 


If  I  hnd  never  li^ed,  that  which  I  love 
Had  still  been  living;  had  I  never  loved, 
lliat  which  I  love  would  still  be  beautiful- 
Happy  and  giving  happiness.  What  is  she? 
What  is  she  now? — a  suflerer  for  my  sins — ^ 
A  thing  1  dare  not  think  upon—  or  nothing. 
Within  few  hours  I  shall  not  call  in  vain — 
Yet  in  this  hour  I  dread  the  thing  I  dare: 
Until  this  hour  1  never  shrunk  to  gaze 
On  spirit,  good  or  evil  — now  I  tremble, 
And  feel  a  strange  cold  thaw  upon  my  heart; 
Hut  I  can  act  even  what  I  most  abhor. 
And  champion  human  fears.— The  night 
approaches.  [Kxit. 

SCENE  in.  ^  The  Summit  of  the  Jvngfrau 

Mountain. 

Enter  First   Dzstirt. 

The  moon  is  rising  broad,  and  round,  and 

bright ; 
And  here  on  snows,  where  never  human  foot 
Of  common  mortal  trod,  we  nightly  tread, 
And  leave  no  traces ;  o^er  the  savage  sea. 
The  fflassy  ocean  of  the  mountain-ice, 
We  skim  its  rugged  breakers,  which  put  on 
llie  aspect  of  a  tumbling  tempest*s  foam. 
Frozen  in  a  moment— a  dead  whirlpooPs 

image; 
And  this  most  steep  fantastic  pinnacle, 
The  fretwork  of  some  earthquake— w&ere 

the  clouds 
Pause  to  repose  themselves  in  passing  by  — 
Is  sacred  to  our  revels,  or  our  vigils; 
Here  do  1  wait  my  sisters  on  our  way 
To  the  Hall  of  Arimanes,  for  to-night 
Is  our  great  festival — His  strange  they  come 

not. 

j4  Voice  iriihout,  $inging. 

The  Captive  Usurper, 

HurPd  down  from  the  throne, 
Lay  buried  in  torpor. 
Forgotten  and  lone; 
I  broke  through  his  slumbers, 

I  shiverM  his  chain, 
I  leagued  him  with  numbers — 
He^s  Tyrant  again ! 
With  the  blood  of  a  million  lieil  answer 

my  care. 
With  a  nation's  destruction— his  flight  and 
despair. 

Second  Voice,  without. 

The  ship  sail'd  on,  the  ship  sailM  fast. 
Rut  I  left  not  a  sail,  and  I  left  not  a  mast; 
There  is  not  a  plank  of  the  hull  or  the  deck. 
And  there  is  not  a  wretch  to  lament  o*er 

his  wreck ; 
Save  one,  whom  I  held,  as  he  swam,  by 

the  hair. 
And  he  was  a  subject  well  worthy  my  care ; 
A  traitor  on  land,  and  a  pirate  at  sea  — 
But  I  saved  him  to  wreak  further  havoc 

for  me! 
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Fimrr  DBfmnp,  auiwering. 

The  ritj  lies  ilecping; 

The  raom,  to  deplore  it. 
May  dawn  on  it  wrepingt 

Snllcnly,  tlowlj-. 
The  black  plaffne  flew  o^er  it — 

Thousands  he  lowly; 
Tens  of  thousands  shall  perish  — 

llie  living  shall  fly  from 
The  sick  they  should  cherish; 

llut  nothing  can  vanquish 
The  touch  that  they  die  from. 

Sorrow  and  anguish, 
And  evil  and  dreaid. 

Envelope  a  nation — 
The  blest  are  the  dead. 
Who  see  not  the  sight 

Of  their  own  desolation. — 
This  work  of  a  night. 
This  wreck  of  a  realm—  this  deed  of  my 

doing — 
For  ages  rvedone,and  shall  stillbe  renewing! 

Enter  the  Second  and  Third  DsmiiiBii. 
The  Three, 

Our  hands  contain  the  hearts  of  men. 
Our  footsteps  are  their  graces ; 

We  only  give  to  take  again 
The  spirits  of  our  slaves! 

Fir8t  Deft,  Welcome!  —Where's  Nemesis? 

Second  De$t,    At  some  great  work; 
But  what  I  know  not,for  my  hands  were  full. 

Third  Dest,    Behold  she  cometh. 

filter  NuBsii. 

Firei  De$t,  Say,  where  hast  thou  been? 
My  sisters  and  thyself  are  slow  to-night. 

A'em.    I  was  detain^  repairing  thatter'd 
thrones, 
Marrying  fools,  restoring  dynasties, 
Avenging  men  upon  their  enemies. 
And  making  them  repent  their  own  revenge ; 
Goading  the  wise  to  madness;  from  the  dull 
Shaping  out  oracles  to  rule  the  world 
Afresh,  for  they  were  waxing  out  of  date, 
And  mortals  dared  to  ponder  for  themselves. 
To  weigh  kings  in  the  balance,  and  to  speak 
Of  freedom,  the  forbidden  fruit — Away ! 
We   have  outstaid   the  hour — mount   we 
our  clouds !  [Exetint, 

SCENE  n',-The  HaU  of  Arimane»,-^Ari- 
manc9  on  hU  Throne^  a  Globe  of  Fire, 
9urraunded  by  the  Spirite, 

Hymn  of  the  JJptrttt. 

Hail  to  our  Master!— Prince  of  Earth  and 
Air!- 
Who  walks  the  clouds  and  waten—in 
his  hand 
The  sceptre  of  the  elements,  which  tear 

Themseh-es  to  chaos  at  his  high  command! 
Hebreatheth— and  a  tempest  s&Jtee  the  tea; 
He  speaketh— and  the  clouds  reply  in 
thunder; 


He  gaaeth — fktm  hit  glance  the  rattbeMBs 
flee; 
He  moTeth— earthquakes  rend  the  world 
asunder.  { 

Beneath  hn  footsteps  the  volcanoe  rlss; 

His  shadow  is  the  Pestilence;  his  p^ 
The  comets  herald  through  the  crackling 
skies; 
And  planets  turn  to  ashes  at  his  wrath. 
To  him  war  offers  daily  sacrifice; 

To  him  death  pars  his  tribute ;  Life  is  his, 
With  all  its  infinite  of  agonies— 
And  his  the  spirit  of  whatever  is! 

Enter  the  Dssnifus  and  Navma. 

Fint  Dest,    Glory  to  Arimanes !  on  the 
earth 
His  power  increaseth— iMilh  my  sbters  did 
His  bidding,  nor  did  I  neglect  my  duty ! 

Sec,  Dest,  Glory  to  Arimanes!  we  who  bow 
The  necks  of  men,  bow  down  before  his 
throne! 
Third  Dest,  Glory  to  Arimanes !  -  we  await 
His  nod! 
"Nem,    Sovereign  of  Sovereigns!  we  are 
thine. 
And  all  that  liveth,  more  or  less,  is  oars. 
And  most  things  wholly  so ;  still  to  increase 
Our  power,  increasing  thine,  demands  our 

care, 
And  we  are  vigilant — ^Thy  late  conunaads 
Have  been  fulfilFd  to  the  utmost 

Enter  Marpkbd. 

A  Spirit,    What  is  here? 
A  mortal! — Thou  most    rash   and    fiiUal 

wretch, 
Bow  down  and  worship ! 

Second  Spirit.    I  do  know  the  man — 
A  Magian    of  great. power,    and  fearful 
skill ! 
Third  Spirit,    Bow  down  and   worship, 
slave ! — What,  know*st  thou  not 
Thine  and  our  Sovereign  ?-— Tremble,  and 
obey! 
AU  the  Spirits,  Prostrate  thyself,  and  thy 
condemned  clay. 
Child  of  the  Earth!  or  dread  the  wont 

Manf,    I  know  it; 
And  yet  ye  see  1  kneel  not. 
Fourth  Smrit,    Twill  be  taught  thee. 
Manf,    *Tis    taught    already; — many  a 
night  on  the  earth. 
On  the  bare  ground,  have  I  bow*d  down 

my  face. 
And  strew *d  my  head  with  ashes;  I  hare 

known 
The  fulness  of  humiliation,  for 
I  sunk  before  my  vain  despair,  and  kaelt 
To  my  own  desolation. 

Fifth  Spirit,    Dost  thou  dare 
Refuse  to  Arimanes  on  his  throne 
What  the  whole  earth  accords,  beholding 

not 
The  terror  of  his  Glory— Cronch!  I  say. 


MANFRED. 


ManJ.^  Bid  Mm  bow  down  to  that  which 
is  aboTe  him, 
The  OTermling  Infinite— the  Maker 
Who  made  him  not  for  worship — let  him 

kneel, 
And  we  will  kneel  together. 

The  Spiritt.    Cmsh  the  worm ! 
Ttf^\  him  in  pieces! 

FYrtf  Dc$U    Hence !  Avannt !   he's  mine. 
Prince  of  the  Powers  invisible !  this  man 
It  of  no  common  order,  as  his  port 
And  presence  here  denote :  his  sufferings 
HaTC  been  of  an  immortal  nature,  like 
Onr  own;   his  knowledge  and  his  powers 

and  will, 
As  far  as  is  compatible  with  clay, 
Which  clogs  the  etherial  essence,  have  been 

such 
As  clay  hath  seldom  borne ;  his  aspirations 
Have  been  beyond  the  dwellers  of  the  earth. 
And  they  have  only  taught  him  what  we 

know— 
That  knowledge  is  nothappiness,and  science 
But  an  exchange  of  ignorance  for  that 
Which  is  another  kind  of  ignorance. 
This  is  not  all — the  passions,  attributes 
Of  earth  and  heaven,  from  which  no  power, 

nor  being. 
Nor  breath  from    the  worm  upwards  is 

exempt. 
Have  pierced  his  heart ;  and  in  their  con- 
sequence 
Made  him  a  thing,  which  I,  who  pity  not. 
Yet  pardon  those  who  pity.    He  is  mine, 
And  thine,  it  may  be — be  it  so,  or  not. 
No  other  Spirit  in  this  region  hath 
A  foul  like  his— or  power  upon  his  soul. 
A'em.     What  doth  he  here  then  ? 
Firtt  DeMt.    Let  him  answer  that. 
Manf.    Ye  know   what  I  have  known; 
and  without  power 
I  could  not  be  amongst  ye:  but  there  are 
Powers  deeper  still  beyond—I  come  in  quest 
Of  such  to  answer  unto  what  I  seek. 
JS'em.    What  wouldst  thou? 
Manf,    Thou  canst  not  reply  to  me. 
Call  up  the  dead — ^my  question  is  for  them. 
/Van.     Great  Arimanes,  doth  thy  will 
avouch 
The  wishes  of  this  mortal? 
jirim.   Yea. 

iVem.    Whom  wouldst  thou 
Uochamel  ? 

Manf.    One  without  a  tomb— call  up 
Attarte. 

Nemesit, 
Shadow!  or  Spirit! 

Whatever  thou  art. 
Which  still  doth  inherit 
The  whole  or  a  part 
Of  the  form  of  thy  birtlt, 

Of  the  mould  of  thy  clay. 
Which  retumM  to  the  earth, 

Re-appcar  to  the  day ! 
Bear  what  thou  borest. 


The  heart  and  the  form. 
And  the  aspect  thou  worest 
Redeem  from  the  wonn. 
Appear ! — Appear !  —Appear ! 
Who  sent  thee  there  requires  thee  here! 
(The  Phantom  of  Astartb    ruc$ 
and  ttanda  in  the  micfff.) 
Man,    Can  this  be  death?  there^s  bloom 
upon  her  cheek  ? 
But  now  I  see  it  is  no  living  hue. 
But  a  strange  hectic— like  the  unnatural  red 
WhichAutumn  plants  upon  the  perishM  leaf. 
It  is  the  same !  Oh,  God !  that  I  should  dread 
To  look  upon  the  same— Astarte!— No, 
I  cannot  speak  to  her— but  bid  her  speak — 
Forgive  me  or  condemn  me. 

iVemem. 

By  the  power  which  hath  broken 

The  grave  which  inthralPd  thee. 
Speak  to  him  who  hath  spoken. 

Or  those  who  have  calPd  thee! 
Manf,    She  is  silent. 
And  in  that  silence  I  am  more  than  answer'd. 
Kem,    My   power   extends    no    further. 

Prince  of  Air! 
It  rests  with  thee  alone—  command  her  voice. 
Jrim,    Spirit — obey  this  sceptre! 
Aem.    Silent  still ! 
She  is  not  of  onr  order,  but  belongs 
To  the  other  powers.    Mortal !  tliy  quest 

is  vain. 
And  we  are  baffled  also. 

Manf,    Hear  me,  hear  me — 
Astarte !  my  beloved !  speak  to  me : 
I  have  so  much  endured  —so  much  endure — 
Look  on  me!   the  grave  hath  not  changed 

thee  more 
Than  I  am  changed  for  thee.  Thou  lovedst  me 
Too  much,  as  I  loved  thee:  we  were  not  made 
To  torture  thus  each  other,  though  it  were 
The  deadliest  sin  to  love  as  we  have  loved. 
Say  that  thou  loathest  me  aot-that  I  do  bear 
This  punishment  for  both—  that  thou  wilt  be 
One  of  the  bless'd — and  that  I  shall  die ; 
For  hitherto  all  hateful  things  conspire 
To  bind  me  in  existence— In  a  life 
Which  makes  me  shrink  from  immortality — 
A  future  like  the  past.    I  cannot  rest. 
I  know  not  what  I  ask,  nor  what  I  seek : 
I  feel  but  what  thou  art — and,  what  I  am ; 
And  I  would  hear  yet  once  before  1  perish 
The  voice  which  was  my  music— Speak 

to  me! 
For  I  have  calPd  on  thee  in  the  still  night. 
Startled  the  slumbering  birds   from   the 

hushed  boughs. 
And  woke  the  mountain-wolves,  and  made 

the  caves 
Acquainted  with  thy  vainly  echoed  name, 
Which  answer^  me— many  things  answer'd 

me — 
Spirits  and  men  -  but  thou  wert  silent  all. 
Yet  speak  to  me!   I  have  ootwalchM  the 

start. 
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And  gaxed  o^er  heftfen  tn  vain  in  learch  of 

thee 
Speak  to  me !  I  hare  wanderM  o*e|^  the  earth 
And  never  foand  thy  likencM — Speak  to  me ! 
Look  on  the  fiend«  around — they  feel  for  me : 
I  fear  them  not,  and  feel  for  thee  alone — 
Speak  to  me!  though  it  be  in  wratli;— but 

•ay  — 
I  reck  not  what—  but  let  me  hear  thee  once — 
Thii  once — once  more! 

Phantom  of  Astarte,    Manfred! 
Manf,    Say  on,  say  on— 
I  live  but  in  the  sound  — it  is  thy  Toice! 
Phant.  Manfred!  To>morrow  ends  thine 
earthly  ills. 
Farewell : 

Manf,  Yet  one  w  ord  more—  am  I  forgiven? 

Phant,    Farewell ! 

Manf.    Say,  shall  we  meet  again! 

Phant.     Farewell! 

Manf.    One  word  for  mercy !  Say,  thou 

lovest  me. 
Phant.    Manfred ! 

[The  Spirit  of  Mfarte  diaappeart. 
Nem.  She*s  gone,  and  will  not  be  reoiird ; 
Iler  words  will  be  fulfilled.    Return  to  the 
earth. 
A  Spirit.    He  is  convulsed.— This  is  to 
be  a  mortal 
And  seek  the  things  beyond  mortality. 
^Another  Spirit.    Yet,   see,  he  mastereth 
himself  and  makes 
His  torture  tributary  to  his  will. 
Had  he  been  one  of  us,  he  would  have  made 
An  awful  spirit. 

Nem.    Hast  thou  further  question 
Of  our  great  sovereign,  or  his  worshippers  ? 
Manf.    None. 

Nem.    Then  for  a  time  farewell. 
Mat\f.    We  meet  then!  Where?  On  the 
earth?— 
Even  as  thou  wilt :  and  for  the  grace  accorded 
I  now  depart  a  debtor.    Fare  ye  well ! 

[Ejrit  Manfred. 
(Scene  chie$.^ 

ACT    III. 

SCENE  L^A  HaU  in  the  Cattle  of  Manfred. 
MANnutD  and  HiaiiAif. 

Manf.    What  is  the  hour? 

Herm.    It  wants  but  one  till  sunset, 
And  promises  a  lovely  twilight 

Manf.    Say, 
Are  all  things  so  disposed  of  in  the  tower 
As  I  directed? 

Herm.    All,  my  lord,  are  ready  i 
Here  is  the  key  and  casket. 

Mairf.    It  is  well : 
Thou  mayst  retire.  [Exit  Herman. 

Manf.  (alone.')  There  is  a  (*alm  upon  me — 
Inexplicable  stillness!  which  till  i^ow 
Did  not  belong  to  what  I  knew  of  life. 


If  that  I  did  not  know  philosophy 
To  be  of  all  our  yanitles  the  motliest. 
The  merest  word  that  ever  fool'd  the  ear 
From  out  the  schoolman's  jargon,  I  should 

deem 
The  golden  secret,   the  sought  ^^Kalon,** 

found, 
And  seated  in  my  soul.    It  will  not  last, 
But  it  is  well  to  have  known  it,  though  but 

once: 
It  hath  enlarged  my  thoughts  with  a  new 

sense. 
And  I  within  my  tablets  would  note  dowi 
That  there  is  such  a  feeling.  Who  is  there? 

Re-enter  Hbmmaiv. 

Herm.  My  lord,  the  Abbot  of  St.  Maarics 
craves 
To  greet  your  presence. 

Enter  the  Abbot  of  St.  Mauucs. 

Abbot.    Peace  be  with  Count  Manfred ! 
Manf.    Thanks,  holy  father !  welcome  to 
these  walls; 
Thy  presence  honours  them,  and  blesseth 

those 
Who  dwell  within  them. 

Abbot.     Would  it  were  so.  Count! — 
But  1  would  fain  confer  with  thee  alone. 
Manf.     Herman,  retire.    What  would  ny 

reverend  ^uest? 
Abbot.  Thus,  without  prelude: — Ageand 
xeal,  my  office. 
And  good  intent,  must  plead  my  privilege; 
Our  near,   though  not  acquainted,  neigh- 
bourhood 
May  al8f»  be  my  herald.  Rumours  strange, 
And  of  unholy  nature,  are  abroad. 
And  busy  with  thy  name;  a  noble  naoie 
For  centuries;  may  he  who  bears  it  miw 
Transmit  it  unimpaired ! 
Manf.    Froceed,— I  listen. 
Abbot.    'I'is  said  thou  boldest  convene 
with  the  things 
Which  are  forbidden  to  the  search  of  man; 
That  with  the  dwellers  of  the  dark  abodes. 
The  many  evil  and  unheavenly  spirits 
Which  walk  the  valley  of  the  shade  of  death, 
Thou  conmiunest.  I  know  that  with  mankind, 
Thy  fellows  in  creation,  thou  dost  rarely 
Exchange  thy  thoughts,and  that  thTsolitade 
Is  as  an  anchorite's,  were  it  but  holy. 
Manf.    And  what  are  they  who  do  aroadi 

these  things? 
Abbot.    My  pious  brethren  —  the  acared 
peasantry — 
Even  ihy  own  vassals  -  who  do  look  on  thee 
With  most  unquiet  eyes.  Thy  life^  in  peril. 
Manf.    Take  it. 

Abbot.    I  come  to  save,  and  not  destroy— 
I  would  not  pry  into  thy  secret  soul ; 
But  if  these  things  be  sooth,there still  is  time 
For  penitence  and  pity :  reconcile  thee 
With  tlie  true  church,  and  through  thr 
church  to  heaven. 
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Manf.    I  hear  thee.  Thii  Li  my  reply: 

whatever 
I  may  have  been,  or  am,  doth  reft  between 
Heaven  and  myielf. — I  shall  not  choote  a 

mortal 
To  be  my  mediator.     Have  I  sinnM 
Against  your  ordinances?  prove  and  punish! 
Abbot.    My   son!    I  did    not   speak    of 

punishment. 
But  penitence  and  pardon ; — with  thyself 
Tlie  choice  ofsuch  remains — and  for  the  last, 
Our  institutions  and  our  strong  belief 
Have  given  me  power  to  smooth  the  path 

from  sin 
To  higher  hope  and  better  thoughts ;  the  first 
1  leave  to  Heaven—  *^ Vengeance  it  mine 

alone !  ^ 
So  saith  the  Lord,  and  with  all  humbleness 
His  servant  echoes  back  the  awful  word. 
Manf.    Old  man!   there  is  no  power  in 

holy  men, 
IVor  charm  in  prayer— nor  purifying  form 
Of  penitence— nor  outward  look—  nor  fast— 
Nor  agony—nor,  greater  than  all  these, 
The  innate  tortures  of  that  deep  despair. 
Which  is  remorse  without  the  fear  of  hell. 
But  all  in  all  sufficient  to  itself 
Would  make  a  hell  of  heaven  —  can  exorcise 
From  out  the  unbounded  spirit  the  quick  sense 
Of  its  own  sins ,  wrongs ,  suiferance ,   and 

revenge 
Upon  itself;  there  is  no  future  pang 
Can  deal  that  justice  on  the  self-condemn^ 
He  deals  on  his  own  soul. 
Abbot.    All  this  is  well ; 
For  this  will  pass  away,  and  be  succeeded 
l^y  an  auspicious  hope,  which  shall  look  up 
With  calm  assurance  to  that  blessed  place. 
Which  all  who  seek  may  win,  whatever  be 
I'hcir  earthly  errors,  so  they  be  atoned : 
And  the  commencement  of  atonement  is 
The  sense  of  its  neresnity. — Say  on — 
And  all  our  church  can  teach  thee  shall  be 

taught ; 
And  all  we  ran  absolve  thee,  shall  be  par- 
doned. 
Mcmf.    When  Romels  sixth  Emperor  was 

near  his  last. 
The  victim  of  a  self-inflicted  wound. 
To  shun  the  torments  of  a  public  death 
From  senates,  once  his  slaves,  a  certain 

soldier. 
With  show  of   loyal   pity,   would   have 

staunchM 
The  gushing  throat  with  his  officious  robe; 
The  dying  Roman  thrust  him  back  and  said-. 
Some  empire  still  in  his  expiring  glance, 
«'It  is  too  late -is  this  fidelity?'' 
Abbot.    And  what  of  this? 
Manf.    I  answer  with  the  Roman — 
''It  is  too  late  l"" 

Abbot,    It  never  can  be  so. 
To  reconcile  thyself  with  thy  own  soul. 
And  thy  own  soul  with  Heaven.  Hast  thou 

no  hope  ? 


Tlf  strange  —  even  those  who  do  denpalr 

above. 
Yet  shape  themselves  some  phantasy  on  earth. 
To  which  frail  twig  they  cling,  like  drown- 
ing men. 
Manf.    Aj  —  father !    I  have  had   those 
earthly  viifions 
And  noble  aspirations  in  my  youth. 
To  make  my  own  the  mind  of  other  men. 
The  enlightener  of  nations ;  and  to  rise 
I  knew  not  whither— it  might  be  to  fall; 
But  fall,  even  as  the  mountain^ataract. 
Which  having  leapt  from  its  mora  dazzling 

height. 
Even  in  the  foaming  ttrongth  of  its  abyss, 
(Which  casts  up  misty  columns  that  become 
Clouds  raining  from  there-a«cended  skies,) 
Lies  low  but  mighty  still.  —But  this  is  past. 
My  thoughts  mistook  themselves. 
Abbot.    And  wherofore  so  ? 
Mairf.  I  could  not  tame  my  natoro  dowa ; 

for  he 
Must  serve  who  fain  would  sway  —  and 

soothe — and  sue — 
And  watch  all  time — and  pry  into  all  place— 
And  be  a  living  lie    who  would  become 
A  mighty  thing  amongst  the  mean,  and  such 
The  masr  aro;  I  disdained  to  mingle  with 
A  herd,  though  to  be  leader    and  of  wolves. 
The  lion  is  alone,  and  so  am  L 
Abbot.    And  why  not  live  and  act  with 

other  men  ? 
Manf.    Because  my  naturo  waa  averae 
from  life; 
And  yet  not  cruel ;  for  I  would  not  make. 
But  find  a  desolation : — like  the  wind. 
The  red-hot  breath  of  the  most  lone  Simoom, 
Which  dwells  but  in  the  desert,  and  s^eepa 

o'er 
The  banren  sands  which  bear  no  shrubs  to 

blast. 
And  revels  o'er  their  wild  and  arid  waves. 
And  seeketh  not,   so  that  it  is  not  sought. 
But  being  met  is  deadly ;  such  hath  been 
The  course  of  my  existence ;  but  thero  came 
Things  in  my  path  which  aro  no  more. 

Al£ot.    Alas! 
I  'gin  to  fear  tliat  thou  art  past  all  aid 
From  me  and  from  my  calling;  yet  so  young, 
I  still  would— 

Manf,    Look  on  me!  there  is  an  order 
Of  mortals  on  the  earth,  who  do  become 
Old  in  their  youth  and  die  ero  middle  age. 
Without  the  violence  of  warlike  death ; 
Some  periihing  of  pleasure—  someof  study- 
Some  worn  with  toil— some  of  mere  weari- 
ness- 
Some  of  diiiease  —and  some  insanity—^ 
And  some  of  withered,  or  of  broken  hearts; 
For  this  last  is  a  malady  which  slays 
Moir  than  are  nnmber'd  in  the  lists  of  Fate, 
Taking  all  shapes,  and  bearing  many  namea. 
Look  upon  me !  for  evrn  of  all  these  things 
Have  I  partaken;  and  of  all  these  things. 
One  were  enough ;  thea  wonder  not  that  I 
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Am  what  I  am,  bat  thai  1  ever  wai. 
Or  haYing  been,  that  I  am  still  on  earth. 
Abbot.    Yet,  hear  me  still— 
Mtmf,    Old  man!  1  do  respect 
Thine  order,  and  revere  thine  jears ;  I  deem 
Thy  purpose  pious,  but  it  is  in  yain : 
Think  me  not  churlish;   I  would   spare 

thyself. 
Far  more  than  me,  in  shunning  at  this  time 
All  further  colloquy — and  so— finrewell. 

[Exit  Manfred, 
Abbot,    This  should  have  been  a  noble 

creature:  he 
Hath  all  the  energy  which  would  have  made 
A  goodly  frame  of  glorious  elements. 
Had  they  been  wisely  mingled;  as  it  is. 
It  is  an  awful  chaos — light  and  darkness— 
And  mind  and  dust — and  passions  and  pure 

thoughts, 
MixM  and  contending  without  end  or  order, 
All  dormant  or  destructiTc:  he  will  perish. 
And  yet  he  must  not;  I  will  try  once  more, 
For  such  are  worth  redemption ;  and  my  duty 
Is  to  dare  all  things  for  a  righteous  end. 
HI  follow  him  —  but  cautiously ,  though 

surely.  [Exit  Altbot. 

SCENE  IL— Another  chanAer, 

Mahprbd  and  Ukrmaii. 

tlerman.    My  Lord,  you  bade  me  wait 

on  you  at  sunset; 
He  sinks  behind  the  mountain. 

ManJ,    Doth  he  so  ? 
I  will  look  on  him. 

[Manfred  advaneea  to  the  trindow 
of  the  Hail. 
Glorious  Orb !  the  idol 
Of  early  nature,  and  the  vigorous  race 
Of  undiseased  mankind,  the  ffiant-sons 
Of  the  embrace  of  angels,  with  a  sex 
More  beautiful  than  they,  which  did  draw 

down 
The  erring  spirits  who  can  ne^er  return — 
Most  glorious  Orb !  that  wert  a  worship,  ere 
The  mystery  of  thy  making  was  reveaPd ! 
Thou  earliest  minister  of  the  Almighty, 
Which  gladdenM,  on  their  mountain-tops, 

the  hearts 
Of  the  Chaldean  shepherds,  till  they  pourM 
Tliemselves  in  orisons!  Thou  material  God ! 
And  representative  of  the  Unknown— 
Who   chose  thee  for  his  shadow!    Thou 

chief  star ! 
Centre  of  many  stars !  which  mak^st  our  earth 
Endurable,  and  temperest  the  hues 
And  hearts  of  all  who  walk  within  thy  ra3rs ! 
Sire  of  the  seasons!  Monarch  of  the  climes, 
And  those  who  dwell  in  them !  for  near  or  far, 
Our  inborn  spirits  have  a  tint  of  thee, 
Kven  as  our  outward  aspects  ;_thou  dost  rise. 
And  shine,  and  set  in  glory.  Fare  thee  well ! 
I  ne^er  shal  1  see  thee  more.  As  my  first  glance 
Of  love  and  wonder  was  for  thee,  then  take 
My  latest  look :  thou  wilt  not  beam  on  one 


To  whom  the  gtfli  of  life  and  warmtli  have 

been 
Of  a  more  fatal  nature.    He  is  gone: 
I  follow..  [Exit  Manfred, 

SCENE  in.  —  The  Mountain  —  The  Cattle 
of  Manfred  at  tome  distance — A  Terrace 
before  a  Toirer.— TYrne,  Twilight, 

HsEXAn,  Mamubl,  and  other  Depcndamti 
'   of  Makvebd. 

ilerm.    Tis  strange  enough ;  night  after 

night,  for  years, 
He  hath  pursued  lonff  vigils  in  this  tower, 
Without  a  witness.   I  have  been  within  it,— 
So  have  we  all  been  oft-times;  but  from  it. 
Or  its  contents,  it  were  impossible 
To  draw  conclusions  absolute,  of  aught 
His  studies  tend  to.    I'o  be  sure,  there  is 
One  chamber  where  none  enter;  I  would 

give 
The  fee  of  what  I  have  to  come  thew  three 

years. 
To  pore  upon  its  mysteries. 

Manuel,    'Twere  dangerous; 
Content  thyself  with  what  thou  knoweil 

already. 
Hcrm.  Ah!  Manuel!  thou  art  elderly  and 

wise. 
And  couldst  say  much;  thou  hast  dwell 

within  the  castle— 
How  many  years  is*t  ? 

Manuel,    fire  Count  Manfred^s  birth, 
I   served   his   father,    whom   he   aoDght 

resembles. 
Hcrm.    There  be  more  sons  in  like  predi- 
cament. 
But  wherein  do  they  differ? 

Manuel,    I  speak  not 
Of  features  or  of  form,  but  mind  and  habits : 
Coimt  Sigismund  was  proud,— but  gay  and 

free, — 
A  warrior  and  a  reveller;  he  dwelt  not 
With  books  and  s«»litude,  nor  made  the  night 
A  gloomy  vigil,  but  a  festal  time. 
Merrier  than  day ;  he  did  npt  walk  the  rocfci 
And  forests  like  a  wolf,  nor  turn  adde 
From  men  and  their  delights. 

Herm.    Beshrew  the  hour. 
But  those  were  jocund  times!  I  would  thai 

such 
Would  visit  the  old  walls  ag^ ;  they  look 
As  if  they  had  forgotten  them. 

Manuel,    These  walls 
Must  change  their  chieftain  fint.    Oh!  I 

have  seen 
Some  strange  things  in  them,  Herman. 

Herm.    &me,  be  friendly; 
Relate  me  some  to  while  away  our  walch: 
We  heard  thee  darkly  speak  of  an  event 
Which  happened  hereabouts ,  by  this  same 

tower. 
Manuel.    l*hat  was  a  night  indeed;  I  do 

remember 
*Twas  twilifhl  as  It  may  be  now,  and  tnch 
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Anothev  erenlng^yoii  red  cloud,  vhtch  refit 
On  Eigher^s  pinnacle,  to  retted  then, — 
So  like  that  it  might  be  the  tame ;  the  wind 
Was  faint  and  gut^,and  the  mountainHmows 
Began  to  glitter  with  the  climbing  moon ; 
Count  Manfred  wat,  at  now,  within  hit 

tower, — 
How  occupied,  we  knew  not,  but  with  him 
The  aole  companion  of  hit  wanderingt 
And  watching!— her,  whom  of  all  earthly 

things 
That  livedfthe  only  thing  he  «eem'd  to  love,  - 
As  he,  indeed,  by  blood  was  bound  to  do. 
The  lady  Astarte,  his— Hush !  who  comes 

here! 

Enter  the  Abiot. 

Abbot    Where  is  your  master? 

Herm,    Yonder,  in  the  tower. 

Abbot.    I  mutt  speak  with  him. 

Montfcl.    rris  impossible. 
He  is  most  private,  and  must  not  be  thus 
Intruded  on. 

Abbot,    Upon  myself  I  take 
The  forfeit  of  my  fault,  if  fault  there  be- 
But  I  must  see  him. 

Herm,    Thou  hatt  teen  him  once 
This  eve  already. 

jMot.    Herman!  I  command  thee, 
Knock,and  apprize  theCountof  my  approach. 

ilcnn.    We  dare  not. 

Abbot.    Then  it  teems  I  must  be  herald 
Of  my  own  purpose. 

Mcmticl.    Reverend  father,  stop— 
I  pray  yon  pause. 

Abbot.    Why  so? 

Manuel.    But  step  this  way, 
And  1  will  tell  you  further.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV.^Interior  of  the  Tofoer. 

Manfrkd  alone. 

Manf.    The  stars  are  forth,  the  moon 

above  the  tops 
Of  the  snow-shining  mountains.—  Beautiful! 
I  linger  yet  with  Sature,  for  the  night 
Hath  been  to  me  a  more  familiar  face 
Than  that  of  man ;  and  in  her  starry  shade 
Of  dim  and  solitary  lovelinett, 
I  leam'd  the  language  of  another  world. 
1  do  remember  me,  that  in  my  youth. 
When  I  wat  wandering,— upon  tuch  a  night 
I  stood  within  the  Coloseum^s  wall, 
Midst  the  chief  relics  of  almighty  Rome ; 
Tlie  trees  which  grew  along  the  broken 

arches 
Waved  dark  in  the  blue  midnight,  and  the 

stars 
Shone  through  the  rents  of  ruin ;  from  afar 
Thewatchdogbayed  beyond  the  Tiber;  and 
More  near  from  out  the  Cesart^  palace  came 
The  owPs  long  cry,  and,  interruptedly. 
Of  distant  sentinels  the  fitful  song 
Begun  and  died  upon  the  gentle  wind. 
Some  cypresses  beyond  the  time-worn  breach 


AppearM  to  tklrt  the  horlson,  yel  they  f tood 
Within  a  bowshot— where  the  Cestars  dwelt. 
And  dwell  the  tuneless  birds  of  night  amidst 
A  grove  which  springs  through  leveird 

battlements, - 
And  twines   its  roots  with   the   imperial 

hearths. 
Ivy  usurpt  the  lanrePs  place  of  growth;— 
But  the  gladiator't  bloody  Circus  ttands, 
A  noble  wreck  in  ruinout  perfection  ! 
While  Ca»ar*t  chambers,  and  the  Augustan 

halls. 
Grovel  on  earth  in  indistinct  decay.— 
And  thou  didst  tliine,thou  roiling  Moon,  upon 
All  thit ,  and  catt  a  wide  and  tender  light, 
Which  toften^d  down  the  hoar  austerity 
Of  rugged  detolation,  and  fiird  up. 
At  Uwere  anew,  the  gapt  of  centuriet ; 
Leaving  that  beautiful  which  ttill  was  so. 
And  maldng  that  which  was  not,tiil  the  place 
Became  religion,  and  the  heart  ran  o*er 
With  silent  worship  of  the  great  of  old! — 
The  dead,  but  sceptred  sovereigns,  who 

still  rule 
Our  spirits  from  their  urns.  —  Twa  such 

a  night ! 
*Tis  strange  that  I  recal  it  at  this  time ; 
But  I  have  found  our  thoughts  take  wildest 

flight 
Even  at  the  moment  when  they  should  array 
Themtolvet  in  pentive  order. 

Enter  the  Abbot. 

Abbot.    My  good  Lord! 
I  crave  a  tecond  grace  for  thit  approach ; 
But  yet  let  not  my  humble  zeal  offend 
By  iU  abruptnett— all  it  hath  of  ill 
Recoilt  on  me ;  itt  good  in  the  effect 
May  light  upon  your  head- could  I  tay  Aeart-. 
Could  1  touch  that,  with  wordt  or  prayers, 

1  thould 
Recal  a  noble  tpirit  which  hath  wanderM ; 
But  it  not  yet  all  lott. 

Manf.    Thou  know^st  me  not; 
My  dayt  are  numbered,   and   my  deeds 

recorded : 
Retire,  or  'twill  be  dangerout— Away ! 

Abbot.  Thou  dott  not  mean  to  menace  me  ? 

Manf.    Not  I ; 
I  timply  tell  thee  peril  it  at  hand. 
And  would  preterve  thee. 

Abbot.    What  dott  mean? 

Manf.    Look  there! 
What  dott  thou  tee? 

Abbot.    Nothing. 

Manf.    Look  there,  I  tay. 
And  tteadfattly;— now  tell  me  what  tiion 
teett? 

Abbot.    That  which  thould  thake  me, — 
but  1  fear  it  not  — 
I  tee  a  dutk  and  awful  figure  rite 
Like  an  infernal  god  from  out  the  earth ; 
Hit  face  wrapt  in  a  mantle,  and  hit  form 
Robed  at  with  angry  cloudt;    he  stands 
between 
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Thyself  and  me— but  I  do  fear  him  not 
Ainnf.  J^hou  hast  no  cause — he  shall  not 
harm  thee  -  but 
tlis  eight  may  shock  thine  old  limbs  into 

palsy. 
I  say  to  thee  -Ketire! 

Ahhot.     And  1  reply — 
Never — till  I  have  battled  with  this  fiend — 
What  doth  he  here? 

Manf.    Why — ay— what  doth  he  here? 
I  did  not  send  for  him,— he  is  unbidden. 
Abbot,    Alas!    lost  mortal!    what  with 
gruests  like  these 
Hast  thou  to  do?  I  tremble  for  thy  sake. 
Why  doth  he  gaxc  on  thee,  and  thou  on  him? 
Ah  !  he  unveils  his  aspect;  on  his  brow 
The  thunder-scars  are  graven  ;  from  his  eye 
Glares  forth  the  immortality  of  hell  — 
Avaunt ! 

Manf.    Pronounce —what  is  thy  mission  ? 

Spirit,     Come ! 

Abbot,    What  art  thou,  unknown  being? 

answer!— speak! 
Spirit,  The  genius  of  this  mortal.  —  Come! 

*tis  time. 
Manf,     I  am  prepared  for  all  things,  but 
deny 
The  power  which  summons  me.  Who  sent 
thee  here? 
Spirit,  Thoult know  anon — Come !  come ! 
Manf,     I  have  commanded 
Things  of  an  essence  greater  far  than  thine, 
And  striven  with  thy  masters.    Get  thee 
hence ! 
Spirit,    Mortal!    thine  hour  is  come — 

kwKy !  I  say. 
Manf,    I  knew,  and  know  my  hour  is 
come,  but  not 
To  render  up  my  soul  to  such  as  thee: 
Away!  Ill  die  as  I  have  lived— alone. 
Spirit,    Then  I  must   summon   up  my 
brethren.  —  Rise 

\pther  Sjpiriti  riae  up. 
Abbot,    Avaunt!  ye  evil  ones!— Avaunt! 
I  iay,— 
Ye  have  no  power  where  piety  hath  power, 
And  I  do  charge  ye  in  the  name  — 

Spirit,     Old  man ! 
W^e  know  ourselves,  our  mission,  and  thine 

order ; 
Waste  not  thy  holy  words  on  idle  usei, 
It  were  in  vain ;  this  man  is  forfeited. 
Once  more  I  summon  him— Away!  away! 
Manf,  I  do  defy  ye,  -though  I  feel  my  soul 
Is  ebbing  from  me,  yet  I  do  defy  ye ; 
Nor  will  1  hence, while  I  have  earthly  breath 
To  breathe  my  scorn  upon  ye  —  earthly 

strength 
To  wrestle^though  with  spirits;  what  ye  take 
Shall  be  ta^en  limb  by  limb. 
Spirit.     Reluctant  mortal ! 
Is  this  the  Magian  who  would  so  pervade 
The  world  invisible,  and  make  himself 


Almost  our  equal  ?  -  Can  ft  be  that  thou 
Art  thus  in  love  with  life?  the  very  life 
Which  made  thee  wretched ! 

Manf,  lliou  false  fiend,  thou  liest! 
My  life  is  in  its  last  hour,— fAaf  I  know, 
Nor  would  redeem  a  moment  of  that  hour; 
I  do  not  combat  against  death,  but  thee 
And  thy  surrounding  angels ;  my  past  power 
Was  purchased  by  no  compact  with  thy  crew, 
But  by  superior  science — penance— daring— 
And  length  of  watching— strength  of  mind 

— and  skill 
In  knowledge  of  our  fathers — when  the  earth 
Saw  men  and  spirits  walking  aide  by  side, 
And  gave  ye  no  supremacy :  I  stand 
Upon  ray  strength — I  do  defy^  deny — 
Spurn  back,  and  scorn  ye! — 

Spirit.    But  thy  many  crimet 
Have  made  thee — 

Manf.  What  are  they  to  such  ai  thee? 
Must  crimes  be  punishM  but  by  other  crimes, 
And  greater  criminals?— Back  to  thy  hell! 
Thon  hast  no  power  upon  me,  that  I  feel; 
Thou  never  shalt  possess  me,  that  I  kuowi 
What  I  have  done  is  done ;  I  bear  within 
A  torture  which  could  nothing  gain  from 

thine : 
The  mind  which  is  immortal  makea  itself 
Requital  for  its  good  or  evil  thoughts-- 
Is  its  own  origin  of  ill  and  end — 
And  its  own  placeand  time—  its  innate  teiife, 
When  stripped  of  this  mortality,  derives 
No  colour  from  the  fleeting  things  without; 
But  is  absorbed  in  sufferance  or  in  joy, 
Born  from  the  knowledge  of  its  own  desert. 
Thou  didst  not  tempt  me,  and  thou  couldst 

not  tempt  me ; 
I  have  not  been  thy  dupe,  nor  am  thy  prey — 
But  was  my  own  destroyer,  and  will  be 
My  own  hereafter.— Back,  ye  baffled  fiends ! 
The  hand  of  death  is  on  me — but  not  yours  1 

[The  Demons  ditapptar. 
Abbot,    Alas!  how  pale  thoa  art— thy 

lips  are  white— 
And  thy  breast  heaves — and  in  thy  gasping 

throat 
The  accents  rattle.  —  Give  thy  prayers  to 

Heaven —  | 

Pray—  albeit  but  in  thought,  •  but  die  not 

thus. 
Manf,    Tis  over — my  dull  ^es  can  fii 

thee  not ; 
But  all  things  swim  around  me,and  the  earth 
Heaves  as  it  werebeneath  me.Fare  thee  well  - 
Give  me  thy  hand. 

Abbot,  Cold — cold — even  to  the  heart — 
But  yet  one  prayer  —  alas !  how  fares  it 

with  thee?— 
Manf,  Old  man !  *ti8  not  so  d  if ficalt  to  die. 

[Mattfred  ejepiret. 
Abbot,    He*s  gone— his  toitl  hath  ta^ea 

its  earthless  flight- 
Whither?  I  dread  to  think— bat  belsgoae. 
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PREFACE. 

Tkx  conspiracy  of  the  Doge  Marino  Faliero 
in  one  of  the  most  remarkable  events  in  the 
annals  of  the  most  singular  government, 
city,  and  people  of  modern  history.  It 
occurred  in  the  year  1355.  Every  thing 
about  Venice  is,  or  was,  extraordinary— 
her  aspect  is  like  a  dream,  and  her  history 
is  like  a  romance.  The  story  of  tliis  Doge 
is  to  be  found  in  all  her  Chronicles ,  and 
particularly  detailed  in  the  ^^Lives  of  the 
Doges,*^  by  Marin  Sanuto ,  which  is  given 
in  the  Appendix.  It  is  simply  and  clearly 
related,  and  is,  perhaps,  more  dramatic  in 
itself  than  any  scenes  which  can  be  founded 
upon  the  subject. 

Marino  Faliero  appears  to  have  been  a 
man  of  talents  and  of  courage.  I  find  him 
commander  in  chief  of  the  land-forces  at 
the  siege  of  Zara,  where  he  beat  the  King 
of  Hungary  and  his  army  of  80,000  men, 
killing  8000  men  and  keeping  the  besieged 
at  the  same  time  in  check ,  an  exploit 
Co  which  I  know  none  similar  in  his- 
tory, except  that  of  Capsar  at  Alesia,  and 
of  Prince  Eu^^ne  at  Belgrade.  He  was 
afterwards  commander  of  the  fleet  in  the 
same  war.  He  took  Capo  dlstria.  He 
waa  ambassador  at  Genoa  and  Rome,  at 
which  last  he  received  the  news  of  his 
election  to  the  Dukedom ;  his  absence  being 
a  proof  that  he  sought  it  by  no  intrigue, 
since  he  was  apprized  of  his  predecessor's 
death  and  his  own  succession  at  the  same 
moment.  But  he  appears  to  have  been  of 
an  ungovernable  temper.  A  story  is  told 
by  Sanuto,  of  his  having,  many  years  before, 
when  podesta  and  captain  at  Treviso,  boxed 
the  ears  of  the  bishop,  who  was  somewhat 
tardy  in  bringing  the  Host.  For  this  honest 
Sanuto  ^'saddles  him  with  a  judgment,"  as 
Thwackum  did  Square;  but  he  does  not 
tell  us  whether  he  was  punished  or  rebuked 
by  the  Senate  for  this  outrage  at  the  time 
of  its  commission.  He  seems,  indeed,  to 
hare  been  afterwards  at  peace  with  the 
chnrchffor  we  find  him  ambassador  at  Rome, 
and  invested  with  the  fief  of  Val  di  Marino, 
in  the  March  of  Treviso,  and  with  the  title 
of  Count,  by  Lorenzo,  Count -Bishop  of 
Ceneda.  For  facts  my  authorities  are,  Sa- 
nuto, Vettor  Sandi,  Andrea  Navagero,  and 
the  account  of  the  siege  of  Zara,  first  pub- 


lished by  the  indefatigable  Abbate  Morelli, 
in  his  '^Monnmentt  Veneziani  di  varialel- 
teratura,"  printed  in  1796 ,  all  of  which  I 
have  looked  over  in  the  original  language. 
The  modems,  Daru,  Sismondi,  and  Laugier, 
nearly  agree  with  the  ancient  chroniclers. 
Sismondi  attributes  the  conspiracy  to  his 
jealousy;  but  I  find  this  nowhere  asserted 
by  the  national  historians.     Vettor  Sandi, 

indeed,  says,  that  ^^Altri  scrissero  che 

dalla  gelosa  suspizion  di  esao  Doge  siasi 
fatto  {^Michel  Steno )  staccar  con  vio- 
lenza,"  etc.  etc. ;  but  this  appears  to  have 
been  by  no  means  the  general  opinion,  nor 
is  it  alluded  to  by  Sanuto  or  by  Navagero; 
and  Sandi  himself  adds  a  moment  after, 
tliat  ^*per  altre  Venezianememorie  traspiri, 
che  non  il  moIo  desiderio  di  vendetta  lo  dis- 
pose alia  congiura,  ma  anche  la  innata 
abituale  ambizion  sua,  per  cni  anelava  a 
forsi  principe  indipendente. "  The  first 
motive  appears  to  have  been  excited  by  the 
gross  affront  of  the  words  written  by  Michel 
Steno  on  the  ducal  chair,  and  by  the  light 
and  inadequate  sentence  of  the  Forty  on 
the  offender,  who  was  one  of  their  *^tre 
Capi."  The  attentions  of  Steno  himsdf 
appear  to  have  been  directed  towards  one 
of  her  damsels,  and  not  to  the  ^'Dogaressa** 
herself,  against  whose  fame  not  the  slightest 
insinuation  appears,  while  she  is  praised 
for  her  beauty,  and  remarked  for  her  youth. 
IVeither  do  I  find  it  asserted  (unless  the 
hint  of  Sandi  be  an  assertion)  that  the  Doge 
was  actuated  by  jealousy  of  his  wife;  but 
rather  by  respect  for  her,  and  for  his  own 
honour,  warranted  by  his  past  services  and 
present  dignity. 

I  know  not  that  the  historical  fkcts  are 
alluded  to  in  English,  unless  by  Dr.  Moore 
in  his  View  of  Ualy.  His  account  is  fnlse 
and  flippant ,  foil  of  stale  jests  about  old 
men  and  young  wives,  and  wondering  at 
so  great  an  effect  from  so  slight  a  cause. 
How  so  acute  and  severe  an  observer  of 
mankind  as  the  author  of  Zeluco  could 
wonder  at  this  is  inconceivable.  He  knew 
that  a  basin  of  water  spilt  on  Mrs.  Masham's 
gown  deprived  the  Duke  of  Marlborough 
of  his  command,  and  led  to  the  inglorious 
peace  of  Utrecht  —  that  Louis  XtV.  was 
plunged  into  the  most  desolating  wars  be- 
cause his  minister  was  nettled  at  his  finding 
fault  with  a  window ,   and  wished  to  give 
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him  antither  occupation — that  Helen  lost 
'JVoy  -  that  Lucretia  expelled  the  Tarquins 
from  Home  -  and  that  Cava  brought  the 
Moors  to  Spain  — that  an  insulted  husband 
led  the  Gauh  to  Clusiuni,  and  thence  to 
Home—  tliat  a  eingle  verso  of  Frederic  II. 
of  Prussia  oh  the  Abbe  de  Bernis ,  and  a 
jest  on  Madame  de  Pompadour,  led  to  the 
battle  of  Uosbach — that  the  elopement  of 
Dearbhorgil  with  3Iac  Murrhad  conducted 
the  Englieih  to  the  slavery  of  Ireland — that 
a  personal  pique  between  Maria  Antoinette 
and  the  Duke  of  Orleans  precipitated  the 
first  expulsion  of  the  Bourbons -and,  not 
to  multiply  instances,  thatCommodus,  Do- 
mitian,  and  Caligula  fell  victims,  not  to 
their  public  tyranny,  but  to  private  Ten- 
gcanre — and  that  an  order  to  make  Crom- 
well disembark  from  the  ship  in  which  he 
would  have  sailed  to  America,  destroyed 
bdth  King  and  Commonwealth.  After  these 
instances,  on  the  least  reflection,  it  is  indeed 
extraordinary  in  Dr.  Moore  to  seem  surprised 
that  a  man  ,  used  to  command ,  who  had 
Ncned  and  swayed  in  the  most  important 
offices,  should  fiercely  resent,  in  a  fierce 
age ,  an  unpunit»hf.d  aflVont ,  the  grossest 
that  can  be  offered  to  a  man,  be  he  prince 
or  peasant.  The  age  of  Fnliero  is  little  to 
the  purpose,  unless  to  favour  it. 

**The  yoang  man's  wrath  is  like  straw  •u  fire. 
"  //m^  liAe  rea-hot  steel  is  the  oUi  man's  ire. 

*^YonBg  men  soon  give  and  sooa  forget  affronts, 
'-Old  age  is  slow  at  both.** 

Laugier^s  reflections  are  more  ]>hiloso- 
phical:— ^^Tale  fii  il  fine  ignorainioso  di 
un^  uomo ,  chc  la  sua  nascitji ,  la  sua  et^, 
il  suo  caratteredovevano  tener  lontano  dalle 
passioni  produttrici  di  grandi  delitti.  I  suoi 
taJf'nti  per  lungo  tempo  esercitati  ne*  mag- 
giori  impieghi,  la  sua  capacity  sperimentata 
ne^  govern!  e  nelle  ambasciate,  gli  avevano 
acquistato  lastima  e  lafiduciade^cittadini, 
ed  avevano  uniti  i  sufFragj  per  collocarlo 
alia  testa  delta  republica.  Innalzato  ad  un 
grado  clie  tcmiinnTa  gloriosamenta  la  sua 
1  ita,  il  risentimento  di  un^  ingiuria  leggiera 
insinub  nel  suo  cuore  tal  veleno  die  hasto 
a  corromp^re  le  antiche  sue  qnalita,  e  a 
rondurlo  al  termine  del  scellerati;  ferio 
escmpio,  che  prova  non  esservi  eta ,  in  cut 
la  prudema  umana  tia  $icura,  c  che  nelV 
vomo  rcstano  sempre  pa$sioni  capaci  a  dia- 
onotarlo,  quando  non  invigili  iopra  se  $tc88o.** 
Lauder,  Italian  translation,  vol.  iv.  p.  30. 

Where  did  Dr.  Moore  find  that  Marino 
Faliero  begged  his  life?  1  have  searched 
the  chroniclers,  and  find  nothing  of  the 
kind ;  it  is  true  that  he  avowed  all.  He 
wafl  conducted  to  the  place  of  torture,  but 
there  is  no  mention  made  of  any  application 
for  mercy  on  hii  part;  and  the  very  cir- 
cumttance  of  their  haTing  taken  him  to  the 


rack  seems  to  argue  any  thing  but  his  having 
shown  a  want  of  firmness,  which  would 
doubtless  have  been  also  mentioned  by 
those  minute  historians  who  by  no  means 
favour  him:  such,  indeed,  would  be  con- 
trary to  his  chanirter  as  a  Holdier,  to  the 
age  in  which  he  lived ,  and  of  which  he 
died,  as  it  is  to  the  truth  of  history.  I 
know  no  justification  at  any  distance  of 
time  for  calumniating  an  historical  charac- 
ter; surely  truth  belongs  to  the  dead  and 
to  the  unfortunate,  and  they  who  have  died 
upon  a  scaffold  have  generally  had  faults 
<!nougli  of  their  own ,  without  attributing 
to  them  that  which  the  very  incurring  of 
ttie  perils  which  conducted  them  to  their 
violent  death  renders,  of  all  others,  the 
most  improbable.  Tlie  black  veil  which  U 
painted  over  the  place  of  Marino  Faliero 
amongst  the  doges ,  and  the  Giant's  Stair- 
case, where  he  was  crowned,  and  dis- 
crowned, and  decapitated ,  struck  forcibly 
upon  my  imagination,  as  did  his  fiery  cha- 
racter and  strange  story.  I  went  in  1819, 
in  search  of  his  tomb ,  more  than  once,  to 
the  church  San  (riovanni  e  San  Paolo;  and 
as  I  was  N landing  befort;  the  monument  of 
another  family,  a  priest  came  up  to  me 
and  $:aid,  "I  ran  show  you  finer  monuments 
than  that.''  I  told  him  that  I  was  in  search 
of  that  of  the  Faliero  family,  and  paiticn- 
larly  of  the  Doge  Marino's.  «'Oh,''  said  he, 
^^I  will  show  it  you;"  and  conducting  me 
to  the  outside,  pointed  ont  a  Sarcophagus 
in  the  wall,  with  an  illegible  inscriptioa. 
He  said  that  it  had  been  in  a  convent  ad-' 
joining,  but  was  removed  after  the  French 
came,  and  placed  in  its  present  situation; 
tlint  he  had  seen  the  tomb  opened  at  its 
removal ;  there  were  still  some  boneg  re- 
maining, but  no  pitsitire  vestige  of  the  de- 
capitation. The  equestrian  statue  of  which 
T  have  made  mention  in  the  third  act  as 
before  that  church,  is  not,  however,  of  a 
Faliero ,  but  of  some  other  now  ahwlete 
warrior,  although  of  a  later  date.  ITiere 
were  two  other  Ooges  of  this  family  wrier 
to  Marino :  Onlclafo,  who  fell  in  battle  at 
Zara,  in  1117,  (where  his  descendant  after- 
wards conquered  the  Huns)  and  Vital 
Faliero,  who  reigned  in  1082.  The  family, 
originally  from  Fano ,  was  of  the  moat  il- 
lustrious in  blood  and  wealth  in  the  city 
of  once  the  most  wealthy  and  still  the  most 
ancient  families  in  Europe.  Tlie  length  I 
have  gone  into  on  thi^^  subject  will  iliew 
the  interest  I  have  taken  in  it.  Whether 
I  have  succeeded  or  not  in  the  tragedy,  I 
have  at  least  transferred  into  oiir  language 
an  historical  factworthy  of  commemoration. 
It  is  now  four  years  that  I  have  meditated 
this  work,  and  before  I  had  sufficiently 
examined  the  records ,  I  was  rather  dispo- 
sed to  have  made  it  turn  on  a  jealousy  in 
Faliero.     Rut  perceiTing  no  foundation  for 


PREFACE    TO    MAHINO    FALIEHO. 


371 


thid  in  historical  truth,  and  aware  that 
jealousy  U  an  rxhaiisted  padsion  in  the 
drama,  I  have  giTen  it  a  more  historical 
fonn.  I  was,  bei»ides,  well  advised  by  the 
late  Matthew  Lewis  on  that  point,  in  talk- 
ing-with  him  of  my  intention,  at  Venice, 
in  1817.  ^'If  you  make  him  jealous,"  said 
he,  ^'recollect  that  you  have  to  contend 
with  established  writers,  to  say  nothing 
of  Shakspeare ,  and  an  exhausted  subject ; 
—stick  to  the  old  fiery  Doge^s  natural 
character,  which  will  bear  you  out,  if  pro- 
perly drawn  ;  and  make  your  plot  as  regular 
as  you  ran."  Sir  William  Urummond  gave 
me  nearly  the  same  counsel.  How  far  1 
have  followed  these  instruction8,or  whether 
they  have  availed  me,  is  not  for  me  to 
decide.  1  have  had  no  view  to  the  stage ; 
in  its  present  state  it  is,  perhaps,  not  a 
very  exalted  object  of  ambition ;  besides, 
I  have  been  too  much  behind  the  scenes  to 
iiaye  thought  it  not  at  any  time.  And  I 
cannot  conceive  any  man  of  irritable  feeling 
patting  himself  at  the  mercies  of  an  au- 
dience;— the  sneering  reader,  and  the  loud 
critic,  and  the  tart  review,  are  scattered 
and  distant  cHlamities ;  but  the  trampling 
of  Ml  intelligent  or  of  an  ignorant  audience 
OB  a  production  which,  be  it  good  or  bad, 
hat  been  a  mental  iRbour  (o  the  writer,  is 
a  pttlpable  and  immediate  grievance.height- 
ened  by  a  man's  doubt  of  their  competency 
to  jud£e,  and  his  certainty  of  his  own  im- 
prudence in  elrcting  them  liis  judges.  Were 
1  capable  of  writing  a  play  which  could 
be  deemed  stage-worthy,  success  would  give 
me  no  pleasure,  and  failure  great  pain.  It 
b  for  this  reason  that,  even  during  the 
time  of  being  one  of  the  committee  of  one 
of  the  theatres,  I  never  made  the  attempt, 
and  oerer  will.  *)  But  surely  there  is  dra- 
matic power  somewhere,  —  where  Joanna 


*)  WhHe  I  wan  In  the  tiiib-rommittee  of  Dmry  Lane 
ThcAtre,  I  ran  \oiirh  for  my  rolleagues,  and  I  hope 
for  JBjrself,  that  we  did  oiir  best  to  bring  bark  tne 
leficiniate  drama.  I  tried  what  I  conld  to  f^et  *^De 
Maalfort**  revived,  but  in  rain,  and  equally  in  vain 
!■  &vonrof  SothebyV  '*lvan,''  which  waMtlioufht  an 
actiac  play;  and  I  endeavoured  alMo  to  wake  Mr' 
Colcrldlge  to  write  a  tragedy.  Thoie  who  arc  not 
In  the  secret  will  hardly  believe  that  the  '*  School 
for  Scandal**  is  the  play  which  has  broocht  leatf^ 
mtinfy  Averaging  the  number  of  times  it  ha*  been 
acted  aiace  its  production ;  no  Manager  Dibdin  as- 
•nred  me.  Of  what  has  ocnired  rince  Maturings 
'^Bertram,**  I  am  not  aware ;  so  that  1  may  be  tra- 
dnciag,  dtrongfa  ignorance,  oome  eicellent  new 
writers :  if  so ,  1  beg  their  pardon.  I  have  been 
absent  from  England  nearly  five  years ,  and ,  till 
last  year,  I  ncvrr  read  an  English  neH  spaper  rinre 
my  departure,  and  am  now  only  aware  oi  theatri- 
cal matlen  thronah  the  medium  of  the  Parisian 
English  Gasfttc  of  Crulipnani,  and  only  for  the  last 
Iwehe  months.  Let  me  then  deprecate  all  offence 
to  tragic  or  romic  Mr'ters,   to  whom  1  wish  well, 


Baillie,  and  Milman,  and  John  Wilson 
exist.  The  ''City  of  the  Plague''  and  the 
^''Fall  of  Jerusalem''*  are  full  of  the  best 
*•  malvrieV  for  tragedy  thai  has  been  seen 
since  Horace  Walpole,  except  passages  of 
Ethwald  and  De  Montfort.  It  is  the  fashion 
to  underrate  Horace  Walpole;  firstly, 
because  he  was  a  nobleman,  and  secondly, 
because  he  was  a  gentleman;  but,  to  say 
nothing  of  the  composition  of  his  incom- 
parable letters,  and  of  the  Castle  of 
Otranto,  he  Is  the^'lJltimus  Romanorum,** 
the  author  of  the  Mysterious  Mother,  a 
tragedy  of  the  highest  order,  and  not  a 
puling  love-play.  He  is  the  father  qC  the 
first  romance,  and  of  the  last  tragedy  in 
our  language,  and  surely  worthy  of  ahigher 
place  than  any  living  writer,  be  be  who 
he  may. 

In  speaking  of  the  drama  of  Marino 
Faltero,  1  forgot  to  mention  that  the  desire 
of  preserving,  though  still  too  remote,  a 
nearer  approach  to  unity  than  the  irregular- 
ity, which  is  the  reproach  of  the  Knglish 
theatrical  compositions,  permits,  has  in- 
duced me  to  represent  the  conspiracy  as 
already  formed ,  and  the  Doge  acceding  to 
it,  whereas,  in  fact,  it  was  of  his  own  pre- 
paration and  that  of  Israel  liertuccio.  flio 
other  characters  (except  that  of  the  duchess), 
incidents,  and  almost  the  time,  which  was 
wonderfully  short  for  such  a  design  in  real 
life,are  strictly  historical,except  that  all  the 
consultations  took  place  in  the  palace.  Had 
I  followed  this,  the  unity  would  have  been 
better  preserved ;  but  I  wished  to  produce 
the  Doge  in  the  full  assembly  of  the  coa- 
spirators,  instead  of  monotimously  placing 
him  always  in  dialogue  with  the  same  in- 
dividuals.*^ For  the  real  facts,  1  refer  to 
the  extracts  given  in  tlie  Appendix  in  Italian, 
with  a  translation. 


and  of  whom  I  know  nothing.  The  long  complaints 
of  the  artual  etate  of  the  £ama  arise,  however, 
from  no  fault  of  the  performers.  I  can  conceive 
nothing  beUer  than  Kemble,  Cooke,  and  Kean,  In 
their  very  different  manners ,  or  than  Elliston  in 
g^ntlcmnns  comedy,  and  in  some  parts  of  tragedy. 
Miss  trNeill  I  never  saw ,  having  made  and  kept 
a  determination  to  see  nothing  which  shonld  divide 
or  disturb  my  recollection  of  Siddons.  Siddons  and 
Kemble  were  tbe  iJeal  of  tragic  action;  1  never 
saw  anv  thing  at  all  resembling  them,  even  in  per- 
.ton :  for  this  reason ,  we  shall  never  see  again 
Coriolaniis  or  Macbeth.  When  Kean  is  blamed  for 
want  of  dignity ,  we  should  remember  that  il  is  a 
grace  and  not  an  art ,  and  not  to  be  attained  by 
study.  In  all  not  supRmnatural  parts  he  is  per- 
fect ;  even  his  very  defects  belonc ,  or  seem  to 
belong,  to  the  parts  themselves,  and  appear  truer 
to  nature.  Rut  of  Kemble  we  may  say ,  witk  re 
ferrncc  to  his  acting,  what  the  (Cardinal  de  Reta 
said  of  tbe  Marquis  of  Montrose ,  "that  he  was  the 
only  man  he  ever  saw  who  reminded  htm  of  the 
heroes  of  Plutarch." 


sta 


DRAMATIS   PERSONS. 


BiEN. 


Maeino  FiiLimo,  Doee  of  Venice, 
Bbrttccio  Falibeo,  Nephew  of  ike  Doge. 
LioNi,  a  Patririan  and  Senator. 
BBBruiTBifos,  Chief  of  the  Council  of  Ten. 
MicDEL  Stbno,   one  of  the  three  Capi  of 

the  Forty. 
ItRABL  Bbrtvccio,  Chief  of 

the  Arsenal^ 
Philip  Calbivdabo,  }  Con9pirator$. 

Dagoliivo, 
Bbrtram, 

J^'Signore  di  Notte,'*  one 
of  the  Officert  belong- 
ing to  the  Republic. 


Officers    belonging    t9    the 
Ducal  Palace. 


First  Citizen. 
Second  Citizen. 
Third  atizen. 
VmcBNZO, 

PiBTRO, 

Battista, 

Secretary  of  the  Council  of  Ten. 

Guards,  Conspirators,  Citizens,  The  Coun- 
cil of  Ten,   The  Giunta,  etc.  etc. 

WOMEIV. 

Ai«6iOLiifA,  Wife  to  the  Doge. 
BiA&iAifiVA,  her  Friend. 

Female  Attendants,  etc. 

Scene,  Vbnigb— in  the  yeat  195&. 


ACT    I. 

SCENE  I.  —  An  Antechamber  in  the  Dueal 

Palace. 

PiBTEu  speaks,  in  entering,  foBATTitTA. 

Pietro.     la  not  the  messenger  retam'd? 

Battista.     Not  yet; 
f  have  sent  frequently,  as  you  commnnded, 
But  still  the  Sig:nory  is  deep  in  council 
And  long  debate  on  Stcno*s  accusation. 

Pietro.   Too  long— at  least  so  thinks  the 
Dog^. 

Batt.    How  bears  he 
These  moments  of  suspense? 

Pietro.    With  struggling  patience. 
Placed  at  the  ducal  table,  coirerM  o*er 
With  all  the  apparel  of  the  state,  petitions, 
Despatches,  judgments,    acts,  reprieves, 

reports. 
He  sits  as  rapt  in  duty ;  but  whenever 
He  hears  the  jarring  of  a  distant  door. 
Or  aught  that  intimates  a  coming  step, 
Or  murmur  of  a  Toice,    his   quick  eye 

wanders, 
And  ho  will  start  up  from  h\9  chair ,  then 

pause. 
And  seat  himself  again,  and  fix  his  gaze 
Upon  some  edict;  butl  have  observed 
For  the  last  hour  he  has  not  turned  a  leaf. 

Batt.    ^18  said  he  is  much  moved ;  and 
doubtless  *twas 
Foul  scorn  in  Steno  to  offend  so  grossly. 

Pietro.    Ay,   if  a  poor  man:  Steno^s  a 
patrician. 
Young,  galliard,  gay,  and  haughty. 

Batt.     Then  you  think 
He  will  not  be  judged  hardly. 

Pietro.     Twere  enough 
lit*  be  jndged  justly;  but  'tis  not  for  us 
1  o  anticipate  the  sentence  of  the  Forty. 

Batt.    And  here  it  comes.— What  naws, 
Vincenzo  ? 


Enter  Vinobbiso. 

rine.    Tib 
Decided ;  but  as  yet  his  doom's  unknown : 
I  saw  the  president  in  act  to  seal 
The  parchment  which  will  bear  the  Forty's 

judgment 
Unto  the  Doge,  and  hasten  to  inform  him. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  n.^The  Ducal  Chamber. 

MABiifo  Falibbo,   Doge;   and  his  nephew, 
Bbrtuccio  Falibeo. 

Bertuccio  Faliero.   It  cannot  be  bat  they 

will  do  you  justice. 
Doge.     Ay,  such  as  the  Arogadori  did. 
Who  sent  up  my  appeal  unto  the  Forty 
To  try  him  by  his  peers,  his  own  tribunal. 
B.  Fal.  His  peers  will  scarce  protect  him; 
such  an  act 
Would  bring  contempt  on  all  authority. 
Doge.  Know  you  not  Venice?  know  yon 
not  the  Forty? 
But  we  shall  see  anon. 

Bertuccio  Faliero  (addressing  Vdicbbbo, 
then  enteringy 
How  now— what  tidings? 

Fine,    I  am  charged  to  tell  his  highness 
that  the  court 
Has  pass'd  its  resolution,  and  that,  soon 
As  the  due  forms  of  judgment  are  gone 

through. 
The  sentence  will  be  sent  up  to  the  Doge; 
In  the  mean  time  the  Forty  doth  salute 
The  prince  of  the  Republic,  and  entreat 
His  acceptation  of  their  duty. 

Doge.    Yes — 
They    are    wond*rous    dutiful,    and  ever 

humble. 
Sentence  is  past,  yon  say  ? 

Fine.     It  IS,  your  highness : 
The  president  was  sealing  it^  when  I 
Was  caird  in,  that  no  moment  might  be  lost 
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lo  forwarding  the  intimation  due. 
Not  oniy  to  tiie  Cliief  of  tlie  Republic, 
Bat  tlie  complainant,  both  in  one  united. 
B.  Fal.    Are  you  aware,  from  aught  you 

hare  perceiyed. 
Of  their  decision? 

rinc.     No,  my  lord;  you  know 
The  secret  customs  of  the  courts  in  Venice. 
B.  Fal,  True ;  but  there  still  is  something 

giTen  to  guess, 
Which  a  shrewd  gleaner   and  quick  eye 

would  catch  at; 
A  whisper,  or  a  murmur,  or  an  air 
More    or    less    solemn    spread    o*er    the 

tribunal. 
The  Forty  are  but  men— most  worthy  men, 
And  wise,  and  just,  and  cautions— this  I 


And  secret  as  the  graTe  to  which  they  doom 
The  guilty;   but  with  all  this,    in  their 

aspects — 
At  least  in  some,  the  juniors  of  the  number — 
A  searching  eye,  an  eye  like  yours,  Vincenzo, 
Would  read  the  sentence  ere  it  was  pro- 
nounced. 
f'ine.    My  lord,   I  came  away  upon  the 
moment. 
And  had   no  leisure  to  take  note  of  that 
Which  passed  among  the  judges,   even  in 

seeming ; 
My  station  near  the  accused  too,  Michel 

Steno, 
Made  me — 

Boge  (abruptlyy     And  how  lookM  he? 

deliver  that. 
Fine.    Calm,  but  not  overcast,  he  stood 
resig^'d 
To  the  decree,  whatever  it  were ;  -  but  lo ! 
It  comes,  for  the  perusal  of  his  highness. 

Enter  the  Sbcrbtakt  o/  the  Forty, 

Sec,  The  high  tribunal  of  the  Forty  sends 
Health  and  respect  to  the  Doge  Faliero, 
Chief  magistrate  of  Venice,  and  requests 
His  highness  to  peruse  and  to  approve 
The  sentence  past  on  Michel  Steno,  born 
Patrician,  and  arraigned  upon  the  charge 
Contained,  together  with  its  penalty. 
Within  the  rescript  which  I  now  present. 

Doge.    Retire  and  wait  without.-^Take 
thou  this  paper; 

[Exeunt  Secretary  and  Fincenao. 
The  misty  letters  vanish  from  my  eyes ; 
I  cannot  Ax  them. 

B.  Fal,    Patience,  my  dear  uncle : 
Why  do  you  tremble  thus?— nay,  doubt 

not,  all 
Will  be  as  could  be  wished. 

Doge.    Say  on. 

B.  Fal.  (reading.)    ^^Decreed 
^In  council,  without  one  dissenting  voice, 
'*That  Michel  Steno,  by  his  own  confession, 
^^Guilty  on  the  last  night  of  Carnival 
**Of  having  graven  on  the  ducal  throne 
*'The  following  words ** 


Doge.    Wouldst  thou  repeat  them  ? 
Wouldst  thou  repeat  them — thou,  a  Faliero, 
Harp  on  the  deep  dishonour  of  our  house. 
Dishonoured    in   its  chief— that  chief  the 

prince 
Of  Venice,  first  of  cities?— To  the  sentence. 
B,  Fal,    Forgive  me,  my  good  lord ;  I 
will  obey— 
(Heads)  ''That  Michel  Steno  be  detained  a 

month 
*'In  close  arresf 
Doge.    Proceed. 
B,  Fal,    My  lord,  *tis  finished. 
Doge.    How,  say  you? — finished  I   Do  1 
dream?— Tis  false — 
Give  me  the  ^^r— (Snatches  the  paper^ 
and  reads)  ''  'TIS  decreed  in  council 

That  Michel  Steno  ^ Nephew,  thine  arm! 

B.  Fal,    Nay, 
Cheei^up,  be  calm ;  this  transport  is  uncallM 

for— 
Let  me  seek  some  assistance. 

Doge,    Stop,  sir — Stir  not— 
Tis  past. 

B.  Fal.     I  cannot  but  agree  with  you 
The  sentence  is  too  slight  for  the  offence — 
It  is  not  honourable  in  the  Forty 
To  affix  so  slight  a  penalty  to  that 
Which  was  a  foul  affront  to  you,  and  even 
To  them,  as  being  your  subjects ;  but  ^tis  not 
Yet  without  remedy :  you  can  appeal 
To  them  once  more,  or  to  the  Avogadori, 
Who,  seeing  that  true  justice  is  withheld^ 
Will  now  take  up  the  cause   they  once 

declined. 
And  do  you  right  upon  the  bold  delinquent. 
Jliink  you  not  thus,  good  uncle?  why  do 

you  stand 
So  fizM  ?  You  heed  me  not  :>-I  pray  you, 
hear  me ! 
Doge  (dashing  doum  the  ducal  bonnet,and 
offering  to  trample  upon  it,  exclaims, 
as   he  is  withheld  by  his  nephew^) 
Oh,  that  the  Saracen  were  in  Saint  Mark *s! 
Thus  would  I  do  him  homage. 

B.  Fal.    For  the  sake 
Of  Heaven  and  all  its  Saints,  my  lord  - 

Doge.    Away ! 
Oh,  that  the  Genoese  were  in  the  port ! 
Oh,  that  the  Huns  whom  I  overthrew  at  Zara 
Were  ranged  around  the  palace! 

B.  Fal,    Tis  not  well 
In  Venice^  Duke  to  say  so. 

Doge.    Venice'  Duke! 
Who  now  is  Duke  in  Venice?  let  me  see  him. 
That  he  may  do  me  rights 

B.  Faf.    If  you  forget 
Your  office,  and  its  dignity  and  duty. 
Remember   that   of  roan,   and   curb   this 
passion. 

The  Duke  of  Venire 

Doge  (interrupting  him).      There   is  no 
such  thing — 
It  is  a  word— nay,  worse— a  worthless  by- 
words 
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The    most    despifed,    wronged,    oatroged,  | 

helpless  wretch, 
Who  begs  his  bread,  if  'lis  refused  by  one, 
May  win  it  from  another  kinder  heart; 
But  he,  who  is  denied  his  right  by  those 
Whose  place  it  is  to  do  no  wrong,  is  poorer 
Than  the  rejected  beggar  -he^s  a  slave— 
And  that  am  I,  and  thou,  and  all  our  house, 
E\'en  from  this  hour;   the  meanest  artisan 
Will  point  the  finger,  and  the  haughty  noble 
May  spit  upon  us  : — where  is  our  redress? 
B.  Fal.     The  law,  my  prince — 
Doge  (interrupting  htm).    You  see  what 

it  has  done: 
1  ask'd  no  remedy  but  from  the  law — 
I  sought  no  vengeance  but  redress  by  law — 
I  caird  no  judcM  bat  those  named  by  law — 
As  sovereign,  I  appeaPd  unto  my  subjects, 
The    very   subjects    who   had    made    me 

soveiei|pi,  , 

And  gave  me  thus  a  double  right  to  be  so. 
The  rights  Of  place  and  choice,  of  birth 

and  service, 
Honours  and  years,  these  scars,  these  hoary 

hairs, 
The  travel,  (oil,  the  perils,  the  fatigues, 
The  blood  and  sweat  of  almost  eighty  years. 
Were  weighed  i*  the  balance,   Against  the 

foulest  stain. 
The   grossest   insult,    most  contemptuous 

crimo 
Of  a  rank,rash  patrician  and  found  wanting! 
And  this  is  to  be  borne? 

B.  Fal.    I  say  not  that:— 
In  case  your  fresh  appeal  should  be  rejected. 
We  will  find  other  means  to  make  all  even. 
Doge.    Appeal  again !  art  thou  my  bro- 
ther's son? 
A  scion  of  the  house  of  Faliero  ? 
The  nephew  of  a  Doge  ?  and  of  that  blood 
Which  hath  already  given  three  duket  to 

Venice  ? 
But  thou  say'st  well — we  must  be  humble 

now. 
B.  Fal.    My  princely  ancle !  you  are  too 

much  moved: — 
I  grant  it  was  a  groes  offence ;  and  grossly 
Left  without  fitting  punishment;  but  still 
This  fury  doth  exceed  the  provocation, 
Or  any  provocation :  if  we  are  wrongM, 
W^e  will  ask  justice ;  if  it  be  denied, 
Well  take  it;    but  may  do   all  this  in 

calmness— 
Deep  Vengeance  is  the  daughter  of  deep 

Silence. 
I  have  yet  scarce  a  third  part  of  yoar 

years, 
I  love  our  house,  I  honour  you,  its  chief. 
The  guardian  of  my  youth,   and    its  in- 
structor— 
But  though  1  understand  your  grief,  and 

enter 
In  part  of  your  disdain,  il  doih  appal  me 
To  see  your  anger,  like  our  Adrian  waves, 
O'ersweep  all  bounds,  and  foam  itself  to  air. 


Doge.     1  tell  thee— must   I   tell   ihee— 

what  thy  father 
Would   have  required   no  words  to  com- 
prehend ? 
Hast  thou  no  feeling  save  the  external  sense 
Of  torture  from  the  touch?  hast  thou  no 

soul — 
No  pride — no  passion— no  deep    tense    of 

honour  ? 
B.  Fal.    nri^  the  first  time  that  honour 

has  been  doubted. 
And  were  the  last,  from  any  other  sceptic. 
Doge.   Vou  know  the  full  offence  of  this 

bom  villain. 
This  creeping,  coward,  rank,  acquitted  felon. 
Who  threw  his  sting  into  a  poisonoas  libel, 
And  on  the  honour  of — Oh,  God!  -my  wife. 
The  nearest,  dearest  part  of  all  men's  honour. 
Left  a  base  slur  to  pass  from  mouth  to  mouth 
Of  loose  mechanics,  with  all  coarse  foul 

comments. 
And  villanous  jests,and  blasphemies  obscene; 
While  sneering  nobles,   in   more    polishM 

guise. 
Whispered  the  tale,  and  smiled  upon  the  lie 
Which  made  me  look  like  them—  a  court- 
eous wittol. 
Patient— ay,  proud,  it  may  be,  of  dishonour. 
B.  Fal.  But  still  it  was  a  lie^yoa  knew 

it  false. 
And  so  did  all  men. 

Doge.    Nephew,  the  high  Roman 
Said    *^C»sar's    wife   must    not    eveo   be 

suspected,*' 
And  put  her  from  him. 

B.  Fal.    True  —but  in  those  days — 
Doge.     What  is  it  that  a  Rt»mau  would 

not  suffer, 
That  a  Venetian  prince  must  bear?  Old 

Dandu^D 
Refused  the  diadem  of  all  the  (?a?sars. 
And  wore  the  ducal  cap  1  trample  on. 
Because  'tis  now  degraded. 
B.  Fal.     'Tis  even  so. 
Doge.    It  is — it  is:  — I  did  not  visit  on 
The  innocent  creature,   thus  most   vilely 

slander'd 
Because  she  took  an  old  man  for  her  lord. 
For  that  he  had  been  long  her  father^  iriead 
And  patron  of  her  house,  as  if  there  were 
No  love  in  woman's  he^irt  but  lust  of  youth 
And  beardless  faces;-  1  did  not  for  this 
Visit  the  villain's  infamy  on  her. 
But  craved  my  country's  justice  on  his  head, 
The  justice  due  unto  the  humblest  beiag 
Who  hath   a  wife  whose  faith   is  sweet 

to  him, 
Who  hath  a  home  whose  hearth  U  dear  to 

him. 
Who  hath  a  name  whose  honoar's  all  to  him. 
When  these  are  tainted  by  the  accsirsing 

breath 
Of  calumny  and  scorn. 

B.  Fuf.    And  what  redress 
Did  you  expect  as  his  fit  paalsknent  7 
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Do^e.     Death  1  Waa  I  not  the  90Tereign 
of  the  state — 
Insulted  on  his  \ery  throne,  and  made 
A  mockery  to  the  men  who  lihoiild  obey  me? 
Was  1  not  injured  as  a  husband?  scomM 
As  man?  reviled,  def^raded,  as  a  prince? 
Was  not  offen.'e  like  his  a  complication 
Of  insult  and  of  treason?— and  he  lives! 
Had  he.  instead  of  on  the  Dog^e^s  throne. 
Stamped  the  same  brand  upon  a  peasants 

stool, 
His  blo«»d  had  gilt  the  thre8hold,for  thecarle 
Had  stabbed  him  on  the  instant. 

B.  Fal.     Do  not  doubt  it. 
He  shall  not  live  till  sunset— leave  to  me 
'I'he  means,  and  calm  yourself. 

Doffe,     Hold,   nephew !  this 
Would   have   sufficed   but  yesterday:    at 

present 
I  have  no  further  wrath  n^inst  this  man. 

B.  Fal.     What  mean   you?   is  not  the 

«>flrence  redoubled 

lly  this  most  rank  —  I  will  notsay — acquittal, 

For  it  is  worse,  being  full  acknowledgment 

Of  the  ofl*ence,  and  leaving  it  unpunished  ? 

Doffe.  It  IS  ref/oii6/e</,but  notnowbyhim: 
The  Forty  hutli  decreed  a  nionth^s  arrest — 
We  mast  obey  the  Forty. 

B.  Fal.     Obey  them! 
Who  have  forgot  their  duty  to  the  sovereign? 

Dofre.     Why,  yes ; — boy,  you  perceive  it 
then  at  last: 
Whether  as  fellow-citixen  who  sues 
For  ju8tice,or  as  sovereign  who  commands  it. 
They  have  defrauded  me  of  both  my  rights 
(For  here  the  sovereign  is  a  citizen) ; 
But.  notwithstanding,  harm  not  thou  a  hair 
Of  Steno*s  head — he  shall  not  wear  it  long. 

B.  Fal.     Not  twelve  hours  longer,   ht^ 
yon  left  to  me 
The  mode  and  means :  if  yon  had  calmly 

heard  me, 
I  never  meant  this  miscreant  should  escape. 
But  wishM  yon  to  repress  such  gnsts  of 

passion. 
That  we  more  surely  might  devise  tog^ether 
Uis  taking  off. 

Doge,    Ao,  nephew,  he  must  live ; 
At  least,  just  now— a  life  so  vile  as  his 
Were  nothing  at  this  hour ;  in  th*  olden  time 
Seoie  aacriftces  ask'd  a  single  victim. 
Great  «nipiations  had  a  hecatomb. 

B,  Fal.    Your  wishes  are  my  law;  and 
yet  I  fain 
Wonld  prove  to  you  how  near  unto  my  heart 
The  honour  of  our  house  must  ever  be. 

Doge,    Fear  not;  you  shall  have  time 
and  place  of  proof: 
But  be  not  thou  too  rash,  as  I  have  been. 
I  am  ashamed  of  my  own  anger  now; 
1  pray  yon,  pardon  me. 

B.  Fal.     Why  that's  my  uncle! 
Tlie  leader,  and  the  statesman,  and  the  chief 
Of  commonwealths,aDd  sovereign  of  himself! 
I  wondered  to  perceive  you  so  forget 


All  prudence  in  your  fnry.  at  these  years, 
Although  the  cause — 

Doge.     Ay,  think  upon  the  cause — 
Forget  it  not:— When  yon  lie  down  to  rest, 
Let  it  be  black  among  your  dreams ;  and 

when 
The  morn  returns,  so  let  it  stand  between 
The  sun  and  you,  as  an  ill-omen'd  cloud 
Upon  a  summer-day  of  festival: 
So  will  it  stand  to  me ; — but  speak  not,  stir 

not,— 
Leave  all  to  me;— we  shall  have  mnch  to  do. 
And  you  shall  have  a  part. — But  now  retire, 
*Tis  fit  1  were  alone. 

B.  Fal.  (Taking  up  and  placing  the  ducal 

bonnet  on  the  table}  Ere  I  depart, 
I  pray  you  to  resume  what  yon  have  spurn*d. 
Till  you  can  change  it  haply  for  a  crown. 
And  now  1  take  my  leave,  imploring  yon 
In  all  things  to  rely  upon  my  duty 
As  doth  become    your  near  and  faithful 

binnnan. 
And  not  less  loyal  citizen  and  subject. 

[Exit  Bertuecio  FaUero, 
Doge  (solmy  Adieu,my  worthy  nephew.^ 

Hollow  bauble ! 

(Taking  up  the  ducal  cap. 
Beset  with  all  the  thorns  that  line  a  crown, 
Without  investing  the  insulted  brow 
With  the  all-swaying  majesty  of  kings; 
Thou  idle,  gilded,  and  degraded  toy. 
Let  me  resume  thee  as  I  would  a  vizor. 

[Puts  it  an. 
How  ray  brain  aches  beneath  thee!  and 

my  temples 
Throb  feverish  under  thy  dishonest  weight. 
Could  I  not  turn  thee  to  a  diadem? 
Could  I  not  shatter  the  Brtarean  sceptre 
Which  in  this  hundred-handed  senate  rules. 
Making  the  people  nothing,  and  the  prince 
A  pageant?  In  ray  life  I  have  achieved 
Tasks  not  less  difficult -achieved  for  them. 
Who  thus  repay  me!— Can  I  not  requite 

them? 
Oh,  for  one  year !  Oh,  but  for  even  a  day 
Of  my  full  youth,  while  yet  my  body  served 
My  soul  as  serves  the  generous  steed  his  lord ! 
I  would  have  dash'd  amongstthora,asking  few 
In  aid  to  overthrow  these  swoln  patricmns ; 
But  now  I  must  look  round  for  other  handa 
To  serve  this  hoary  head ;  —but  it  shall  plan 
In  such  a  sort  as  will  not  leave  the  task 
Herculean,  though  as  ^et  'III  but  a  chaos 
Of  darkly-brooding  thoughts:  my  fancv  is 
In  her  first  work,  more  nearly  to  the  light 
Holding  the  sleeping  images  of  things. 
For  the  selection  of  the  pausing  judgment.  — 
The  troops  are  few  in — 

Enter  ViwcBifZO. 

There  is  one  without 

Craves  audience  of  your  highness. 

Doge.    Vm  unwell— 
I  can  see  no  one,  not  even  a  patrician — 
Let  him  refer  his  businoH  to  the  eonncil. 
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line.  My  lord,  I  will  delirer  your  reply; 
it  cannot  much  import— he's  a  plebeian. 
The  matter  of  a  ealley,  I  believe. 

Doge,    How !  did  you  lay  the  patron  of 
a  galley? 
That  if —I  mean — a  serrant  of  the  state : 
Admit  him,  he  may  be  on  pablic  serrice. 

[Exit  fineenzo. 
Doge  ($olu8y  This  patron  may  be  soanded ; 
I  will  try  him. 
I  know  the  people  to  be  discontented ; 
They  have  cause,  since  Sapiensa's  adverse 

day, 
When  Genoa  conquer^:  they  have  further 

cauve. 
Since  they  are  nothing  in  the  state,  and  in 
The  city  worse  than  nothing— mere  ma- 
chines. 
To  serve  the  nobles'  most  patrician  pleasure. 
The  troops  have  long  arrears  of  pay,  oft 

promised. 
And  murmur  deeply— any  hope  of  change 
Will  draw  them  forward :  they  shall  pay 

themselves 
With  plunder  :~but  the  priests — I  doubt 

the  priesthood 
Will  not  be  with  us;  they  have  hated  me 
Since  that  rash  hour,  when,  maddened  with 

the  drone, 
I  smote  the  tardy  bishop  at  Treviso, 
Quickening  his  holy  march:  yet,ne*ertheless, 
They  may  be  won,  at  least  their  chief  at 

Rome, 
By  some  well-timed  concessions ;  but,  above 
All  things,  I  must  be  speedy ;  at  my  hour 
Of  twilight  little  light  of  life  remains. 
Could  I  free  Venice,  and  avenge  my  wrongs, 
I  had  lived  too  long,  and  willingly  would 

sleep 
Next  moment  with  my  sires ;  and,  wanting 

this. 
Better  that  sixty  of  my  fourscore  years 
Had  been  already  where— how  soon,  I  care 

not — 
The  whole  must  be  extinguished; — better 

that 
They  ne'er  had  been,  than  drag  me  on  to  be 
The  thing  these  arch-oppressors  fain  would 

make  me. 
Let  me  consider — of  efficient  troops 
There  are  three  thousand  posted  at — 

Enter  Viiici|^o  mnd  Israkl  Bbetvooio. 

fine.    May  it  please 
Your  highness,  the  same  patron  whom  I 

spake  of 
Is  here  to  crave  your  patience. 

Doge.    Leave  the  chamber, 
Vincenzo. —  [Exit  f Vncefiso. 

Sir,  you  may  advance— what  would  you  ? 

Bertuccio.     Redress. 

Doge.    Of  whom  ? 

Bert.    Of  God  and  of  the  Doge. 

Doge.    Alas!  my  friend,  yon  seek  it  of 
the  twain 


Of  least  respect  and  interest  is  Venice. 
You  must  address  the  council. 

Bert.     Twere  in  vain; 
For  he  who  injured  me  is  one  of  them. 

Doge.  There's  blood  upon  thy  ftw»— how 
came  it  there? 

Bert.    Ti»  mine,  and  not  the  fint  Tve 
shed  for  Venice, 
But  the  first  shed  by  a  Venetian  haod: 
A  noble  smote  me. 

Doge.    Doth  he  live  ? 

Bert.    Not  long- 
Rut  for  the  hope  I  had  and  have,  that  you, 
My  prince,  yourself  a  soldier,  will  redress 
Him,  whom  the  laws  of  discipline  and  Venice 
Permit  not  to  protect  himself;  if  aot— 
I  say  no  more. 

Doge.    But  something  yon  would  do- 
Is  it  not  so? 

Bert.    I  am  a  man,  my  lord. 

Doge.     Why,  so  is  he  who  smoto  yon. 

Bert.     He  is  call'd  so ; 
Nay,  more,  a  noble  one  — at  least,  in  Venice: 
But  since  ho  hath  forgotten  that  I  am  one. 
And  treats  me  like  a  brute,  the  brute  may 

turn — 
Tis  said  the  worm  will. 

Doge.    Say— his  name  and  lineago? 

Bert.     Barbaro. 

Doge.  What  was  the  cause?  or  the  pretext? 

Bert.     I  am  the  chief  of  the   arsenal, 
employed 
At  present  in  repairing  certain  galleys 
But  roughly  used  by  the  Genoese  last  year. 
This  morning  comes  the  noble  BarlMiro 
Full  of  reproof,  because  our  artisane 
Had  left  some  frivolous  order  of  his  house, 
To  execute  the  state's  decree;  I  dared 
To  justify  the  men— he  raised  his  hand,— 
Behold  my  blood !  the  first  time  it  e'er  flow'd 
Dishonourably. 

Doge.    Have  you  long  time  served  ? 

Bert.  So  long  as  to  remember  Zara's  sieve, 
And  fight  beneath  the  chief  who  beat  Uio 

Huns  there. 
Sometime  my  general,  now  the  Doge  Faliero. 

Doge.     How !    are  we   comradea  ?—  the 

f^tate^s  ducal  robes 

Sit  newly  on  me,  and  yon  were  appointed 

Chief  of  the  arsenal  ere  I  came  from  Rome; 

So  that  I  recognised  yon  not.  Who  placed  yon? 

Bert.    The  late  Doge;   keeping  still  my 
old  command 
As  patron  of  a  galley :  my  new  office 
Was  given  as  the  reward  of  certain  scars 
(So  was  your  predecessor  pleased  to  say): 
I  little  thought  his  bounty  would  conduct  me 
To  his  successor  as  a  helpless  plaintiff. 
At  least,  in  such  a  cause. 

Doge.    Are  you  much  hurt? 

Bert.    Irreparably  in  my  self-eeteem. 

Doge.    Speak  out;  fear  nothing:   being 
stung  at  heart. 
What  would  you  do  to  be  revenged  on  this 
nan? 
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Bert*  That  which  I  dare  not  name,  and 
yet  will  do. 

Doge.    Then  wherefore  came  yon  here? 

Beri,    I  come  for  joftice, 
Becanae  my  general  is  Doge,  and  will  not 
See  his  old  toldier  trampM  on.   Had  any, 
Save  Faliero,  filFd  the  ducal  throne. 
This  blood  had  been  wash'd  ont  in  other 
blood. 

Doge.  Yon  come  to  me  for  justice  —unto 
me! 
The  Doge  of  Venice,  and  I  cannot  giro  it; 
I  cannot  even  obtain  it — *twas  denied 
To  me  most  solenmly  an  hour  ago. 

Bert.    How  says  yonr  highness? 

Doge.    Steno  is  condemned 
To  a  month^s  confinement. 

Bert.    What!  the  same  who  dared 
To  stain  the  ducal  throne  with  those  foul 

words, 
That  have  cried  shame  to  eyery  ear  in  Venice? 

Doge.     Ay,  doubtless  they  have  echoM 
o*er  the  arsenal, 
Keeping  due  time  with  every  hammer's  clink 
As  a  good  jest  to  jolly  artisans ; 
Or  making  chorus  to  the  creaking  oar. 
In  the  vile  tune  of  every  galley-slave 
Who,  as  he  sung  the  merry  stave,  exulted 
He  was  not  a  shamed  dotard,  like  the  Doge. 

Bert.    Is  it  possible?  a  month's  impri- 
sonment ! 
No  more  for  Steno? 

Doge.    Yon  have  heard  the  offence, 
And  now  yon  know  his  punishment;  and 

then 
Yon  ask  redress  of  me!  Go  to  the  Forty, 
Who  passM  the  sentence  upon  Michel  Steno; 
Theyll  do  asmnch  by  Barbaro,  no  doubt. 

Bert.     Ah !  dared  I  speak  my  feelings  ! 

Doge.    Give  them  breath. 
Mine  have  no  further  outrage  to  endure. 

Bert.  Then,  in  a  word,  it  rests  but  on 
your  word 
To  panish  and  avenge — I  will  not  say 
Mff  petty  wrong,  for  what  is  a  mere  blow, 
However  vile,  to  such  a  thing  as  I  am? — 
Bat  the  base  insult  done  your  state  and 
person. 

Doge.    Yon  overrate  my  power,  which 
is  a  pageant 
This  cap  is  not  the  monarch's  crown ;  these 

robes 
Might  move  compassion,   like  a  beggar's 

rags; 
Naj,more,a  beggar's  are  his  own,  and  these 
Bui  lent  to  the  poor  puppet,  who  must  play 
Its  part  with  all  its  empire  in  this  ermine. 

Bert.     Wouldst  thou  be  king? 

Doge.    Yes— of  a  happy  people. 

Bert.    Wouldst  thou  bo  sovereign  lord 
of  Venice  ? 

Doge.    Ay,  j[ 

If  that  the  people  shared  that  sovereignty. 
So  that  nor  tlivy  nor  1  were  furth<*r  Rlavcf 
To  this  o'crgrown  aristocratic  Hydra, 


The  poisonons  heads  of  whose  envcnomM 

body 
Have  breathed  a  pestilence  upon  us  all. 
Bert.   Yet,  thou  wast  bom  and  still  hast 

lived  patrician 
Doge.  In  evil  hour  was  I  so  bom ;  my  birth 
Hath  made  me  Doge  to  be  insulted :  but 
I  lived  and  toil'd  a  soldier  and  a  servant 
Of  Venice  and  her  people,  not  the  senate  { 
Their  good  and  my  own  honour  were  my 

guerdon. 
1  have  fought  and  bled;  commanded,  ay, 

and  conqner'd; 
Have  made  and  marr'd  peace  oft  in  em- 
bassies. 
As  it  might  chance  to  be  our  country's 

'vantage; 
Have  traversed  land  and  sea  in  constant  duty. 
Through  almost  sixty  years,  and  still  for 

Venice, 
My  fathers'  and  my  birthplace,  whose  dear 

spires. 
Rising  at  distance  o'er  tlie  blue  Lagoon, 
It  was  regard  enough  for  me  to  view 
Once  more ;  but  not  for  any  knot  of  men. 
Nor  sect,  nor  faction,  did  1  bleed  or  sweat! 
But  would  you  know  why  I  have  done  all  this? 
Ask  of  the  bleeding  pelican  why  she 
Hath  ripp'd  her  bosom?  Had  the  bird  a  voice. 
She'd  tell  thee  'twas  for  all  her  little  ones. 
Bert.    And  yet  they  made  thee  duke. 
Doge.     They  made  me  so; 
I  sought  it  not,  the  flattering  fetters  met  me 
Returning  from  my  Roman  embassy. 
And  never  having  hitherto  refused 
Toil,  charge,  or  duty  for  the  state,  I  did  not. 
At  these  late  years,  decline  what  was  the 

highest 
Of  all  in  seeming,  but  of  all  most  base 
In  what  we  have  to  do  and  to  endure : 
Bear  witness  for  me  thou,my  injured  subject. 
When  I  can  neither  right  myself  nor  thee. 
Bert.    You  shall  do  both,  if  you  possess 

the  will ; 
And  mai\y  thousands  more  not  less  oppress'd. 
Who  wait  but  for  a  signal will  yon 

give  it? 
Doge.    You  speak  in  riddles. 
Bert.     Which  shall  soon  be  read. 
At  peril  of  my  life,  if  you  disdain  not 
To  lend  a  patient  ear. 
Doge.    Say  on. 
Bert.    Not  thou. 
Nor  I  alone,  are  ii^ured  and  abused, 
Contemned  and  trampled  on,  but  the  whole 

people 
Groan  with  the  strong  conception  of  their 

wrongs : 
The  foreign  soldiers  in  the  senate's  pay 
Are  discontented  for  their  long  arrears ; 
The  native  mariners  and  civic  troops 
Feci   with  their  friendft;    for  who  is  he 

amongst  them 
Whose  brethren,  parents,  children,  wives, 

or  sisters, 
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HaTe  not  partoiik  oppregtion,  or  poUation, 
From  the  patricians  r  And  the  hopelcta  war 
Againit  the  Genoete,  which  m  ttili  main- 

Uin'd 
With  the  plebeian  blood,  and  treasure  wrung 
From  their  hard  earnings,   has  inflamed 

them  further: 
Eren  now-  but,  I  forget  that,  speaking  thus, 
Perhaps  I  pass  the  sentence  of  ray  death! 
Doge.  And,  suffering  what  thou  hast  done, 
fear*st  thou  death? 
Be  silent  then,  and  live  on,  to  be  beaten 
Bj  those  for  whom  thou  hast  bled. 

Bert,    No,  1  will  speak 
At  every  hazard ;  and  if  Venice^  Doge 
Should  turn  delator,  be  the  shame  on  him. 
And  sorrow  too ;  for  he  will  lose  far  more 
Than  I. 
Doge,  From  me  fear  nothing;  out  with  it. 
Ucrt,    Know,   then,  that  there  are  met 
and  sworn  in  secret 
A  band  of  brethren,  valiant  hearts  and  true; 
Men  who  have  proved  all  fortunes,  and  have 

long 
Grieved  over  that  of  Venice,  and  have  right 
To  do  so;  having  served  her  in  all  climes. 
And  having  rescued  her  from  foreign  fi»cs. 
Would  do  the  same  from  those  within  hei^ 

walls. 
They  are  not  numerous,  nor  yet  too  few 
For  their  great  purpose ;  they  have  arms, 

and  means. 
And  hearts,  and  hopes,  and  faith,  and  patient 
courage. 
Doge,    For  what  then  do  they  pause? 
Bert,    An  hour  to  strike. 
Doge  {aside).    Saint  Mark's  shall  strike 

that  hour! 
Bert.    I  now  have  placed 
My  life,  my  honour,  all  my  earthly  hopes 
Within  thy  power,  but  in  the  firm  belief 
That  iiguries  like  oars,  sprung  from  one 

cause. 
Will  generate  one  vengeance :  should  it  be  so. 
Be  our  chief  now^oursoyereign  hereafter. 
Doge.    How  many  are  ye  ? 
Bert,    I'll  not  answer  that 
Till  I  am  answer'd. 

Doge,    How,  Sir!  do  you  menace? 
Bert,     No;   I  afBrm.     I   have  betray'd 
myself; 
But  there's  no  torture  in  the  mystic  wells 
Which  undermine  your  palace,  nor  in  those 
Not  less  appalling  cells,  the  ^'leaden  roofs," 
To  force  a  single  name  from  me  of  others. 
The  Pozzi  and  the  Piombi  were  in  vain ; 
They  might  wring  blood   from  me,   but 

treachery  never. 
And  I  would  pass  the  fearful  ^'Bridge  of 

Sighs," 
Joyous  that  mine  must  be  the  last  that  e'er 
Would  echo  o'er  the  Stygian  wave  which 

flows 
Between  the  murderers  and  the  murdered, 
washing 


The  prison  and  the  palace- walls:  there  are 
I'hose  who  would  live  to  think  on't,  and 
avenge  me. 

Doge.    If  such  your  power  and  purpose, 
why  come  here 
To  sue  for  jnstioe,  being  in  the  conrse 
I'o  do  yourself  due  right? 

Bvrt.     Because  the  man 
Who  claims  protection  from  authority. 
Showing  his  confidence  and  his  submtssioo 
To  that  authority,  can  hardly  be 
Suspected  of  combining  to  destroy  it. 
Had  I  sate  down  too  humbly  with  this  blew. 
A   moody  brow  and  mutter'd  threats  hid 

made  me 
A  mark'd  man  to  the  Forty's  inquisitioD? 
But  loud  complaint,  however  angrily 
It  shapes  its  phrase,  is  little  to  be  fear'd, 
.4nd  less  distrusted.     But,  besides  all  this, 
I  had  anotlier  reason. 

Doge.    What  was  that? 

Bert,    Some  rumours  that  the  Doge  wai 
greatly  mo%ed 
By  the  reference  of  the  Arogadori 
or  Michrl  Steno's  sentence  to  the  Forty 
Had  reach'd  mo.  I  had  served  yon,  honooHd 

you, 
.4nd  felt  that  you  were  dangerously  inralted. 
Being  ot  an  order  of  ifuch  spirits,  as 
Requite  tenfold  both  good  and  evil:  Hwif 
My  wish  to  prove  and  urge  you  to  redress. 
Now  you  know  all ;  and  that  I  tpcak  the 

truth. 
My  peril  be  the  proof. 

Doge.    You  have  deeply  ventured; 
But  all  must  do  so  who  would  greatly  win: 
Thus  far  I'll  answer  yon — your  secret's  safe. 

Bert.     And  is  this  all? 

Doge,     l^nless  with  all  entrusted. 
What  would  you  have  me  answer? 

Bert,    I  would  have  tou 
Tnist  him  who  lea«'es  his  life  in  trust  with 
you. 

Doge,  But  I  must  know  your  plan,  your 
names,  and  numbers: 
The  last  may  then  be  doubled,  and  the 

former 
Matured  and  strengthen'd.  \ 

Bert.     We're  enough  ali^ady ; 
You  are  the  sole  ally  we  covet  now. 

Doge.    But  bring  me  to  the  knowledge 
of  your  chiefs. 

Bert,    That   shall  be  done  upon   your 
formal  pledge 
To  keep  the  faith  that  we  will  pledge  to  yea. 

Doge,    When?  where? 

Bert,     This   night  I'll   bring   to    your 
apartment 
Two  of  the  prinripnls;  a  greater  number 
Were  hazardous. 

Doge.    Stay,  I  must  think  of  this. 
What  if  I  were  to  trust  myself  amongst  yon. 
And  leave  the  palace? 

Bert.    You  must  come  alone. 

Doge.    With  bat  my  nephew. 
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Bert.    Not  were  he  your  ton. 

Do(^e,     Wretch!  darest  thoa  name   my 

son?    He  died  in  arms, 
At  Sapienza,  for  thi«  faithless  state. 
Oh!  that  he  were  alive,  and  I  in  ashes! 
Or  that  ho  were  alive  ere  I  be  ashes ! 
I    should   not  need    the    dnbious   aid    of 

strangers. 
Bert,     Nut  one  of  all   those  strangers 

whom  thou  donbtest. 
But  will  regard  thee  with  a  filial  feeling, 
So  that  thou  keep'st  a  father's  faith  with 
them. 
Doffe.    The  die   is  cast.     Where  is  the 

place  of  meeting? 
Bert.    At  midnight  I  will  be  alone  and 

mask*d 
Wherever  yonr  highness  pleases  to  direct  me, 
To  wait  year  coming,  and  conduct  you  where 
You  shall  receive  our  homage,and  pronounce 
Upon  onr  project. 

Dof^.    At  what  hour  arises 
The  moon  ? 
Bert.    Late,  but  the  atmosphere  is  thick 

and  dusky; 
*Tis  a  sirocco. 

Doge.    At  the  midnight-hour,  then, 
Near  to  the  church  where  sleep  my  sires; 

the  same, 
Twin-named  from  the  apostles  John  and 

Paul; 
A  gondola,  with  one  oar  only,  will 
Lurk  in  the  narrow  channel  which  glides  by. 
Be  there. 

Bert,    I  will  not  fail. 

Doge.    And  now  retire— 

Bert.  In  the  full  hope  your  highness  will 

not  falter 
In  your  great  purpose.    Prince,  I  ,take  my 

leave.  [Exit  Bertuccio. 

Doge  («o/tt»)    At  midnight,  by  the  church 

saints  John  and  Paul, 
Where  sleep  my  noble  fathers,  I  repair — 
To  what  ?  to  hold  a  council  in  the  dark 
With  common  ruffians  leagued  to  ruin  states! 
And  will  not  my  great  sires  leap  from  the 

vault, 
Where  lie  two  Doges  who  preceded  me. 
And  pluck  me  down  amongst  them?  Would 

they  ctmld ! 
For   I   should    rest  in    honour   with    the 

honourM. 
Alas !  I  must  not  think  of  them,  but  those 
Who  have  made  mo  thus  unworthy  of  a 

name, 
Noble  and  brave  as  aught  of  consular 
On  Roman  marbles ;   but  I  will  redeem  it 
Back  to  its  antique  lustre  in  our  annals. 
By   sweet  revenge   on  all   thafs  base   in 

Venire, 
And  freedom  to  the  rest,   or  leare  it  black 
To  nil  the  growing  calumnies  of  time. 
Which  never  itparc  the  fame  of  him  who  fails. 
But  try  the  Cirsar,  or  the  Catiline, 
By  the  true  touchstone  of  desert — success. 


ACT    II. 

SCR^E  L—An  Apartment    in    tht    Bueai 

PaJaee. 

AivQioLtif  A  (wife  of  the  Doge)  and  1IIari.%ri«a. 

AngioHna.  What  was  the  Doge's  answeif 
Marianna.    That  he  was 
That  moment  summoned  to  a  conferenoe ; 
But  Uis  by  this  time  ended.    I  perceived 
Not  long  ago  the  senators  embarking ; 
And  the  last  gondola  may  now  be  seen 
Gliding  into  the  throng  of  barks  which  stud 
The  glittering  waters. 

Ang.    Would  he  were  retumM ! 
He  has  been  much  disquieted  of  late ; 
And  Time,  which  has  not  tamed  his  fiery 

spirit. 
Nor  yet  enfeebled  even  his  mortal  frame, 
Which  seems  to  be  more  nourished  by  a  soul 
So  quick  and  restless  that  it  would  consume 
Less  hardy  clay— Time  has  but  little  power 
On  his  resentments  or  his  griefs.    Unlike 
To  other  spirits  of  his  order,  who, 
In  the  first  burst  of  passion,  pour  away^ 
Their  wrath  or  sorrow,all  things  wear  in  him 
An  aspect  of  eternity :  his  thoughts. 
His  feelings,  passions,  good  or  evil,  all 
Have  nothing  of  old  age;  and  his  bold  brow 
Bears  but  the  scars  of  mind,  the  thoughts 

of  years, 
Not  their  decrepitude:  and  he  of  late 
Has  been  more  agitated  than  his  wont. 
Would  he  were  come!  for  I  alone  have 

power 
Upon  his  troubled  spirit. 

Mar.    It  is  true. 
His  highness  has  of  late  been  greatly  moved 
By  the  aflront  of  Steno,  and  with  cause ; 
But  the  offender  doubtless  even  now 
Is  doomed  to  expiate  his  rash  insult  with 
Surh  chastisement  as  will  enforce  respect 
To  female  Tirtue,  and  to  noble  blood. 
Ang.    ^was  a  gross  insult;  but  I  heed 

it  not 
For  the  rash  scomer^s  falsehood  in  itself, 
But  for  the  effect,  the  deadly  deep  impression 
Which  it  has  made  upon  Faliero*s  soul. 
The  proud,  the  fiery,  the  austere— austere 
To  all  save  me :  I  tremble  when  I  think 
To  what  it  may  conduct. 

Mar.    Assuredly 
The  Doge  can  not  suspect  you  ? 

Ang.    Suspect  me .'  Why  Steno  dared  not : 

when  he  scrawPd  his  lie, 
Groveling  by  stealth  in  the  moon^s glimmer- 
ing light. 
His  own  still  conscience  smote   him   for 

the  act. 
And  every  shadow  on  the  walls  frowuM 

shame 
Upon  his  coward  calumny. 

Ma?.    "Twere  fit 
He  should  be  punished  grievously. 
Ang.    He  it  so. 
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Mar.    Wlitt!  It  the  MatMiee  pailf  If  he 

condemnM  f 
Mg.    I  know  not  that,  hnt  he  hai  heen 

detected. 
Mar.     And  deem  yon  thlf  enough  for 

such  foul  8com? 
Jng.    I  would  not  be  a  judge  in  my 
own  caute, 
Nor  do  I  know  what  tense  of  puniahment 
Mty  reach  the  soul  of  ribaldf  tuch  at  Steno ; 
Bnt  if  hit  intultt  tink  no  deeper  in 
The  minda  of  the  inquititort  than  they 
Have  ruffled  mine,  he  will,  for  all  acquit- 
tance, 
Bo  left  to  hit  own  thamelettnett  or  fhame. 
Afar.    Some  tacrlfice  it  due  to  tlander'd 

virtue. 
Jng.    Why,  what  it  virtue  if  it  needs  a 
Tirtim  9 
Or  if  it  muit  depend  upon  men^t  wordt? 
The  dying  Roman  taid,  ^^  *twat  but  a  name :  '* 
It  were  indeed  no  more,  if  human  breath 
Could  make  or  mar  it. 

Mar.    Yet  full  many  a  dame, 
Stainlest  and  faithful,  would  feel  all  the 

wrong 
Of  tuch  a  tlander;  and  lett  rigid  ladiet. 
Such  at  abound  in  Venice,  would  be  loud 
And  all-inexorable  in  their  cry 
For  juttice. 

Jng.  Thit  but  provet  it  it  the  name 
And  not  the  quality  they  prize :  the  firtt 
Have  found  it  a  hard  tatk  to  hold  their 

honour. 
If  they  require  it  to  be  blazonM  forth ; 
And  those  who  have  not  kept  it,  teek  itt 

teeming 
At  they  would  look  out  for  an  ornament 
Of  which  they  feel  the  want,  but  not  becaute 
They  think   it  to;    they  live  in  othert* 

thoughtt. 
And  would  seem  honett  at  they  mutt  teem 
fair. 
Mar,    Yon  have  ttrange  thoughtt  for  a 

patrician  dame. 
Jng,    And  yet  they  were  my  father't; 
with  hit  name, 
Tlie  toie  inheritance  he  left. 

Mar.    You  want  none; 
Wife  to  a  prince,  the  chief  of  the  republic. 
Jng.  I  should  have  sought  none  though 
a  peasant's  bride. 
lint  feel  not  less  the  love  and  gratitude 
Due  to  my  father,  who  bestowed  my  hand 
Upon  his  early,  tried,  and  trusted  friend. 
The  Count  Val  di  Marino,  now  our  Doge. 
Mar.   And  with  that  hand  did  he  bestow 

your  heart? 
Jng.  Hedid80,orithad  not  been  bestowM. 
Mar.    Yet  this  strange  disproportion  in 
your  years. 
And,  let  nic  add,  disparity  of  tempers. 
Might  make  the  world  doubt  whether  such 

an  union 
Could  make  you  wisely,  permanently  happy. 


Amg.    ne  worM  wBI  thlak  with  w«vM- 

lingt ;  bat  my  heart 
Hat  itill  been  in  my  dntiet,  which  are  nany. 
But  aefw  diflleult. 
Mar.    And  do  you  love  himf 
Jng.    I  love  all  noble  qualitiea  which 

merit 
Love,  and  I  loved  my  father,  who  first 

taught  me 
To  tingle  out  what  we  thould  love  in  othen, 
And  to  subdue  all  tendency  to  lend 
The  best  and  purett  feelingt  of  oar  aatare 
To  hater  pattiont.    He  beitow^d  ny  hand 
Upon  Faliero :  he  had  known  him  noble, 
Brave,  generout,  rich  in  all  the  qualitlet 
Of  toldier,  citizen,  and  friend ;  in  all  J 

Such  have  I  found  him  at  my  father  taid.    I 
Hit  fiultt  are  thote  that  dwell  in  the  liigh 

bosoms  , 

Of  men  who  have  commanded;  too  mach 

pride. 
And  the  deep  patsiont  fiercely  fotterVl  by 
The  uses  of  patriciant  and  a  life 
Spent  in  the  ttormt  of  ttate  and  war;  and 

alto 
From  the  quick  tense  of  hononry    which 

becomet 
A  duty  to  a  certain  tign,  a  tIco 
When  overstrainM,  and  this  I  fear  ia  him. 
And  then  he  hat  been  rath  from  hit  jtmth 

upwardt. 
Yet  tempered  by  redeeming  nobleneea 
In  tuch  tort,  that  the  wariett  of  repnbliet 
Hat  lavished  all  its  chief  employs  upon  him. 
From  his  first  fight  to  his  last  embatty. 
From  which   on  hit  return  Che  dukedom 

met  him. 
Mar.     But,  previout  to  thit  marriage, 

had  your  heart 
Ne*er  beat  for  any  of  the  noble  yoatii. 
Such  at  in  yeart  had  been  more  meet  to 

match 
Beauty  like  yourt?  or  tince  huTO  yon  ae'er 

teen 
One,  who,  if  your  fair  hand  were  atiU  to 

Might  now  pretend  to  Loredano^t  danghterr 
Jng.  I  antwerM  your  firtt  quettioa  when 
I  taid 
I  married. 
Mar.    And  the  tecondf 
Jng.    Needt  no  answer. 
Mar.  I  pray  you  pardon,if  I  have  offended . 
Jng.    I  feel  no  wrath,  but  tome  tnrprite ; 
I  knew  not 
That  wedded  botomt  could  permit  them- 

sclves 
To  ponder  upon  what  they  noto  might  choete. 
Or  aught,  save  their  past  choice. 

Mar.    'Tis  their  past  choice 
That  far  too  often  maket  them  deem  thty 

would 
Now  choose  more  wisely , could  they  caneel  it. 
Jng.   It  may  be  to.   I  knew  not  of  tuch 
thoughtt. 
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Mttr.    Here  conet  the  Dege^eludl  I 

retire. 
Jng.    It  may 
Be  better  you  dNmld  quit  dm;  1m  eeems 

wrapt 
In  thoaght — How  pensively  he  takes  his 
way !  [Exit  Marianna, 

Enter  the  Dogb  mid  Pibtbo. 

DogeOttuaingy  There  ii  a  certain  Philip 
Calendaro 
Now  in  the  Arsenal,  who  holds  command 
Of  eighty  men,  and  has  great  influence 
Besides  on  ail  the  spirits  of  his  comrades ; 
This  man,  I  hear,  is  bold  and  popular. 
Sadden  and  daring,  and  yet  secret:  'twould 
Be  well  that  he  were  won :  1  needs  must  hope 
That  Israel  Bertuccio  has  secured  him. 
But  fain  would  be— 

Pietro.    My  lord,  pray  pardon  me 
For  breaking  in  upon  your  meditation; 
The  Senator  Bertuccio,  your  kinsman, 
Cliarged  me  to  follow  and   inquire  yonr 

pleasure 
To  fix  an  hour  when  he  may  speak  with  you. 
Doge.    At  sunset. — Stay  a  moment -let 
me  see— 
8^  in  the  second  honr  of  nig^t 

[Exit  Pietro. 
Ang.    My  lord! 

Dn^.    My  dearest  chUd,  forgive  me— 

why  delay 

So  long  approaching  me?— I  saw  you  not. 

Jng.  Yon  were  absorbed  in  thought,  and 

he  who  now 

Has  parted  from  yon  might  have  words  of 

weight 
To  bear  you  from  the  senate. 
Doge.    From  the  senate? 
Ang.  I  would  not  interrupt  him  in  his  duty 
And  theirs. 

Doge.    The  senate's  du^!  yon  mistake; 
Tis  we  who  owe  all  service  to  the  senate. 
Ang.   I  tliought  the  Duke  had  held  com- 
mand in  Venice. 
Doge.    He  shall.— But  let  that  pass. — 
We  will  be  jocund. 
How  fares  it  with  you?    have  yon  been 

abroad? 
The  day  is  OTorcast,  but  the  calm  wave 
Favours  the  gondolier's  light  skimming  oar ; 
Or  have  you  held  a  levee  of  your  friends? 
Or  has  your  music  made  you  solitary  ? 
Say — is  there  aught  that  you  would  will 

within 
The  little  sway  now  left  the  Duke?    or 

aught 
Of  fitting  splendour,  or  of  honest  pleasure, 
Social  or  lonely,  that  would  glad  jour  heart, 
To  compensate  for  many  a  dull  hour,  wasted 
On  an  old  man  oft  moved  with  many  cares? 
Speak,  and  'tis  done. 

Anf^.     You're  ever  kind  to  mo— 
I  have  notliing  to  desire,  or  to  request, 
Except  to  see  you  oftener  and  calmer. 


Doge.    Calmer? 

Ang.  Ay,  calmer,  ny  good  lord.— Ah,  why 
Do  von  still  keep  apart,  and  walk  aloae. 
Ami  let  such  strong  emotioDs  stamp  yosr 

brow. 
As,  not  betraying  their  fnll  import,  yet 
Disclose  too  much? 

Doge.    Disclose  too  much !— of  what? 
What  is  there  to  disclose? 

Ang.    A  heart  so  ill 
At  ease. 
Doge.    Tif  nothing,  child.— Bat  in  the 

state 
You  know  what  daily  cares  oppress  all  those 
Who  govern  this  precarious  commonwealth; 
Now  suffering  from  the  Genoese  without. 
And  malcontents  within— 'tis   this  which 

makes  me 
More  pensive  and  l^s  tranquil  than  my  wont. 
Ang.    Yet  this  existed  long  before,  and 

never 
Till  in  these  late  days  did  I  see  yon  thus. 
Forgive  me:  there  is  something  at  your  heart 
More  than  the  mere  discharge  of  public 

duties, 
Which  long  use  and  a  talent  like  to  yoore 
Have  render'd  light,  nay,  a  necessity. 
To  keep  your  mind  from  stagnating.  'TIS  not 
In  hostUe  states,  nor  perils,  thus  to  shake  yon; 
Yon,  who  have  stood  all  storms  and  never 

sunk. 
And  climb'd  up  to  the  pinnacle  of  power 
And  never  fainted  by  the  way,  and  stand 
Upon  it,  and  can  look  down  steadily 
Along  the  depth  beneath,and  ne'er  feel  diisy. 
Were  Genoa's  galleys  riding  in  the  port. 
Were  civil  fury  raging  in  Saint  Mark's, 
You  are  not  to  be  wrou^t  on,  but  would  fall. 
As  you  have  risen,  with  an  unalter'd  brow : 
Your  feelings  now  are  of  a  different  kind ; 
Something    has   stung    yonr    pride,    not 

patriotism. 
Doge.    Pride!  Angiolina?  Alas!  none  is 

left  me. 
Ang,    Yes— the  same  sin  that  overthrew 

the  angels. 
And  of  all  sins  most  easily  besets 
Mortals  the  nearest  to  the  angelic  nature  i 
The  vile  are  only  vain ;  the  great  are  proud. 
Doge.    I  had  the  pride  of  honour,  of 

your  honour. 
Deep  at  my  heart— But  let  as  change  the 

theme. 
Ang.    Ah  no!— As  I  have  ever  shardd 

your  kindness 
In  all  thinffs  else,  let  me  not  be  shut  out 
From  your  distress :  were  it  of  public  import. 
You  know  1  never  sought,  would  never  seek 
To  win  a  word  from  you;  but  feeling  now 
Your  grief  is  private,  it  belongs  to  me 
To  lighten  or  divide  it.     Since  the  day 
When  foolish  Steno's  ribaldry  detected 
Unfix'd  your  quiet,  you  are  greatly  changrd, 
And  I  would  soothe  you  back  to  what  you 

were. 
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Doge,   To  what  I  wai  !—HaTe  yoa  heard 

Steno^  tentcnice? 
Ang.    No. 

Doge.    A  month's  arrest 
Ang.    Is  it  not  enough  f 
Doge.  Enough !  -Yes,  for  a  dmn  ken  gal- 
ley-slave, 
Who,  stung  by   Atripes,  may  murmur  at 

his  master ; 
But  not  for  a  deliberate,  false,  cool  Tillain, 
Who  stains  a  lady^s  and  a  princess  honour 
ETen  on  the  throne  of  his  authority. 
Ang.    There  seems  to  me  enough  in  the 
conviction 
Of  a  patrician  guilty  of  a  falsehood: 
All  other  punishment  were  light  unto 
His  loss  of  honour. 

Doge.    Such  men  have  no  honour ; 
They  have  but  their  rile  lives— and  these 
are  spared. 
Ang.    You  would  not  have  him  die  for 

this  offence? 
Doge.    Not  notp; — being  still  alive,  Vd 
have  him  live 
Long  as  he  can;  he  has  ceased  to  merit 

death; 
The  guilty  saved  hath  damnM  his  hundred 

judges. 
And  he  is  pure,  for  now  hi^  crime  is  theirs. 
Ang.    Oh!   had  this  false  and  flippant 
libeller 
Shed    his    young    blood    for  his  absurd 

lampoon, 
Ne'er  from  that  moment  could  this  breast 

have  known 
A  joyous  hour,  or  dreamless  slumber  more. 
Doge.     Does  not  the  law  of  Heaven  say 
blood  for  blood  ? 
And  he  who  taints  kills  more  than  he  who 

sheds  it. 
Is  it  the  pain  of  blows,  or  shame  of  blows. 
Thai  makes  such  deadly  to  the  sense  of  man? 
Do  not  the  laws  of  man  say  blood  for  honour? 
And  less  than  honour  for  a  little  gold? 
Say  not  the  laws  of  nations  blood  for  treason? 
Is  U  nothing  to  have  filled  these  reins  with 

poison 
For  their  once  healthful    current?    is  it 

nothing 
To  have  stainM  your  name  and  mine— the 

noblest  names? 
Is  *t  nothing  to  have  brought  into  contempt 
A  prince  before  his  people?  to  have  faii*d 
In  the  respect  accorded  by  mankind 
To  youth  in  woman,  and  old  age  in  man? 
To  virtue  in  your  sex,  and  dignity 
In  ours?—  But  let  them  look  to  it  who  have 
saved  him. 
Ang.     Heaven  bids  us  to  forgive   our 

enemies. 
Doge.    Doth  Heaven  forgive  her  own  ? 
Is  Satan  saved 
Fr«»m  wrath  eternal? 

Ang.    Do  not  speak  thus  wildly — 
Hea«  en  will  alike  forgive  you  and  your  foes. 


Doge.  Amen!  MayHeareo  fbiglve  Uteoi 

Ang.    And  will  yon? 

Doge.    Yes,  when  they  are  ia  Heftven  I 

Ang.    And  not  till  then? 

Doge.   What  matters  my  foi^Tcnc«f  an 
old  man's, 
Worn  out,  scomM,  spumM,  abused ;  what 

matters  then 
My  pardon  more  than  my  resentment  f  both 
Being  weak  and  worthless?  1  have  livei 

too  Icmg. — 
But  let  us  change  the  argument. — ^My  child! 
My  injured  wife,  the  child  of  Loredana, 
The  brave,  the  chivalrous,  how  Uttle  da— M 
Thy  father,  wedding  thee  uato  hie  friead, 
That  he  was  linking  thee  to  shame!— Afatt! 
Shame  without  sin,  for  thou  art  faaltlcsi. 

Hadst  tlion 
But  had  a  different  husband,  mnf  haabaad 
In  Venice  save  the  Doge,  thb  blight,  thii 

brand. 
This  blasphemy  had  never  fallen  apoa  thee. 
So  young,  so  beautiful,  so  good,  ao  pare, 
To  suffer  this,  and  yet  be  unaTenged! 

Ang.    1  am  too  well  avenged,  for  yea 
still  loTo  me, 
And  trust,  and  honour  me ;  and  all  mea  kaev 
That  YOU  are  just,  and  I  am  true:  whatdms 
Could  I  require,  or  you  command  f 

Doge,    ''fis  well, 
And  may  be  better;  but  whatever  betide, 
Be  thou  at  least  kind  to  my  meuMry. 

Ang.     Why  speak  you  thus? 

Doge.    It  is  no  matter  why; 
But  1  would  still,  whatever  otiian  think. 
Have  your  respect  both  now  and  ia  my  grave. 

Ang.     Why  should  you  doubt  it?  aas  it 
ever  failed  ? 

Doge.    Come  hither,  child ;   I  woald  i 
word  with  you. 
Your  father  was  my  friend ;  unequal  fortaae 
Made  him  my  debtor  for  some  courtesies 
Which  bind  the  good  more  firmly:  whea, 

opprest 
With  his  last  malady,  he  wilPd  our  uniea, 
It  was  not  to  repay  me,  long  repaid 
Before  by  his  great  loyalty  in  friendship; 
His  object  was  to  place  your  orphan  beauty 
In  honourable  safety  from  the  perils 
Which,  in  this  scorpion-nest  of  vice,  aisaii 
A  lonely  and  undowered  maid.     I  did  net 
Think  with  hinm  but  would  not  oppoee  the 

thought 
Which  soothed  his  death-bed. 

Ang.    I  have  not  forgotten 
The  nobleness  with  which  you  bade  me 

speak 
If  my  young  heart  held  any  preference 
Which  would  have  made  me  happier;  aor 

your  offer 
To  make  my  dowry  equal  to  the  rank 
Of  aught  in  Venice,  and  forego  all  claim 
My  father^s  last  injunction  gave  yon. 

Doge.    Thus, 
Twas  not  a  foolish  dotard*s  vile  caprice, 
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VoT  the  folse  edge  of  aged  appetite, 
kVhich  made  me  coretoiis  of  girlifh  beauty, 
ind  a  young  bride:  for  in  my  fieriest  you tli 
[  swayM  such  passions ;  nor  was  this  my  age 
[ofected  with  that  leprosy  of  lust 
k¥1iich  taints  the  hoariest  years  of  vicious 

men. 
Mailing  them  ransack  to  the  rery  last 
rhe  dregs  of  pleasure  for  their  vanished  joys ; 
[)r  buy  in  selfish  marriage  some  young 

Tictim, 
Too  helpless  to  refuse  a  state  that^s  honest, 
Too  feeling  not  to  know  herself  a  wreteh. 
Ovr  wedlock  was  not  of  this  sort;  yon  had 
Preedom  frotn  me  to  choose,  and  urged  in 

answer 
IToar  father's  choice. 

An^.     I  did  so;  I  would  do  so 
In  face  of  earth  and  heayen ;  for  I  have  nerer 
Repented  f<ir  my  sake ;  sometimes  for  yours, 
In  pondering  o*er  your  late  disquietudes. 
Doge,    I  knew  my  heart   would    never 

treat  you  harshly ; 
I  knew  my  days  could  not  disturb  you  long ; 
And  then  the  daughter  of  my  earliest  friend. 
His  worthy  daughter,  free  to  choose  again. 
Wealthier  and  wiser,  in  the  ripest  bloom 
Of  womanhood,  more  skilful  to  select 
liy  passing  these  probationary  years ; 
Inheriting  a  prince's  name  and  riches ; 
Secured,  by  the  short  penance  of  enduring 
An  old  man  for  some  summers,  against  all 
That  law's  chicane  or   envious  kinsmen 

might 
Have  arged  against  her  right; — my  best 

fMend's  child 
Would  choose  more  fitly  in  respect  of  years, 
And  not  less  truly  in  a  faithful  heart. 
Ang,  My  lord,  I  look'd  but  to  my  father's 

wishes, 
llallow'd  by  his  last  words,  and  to  my  heart 
For  doing  all  its  duties,  and  replying 
With  faith  to  him  with  whom  I  was  affianced. 
Ambitious  hopes  ne*er  cross'd  my  dreams ; 

and  should 
The  hour  you  speak  of  come,it  wi  11  be  seen  to. 
Doge.    I  do  believe  yon;  and  I  know 

you  true : 
For  love,  romantic  love,  which  in  my  youth 
1  knew  to  be  illusion,  and  ne^er  saw 
Lasting,  but  often  fatal,  it  had  been 
^o  lure  for  mr,  in  my  most  passionate  days, 
And  could  not  be  so  now,  did  such  exist. 
Rut  such  respect,  and  mildly  paid  regard 
As  a  true  feeling  for  your  welfare,  and 
A  free  compliance  with  all  honest  wishes; 
A  kindness  to  your  virtues,  watchfulness 
Kat  shown,  but  shadowing  o*er  such  little 

failings 
As  youth  is  apt  in,  so  as  not  to  check 
Rashly,  but  win  you  from  them  ere  you  knew 
Vou  had  been  won,  but  thought  the  change 

your  choice; 
A    pride  not  in  your   beauty,    but    your 

conduct, — 


A  trust  in  jou— a  patrhirchal  love. 
And  not  a  doting  homage  -  friendship,  faith- 
Such  eiitlmation  in  your  eyes  as  these 
Might  claim,  I  hoped  for. 
Aug.    And  have  ever  had.  « 

Doge,    I  think  so.   For  the  difference  in 

our  years, 
I'ou  knew  it,  choosing  me,  and  chose:  I 

trusted 
Not  to  my  qualities,  nor  would  have  faith 
In  such,  nor  outward  ornaments  of  nature. 
Were  I  still  in  my  five-and-twentieth  spring: 
1  trusted  to  the  blood  of  Loredano 
Pure  in  your  veins ;  1  trusted  to  the  soul 
God  gave  you—to  the  truths  your  father 

taught  you  — 
To  your  belief  in  heaven— to  your  mild 

virtues — 
To  your  own  faith  and  honour,  for  my  own. 
Ang,    You  have  done  well. — 1  thank  yoa 

for  that  trust. 
Which  I  have  never  for  one  moment  ceafed 
To  honour  you  the  more  for. 

Doge,    Where  is  honour. 
Innate  and  precept- strengthen^,  'tis  the  rock 
Of  faith  connubial ;  where  it  is  not — where 
Light  thoughts  are  lurking,  orthevanitiof 
Of  worldly  pleasure  rankle  in  the  heart, 
Or  sensual  throbs  convulse  it,  well  I  know 
Twere  hopeless  for  humanity  to  dream 
Of  honesty  in  snch  infected  blood. 
Although  'twere  wed  to  him  it  covets  most: 
An  incarnation  of  the  poet's  god 
in  all  his  marble-chiseird  beauty,  or 
The  demi-deity,  Alcides,  in 
His  miyesty  of  superhuman  manhood, 
Would  not  suffice  to  bind  where  virtue  is  not; 
It  is  consistency  which  forms  and  proves  it: 
Vice  cannot  fix,  and  virtue  cannot  change. 
The  once  falFn  woman  must  for  ever  fall; 
For  vice  must  have  variety,  while  virtue 
Stands  like  the  sun,  and  all  which  rolla 

around 
Drinki  life,  and  light,  and  glory  from  her 

aspect. 
Ang,  ^  And  seeing,  feeling  thus  this  truth 

in  others, 
(I  pray  ^ou  pardon  me;)   but  wherefore 

yield  yon 
To  the  most  fierce  of  fatal  passions,  and 
Disquiet  your  great  thoughts  with  restless 

hate 
Of  such  a  thing  as  Steno? 
Doge,    You  mistake  me. 
It  is  not  Steno  who  could  move  me  thus  ; 
Had  it  been  so,  he  should  -  but  let  that  pass. 
Ang,  What  is  't  you  feel  so  deeply,  then, 

even  now? 
Doge,    The  violated  majesty  of  Venice, 
At  once  insulted  in  her  lord  and  laws. 
Ang,  Alas!  why  will  you  thus  consider  itT 
Doge.    I  have  thought  on  't  till—but  let 

me  lead  you  back 
To  what  I  urged;  all  these  things  being  noted, 
I  wedded  yon ;  the  world  then  did  me  justice 
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Upon  the  motlTe,  and  my  conduct  prored 
They  did  me  right,  while  yonn  wai  all 

to  praiie: 
Yon  had  all  freedom — all  respect-  all  tnut 
From  me  and  mine ;  and,  bom  of  those  who 

made 
Princes  at  home,    and  swept  kings  from 

their  thrones 
On  foreign  shores,  in  all  things  yon  appeared 
Worthy  to  be  onr  first  of  native  dames. 
jing.    To  what  does  this  conduct? 
Doge.    To  thus  much  ^  that 
A  miscreant's  angry  breath  may  blast  it  all — 
A  Tiiiain,  whom  for  his  unbridled  bearing, 
Etcu  in  the  midst  of  our  great  festival, 
I  caused  to  be  cimducted  forth,  and  taught 
How  to  demean  himself  in  ducal  chambers; 
A  wretch  liite  (his  may  leave  upon  the  wall 
The  blighting  venom  of  his  sweltering  heart, 
And  thisshalTspread  itself  in  general  poison; 
And  woman's  innocence,  man's  honour,  pass 
Into  a  by-word ;  and  the  doubly  felon 
(Who  first  insulted  virgin  modesty 
By  a  gross  affront  to  your  attendant  damsels, 
Amidst  the  noblest  of  our  dames  in  public) 
Requite  himself  for  his  most  just  expulsion. 
By    blackening   publicly   his    sovereign's 

consort. 
And  be  absolved  by  his  upright  compeers. 
jtng.    But  he  has  been  condenui'd  into 

captivity. 
Doge,    For  such  as  him  a  dungeon  were 

acquittal ; 
And  his  brief  term  of  mock-arrest  will  pass 
Within  a  palace.    But  IVo  done  with  him; 
The  rest  must  be  with  you. 
.  jing.    With  me,  my  lord? 

Doge,  Yes,  Angiolina.  Do  not  marvel;  I 
Have  let  this  prey  upon  me  till  I  feel 
My  life  cannot  be  long;  and  fain  would 

have  you 
Regard  the  injunctions  yon  will  find  within 
This  scroll.     (^Giving  her  a  paper) -Fear 

not;  they  are  for  your  advantage: 
Read  them  hereafter,  at  the  fitting  hour. 
Jug,     My  lord,  in  life,  and  after  life, 

yon  shall 
Be  honour'd  still  by  me :  but  may  your  days 
Be  many  yet^and  happier  than  the  present! 
This  passion  will  give  way,  and  you  will  be 
Serene,   and  what  yon  should  be — what 

you  were. 
Doge,  I  will  be  what  I  should  be,  or  be 

nothing ; 
But  never  more — oh  f  never,  never  more. 
O'er  the  few  days  or  hours  which  yet  await 
The  blighted  old  age  of  Faliero,  shall 
Sweet  Quiet  shed  her  sunset!  Never  more 
Those  summer-shadows  rising  from  the  past 
Of  a  not  ill-spent  nor  inglorious  life. 
Mellowing  the  last  hours  as  the  night  ap- 
proaches. 
Shall  soothe  me  to  my  moment  of  long  rest. 
I  had  but  litile  more  to  task,  or  hope. 
Save  the  regards  doe  to  the  blood  and  sweat. 


And   the  fonI*fl  labour  through  whldi  I 

had  toil'd 
To  make  my  country  hononr^.    Aa  har 


Her  servant,  though  her  diief — I  wo«M 

have  gone 
Down  to  my  fathers  with  a  name  aerene 
And  pure  as  theirs ;  but  this  has  been  doded 

me. — 
Would  1  had  died  at  Zam  I 

Ang.    lliere  you  saved 
The  state;  then  live  to  save  her  still.  A  day, 
Another  day  like  that  would  be  the  best 
Reproof  to  them  and  sole  revenge  for  yon. 
Doge,    But  one  such  day  occurs  withia 

an  age; 
My  life  is  little  less  than  one,  and  ^Um 
Enough  for  Fortune  to  have  granted  oner, 
That  which  scarce  one  more  favonr'd  cittien 
May  win  in  many  states  and  years.  But  why 
Thus  speak  I?  Venice  has  forgot  that  day— 
Then  why  should  I  remember  it?— Farewell, 
Sweet  Angiolina!  I  must  to  my  cabinet; 
There's  much  for  me  to  do— and  the  hoar 

hastens. 
Ang,    Remember  what  yon  were. 
Doge,    It  were  in  vain ! 
Joy's  recollection  is  no  longer  joj. 
While  Sorrow's  memory  is  a  sorrow  still. 
Ang,    At  least,  whate'er  may  urge,  let 

me  implore 
That  you  will  take  some  little  paoae  off  rest: 
Yqur  sleep  for  many  nights  has  been  so 

turbid. 
That  it  had  been  relief  to  have  awaked  yon, 
Had  I  not  hoped  that  Nature  woald  o'er- 

power 
At  length  the  thoughts  which  shook  your 

slumbers  thus. 
An  hour  of  rest  will  give  you  to  yonr  toili 
With  fitter  thoughts  and  ftreshen'd  strength. 

Doge.    I  cannot— 
I  must  not,  if  I  could;  for  never  was 
Such  reason  to  be  watchful :  yet  a  few- 
Yet  a  few  days  and  dream-pertnrbed  nights, 
And  I  shall  slumber  well — bat  when?— 

no  matter. 
Adieu,  my  Angiolina. 

Ang.    Let  me  be 
An  instant — ^yet  an  instant  your  compaaliNi ; 
I  cannot  bear  to  leave  yon  thus. 

Doge,    Come  then. 
My  gentle  child  —  forgive  me;  tfaoa  wwC 

made 
For  better  fortunes  than  to  share  in  mine, 
Now  darkling  in  their  close  toward  die 

deep  vale 
Where  Death  sits  robed  in  his  all-eweepiag 

shadow. 
When  I  am  gone— it  may  be  sooner  than 
Even  these  years  warrant,  for  th«re  is  that 

stirring 
Within— above -> around,   that  in  this  city 
Will  make  the  cemeteries  populous 
As  e'er  they  were  by  pestUence  or  war,— 
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When  I  am  nothing,  let  that  which  I  was 
Be  f till  eometimef  a  name  on  th j  sweet  lipa, 
A  shadow  in  thj  fancy,  of  a  thing 
Which  would  not  have  thee  mourn  it,  hut 

reraeraher ; — 
Let  u  hegone,my  child—the  time  is  pressing. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  11. — A  retired  Spot  near  the  Arsenal. 
IfRABL  BsBTuccio  and  Philip  Calbudabo. 

Calendaro.    How  sped  you,   Israel,    in 
your  late  complaint? 

Bert.    Why,  well. 

Col.    Is't  possible !  will  he  be  punish'd? 

Bert.    Yes. 

Col.    With  what  ?  a  mulct  or  an  arrest? 

Bert.    With  death!— 

CbI.  Now  you  raye,ormust  intend  revenge, 
Such  as  I  counselled  you ,  with  your  own 
hand. 

Bert.    Yes ;  and  for  one  sole  draught  of 

hate,  forego 

The  great  redress  we  meditate  for  Venice, 

And  change  a  life  of  hope  for  one  of  exile; 

Leaving  one  scorpion  crushed,  and  thousands 

,  stinging 
My  friends,  my  family,  my  countrymen ! 
No,  Calendaro ;  these  same  drops  of  blood. 
Shed  shamefully,  shall  have  the  whole  of  his 
For  their  requital— But  not  only  his; 
We  will  not  strike  for  private  wrongs  alone: 
Such  are  for  selfish  passions  and  rash  men, 
But  are  unworthy  a  tyrannicide. 

Cdl.    You  have  more  patience  than  I  care 
to  boast. 
Had  I  been  present  when  you  bore  this  insult, 
I  most  have  slain  him,  or  expired  myself 
In  the  vain  effort  to  repress  my  wrath. 

Bert.    Thank  Heaven,  you  were  not- 
all  had  else  been  marred : 
As  'tis,  our  cause  looks  prosperous  still. 

Col.    Yon  saw 
The  i>oge— what  answer  gave  he? 

Bert.    That  there  was 
No  punishment  for  such  as  Barbaro. 

Ctd.^  I  told  you  so  before,and  that  'twas  idle 
To  think  of  justice  from  such  hands. 

Bert.    At  least, 
It  Inll'd  suspicion,  showing  confidence. 
Had  I  been  silent,  not  a  Sbirro  but 
Had  kept  me  in  his  eye,  as  meditating 
A  silent,  solitary,  deep  revenge. 

Col.    But  wherefore  not  adress  you  to 
the  Council  ? 
The  Doge  is  a  mere  puppet,  who  can  scarce 
Obtain  right  for  himself.  Why  speak  to  him? 

Bert.    You  shall  know  that  hereafter. 

Cal.     Why  not  now? 

Bert.     Be  patient  but  till  midnight.  Get 
yonr  musters. 
And  bid  your  friends  prepare  their  com- 
panies:— 
Set  all  in  readiness  to  strike  the  blow. 
Perhaps  in  a  few  hours ;  we  have  long  waited 


For  a  fit  time^that  hour  Is  on  the  dial, 
it  may  be  of  to-morrow's  sun:  delay 
Beyond  may  breed  us  double  danger.  See 
That  all  be  punctual  at  our  place  of  meeting, 
And  arm'd,  excepting  those  of  the  Sixteen, 
Who  will  remain  among  the  troops  to  wait 
The  signal. 
Cal.    These  brave  words  have  breathed 

new  life 
Into  my  veins ;  I  am  sick  of  these  protracted 
And  hesitating  councils :  day  on  day 
Crawl-d  on,  and  added  but  another  link 
To  our  long  fetters,  and  some  fresher  wrong 
Inflicted  on  our  brethren  or  ourselves. 
Helping    to   swell    our    tyrants*    bloated 

strength. 
Let  us  but  deal  upon  them,  and  I  care  not 
For  the  result,   which  must  be  death  or 

freedom ! 
I'm  weary  to  the  heart  of  finding  neither. 
Bert.     We  will  be  free  in  life  or  death! 

the  ffrave 
Is  chainless.  Have  you  all  the  musters  ready? 
And  are  the  sixteen  companies  completed 
To  sixty? 

Cal.     All  save  two,  in  which  there  are 
Twenty-five  wanting  to  make  up  the  number. 
Bert.    No  matter;   we  can   do  without. 

Whose  are  they? 
Cal.    Bertram^s  and  old  Soranzo's,  both 

of  whom 
Appear  less  forward  in  the  cause  than  we  are. 
Bert.     Your  fiery  nature  makes  you  deem 

all  those 
Who  are  not  restless,  cold  :  but  there  exists 
Oft  in  concentred  spirits  not  less  daring 
Than  in  more  loud  avengers.  Do  not  doubt 

them. 
Cal.    I  do  not  doubt  the  elder;  but  in 

Bertram 
There  is  a  hesitating  softness,  fatal 
To  enterprise  like  ours :  Tve  seen  that  man 
Weep  like  an  infant  o'er  the  misery 
Of  others,  heedless  of  his  own,   though 

greater ; 
And  in  a  recent  quarrel  I  beheld  him 
Turn  sick  at  sight  of  blood ,   although  a 

villain's. 
Bert.    The  truly  brave  are  soft  of  heart 

and  eyes. 
And  feel  for  what  their  duty  bids  them  do. 
I  have  known   Bertram  long !   there  doth 

not  breathe 
A  soul  more  full  of  honour. 

Cal.    It  may  be/ so: 
I  apprehend  less  treachery  than  weakness; 
Yet,  as  he  has  no  mistress,  and  no  wife 
To  work  upon  his  railkiness  of  spirit. 
He  may  go  through  the  ordeal ;  it  is  well 
He  is  an  orphan,  friendless  save  in  us: 
A  woman  or  a  child  had  made  him  less 
Than  cither  in  resolve. 

Bert.    Such  ties  are  not 
For  those  who  arc  rall'd  to  the  high  destinies 
Which  purify  lorruptrd  commonwealths; 
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We  innst  forget  all  feellngn  gave  the  one - 
We    must   resign    all   pawions   ffave    our 

piirpoge — 
We  mutt  behold  no  object  oa\  c  onr  country — 
And  only  look  on  death  as  bcantiful. 
So  that  the  Bacrifice  ascend  to  heaven. 
And  draw  down  freedom  on  her  evermore. 
Cal.     But,  if  we  fniiy— 
liert.     Tbev  never  fail  who  die 
In  a  great  cause :  the  block  may  soak  their 

gore; 
Their  heads  may  sodden  in  the  sun ;  their 

limbs 
Re  strung  to  city- gates  and  castle- walls— 
Rut  still  their  spirit  walks  abroad.  Though 

years 
Elapse,  and  others  {^hare  as  dark  a  doom, 
They  but  augment  the  deep  and  sweeping 

thoughts 
Which  overpower  all  others,  and  conduct 
The  world  at  last  to  freedom :  What  were  we, 
If  Brutus  had  not  lived?  lie  died  in  giving 
Rome  liberty,  but  left  a  deathless  lesson  - 
A  name  which  is  a  virtue,  and  a  soul 
Which  multiplier  itself  throughout  all  time, 
When  wicked  men  wax  mighty,  and  a  state 
Turns  servile:  he  and  his  high  friend  were 

styled 
•'The  last  of  Romans  P  Let  us  be  the  first 
Of  true  Venetians,  spnmg  from  Roman  sires. 
CaL  Our  fathers  did  not  fly  from  Attiln 
Into  these  isles,  where  palaces  have  sprung 
Oa  banks  redeemed  from  th€  rude  ocean^s 

ooze, 
To  own  a  thousand  despots  in  his  place. 
Better  boW  down  before  the  Hun,  and  call 
A  Tartar  lord,  than  these  swoln  silkworms 

masters ! 
l*he  first  at  least  was  man, and  used  his  sword 
As  sceptre:  these  unmanly  creeping  things 
Command  our  swords,  and  rule  us  with  a 

word 
As  with  a  spell. 

Bert.     It  shall  he  broken  soon. 
You  say  that  all  things  are  in  readiness ; 
To-day  I  have  not  been  the  usual  round. 
And  why  thou  knowest;  but  thy  vigilance 
Will  better  have  supplied  my  care :  these 

orders 
In  recent  council,  to  redouble  now 
Our  efforts  to  repair  the  galleys,  have 
Lent  a  fair  colour  to  the  intniduction 
Of  many  of  our  cause  into  the  arsenal. 
As  new  artificers  for  their  equipment. 
Or  fresh  recruits  obtained  in  haste  to  man 
The  hoped-for  fleet.— Are  all  supplied  with 

arms? 
Cal.     All  who  were  deemM  trustworthy; 

there  arc  some 
Whom  it  were  well  to  keep  in  ignorance 
Till  it  be  time  to  strike,and  then  supply  them; 
When  in  the  heat  and  hurry  of  the  hour 
They  have  no  opportunity  to  pause. 
But  needs  must  on   with  those  who  will 

■urronnd  Ihem. 


Bert.    You  have  said  well. — Hare  you 

remarked  all  such? 
Cal.     Tve  noted  most;   and  caused  the 
other  chiefs 
To  use  like  caution  in  their  companies. 
As  far  as  I  have  seen,  we  are  enough 
To  make  the  enterprise  secure,  if  His 
Commenced  to-morrow ;  but ;  till  His  begun. 
Each  hour  is  pregnant  with  a  thousand  perils. 
livrt.    Let  the  Sixteen  meet  at  the  wonted 
hour, 
Except  Soranzo,  Nicoletto  Blondo, 
And  Marco  Giuda,who  will  keep  their  watch 
Within  the  arsenal,  and  hold  all  ready. 
Expectant  of  the  signal  we  will  fix  on. 
Cal.     We  will  not  fail. 
Bert.     Let  all  the  rest  he  there  ; 
I  have  a  stranger  to  present  to  them. 
Cal.  A  stranger !  dotli  he  know  the  secret? 
Bert.    Yes. 

Cal.    And  have  you  dared  to  peril  yonr 
friends^  lives 
On  a  rash  confidence  in  one  we  know  not? 
Bert.    I  have  risked  no  man^s  life  except 
my  own — 
Of  that  be  certain :  he  is  one  who  may 
Make  our  assurance  doubly  sure,  arcoitling 
Mis  aid  ;  and,  if  reluctant,  he  no  less 
Is  in  our  power :  he  comes  alone  with  me, 
And  cannot  ^scape  us ;  but  he  will  not  swerve. 
Cal.  Icannotjudgeof  this  until  I  know  him: 
Is  he  one  of  our  order? 

Bert.     Ay,  in  spirit. 
Although  a  child  of  greatness ;  he  is  one 
Who  would  become  a  throne,  or  overthrow 

one— 
One  who  has  done  great  deeds ,  and  teen 

great  changes; 
\o  tyrant,  though  bred  up  to  tyranny; 
Valiant  in  war,  and  sage  in  council ;  noble 
In  nature,  although  haughty;   quick,  yet 

wary: 
Vet  for  all  this,  so  full  of  certain  paasions, 
That  if  once  stirrM  and  baffled,  as  he  haabeea 
Upon  the  tenderest  points,  there  is  no  Fniy 
In  (ireciao  story  like  to  that  which  wrings 
His  vitals  with  her  burning  handa,  till  he 
Grows  capable  of  all  things  for  revenge; 
And  add  too,  that  his  mind  is  liberal; 
He  sees  and  feels  the  people  are  oppressed. 
And  shares  their  sufferings.   Take  him  lU 

in  all. 
We  have  need  of  such,  and  such  have  need 
of  us. 
Cal.    And  what  part  would  you  hare  him 

take  with  us? 
Bert.     It  may  be,  that  of  Chief. 
Cal.    What!  and  resign 
Your  own  command  aa  leader  f 

Bert.    Even  so. 
My  object  is  to  make  ^onr  cause  end  well. 
And  not  to   push  myself  to   power.    Ex- 
perience, 
Some  skill,  and  your  own  choice,    had 
marked  me  out 
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To  act  In  iruH  a$  your  commander,  till 
Some  worthier  «hoald  appear :   if  1  have 

found  such 
As  you  jour8clve«  shall  own  more  worthy, 

tliink  you 
That  I  would  hesitate  from  selfishness. 
And,  covetous  of  brief  authority. 
Stake   our   deep    interest   on    my    single 

thoughts, 
Rather  than  yield  to  one  above  me  in 
All  leading  qualities?  No,  Calendaro, 
Know  your  friend  better;  but  you  all  shall 

judge.— 
Away !  and  let  us  meet  at  the  fixM  hour. 
Be  vigilant,  and  all  will  yet  go  well. 
Cal.     Wortliy  Bertuccio ,   I  have,  known 

you  ever 
Trusty  and  brave^witli  head  and  heart  to  plan 
What  I  have  still  been  prompt  to  execute. 
For  my  own  part,  I  seek  no  other  Chief; 
What  the  rest  will  decide  I  know  not,  but 
I  am  with  Tor,  as  I  haTe  ever  been, 
In  all  our  undertakings.     Now  farewell. 
Until  the  hour  of  midnight  sees  us  meet. 

[Exeunt. 

ACT    III. 

SCEISE  /.—.Scene,  the  Space  between  the 
Canal  and  the  Church  of  San  Giovanni  e 
San  Paolo.  An  equestrian  Statue  before 
it. — j4  Gondola  lies  in  the  Canal  at  some 
distance. 

Enter  the  Doob  alone,  disguised. 

Doge,     I  am  before  the  hour,  whose  voice. 
Pealing  into  the  arch  of  night,  might  strike 
These  palaces  with  ominous  tottering, 
And  rock  their  marbles  to  the  corner-stone. 
Waking  the  sleepers  from  some  hideous 

dream 
Of  indistinct  but  awful  augury 
Of  that  which  will  befal  them.  Yes,  proud 

city ! 
Thou  must  be  cleansed  of  the  black  blood 

which  makes  thee 
A  lazar-house  of  tyranny:  the  task 
Is  forced  upon  me,  I  have  sought  it  not; 
And  therefore  was  I  punishM,    seeing  tliis 
Patrician  pestilence  spread  on  and  on. 
Until  at  length  it  smote  me  in  my  slumbers, 
And  I  am  tainted,  and  must  wash  away 
The  plague  -  spots   in  the  healing  w  ave. 

Tall  fane ! 
Where  sleep  my  fathers,  whose  dim  statues 

shadow 
The  floor  which  dothdiride  us  from  thedc^d. 
Where  all  the  pregnant  hearts  of  our  bold 

blood. 
Mouldered  into  a  mite  of  ashes,  hold 
In  one  shrunk  heap  what  once  made  many 

heroes. 
When   what  is  now  a  handful  shook  tlic 

earth  — 


Fane  of  the  tutelar  Saints  who  guard  our 

house ! 
Vault  where  two  Doges  rest  —  my  sires! 

who  died  ' 
The  one  of  toil,  the  other  in  the  field, 
With  a  long  race  of  other  lineal  chiefs 
And  sages,  whose  great  labours,  wounds, 

and  state 
I  have  inherited,— let  the  graves  gape. 
Till  all  thine  aisles  be  peopled  with  the  dead. 
And  pour  tliem  from  thy  portals  to  gaze 

on  me! 
1  rail  them  up,  and  them  and  thee  to  witness 
What  it  hath  been  which  put  me  to  this  task  _ 
Their  pure  high  hlood ,   their  blazon-roll 

of  glories. 
Their  mighty  name  dishonoured  all  in  me, 
Not  by  me,  but  by  the  ungrateful  nobles 
We  fought  to  make  our  equals,    not  our 

lords ! — 
And  chiefly  thou,  Ordelafo  the  brave. 
Who  perisird  in  the  field ,   where  I  since 

conquered. 
Battling  at  Zara,  did  the  hecatombs 
Of  thine  and  Venice*  foes,  there  ofi*erM  up 
By  thy  descendant,  merit  such  acquittancer 
Spirits!  smile  down  upon  me ;  for  mj  cause 
Is  yours,  in  all  life  now  can  be  of  yours,— 
Your  fame,  your  name,  all  mingled  up  in 

mine. 
And  in  the  future  fortunes  of  our  race ! 
Let  me  but  prosper,  and  I  make  this  city 
Free  and  immortal,  and  our  house's  name 
Worthier  of  what    you  were,   now   and 

hereafter ! 

Enter  Israbl  Bbbtvccio. 

Bert.     Who  goes  there? 
Doge.    A  friend  to  Venice. 
Bert.    Tis  he. 
Welcome,my  lord,— you  are  before  the  time. 
Doge.    I  am  ready   to  proceed   to  your 

assembly. 
Bert.     Have  with  you!  -I  am  proud  and 
pleased  to  see 
Such  confident  alacrity.    Your  doubts 
Since  our  last  meeting,then,are  all  dispeird? 
Doge.  Not  so  -  but  1  have  set  my  little  left 
Of  life  upon  this  cast:  the  die  was  thrown 
When  I  first  listenM  to  your  treason— Start 

not! 
That  is  the  word ;  I  cannot  shape  my  tongue 
To  syllable  black  deeds  into  smooth  names, 
Though  I  be  viroiight  on  to  commit  them. 

When 
I  heard  you  tempt  your  sovereign,and  forbore 
To  have  you  dragged  to   prison ,  I  became 
Your  guiltiest  accomplice :  now  you  may, 
If  it  so  please  you,  do  as  much  liy  me. 
Bert.     Strange   words ,    my   lord ,   and 
most  unmerited; 
1  am  no  spy,  and  neither  are  we  traitors. 
Doge,     lie!—  We ! — no  matter — y  oa  have 
eam*d  the  right 
To  talk  of  ttf.— But  to  the  point.— If  this 
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Attempt  succeeds,  and  Venice,  rendered  free 
And  flourishing,  when  we  are  in  our  grayes, 
Conducts  her  generations  to  our  tombs. 
And  makes  her  children  with  their  little 

hands 
Strew  flowers  o^er  h«r  delirerers^  ashes,  then 
The  consequence  will  sanctify  the  deed, 
And  we  shall  be  like  the  two  Bruti  in 
The  annals  of  hereafter;  but  if  not. 
If  we  should  fail,  employing  bloody  means 
'And  secret  plot,  although  to  a  good  end, 
Still  we  are  traitors,  honest  Israel;— thou 
No  less  than  he  who  was  thy  sovereign 
Six  hours  ago,  and  now  thy  brother-rebel. 

Bert,  *Tis  not  the  moment  to  consider  thus, 
Else  I  could  answer. — Let  us  to  the  meeting. 
Or  we  may  bo  obserred  in  lingering  here. 

Doge.     We  are  obserred,  and  have  been. 

Bert.    We  observed ! 
Let  me  discover — and  this  steel — 

Doge.    Put  up ; 
Here  are  no  human  witnesses  :  look  there— 
What  see  you? 

Bert.    Only  a  tall  warrior's  statue 
Bestriding  a  proud  steed ,  in  the  dim  light 
Of  the  dull  moon. 

Doge.    That  warrior  was  the  sire 
Of  my  sirens  fathers,  and  that  statue  was 
Decreed  to  him  by  the  twice  rescued  city: — 
Think  you  that  he  looks  down  on  us,  or  no? 

Bert.    My  lord ,  these  are  mere  phanta- 
sies; there  are 
No  eyes  in  marble. 

Doge.    But  there  are  in  Death. 
I  tell  thee,  man,  there  is  a  spirit  in 
Such   things  that   acts  and  sees,   unseen, 

though  felt; 
And,  if  there  be  a  spell  to  stir  the  dead, 
*Tis  in  such  deeds  as  we  are  now  upon. 
Deem*st  thou  the  souls  of  such  a  race  as  mine 
Can  rest, when  he,their  last  descendant  chief. 
Stands  plotting  on  the  brink  of  their  pure 

graves 
With  stung  plebeians? 

Bert.    It  had  been  as  well 
To   have  ponder'd  this  before ,  —  ere  you 

embarked 
In  our  great  enterprisc.—Do  you  repent? 

Doge.    No— but  I  feel,  and  shall  do  to 
the  last. 
I  cannot  quench  a  glorious  life  at  once. 
Nor  dwindle  to  the  thing  1  now  must  be. 
And  take  men^s  lives  by  stealth,  without 

some  pause: 
Yet  doubt  me  not,  it  is  this  very  feeling. 
And  knowing  what  has  wrung  me  to  be  thus. 
Which  is  your  best  security.    There's  not 
A  roused  mechanic  in  your  busy  plot 
So  wronged  as  I,  so  fallen,  so  loudly  callM 
To  his  redress ;  the  very  means  I  am  forced 
By  these  fell  tyrants  to  adopt  is  such. 
That  I  abhor  them  doubly  for  the  deeds 
Which  I  must  do  to  pay  them  back  for  theirs. 

Bert.    Let  us  away  —  hark!  —  the  hour 
strikes. 


Doge.    On — On — 
It  is  our  knell,or  that  of  Venice— On. — 
Bert.    Say,   rather,    'tis  her  freedom'i 
rising  peal 
Of  triumph  —  This  way  —  we  are  near  the 
place.  [Extunt. 

SCE^E   n.  —  The  House  where  the   Om- 
spiratora  meet. 

Dagolitio^  Doro,  BnaTRAn,  FbdblbTrsvi- 

BANO,  CaLBICDARO,  Al^TONIO  DKLLB  BbUBB,  CtC. 

Cal.  (^enteringy     Are  all  here? 

DagoUno.     All  with  you :  except  the  three 
On  duty,  and  our  leader  Israel, 
Who  is  expected  momently. 

Cal.     Where's  Bertram? 

Bertram,    Here ! 

Cal.     Have  you  not  been  able  to  complete 
The  number  wanting  in  your  company? 

Bertram.    I  had  marked  out  some:  but  I 
have  not  dared 
To  trust  them  with  the  secret;  till  aifored 
That  they  were  worthy  faith. 

Cal.    There  is  no  need 
Of  trusting  to  their  faith :  who,  save  oarselvtf 
And  our  more  chosen  comrades,  is  aware 
Fully  of  our  intent?  they  think  themselves 
^ng&8;<^d  in  secret  to  the  Signory, 
To  punish  some  more  dissolute  young  nobles 
Who  have  defied  the  law  in  their  excesses; 
But  once  drawn  up ,  and  their  new  twords 

well-flesh'd 
In  the  rank  hearts  ofthe  more  odious  eenaton, 
llie^  will  not  hesitate  to  follow  up 
Their  blow  upon  the  others,  when  they  see 
The  example  of  their  chiefs;  and  I  for  one 
Will  set  them  such,  that  they  for  very  shame 
And  safety  will  not  pause  till  all  have 
pcrish'd. 

Bertram.    How  say  you?  aU! 

Cal.     Whom  wouldst  thou  spare  ? 

Bertram.     I  spare? 
I  have  no  power  to  spare.  I  only  qnefltioa'i. 
Thinking  that  even  amongst  theae  wicked 

men 
There    might  be  some,    whoae  age  and 

qualities 
Might  mark  them  out  for  pity. 

Cal.    Yes,  such  pity 
As  when  the  viper  hath  been  cut  to  pieees, 
The  separate  fragments  quiverinc  in  thesna 
In  the  last  energy  of  venomoufl  life. 
Deserve  and  have.  Why,!  should  think  as  toon 
Of  pitying  some  particular  fang  which  made 
One  in  the  jaw  of  the  swoln  serpent,  as 
Of  saving  one  of  these:  they  form  but  links 
I  Of  one  long  chain— one  maM,  one  breath, 

one  body ; 
They  eat,  and  drink ,  and  live,  and  breed 

together. 
Revel,  and  lie,  opprest,  and  kill  in  concert,— 
So  let  them  die  as  one! 

Dag.    Should  one  sorvive. 
He  would  be  dangerona  at  the  whole :  it  is  not 
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ber,  be  it  tens  or  tboiuandf ,  bat 

of  this  aristoeracy 

st  be  rooted  out ;  andif  there  were 

loot  of  the  old  tree  in  life, 

iien  in  the  soil  and  spring  again 

f  verdure  and  to  bitter  fruit 

we  must  be  firm  ! 

>ok  to  it  well, 

I  have  an  eye  upon  thee. 

.     Who 

le? 

it  I ;  for  if  I  did  to, 

Id8t  not  now  be  there  to  talk  of 

i8t ; 

uftness,  not  thy  want  of  faith, 

ikes  thee  to  be  doubted. 

You  should  know 
me,  who  and  what  I  am ;  a  man 
ke  yourselves  to  overthrow  op- 
ission ; 

m,  [  am  apt  to  think,  as  some 
vc  found  me;  and  if  brave  or  no, 
ndaro,  can  pronounce,  who  have 
;n  me 

s  proof;  or,  if  you  should  have 
ubts, 

hem  on  your  person ! 
m  are  welcome, 

e  our  enterprise  is  o>r,  which 
i8t  not 

pted  by  a  private  brawl. 
.  I  am  no  brawler;  but  can  bear 
^self 

ong  the  foe  as  any  he 
I  me ;  else  why  have  I  been  selected 
our  chief  comrades  ?  but  no  less 
natural  weakness ;  1  have  not 
I  to  think  of  indiscriminate  murder 
lome  sense  of  shuddering;  and 
e  sight 

which    spoutfl   through    hoary 
lips  is  not 

:hinn;  of  triumph  ,  nor  the  death 
rprised  a  glory.  Well  —  too  well 
it  we  mutft  do  such  things  on  those 
}  have  raised  up  such  avengers;  but 
ere  some  of  these  who  could  be 
ved 

liis  sweeping  fate,for  our  own  sakes 
iir  honour,  to  take  off  some  stain 
re,  which  else  pollutes  it  wholly, 
I  glad ;  and  see  no  cause  in  this 

nor  for  suspicion ! 
)alm  thee,  Bertram ; 
pect  thee  not,  and  take  good  heart, 
luse,  and  not  our  will,  which  asks 
:>ns  from  our  hands :  well  wash 
ray 
in  Freedom*8  fountain ! 

UBL  Bbrtvccio  and  the  Dooi,  dia- 
guiaed. 

Yelcome,  Israel. 

Uors.     Most   welcome.  —  Brave 

jrtaccio,  thou  art  late — 


Who  is  this  stranger? 

Col,    It  is  time  to  name  him. 
Our  comrades  are  even  uow  prepared  Co 

greet  him 
In  brotherhood,  as  I  have  made  it  known 
That  thou  wouldst  add  a  brother  to  our 

cause. 
Approved  by  thee,  and  thus  approved  by  all. 
Such  is  our  trust  in  all  thine  actions.  Now 
Let  him  unfold  himself. 
Bvrt.    Stranger,  step  forth! 

[The  Doge  di$eover$  himielj. 
Con»p,  To  arms  I— we  are  betray 'd  -  it  is 

the  Doge! 
Down  with  them  both !  our  traitorous  cap- 
tain, and 
The  tyrant  he  hath  sold  us  to  ! 

Cal.  (drawing  hi$  sword).    Hold !  Hold ! 
Who   moves  a   step    against    them   diet. 

Hold!  hear 
Bertuccio. — What!  are  you  appalPd  to  tee 
A  lone,  unguarded,  weaponless  old  man 
Amongst  you? — Israel,  speak!  what  meant 

this  mystery? 
Bert.    Let  them  advance  and  strike  at 

their  own  bosoms. 
Ungrateful  suicides!  for  on  our  lives 
Depend  their  own,  their  fortunes,  and  their 

hopes. 
Doge,    Strike !  —  If  I  dreaded  death ,  a 

death  more  fearful 
Than  any  your  rash  weapons  can  inflict, 
I  should  not  now  be  here:  —  Oh,  noble 

Courage ! 
The  eldest-bom  of  Fear,  which  makes  you 

brave 
Against  this  solitary  hoary  head ! 
See  the  bold  chiefs,who  would  reform  a  state 
And  shake  down  senates ,  mad  with  wrath 

and  dread 
At  sight  of  one  patrician. — Botcher  mo. 
Yon  can;  I  care  not.— Israel,  are  these  men 
The  mighty  hearts  you  spoke  of?   look 

upon  them! 
Cal,    Faith!  he  hath  shamed  us,  and 

deservedly. 
Was   this  your   trust  in  your  true  chief 

Bertuccio, 
To  turn  your  swords  against  him  and  his 

guest? 
Sheathe  them,  and  hear  him. 

Bert,    I  disdain  to  speak. 
They  might  and  must  have  known  a  heart 

like  mine 
Incapable  of  treachery ;  and  the  power 
They  gave  me  to  adopt  all  fitting  means 
To  further  their  design  was  ne^er  abused. 
They  might  be  certain  that  whoe'er  was 

brought 
By  me  into  this  council,  had  been  led 
To  take  his  choice—  as  brother,  or  as  victim. 
Doge,    And  which  am  I  to  be?   your 

actions  leave 
Some  cause  to  doubt  the  freedom  of  the 

choice. 
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Bert.    My  lord,  we  would  have  perish'd 

here  together, 
Had  these  rash  men  proceeded ;  but,  behold, 
They  are  ashamed  of  that  mad  moments 

impulse. 
And  droop  their  heads;  believe  mo,   they 

are  such 
As  I  describe  them.— Speak  to  them. 

Co/.     Ay,  speak; 
We  are  all  listening  in  wonder. 

Bert.   {addrcMsing  the  congpiratort)  You 

are  safe, 
Kay,  more,  almost  triumpliant  — listen  then. 
And  know  my  words  for  truth. 

Doge,    You  see  me  here. 
As  one  of  you  hath  said,  an  old ,  unarmM, 
Defenceless  man  ;  and  yesterday  you  saw  me 
Presiding  in  the  hall  of  ducal  state. 
Apparent  sovereign  of  our  hundred  isles, 
Robed  in  official  purple,  dealing  out 
llie  edicts  of  a  power  which  is  not  mine, 
Nor  yours,but  of  our  raasters_tlic  patricians. 
Why  I  was  there  you  know,  or  think  you 

know; 
Why  I  am  here ,  he  who  hath  been  most 

wrong'd, 
He  who  among  you  hath  been  most  insulted. 
Outraged  and  trodden  on .  until,  he  doubt 
If  he  be  worm  or  no,  ma\   answer  for  me, 
Asling  of  his  own  heart  what  brought  him 

here  ? 
You  know  my  recent  story,  all  men  know  it, 
And  judge  of  it  far  differently  from  those 
Willi  sate  in  judgment  to  heap  scorn  on  scorn. 
But  spare  me  the  recital — it  is  here. 
Here  at  m\  heart  tlie  outrage    but  my  words, 
Already  spent  in  unavailing  plaints, 
Would  only  show  my  feebleness  the  more, 
And  1  come  here  to  strengthen  even  the 

strong. 
And  urge  them  on  to  deeds,  and  not  to  war 
With  woman ^s  weapons;  but  I  need   not 

urge  you. 
Our  private  wrongs  have  sprung  from  pub- 
lic vices 
In  this — I  cannot  call  it  commonwealth 
Nor  kingdom,  which  hath  neither  prince 

nor  people. 
Rut  all  the  sins  of  the  old  Spartan  state 
Without  its  virtues— temperance  and  valour. 
The  lords  of  Lacedemon  were  true  soldiers. 
Rut  oars  are  Sybarites,  while  we  are  Helots, 
Of  whom  I  am  the  lowest,  most  enslaved, 
Although  drest  out  to  head  a  pageant,  as 
The  Greeks  of  yore  made  drunk  their  slaves 

to  form 
A  pastime  for  their  children.   You  are  met 
To  overthrow  this  monster  of  a  state, 
This  mockery  of  a  government,  this  spectre. 
Which  must  be  exorcised  with  blood,  and 

then. 
We  will  renew  the  times  of  truth  and  justice. 
Condensing  in  a  fair  free  commonwealth 
Not  rash  equality,  but  equal  rights. 
Proportioned  like  the  columns  to4he  temple, 


Giving  and  taking  strength  reciprocal. 
And  making  firm  the  whole  with  grace  and 

beauty. 
So  tliat  no  part  could  be  removed  without 
Infringement  of  the  general  symmetry. 
In  operating  ihU  great  change,  I  claim 
To  be  one  of  you  — if  yon  trust  in  me; 
If  not,strike  home, — my  life  is  c«)mproroised, 
And  I  would  rather  fall  by  freemen's  hands 
Than  live  another  day  to  act  the  tyrant 
As  delegate  of  tyrants;  such  I  am  not. 
And  ueverhave been— read  it  in  oarannal«; 
1  can  appeal  to  my  past  giivernuient 
In  many  lands  and  cities ;  tlicy  can  tell  yon 
If  I  were  an  oppressor,  or  a  man 
Feeling  and  thinking  for  my  fellow-men. 
Haply  had  I  been  what  the  senate  sought, 
A  thing  of  robes  and  trinkets,  diien'^d  out 
To  sit  in  state  as  for  a  sovereign's  picture; 
.4  popular  scourge,  a  ready  sentence-signer, 
A  stickler  for  the  Senate  and  ^*the  Forty ,^ 
A  sceptic  of  all  measures  which  had  not 
The  sanction  o^^l'heTen,'*  a  council-fawner, 
A  tool ,  a  fool ,  a  puppet, — they  had  nc^er 
FosterM  the  wretch  who  stung  me.     What 

I  snffer    • 
Has  reachM  me  through  my  pity  for  the 

people ; 
Hiat  many  know,  and  they  who  know  not  yet 
Will  one  day  Icam :  meantime,  I  do  devote, 
Whatever  the  issue ,  my  last  days  of  life— 
My  present  power,  such  as  it  is.  not  that 
Of  Doge,  but  of  a  man  who  has  been  great 
Before  he  was  degraded  to  a  Doge, 
And  still  has  individual  means  and  mind; 
I  stake  my  fame  (and  1  had  fame)   my  breath 
(The  least  of  aII,forits  last  hours  are  nigli)- 
My  heart— my  hope— my  soul— upon  this  cast! 
Such  as  I  am,  I  offer  me  to  you 
And  to  ;i  our  chiefs,  accept  me  or  reject  me, 
A  Prince  who  fain  would  be  a  citixen 
Or  nothing,  and  who  has  left  his    throne 

to  be  so. 
Cai.     Long  live  Faliero!—  Venice  shall 

be  free ! 
Conap.     Long  live  Falioro ! 
Bert.     Comrades!  did  I  wellt 
Is  not  this  man  a  host  in  such  a  cause? 

Doge.  This  is  no  time  for  eulogies,nor  place 
For  exultation.     Am  I  one  of  yon  f 
Ctd.    hy ^  and  the  first amongat  at,  as 

thou  hast  been 
Of  Venice — be  our  general  and  chief. , 
Doge.    Chief!  ~  general ! — I  was  general 

at  Zara, 
And  chief  in  Rhodes  and  Cypnu,  prince  in 

Venice ; 
I  cannot  stoop— that  is,  I  am  not  fit 
To  lead  a  band  of— patriots:  when  I  lay 
Aside  the  dignities  which  I  have  borne, 
^is  not  to  put  on  others,  but  to  be 
Mate  to  my  fellows  -  but  now  to  the  point : 
Israel  has  stated  to  me  your  whole  plan 
nis  bold,  but  feasible  if  I  assist  it. 
And  must  be  set  in  motion  inatantly. 
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Cat.    fTen  when  thou  irilt— it  It  not  go, 

in  J  friends? 
I  have  disponed  all  for  n  fiiidden  hlow; 
When  shall  it  be  then? 
Doge,    At  snnrige. 
Bertram,    So  soon? 
Doge.    So  soon?  —  so  late —  each  hoar 

accumnlates 
Peril  on  peril,  and  the  more  so  now 
Since  I  have  mingled  with  you;  know  you  not 
The  Council ,  and  ''The  Ten  ? ''  the  spies, 

the  eves 
Of  the  patricians  dubious  of  their  slaves. 
And  now  more  dubious  of  the  prince  they 

have  made  one? 
I  tell  yon  you  must  strike,  and  suddenly. 
Full  to  the  Hydra's  heart-  its  heads  will 

follow. 
Cai.    With  all  my  toul  and  sword  I  yield 

assent : 
Our  companies  are  ready,. sixty  each. 
And  all  now  under  arms  by  IsraePs  order; 
Each  at  their  different  place  of  rendezvous. 
And  vigilant,  expectant  of  some  blow; 
Let  each  repair  for  action  to  his  post! 
And  now,  my  lord,  the  signal  ? 

Doge.     When  you  hear 
The  great  bell  of  Saint  Mark*s,  which  may 

not  be 
Struck  without  special  order  of  the  Doffe, 
(The  last  poor  privilege  they  leave  their 

prince) 
March  on  Saint  Mark's ! 
Bert.    And  there? — 
Doge.    By  different  routes 
Let  your  march  be  directed,  every  sixty 
Entering  a  separate  avenue,  and  still 
Upiin  the  way  let  your  cry  be  of  war 
And  of  the  Genoese  fleet,  by  the  first  dawn 
DiscemM  before  the  port;  form  round  the 

palace. 
Within  whose  court  will  be  drawn  out*  in 

arms 
My  nephew  and  the  clients  of  our  house. 
Many  and  martial ;  while  the  bell  tolls  on. 
Shout  ye,  ''Saint  Mark !  -  the  foe  is  on  our 

waters!*' 
Cal.    I  see  it  now— but  on,  my  noble  lord. 
Doge.    All  the  patricians  flocking  to  the 

Council 
(Which  they  dare  not  refuse,  at  the  dread 

signal 
Pealing  from  out  their  patron-saint's  proud 

tower) 
Will  then  be  gathered  in  nnto  the  harvest. 
And  we  will  reap  them  with  the  sword  for 

sickle. 
If  some  few  should  be  tardy  or  absent  them, 
'Twill  be  but  to  be  taken  faint  and  single, 
Wlien  tlie  majority  are  put  to  rest 

Cal.     Would  that  the  hour  were  come! 

we  will  not  scotch. 
But  kill. 

Bertram.    Once    more,  sir,    with    your 

pardon,  I 


Would  now  repeat  the  question  wUch  1 

ask'd 
Before  Bertuccio  added  to  our  cause 
This  great  ally  who  renders  it  more  sure. 
And  therefore  safer,  and  as  such  admits 
Some  dawn  of  mercy  to  a  portion  of 
Our    victims — must    all    perish    in    thb 

slaughter  ? 
Cai.    All  who  encounter  me  and  mine, 

b0  sure. 
The  mercy  they  have  shown,  I  show. 

Consp.    All!  all! 
Is  this  a  time  to  talk  of  pity?  when      « 
Have  they  e'er  shown,  or  felt,  or  feign'd  it? 

Bert.     Bertram, 
This  false  compassion  is  a  folly,  and 
Injustice  to  thy  comrades  and  thy  cause! 
Dost  thou  not  see,  that  if  we  single  out 
Some  for  escape,  they  live  but  to  avenge 
The  fallen?  and  how  distinguish  now  the 

innocent 
From  out  the  guilty?  all  their  acts  are  one^ 
A  single  emanation  from  one  bod  v, 
TogeUier  knit  for  our  oppression !  'TIS 
Much  that  we   let  their  children  live;  I 

doubt 
If  all  of  these  even  should  be  set  apart: 
The  hunter  may  reserve  some  single  cub 
From  out  the  tiger's  litter,  but  who  e'er 
Would  seek  to  save  the  spotted  sire  or  dam. 
Unless  to  perish  by  their  fangs?  However, 
I  will  abide  by  Doge  Faliero^  counsel ; 
Let  him  decide  if  any  should  be  saved. 
Doge.     Ask  me  not — tempt  me  not  with 

such  a  question- 
Decide  yourselves. 

Bert.    You  know  their  private  virtues 
Far  better  than  we  can,  to  whom  alone 
Their  public  vices, and  most  foul  oppression. 
Have  made  them  deadly;  if  there  be  amongst 

them 
One  who  deserves  to  be  repeal'd,  pronounce. 
Doge.    Dolfino's  father  was  my  friend, 

and  Lando 
Fought  by  my  side,  and  Marc.Comaro  shared 
My  Genoese  embassy ;  I  saved  the  life 
Of  Veniero-shall  I  save  it  twice? 
Would  that  I  could  save  them  and  Venice 

also! 
All  these  men,  or  their  fathers,  were  my 

friends 
Till   they  became  my  subjects ;  then  fell 

from  me 
As  faithless  leaves  drop  from  the  o'erblown 

flower. 

And  left  me  a  lone  blighted  thorny  stalk. 

Which,  in  its  solitude,  can  shelter  nothing  ; 

So,  as  they  let  me  wither,  let  them  perish! 

Cal.    Tliey  cannot  co-exist  with  Venice* 

freedom! 
Doge.    Ve,  though  yon  know  and  feel 

our  mutual  mass 
Of  many  wrongs,  even  ye  are  ignorant 
What  fatal  poison  to  the  springs  of  life. 
To  hunaa  ties,  and  all  that's  goid  aad  dear. 


I 
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Lurke  in  the  prefent  Inatltutet  of  Venice: 
All  these  men  were  my  friends;  I  loTed 

them,  they 
Requited  honoorabl j  mj  regards ; 
We  serred  and  fought;  we  smiled  and  wept 

in  concert; 
We  rcTeird  or  we  sorrowM  side  by  side ; 
We  made  alliances  of  blood  and  marriage; 
We  grew  in  years  and  honours  fairly,  till 
Their  own  desire,  not  my  ambition,  made 
Them  choose  me  for  their  prince,  and  then 

farewell ! 
Farewell  all  social  memory !   all  thoughts 
In  common!  and  sweet  bonds  which  link 

old  friendships. 
When  the  survivors  of   long    years  and 

actions, 
Which  now  belong  to  history, soothe  the  days 
Which  yet  remain  by  treasuring  each  other. 
And  never  meet,  but  each  beholds  the  mirror 
Of  half  a  century  on  his  brother^s  brow. 
And  sees  a  hundred  beings,  now  in  earth. 
Flit  round   them  whispering  of  the  days 

gone  by. 
And  seeming  not  all  dead,  as  long  as  two 
Of  the  brave,  joyous,  reckless,  glorious  band. 
Which  once  were  one  and  many,  still  retain 
A  breath  to  sigh  for  them,  a  tongue  to  speak 
Of  deeds  that  else  were   silent,   save  on 

marble— 
Oirae!  Oime! — and  must  I  do  this  deed? 
Bert.    My  lord,  you  are  much  moved: 

it  is  not  now 
That  such  things  must  be  dwelt  upon. 

Doge.    Your  patience 
A  moment  - 1  recede  not :  mark  with  me 
The  gloomy  vices  of  this  government. 
From  the  hour  that  made  me  Doge,  the  Doge 

THBT  made  me — 
Farewell  the  past !  I  died  to  all  that  had  been, 
Or  rather  they  to  me :  no  friends,  no  kindness. 
No  privacy  of  life— all  were  cut  off: 
They  came  not  near  me,    such  approach 

gave  umbrage; 
They  could  not  love  me,   such  was  not 

the  law ; 
They  thwarted  me,  *twas  the  staters  policy ; 
They  baffled  me,  'twas  a  patrician's  duty; 
They  wrong'd  me,  for  such  was  to  right 

the  state; 
They  could  not  right  me,  that  would  give 

suspicion ; 
So  that  I  was  a  slave  to  my  own  subjects; 
So  that  I  was  a  foe  to  my  own  friends ; 
Begirt  with  spies  for  guards— with  robes 

for  power — 
With    pomp   for  freedom— gaolers  for  a 

council — 
Inquisitors  for  Mends— and  hell  for  life! 
I  had  one  only  fount  of  quiet  left. 
And  that  they  poison 'd !  My  pure  household- 
gods 
Where  shiver'd  on  my  hearth,   and  o'er 

tlieir  shrine 
Sate  grinning  Ribaldxy  and  sneering  Scorn. 


Bert.    Yon  have  been  deeply  wronged, 

and  now  shall  be 
Nobly  ayenged  before  another  night. 
Doge.    I  had  bome-  all — it  hurt  me,  but 

I  bore  it — 
Till  this  last  running-OTer  of  the  cup 
Of  bitterness  —  until  this  last  loud  insult. 
Not  only  unredressed,  but  sanctionM ;  then, 
And  thus,  1  cast  all  further  feelings  from  me- 
The  feelings  which  they  cmth'd  for  me, 

long,  long 
Before,  even  in  their  oath  of  false  allegiance! 
Even  in  that  Tery  hour   and  vow,   they 

abjured 
Their  friend  and  made  a  sovereign,  af  boyi 

make 
Playthings,  to  do  their  pleasure  and  be 

broken ! 
I  from  that  hour  have  seen  but  senators 
In  dark  suspicious  conflict  with  the  Doge, 
Brooding  with  him  in  mutual  hate  and  fear; 
They  dreading  he  should  snatch  the  tyranny 
From  out  their  grasp,  and  he  abhorring 

tyrants. 
To  me,  then,  these  men  have  no  private  life. 
Nor  claim  to  ties  they  have  cut  off  from 

others ; 
As  senators  for  arbitrary  acts 
Amenable,  I  look  on  them  —  a»  such 
Let  them  be  dealt  upon. 

Cal.    And  now  to  action! 
Hence,  brethren,   to  our  posts,   and  miy 

this  be 
The  last  night  of  mere  words :  Fd  fain  be 

doing  ! 
Saint  Mark's  great  bell  at  dawn  shall  find 

me  wakeful ! 
Bert.    Disperse  then  to  your  posts;  be 

firm  and  vigilant; 
Think  on  the  wrongs  we  bear,  the  rights 

we  claim. 
This  day  and  night  shall  be  the  la«t  of  peril ! 
Watch  for  the  signal,  and  then  march.  I  go 
To  join  my  band;  let  each  be  prompt  to 

marshal 
His  separate  charge:  the  Doge  will  now 

return 
To  the  palace  to  prepare  all  for  the  blow. 
We  part  to  meet  in  freedom  and  in  glory ! 
Cal.    Doge,  when  I  greet  you  next,  my 

homage  to  you 
Shall  be  the  head  of  Steno  on  this  sword! 
Doge.    No;  let  him  be  reserved  nnto  tiie 

last. 
Nor  turn  aside  to  strike  at  such  a  prry, 
Till  nobler  game  is  quarried ;   his  offence 
Was  a  mere  ebullition  of  the  rice. 
The  general  corruption  generated 
By  the  foul  aristocracy ;  he  could  not— 
He  dared  not  in  more  honourable  days 
Hare  risk'd  it!  I  have  merged  all  private 

wrath 
Against  him,  in  the  thought  of  our  great 

purpose. 
A  slftTe  intuits  me — I  require  hit  punlshnMat 
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ffraoiUtproadiBMter*!  handfl;  if  horeftifeit, 
The  offence  growi  hif ,  and  let  him  antwer  it. 
Cal.   Yet,  aa  the  immediate  cause  of  the 
alliance 
Which  ciintecrates  our  undertaking  more, 
I  owe  hira  such  deep  gratitude,  that  fain 
I  would  repaj  him  a§  he  merit* ;   may  I  ? 
Dogt,  You  would  but  lop  the  hand,  and 
I  the  head; 
Ton  would  but  tmite  the  scholar,   I  the 

master ; 
Yon  would  but  punish  Steno,  I  the  senate. 
I  cannot  pause  on  indiyidual  hate. 
In  the  absorbing,  sweeping,  whole  revenge. 
Which,  like  the  sheeted  fire  from  hearen, 

must  blast 
Without  distinction,  as  it  fell  of  yore. 
Where  the  Dead  Sea  hath  quench'd  two 
cities'  ashes. 
Bert,    Away,  then,  to  your  posts !  I  but 
remain 
A  moment  to  accompany  the  Doge 
To  our  late  place  of  trust,  to  see  no  spies 
Have  been  upon  the  scout,and  thence  I  hasten 
To  where  my  allotted  band  is  under  arms. 
Cal.    Farewell,  then,  until  dawn. 
Bert,    Success  go  with  you ! 
Camp.  We  will  not  fail— away !  My  lord, 
farewell ! 

[J%e  Conspirators  salute  the  Doob 
and  IsRABL  BmTVocio,  and  retire, 
headed    by    Philip   CALSivDAmo. 
The  Does  and  Israbl  Bbbtuocio 
remain. 
Bert.  We  haye  them  in  the  toil— it  can- 
not fail! 
Now  thou  *rt  indeed  a  sovereign,  and  wilt 

make 
A  name  immortal  greater  than  the  greatest: 
Free  citixens  have  struck  at  kings  ere  now; 
Ceiars  have  fallen,  and  even  patrician  hands 
Have  crush'd  dictators,  as  the  popular  steel 
Haa  reach*d  patricians ;  but  until  this  hour. 
What  prince  has  plotted  for  his  people's 

freedom? 
Or  risk'd  a  life  to  liberate  his  subjects? 
For  ever,  and  for  ever,  they  conspire 
Against  the  people,  to  abuse  their  hands 
To  chains,  but  laid  aside  to  carry  weapons 
Against  the  fellow-nations,  so  that  yoke 
On  yoke,  and  slavery  and  death  may  whet, 
Not  glut^  the  never-gorged  Leviathan ! 
Kow,  my  lord,  to  our  enterprise ;  'tis  great. 
And  greater  the  reward ;  why  stand  you  rapt? 
A  moment  back,  and  you  were  all  impatience! 
Doge.  And  is  it  then  decided  ?  must  they 

die? 
Bert.    Who? 

Doge.    My  own  friends  by   blood   and 
courtesy. 
And  many  deeds  and  days  -  the  senators  ? 
Bert.     Yon  pass'd  their  sentence,  and  it 

is  a  just  one. 
Doge.  Ay,  so  it  seems,  and  so  it  is  to  yon; 
Ton  are  a  patriot,  plebeian  Graech 


'Ilie  rebels  oncle— tha  peopled  tribune— 
I  blame  you  not,  you  aet  in  your  vocation  | 
They  smote  you,  and  oppressed  you,  and 

despised  you; 
So  they  have  me:  but  you  ne'er  spake  with 

them; 
You  never  broke  their  bread,  nor  sharad 

their  salt ; 
You  never  had  theirwine-cup  at  your  lips; 
Yon  grew  not  up  with  them,  nor  laugh'd, 

nor  wept. 
Nor  held  a  revel  in  their  company ; 
Ke'er  smiled  to  see  them  smile,  nor  clalm'd 

their  smile 
In  social  interchange  for  yours,  nor  trusted 
Nor  wore  them  in  your  heart  of  hearts,  at 

I  have: 
These  hairs  of  mineare  grey  .and  so  are  theirs. 
The  elders  of  the  council;  I  remember 
When  all  our  locks  were  like  the  raven^s 

As  we  went  forth  to  take  our  prey  around 
The  isles  wrung  from  the  false  Mahometan: 
And  can  I  see  them  dabbled  o'er  with  blood? 
Each  stab  to  them  will  seem  my  suicide. 
Bert.    Doge!  Doge!    this  vacillation  Is 

unworthy 
A  child ;  if  you  are  not  in  second  childhood. 
Call  back  your  nerves  to  your  own  pur- 
pose, nor 
Thus  shame  yourself  and  me.  By  heavens ! 

I'd  rather 
Forego  even  now,  or  fail  in  our  intent. 
Than  see  the  man  I  venerate  subside 
From    high    resolves    into    such   shallow 

weakness ! 
You  have  Keen  blood  in  battle,  shed  it,  both 
Your  own  and  that  of  others ;  can  you  shrink 

then 
From  a  few  drops  from  veins   of  hoary 

vampires. 
Who  but  give  back  what  they  have  drained 

from  millions? 
Doge.    Bear  with  me!  Step  by  step,  and 

blow  on  blow, 
I  will  divide  with  you ;  think  not  I  waver : 
Ah !  no ;  it  is  the  certainty  of  all 
Which  I  must  do  doth  make  me  tremble  thua. 
But  let  these  last  and  lingering  thoughts 

have  way. 
To  which  you   only   and   the  Night  are 

conscious. 
And  both  regardless;  when  the  hour  arrives, 
'TIS  mine  to  sound  the  knell,  and  strike  the 

blow. 
Which  shall  unpeople  many  palaces. 
And  hew  the  highest  genealogic  trees 
Down  to  earth,  strew'd  with  their  bleeding 

fruit. 
And  crush  their  blossoms  into  barrenness ; 
This  will  I— must  1— have  1  swora  to  do. 
Nor  aught  can  turn  me  from  my  destiny ; 
But  still  I  quiver  to  behold  what  I 
Must  be,  and  think  what  I   haTe  been! 

Bear  with  me. 
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Bert.    Re-mon  your  breast;  I   feel  no 

fuch  remorse, 
1  anderstand  it  not:  why  should  yonchan^? 
Yon  acted,  and  yon  act  on  yoar  free  will. 
Doge.    Ay,  there  it  is — you  feel  not,  nor 

do  I, 
Else  I  should  stab  thee  on  the  spot,  to  save 
A  thousandlivcs,  and,  killing^,  do  no  murder; 
\on  feel  not— j^uu  go  to  this  butcher-work 
As  if  these  high-bom  men  were  steers  for 

shambles ! 
When  all  is  over,  you'll  be  free  and  merry, 
And  calmly  wash  those  hands  incarnadine; 
But  I.  outgoing  thee  and  all  thy  fellows 
In  this  surpassing  massacre,  shall  be. 
Shall  see,  and  feel— oh  God!  oh  God!  *tis 

true, 
And  thou  dost  well  to  answer  that  it  was 
^'My  own  free  will  and  act ;  ^  and  yet  you  err, 
For  I  will  do  this!  Doubt  not — fear  not;  I 
Will  be  your  most  unmerciful  accomplice! 
And  yet  I  act  no  more  on  my  free  will, 
Mor  my  own  feelings — both  compel  me  back; 
But  there  is  hell  within  me  and  around, 
And   like   the    demon    who   believes   and 

trembles 
Must  I  abhor  and  do.     Away !  Away ! 
Get  thee  unto  thy  fellows,  I  will  hie  me 
To  gather  the  retainers  of  our  house. 
Doubt  not.  Saint  Ulark's  great  bell  shall 

wake  all  Venice, 
Except  her  slaughter^  senate :  ere  the  sun 
Be  broad  upon  the  Adriatic,  there 
Shall  be  a  voice  of  weeping,  which  shall 

drown 
The  roar  of  waters  in  the  cry  of  blood ! 
I  am  resolved— come  on. 

Hert.     With  all  my  soul ! 
Keep  a  firm  rein  upon  these  bursts  of  passion; 
Rememberwhat  these  men  have  dealt  to  thee, 
And  that  this  sacriflce  will  be  succeeded 
By  ages  of  prog  peri  ty  and  freedom 
To  this  unshackled  city:  a  true  tyrant 
Would  have  depopulated  empires,  nor 
Have  felt  the  strange  compunction  which 

hath  wrung  you 
To  punish  a  few  traitors  to  the  people! 
Trust  me,  such  were  a  pity  more  misplaced 
Than  the  late  mercy  of  the  state  to  Steno 
Doge.     Man,  thou  hast  struck  upon  the 

chord  which  jars 
All  nature  from  my  heart.    Hence  to  our 

task !  [Exeunt. 

ACT    IV. 

SCENE  1. — Palazzo  of  the  Patrician  Lioni. 
LioNT  laying  aside  the  mask  and  cloak 
which  the  Venetian  ISobles  wore  in  public j 
attended  by  a  Domestic. 

lAoni.  I  will  to  rest,  right  weary  of  this 
revel, 
The  gayest  we  have  held  for  many  moons, 
And  yet,  I  know  not  why,  Ucheer'dmc  not; 


There  came  a  heavlnest  across  my  heart, 
Which  in  the  lightest  movement  of  the  dance, 
Though  eye  to  eye,  and  hand  in  hand  united 
Kven  with  the  lady  of  my  love,  opprcssM  me. 
And  through  my  spirit  chill'd  my  blood, 

until 
A  damp  like  death  rose  o'er  my  brow;  I 

strove 
To  laugh  the  thought  away,  but  *t  would 

not  be; 
Through  all  the  music  ringing  in  my  ean 
A  knell  was  sounding  as  distinct  and  clear, 
Though  low  and  far,  as  e*er  the  Adrian  wave 
Rose  o'er  the  city's  murmur  in  the  night. 
Dashing  against  the  outward  Lido's  bulwark; 
So  that  1  left  the  festival  before 
It  reach'd  its  zenith,  and  will  woo  my  pillow 
For  thoughts  more  tranquii,or  fiirgetfulness. 
Antonio,  take  my  mask  and  cloak,  and  light 
llie  lamp  within  my  chamber. 

yintonio.     V^es,  my  lord: 
Command  you  no  refreshment? 

Lioni.    ^i ought,  save  sleep. 
Which  will  not  be  commanded.    Let  me 

hope  it,  [Exit  Antmdo. 

Though  my  breast  feels  too  anxious;    I 

will  try 
Whether  the  air  will  calm  my  spirits :  *tis 
A  goodly  night;  the  cloudy   wind  which 

blew 
From  the  Levant  hath  crept  into  its  cave. 
And  the  broad  moon  has  brighten'd.  What 

a  stillness !  \Goch  to  an  open  lattice. 
And  what  a  (*ontrni«t  'with  the  scene  I  left 
Where  tlic  tali  torches'  glare,  and  silver 

lamps' 
More  pallid   gleam   along  the   tapestried 

walljj. 
Spread  over   the  reluctant   gloom   which 

haunts 
Those  vast  and  dimly-latticed  galleries 
A  dazzling  mass  of  artificial  light. 
Which  show'd  all  things,  but  nothing  as 

they  were. 
There  Age  essaving  to  rccal  the  past. 
After  long  striving  for  the  hues  of  yonth 
At  the  sad  labour  of  the  toilet,  and 
Full   many   a  glance  at  the  too  faithful 

mirror, 
Prankt  forth  in  all  the  pride  of  ornament, 
Forgot  itself,  and  trusting  to  the  falsehood 
Of  the  indulgent  beams,  which  show,  yet 

hide, 
Believed  itself  forgotten,  and  was  fooPd. 
There  Youth,  which  needed  not,nor  thooght 

of  such 
Vain  adjunct^:,  lavish'd  its  true  bloom,  and 

health, 
.And  bridal  beauty,  in  the  unwholesome  press 
Of  flush'd   and   crowded  wassailers,    and 

wasted 
Its  hours  of  rest    in   dreaming  this  was 

pleasure. 
And  so  shall  waste  them  till  the  tiinriie 

streams 
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On  sallow  cheekt  and  sunLcn  eyei,  which 

should  not 
Have  worn  this  asitect  jct  for  many  a  year. 
Tlie  music,  and  the  banc|uet,  and  the  wine  — 
The    garlands.,    the   rose-odours,  and    the 

llf>wers — 
The  sparkling  eyes  and  flashing  ornaments  - 
The  white  arms  and  the  raven  hair — the 

braids 
And  bracel<*ts;  swanlike  bosoms,   and  the 

necklace. 
An  India  in  itself,  yet  dazzling  not 
The  eye  like  what  it  circled ;  the  thin  robes 
Floating  like  light  clouds  *twixt  our  gaze 

and  heaven; 
The  many-twinkling  feet  so  small  and  sylph- 
like, 
Suggesting  the  more  secret  symmetry 
Of  the  fair  forms  which  terminate  so  well- 
All  the  delusion  of  the  dizzy  scene. 
Its  false  and  true  enchantments— art  and 

nature. 
Which  swam  before  my  giddy  eyes,  that 

drank 
The  sight  of  beauty  as  tlie  parchM  pilgrim^s 
On  Arab  sands  the  falser  mirage,  which  offers 
A  lucid  lake  to  his  eluded  thirst. 
Are  gone.— Around  me  are  the  stars  and 

waters — 
Worlds  mirror  d  in  the  ocean,  goodlier  sight 
Than  torches  glared  back  by  a  gaudy  glass; 
And  the  great  element,  which  is  to  space 
What  ocean  is  to  earth,  spreads  its  blue 

depths, 
Softened  with  the  first  breathings  of  the 

spring; 
The  high  moon  sails  upon  her  beauteous 

way, 
Si*rcn(*ly  smoothing  o^er  the  lofty  walls 
Of  those  tall  piles  and  sea-girt  palaces. 
Whose  porphyry  pillars,  and  whose  costly 

fronts, 
Fraught   with   the   orient  spoil  of  many 

marbles. 
Like  altars  ranged  along  the  broad  canal, 
S<%m  each  a  trophy  of  some  mighty  deed 
Reared  up  from  out  the  waters,  scarce  less 

strangely 
Than  thoife   m«ire  massy   and   mysterious 

giants 
Of  architecture,  those  Titanian  fabrics. 
Which  point  in  Egypt's  plains  to  times  that 

have 
\o  other  record.     All  is  gentle:  nought 
Stirs  rudely ;  but,  congenial  with  the  night. 
Whatever  walks  is  gliding  like  a  spirit. 
I'he  tinklings  of  some  vigilant  guitars 
Of  sleepless  lovers  to  a  wakeful  mistress, 
And    cautions  opening    of   the   casement, 

showing 
That  he  is  not  unheard ;  while  her  young 

linnd, 
Fairus  the  moonlight  of  which  itscems  part, 
So  delicately  white,  it  trembles  in 
The  act  of  opening  the  forbidden  lattice, 


To  let  In  love  through  music,  makci  his 

heart 
Thrill  like  his  lyre-strings  at  the  sight; — 

the  dash 
Phosphoric  of  the  oar,  or  rapid  twinkle 
Of  the  far  lights  of  skimming  gondolas,  * 
And  the  responsive  voices  of  the  choir 
Of  boatmen  answering  back  with  verse  for 

verse; 
Some  dusky  shadow  chequering  the  Rialto; 
Some  glimmering  palace-roof,  or  tapering 

spire. 
Are  all  the  sights  and  sounds  which  here 

pervade 
The  ocean-bom  and  earth-commanding  city ; 
How  sweet  and  soothing  is  this  hour  of  calm ! 
I  thank  thee.  Night !  for  thou  hast  chased 

away 
Those  horrid  bodements  which,  amidst  the 

throng, 
I  could  not  dissipate:  and  with  the  blessing 
Of  thy  benign  and  quiet  influence, 
Now  will  1  to  my  couch,  although  to  rest 
Is  almost  wronging  such  a  night  as  this — 
[/i  knocking  is  heard  from  without. 
Hark !  what  is  that?  or  who  at  siich  a 

moment  ? 

Enter  AivTOino. 

Antonio,    My  lord,   a  man  witliout,  on 
urgent  business. 
Implores  to  be  admitted. 

Lioni.    Is  he  a  stranger? 

Antonio.  His  face  is  muffled  in  his  cloak , 
but  both 
His  voice  and  gestures  seem  familiar  to  me; 
I  craved  his  name,    but  this  he   seem*d 

reluctant 
To  trust,  bave  to  yourself;  most  earnestly 
He  sues  to  be  permitted  to  approach  you. 

Lioni.    n'is  a  strange  hour,  and  a  suspi- 
cious bearing! 
And  yet  there  is  slight  peril :  His  not  in 
Their  houses  noble  m<*n  are  ntruck  at ;  still, 
Although  I  know  not  that  I  have  a  foe 
In  Venice,  'twill  be  wine  to  use  some  caution. 
Admit  him,  and  retire;  but  call  up  quickly 
Some  of  thy  fellows,who  may  wait  without. 
Who  can  this  man  be  ? 

[Kxit  Antokio,  and  returns  with  Bbeteax 

muffled. 

Bertram.     My  good  lord  Lioni, 
I  have  no  time  to  lose,  nor  thou— dinmiss 
This    menial  hence;    I  would  be  private 
with  you. 
Lioni.  It  seems  the  voice  of  Rerlram-^go, 
Antonio.  [Kxit  /Antonio. 

ISow,  stranger,  what  would   you  at  such 
an  hour? 
Bertram  (discoverinf^  himseJf).     A  boon, 
Diy  noble  patron ;  you  have  granted 
Many  to  your  poor  client,  Bertram ;  add 
This  one,  and  make  him  happy. 
Lioni.    Thou  luwt  known  mo 
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From  bojrliood,  ever  nady  to  aiaiit  thee 
In  all  fur  objects  of  adTancement,  which 
Beaeem  one  of  thj  station ;  I  would  promise 
Ere  thy  request  was  heard,  but  that  the  hour. 
Thy  bearing,  and  this  strange  and  hurried 

m«»de 
Of  suing,  gives  me  to  suspect  this  visit 
Hath  some  mjsterions  import — but  say  on  — 
What  has  ocrurred,  some  raifh  and  sudden 

broil  y— 
A  cup  too  much,  a  scuffle,  and  a  stabf — 
Mere  UiingM  of  every  day ;    so  that  thou 

hoot  not 
Spilt  noble  blood,  I  guarantee  thy  safety; 
But  then  thou  must  withdraw,  for  angry 

friends 
And  relatives,  in  the  first  burst  of  vengeance. 
Are  things  in  Venice  deadlier  than  the  laws. 
Bertram,     My  lord,  I  thank  you ;  but  — 
Lioni.     But  what  y  You  have  not 
Raised  a  rash  hand  against  one  of  our  order? 
If  so,  witlidraw  and  fly,  and  own  it  not; 
I  would  not  slay — but  then  I  must  not  save 

thee! 
He  who  has  shed  patrician  blood  — 

Bertram.     I  come 
To  save  patrician  blood,  and  not  to  shed  it! 
And  thereunto  I  must  be  speedy,  for 
Each  minute  l<»«t  may  lose  a  life :  since  Time 
Has  chan;;cd  his  slow  scythe  for  the  two- 
edged  sword. 
And  is  about  to  take,  instead  of  sand. 
The  dust  from  sepulchres  to  fill  his  hour- 
glass!— 
Go  not  thou  forth  to-morrow ! 

Lioni.     Wherefore  not?  — 
What  means  this  menace? 

Bertram.    Do  not  seek  its  meaning. 
But  do  as  I  implore  thee ;  -stir  not  forth. 
Whatever  be  stirring;  though  the  roar  of 

crowds — 
The  cry  of  women,  and  the  shrieks  of  babes— 
The  groans  of  men — the  clash  of  arms  -  the 

sound 
Of  rolling  drum,  shrill  trump,  and  hollow 

bell, 
Peal  in  one  wide  alarum !— Go  not  forth 
Until  the  tocsin  ^s  silent,  nor  even  then 
Till  I  return ! 

Lioni.    Again,  what  does  this  mean? 
Bertram.     Again,   I  tell  thee,  ask  not; 

but  by  all 
Thou   boldest  dear  on  earth  or  heaven — 

by  all 
The  souls  of  thy  great  fathers,  and  thy  hope 
To  emulate  them,  and  to  leave  behind 
Descendants  worthy  both  of  them  and  thee— 
By  all  thou  hast  of  blest  in  hope  or  memory — 
By  all  thou  hast  to  fear  here  or  hereafter^ 
By  all  the  gcmd  deeds  thou  hast  done  to  me. 
Good    I  would   now  repay  with   greater 

go4»d. 
Remain  within— trust  to  thy  household  gods 
And  to  my  word  for  safety,  if  thou  dost 
As  I  now  couBiel — but  if  not,  thon  art  loet! 


Liomi.  I  am  Indeed  already  loet  la  woaderi 
Surely  thou  ravest !  what  have  I  to  dread? 
Who  are  my  foes  ?  or  if  there  be  such,  whtf 
Art  thou  leagued  with  them? — thou!  or  if 

so  leagued, 
Why  comest  thou  to  toll  me  at  this  homr. 
And  not  before? 

Bertram.    1  cannot  answer  thia. 
Wilt  thou  ^  forth  despito  of  this  true 
warning? 
Lioni.    I  was  not  bom  to  shrink  from 
idle  threats. 
The  cause  of  which  I  know  not :  at  the  hour 
Of  council,  be  it  soon  or  late,  1  shall  not 
Be  found  among  the  absent. 

Bertram.    Say  not  so ! 
Once  more,  art  thou  determined  to  go  forth? 
Lioni.     I  am ;  nor  is  there  aught  which 

shall  impede  me! 

Bertram.    Then  Heaven  have  mercy  on 

thy  soul  I—  Farewell !  [Going. 

Ltoni.    Stay — there  is  more  in  thu  than 

my  own  safety 

Which  makes  me  call  thee  back ;  we  must 

not  part  thus: 
Bertram,  i  have  known  thee  long. 

Bertram.    From  childhood,  vignor. 
You  have  been  my  protector :  in  the  days 
Of  reckless  infancy,  when  rank  forgets. 
Or,  rather,  is  not  yet  taught  to  remember 
Its  cold  prerogative,  we  played  together; 
Our  sports,   our  iimiles,   our  tears,   were 

mingled  oft; 
My  father  was  your  father *s  client,  I 
His  son*s  scarce  less  than  foster-brother; 

years 
Saw  us  t«>gether — happy,  heart-fuU  hours !~ 
Oh  God !  the  difference  *twixt  those  hours 
and  this! 
Lfoni.     Bertram,  *tis  thou  who  hast  for- 
gotten them. 
Bertram.    Nor  now,  nor  ever;  whatsoe^ 
betide, 
I  would  have  saved  you:  when  to  man- 

hood^s  growth 
We  sprung,  and  you,  devoted  to  the  state. 
As  suits  your  station,   the  more  humble 

Bertram 
Was  left  unto  the  labours  of  the  humble. 
Still  you  forsook  me  not ;  and  if  my  foitnnet 
Havenot  been  towering,  *twas  no  fault  of  him 
Who  oft-times  retcned  and  supported  me 
When  struggling  with  the  tides  of  circum- 
stance 
Which  bear  away  the  weaker:  noble  blood 
Ne*er  mantled  in  a  nobler  heart  than  thine 
Has  proTed  to  me,the  poor  plebeian  Bertram. 
Would  that  thy  fellow-senators  were  liko 
thee! 
lAoni.     Why,   what  hast  thoa    to    say 

against  the  senate? 
Bertram.     Nothing. 

Lioni.  I  know  that  there  are  angry  fpirits 
And  turbulent  motterers  of  ttiflei  treason 
Who  laHi  in  narrow  places,  and  walk  oat 
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Muffled  to  whliper  cortef  to  the  night; 
IKibanded  toldien,  diicontented  mfnaof, 
And   deiperate  libertines    who   brawl    in 

tavenif ; 
nou  herdestnot  with  f  uch :  'tif  true,  of  late 
I  haTe  lost  sight  of  thee,  hot  thoa  wert  wont 
To  lead  a  temperate  life,  and  break  thy 

bread 
With  honest  mates,  and  bear  a  cheerful 

aspect. 
What  hath  come  to  thee?  in  thy  hollow  eye 
And  huele^8  cheek,and  thine  unquiet  motions, 
Sorrow  and  shame  and  conscience  seem  at 

war 
To  waste  thee. 

Bertram.  Rather  shame  and  sorrow  light 
On  the  accursed  tyranny  which  rides 
The  very  air  in  Venice,  and  makes  men 
Madden  as  in  the  last  hours  of  the  plague 
Which  sweeps  the  soul  deliriously  from  life! 
iAoni,    Some  villains  have  been  tamper- 
ing with  thee,  Bertram; 
This   is  not  thy  old  language,   nor   own 

thoughts ; 
Some  wretch  has  made  thee  drunk  with 

disaffection ; 
But  thou  must  not  be  lost  so ;  thou  ivet-l  good 
And  kind,  and  art  not  fit  for  such  base  acts 
As  vice  and  villany  would  put  thee  to : 
Confess  -  confide  in  me— thou  know*st  my 

nature-- 
What  is  it  thou  and  thine  are  bound  to  do. 
Which  should  prevent  thy  friend,  the  only 

son 
Of  him  who  was  a  friend  unto  thy  father. 
So  that  our  good-will  is  a  heritage 
We  should  bequeath  to  our  posterity 
Such  as  ourselves  received  it,  or  augmented; 
1  say,  what  is  it  thou  must  do,  that  I 
Should  deem  thee  dangerous,  and  keep  the 

house 
Like  a  sick  girl? 

Bertram.     \ay,  question  me  no  further : 
I  must  be  gone. — 

Liom.    And  i  be  murdered! — say. 
Was  it  not  thus  thou  saidst,  my    gentle 

Bertram? 
Bertram.     Wlio  talks  of  murder?  what 

said  I  of  murder?^ 
^is  false !  1  did  not  utter  such  a  word. 
lAeni.     Thou  didst  not;   but  from  out 

thy  wolfish  eye. 
So  changed  from  what  I  knew  it,  there 

glares  forth 
The  gladiator.     If  my  life  *s  thine  object. 
Take  it— I  am  unarm*d,— and  then  away! 
I  would  not  hold  my  breath  on  such  a  tenure 
As  the  capricious  mercy  of  such  things 
As  thou  and  those  who  have  set  thee  to  thy 

taskwork. 
Bertram.    Sooner  than  spill  thy  blood, 

I  peril  mine; 
Sooner  than  harm  a  hair  of  thine,  I   place 
In  jeopardy  a  thousand  heads,  and  some 
As  noble,  nay*  even  nobler  than  thine  own. 


IffORi.    Ay,  Is  It  even  so?  Excme  me, 

Bertram; 
1  am  not  worthy  to  be  singled  out 
From  such  exalted  hecatombs — who  are  they 
That  are  in  danger,   and  that  make  the 

danger  ? 
Bertram.   Venice,  and  all  that  she  inher- 
its, are 
Divided  like  a  house  against  itself. 
And  so  will  perish  ere  to- morrow *s  twilight! 
Ltont.    More  mysteries,  and  awful  ones! 

But  now. 
Or  thou,  or  I,  or  both,  it  may  be,  are 
Upon  the  Terge  of  ruin;  speak  once  out, 
And  thou  art  safe  and  glorious;  for  *tls 

more 
Glorious  to  save  than  slay,  and  slay  i*  tba 

dark  too — 
Fie,  Bertram !  that  was  not  a  craft  for  thee! 
How  would  it  look  to  see  upon  a  spear 
The  head  of  him  whose  heart  was  open  to 

thee, 
Borne  by  thy  hand  before  the  shuddering 

people  ? 
And  such  may  be  my  doom ;  for  here  I  swear, 
Whatever  the  peril  or  the  penalty 
Of  thy  denunciation,  I  go  forth. 
Unless  thou  dost  detail  the  cause,  and  show 
The  consequence  of  all  which  led  thee  here! 
Bertram.    Is  there  no  way  to  save  thee? 

minutes  fly. 
And  thou  art  lost!  — t Aon/  my  sole  bene- 
factor. 
The  only  being  who  was  constant  to  me 
Through  erery  change.  Yet,  make  me  not 

a  traitor! 
Let  me  save  thee  -but  spare  my  honour! 

Lioni.     Where 
Can  lie  the  honour  in  a  league  of  murder? 
And  who  are  traitors  save  unto  the  state? 
Bertram.    A  league  is  still  a  compact, 

and  more  binding 
In  honest  hearts  when  words  must  stand 

for  law; 
And  in  my  mind,  there  is  no  traitor  like 
He  whose  domestic  treason  plants  the  poniard 
Within  the  breast  which  trusted  to  his  truth. 
Lioni.    And  who  will  strike  the  steel  to 

mine? 
tiertram.    Not  I; 
I  could  have  wound  my  soul  up  to  all  things 
Save  this.    Tkou  must  not  die !  and  think 

how  dear 
Thy  life  is,  when  I  risk  so  many  lives, 
Nay,  more,  the  life  of  lives,  the  liberty 
Of  ^ture  generations,  not  to  be 
The  assassin    thou   miscalPst  me; —once, 

onre  more 
I  do  adjure  thee,  pass  not  o^er  thy  threshold! 
Lioni.     It  is  in  vain— this  moment  I  go 

forth. 
Bertram.  Then  perish  Venice  rather  than 

my  friend ! 
I   will  discloso-ensnare  betray -destroy— 
Ohy  what  a  villain  I  become  for  thee ! 
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lAani.    Saj,  rather  thy  frlend^s  fayioar 

and  the  staters  !— 
Spealc — pause  not—all  revardi,  all  pledges 

for 
Thy  tafety  and  thy  welfare ;  wealth  inch  as 
The  state  accords  her  worthiest  servants; 

nay. 
Nobility  itself  I  guarantee  thee, 
So  that  thoQ  art  sincere  and  penitent. 
Bertram.   I  ha\e  thought  again :  it  mast 

not  be— I  love  thee — 
Thou  knowest  it — that  I  stand  here  is  the 

proof, 
Not  least  though  last ;  but  having  done  my 

duty 
By  thee,  I  now  must  do  it  by  my  country ! 
Farewell!— we   meet  no  more  in   life! — 

farewell ! 
Lioni.    What,   ho!   Antonio — Pedro— to 

the  door! 
See  that  none  pass — arrest  this  man!  — 

Enter  Antonio  and  other  armed  Domestics, 
who  seize  Bertram. 

Lioni  (continues^    Take  care 
He  hath  no   harm;  bring  me  my  sword 

and  cloak) 
And  man  the  gondola  with  four  oars — 
quick—  [Exit  Antonio, 

We  will  unto  Giovanni  Gradenigo's, 
And    send   for   Marc  Comaro: — fear  not, 

Bertram ; 
This  needful  violence  is  for  thy  safety. 
No  less  than  for  the  general  weal. 

Bertram.    Where  wouldst  thou 
Bear  me  a  prisoner? 

Lioni.    Firstly,  to  "The  Ten;" 
Next  to  the  Doge. 
Bertram.    To  the  Doge? 
Lioni.     Assuredly ; 
Is  he  not  chief  of  the  state  ? 
Bertram.    Perhaps  at  sunrise— 
Lioni.  What  mean  you? — but  weUl  know 

anon. 
Bertram,     Art  sure? 
Liofii.     Sure  as   all  gentle  means  can 
make;  and  if 
They  fail,  yon  know  "The Ten"  and  their 

tribunal. 
And  that  Saint  Mark^s  has  dungeons,  and 

the  dungeons 
,A  rack. 

Bertram.    Apply  to  it  before  the  dawn 
Now  hastening   into   heaven. — One   more 

such  word, 
And  you  shall  perish  piecemeal,  by  the  death 
Ye  think  to  doom  to  me. 

Re-enter  Antonio. 

Antonio*    The  bark  is  ready, 
My  lord,  and  all  prepared. 

lAoni.     Look  to  the  prisoner. 
Bertram,  Til  reason  with  thee  as  we  go 
To  the  Magnilico^s,  sage  Gradcnigo. 

[ExeuM, 


SCENE  IL—Tke  Dural  Pa!ae€'-4ke  Dogt*s 

Apartment. 

The  D06B  and  his  nephew  Bsbtuccio  Falibso. 

Doge.    Are  all  the  people  of  oor  hoase 

in  muster?  * 
B.  Fal,    I'hey  are  array'd,  and  eager  for 

the  signal. 
Within  our  palace  precincts  at  San  Polo. 
1  come  for  your  last  orders. 

Doge.    It  had  been 
As  well  had  there  been  time  to  have  got 

together 
From  my  own  fief,  Val  di  Marino,  more 
Of  our  retainers  -but  it  is  too  late. 
B.  Fal.    Methinks,  my  lord,   *tb  better 

as  it  is ; 
A  sudden  swelling  of  our  retinne 
Had  waked  suspicion;  and,  though  fierce 

and  trufttv. 
The  vassals  of  that  district  are  too  rnde 
And  quirk  in  quarrel  to  have  long  maintainM 
The  tiecret  discipline  we  need  for  such 
A  nervice,  till  our  foes  are  dealt  upon. 
Doge.     True ;  but  when  once  the  sigail 

has  been  given. 
These  are  the  men  for  such  an  enterprise: 
These  city-slaves  have  all  their  private  bits. 
Their  prejudice  against  or  for  this  noble, 
Which  may  induce  them  to  overdo  or  span 
Where  mercy  may  be  madness;   the  fierce 

peasants, 
Serfs  of  my  county  of  Val  di  Marino, 
Would  do  the  bidding  of  their  lord  without 
Distinguishing  for  love  or  hate  his  foes; 
Alike  to  them  Marcel lo  or  Comaro, 
A  Gradenigo  or  a  Foscari; 
I'hey  are  not  used   to  start  at  those  viia 

names. 
Nor  bow  the  knee  before  a  civic  senate: 
A  chief  in  armour  is  their  Suzerain, 
And  not  a  thing  in  robes. 

B.  Fal.     We  are  enough  ; 
And  for  the  dispositions  of  our  clients 
Against  the  senate  I  will  answer. 

Doge.     Well, 
The  die  is  thrown ;  but  for  a  warlike  service, 
Done  in  the   field,    commend   me    to  my 

peasants ; 
The^'  made  the  sun  shine  through  the  host 

of  Huns 
When  sallow  burghers  slunk  back  to  their 

tents, 
And  cowered  to  hear  their  own  victorioas 

trumpet. 
If  there  be  small  resistance,  you  will  find 
These  citizens  all  lions,  like  their  standard ; 
But  if  there's  much  to  do,you*ll  wiah^withme, 
A  band  of  iron  rustics  at  our  backs. 
B.  Fal.    Thus  thinking,  1  must  marvel 

you  resolved 
To  strike  the  blow  so  suddenly. 

Doge.     Such  blows 
Must  be  struck  suddenly  or  never.      When 
I  had  overmastered  the  weak  false  reaorse 
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Whicli  jeani*d  about  my  heart,  too  fondly 

yielding 
A  moment  to  the  feelingis  of  old  days, 
I  was  mo8t  fain  to  istrike;  and,  fintly,  that 
I  might  not  yield  again  to  Hueh  emotions; 
And,  secondly,  bccanse  of  ail  these  men. 
Save  Israel  and  Philip  ("alendaro, 
1  know  not  well  the  courage  or  the  faith: 
To-day  might  find  ^mongst  them  a  traitor 

to  us. 
As  yesterday  a  thousand  to  the  senate ; 
But  once  in,  with  their  hilts  hot  in  their 

hands. 
They  must  on   for  their  own  sakes;    one 

stroke  struck, 
And  the  mere  instinct  of  the  first-born  Cain, 
Which   ever  lurks  somewhere   in  human 

hearts, 
Though    circumstance    may    keep    it    in 

abeyance, 
IVill  urge  the  rest  on  like  to  woWes;  the 

sight 
Of  blood  to  crowds  begets  the  thirst  of 

more. 
At  the  first  wine-cup  leads  to  the  long  revel; 
And  you  will  find  a  harder  task  to  quell 
Than  urge  them  when  they  have  commen- 
ced; but  till 
That  moment,  a  mere  Toice,  a  straw,  a 

shadow 
Are  capable  of  turning  them  aside. — 
How  goes  the  night  ? 
B.  Fai.    Almost  upon  the  dawn. 
Doge,  Then  it  is  time  to  strike  upon  the 

bell. 
Are  the  men  posted  ? 

B.  Fal,    By  this  time  they  are; 
But  they  have  orders  not  to  strike,  until 
They  have  command  from  you  through  me 
in  person. 
Doge.    Tis  well.— Will  the  mom  never 

put  to  rest 
These  stars  which  twinkle  yet  o*er  all  the 

heavens  ? 
I  am  settled  and  bound  up,  and  being  so. 
The  very  eflbrt  which  it  cost  me  to 
Resolve  to  cleanse  this  commonwealth  with 

fire. 
Now  leaves  my  mind  more  steady.   I  have 

wept. 
And  trembled  at  the  thought  of  this  dread 

duty; 
But  now  I  have  put  down  all  idle  passion. 
And  look  the  growing  tempest  in  the  face. 
As  doth  the  pilot  of  an  admiral-galley : 
Yet  (wouldst  thou  think  it,  kinsman?)  it 

hath  been 
A  greater  struggle  to  me,  than  when  nations 
Beheld  their  fate  merged  in  the  approaching 

fight, 
Where  I  was  leader  of  a  phalanx,  where 
Thousands  were  sure  to  perish— Yes,  to  spill 
The  rank  polluted  current  from  the  veins 
Of  a  few  bloated  despots  needed  more 
To  fieel  me  to  a  pnrpote  such  aa  made 


Timoleon  Immortal,  than  to  ftice 
The  toils  and  dangers  of  a  life  of  war. 
R,  Fal.  It  gladdens  me  to  see  your  former 

witidom 
Subdue  the  furies  which  so  wrung  yon  ere 
You  were  decided. 

Doge.    It  was  ever  thus 
With  me;  the  hour  of  agitation  came 
In  the  first  glimmerings  of  a  purpose,  when 
Passion  had  too  much  room  to  sway ;  but  in 
The  hour  of  action  I  have  stood  as  calm 
As  were  the  dead  who  lay  around  me:  thia 
They  knew  who  made  me  what  I  am,  and 

trusted 
To  the  subduing  power  which  I  preserved 
Over  my  mood,  when  its  first  burst  was  spent." 
But  they  were  not  aware  that  there  are  things 
Which  make  revenge  a  virtue  by  reflection. 
And  not  an  impulse  of  mere  ang^r;  though 
The  laws  sleep,  justice  wakes,  and  injured 

souls 
Oft  do  a  public  right  with  private  wrong, 
And  justify  tlieir  deeds  unto  themselves.— 
Methinks  the  day  breaks  -  is  it  not  so?  look. 
Thine  eyes  are  clear  with  youth;— the  air 

puts  on 
A  morning-freshness,  and,  at  least  to  me. 
The  sea  looks  grayer  through  the  lattice. 

B.  Fal.    True, 
The  mom  is  dappling  in  the  sky. 

Doge.    Away,  then! 
See  that  they  strike  without  delay,  and  with 
The  first  toll  from  St.  Mark's,  march  on  the 

palace 
With  all  our  house's  strength !  here  I  will 

meet  you — 
The  Sixteen  and  their  companies  will  move 
In  separate  columns  at  the  self-same  mo- 
ment- 
Be  sure  you  post  yourself  by  the  great  gate, 
I  would  not  trust  ^'TheTen  "  except  to  us — 
The  rest,  the  rabble  of  patricians,  may 
Glut  the   more  careless   swords  of  thote 

leagued  with  us. 
Remember  that  the  cry  is  still  ^^Saint  Mark ! 
Tlie  Genoese  are  come— ho !  to  the  rescue! 
Saint  Mark  and  liberty!" — Now— now  to 

action ! 
B.  Fal.    Farewell  then,  noble  uncle!  we 
will  meet 
In  freedom  and  true  sovereignty,  or  never! 
Doge.    Come  hither,  my  Bertuccio — one 

embrace — 
Speed,  for  the  day  gmws  broader— Send 

me  soon 
A  messenger  to  tell  me  how  all  goes 
When    you  rejoin  our  troops,    and   then 

sound — sound 
The  storm-bell  from  Saint  MarVs ! 

[Kxit  Bertuccio  Faiiero 
Doge  (softts).    He  is  gone. 
And  on  each  footstep  moves  a  life.— Tis  done. 
Now  the  dcfitro;^  ing  Angel  hovers  o'er 
Venice,  and  pauses  ere  he  pours  the  vial, 
£vcn  at  the  Eagle  overlooki  hia  prey^ 
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And  for  a  moDMiil  potted  In  middle  atv, 
Sufpendi  the  motion  of  hit  mighty  wings, 
Then  fwoopi  with  hii   anemng  heak. — 

Thou  daj! 
That  slowly  walk*st  the  waters!  march — 

march  on  — 
I  would  not  smite  i*  the  dark,  but  rather  see 
Hiat  no  stroke  errs.    And  you,  ye  bine 

sea-wares ! 
1  hare  seen  you  dyed  ere  now,  and  deeply 

too, 
With  Genoese,  Saracen,  and  Hnnnish  gore. 
While  that  of  Venice  flow'd   too,  but  vic- 
torious : 
Now  thou  must  wear  an  unmixed  crimson ;  no 
Barbaric  blood  can  reconcile  us  now 
Unto  that  horrible  incarnadine. 
But  friend  or  foe  will  roll  in  civic  slaughter. 
And  have  I  lived  to  fourscore  years  for  this? 
I,  who  was  named  Preserver  of  the  City  ? 
I,  at  whose  name  the  million's  caps  were 

flung 
Into  the  air,  and  cries  frf»m  tens  of  thousands 
Rose  up,    imploring  Heaven  to  send  me 

blessings. 
And  fame  and  length  of  days—to  see  this  day? 
But  this  day  black  within  the  calendar. 
Shall  be  succeeded  by  a  bright  millennium. 
Doge  Dandolo  survived  to  ninety  summers 
To  vanquish  empires  and  refuse  their  crown; 
I  will  resign  a  crown,  and  make  the  state 
Renew  its  freedom —but  oh !  by  what  means? 
The  noble  end  must  justify  them— What 
Are  a  few  drops  of  hunmn  blood?  'tis  false, 
The  blood  of  tyrants  is  not  human ;  they. 
Like  to  incarnate  Molochs,  feed  on  ours. 
Until  'tis  time  to  give  them  to  the  tombs 
Which  they  have  made  so  populous.— Oh 

world ! 
Oh  men !  what  are  ye,  and  our  best  designs. 
That  we  must  work  by  crime  to  punish 

crime? 
And  slay  as  if  Death  had  but  this  one  gate. 
When  a  few  years  would  make  the  sword 

superfluous? 
And  I,  upon  the  verge  of  th' unknown  realm. 
Yet  send  so  many  heralds  on  before  me? — 
I  must  not  ponder  this.    {A  paute.')    Hark  I 

was  there  not 
A  murmur  as  of  distant  voices,  and 
The  tramp  of  feet  in  martial  unison? 
What  phantoms  even  of  sound  our  wishes 

raise! 
It  cannot  be— the  signal  hath  not  rung — 
Why  pauses  it?  My  nephew's  messenger 
Should  be  upon  his  way  to  me,  and  he 
Himself  perhaps  even  now  draws  grating 

back 
Upon  its  ponderous  hinge  the  steep  tower- 
portal, 
Where  swings  the  sullen  huge  oracular  bell. 
Which  never  knells  but  for  a  princely  death, 
Or  for  a  state  in  peril,  pealmg  forth 
Tremendous  bodements;  let  it  do  its  office, 
Aad  be  ihh  peal  its  awfallesl  and  last ! 


Sound  till  the  strong  tower  roehf^Whal, 

silent  stUl? 
I  would  go  forth,  but  that  my  post  is  here, 
To  be  the  centre  of  re-union  to 
The  oft  discordant  elements  which  fom 
Leagues  of  this  nature,  and  to  keep  compact 
The  wavering  or  the  weak,  in  case  of  conflict; 
For  if  they  should  do  battle,  'twill  be  here. 
Within  .the  palace,    that  the  strife  will 

thicken ; 

Then  here  must  be  my  station  as  beeoiaef 
Tke  master-mover.— Hark!  he  comes- he 

comes,  . 

My  nephew,  brave  Bertuccio's  messenger.—    | 
What  tidinffs?  Is  he  marching?  Hath  he 

sped?— 

They  here ! — all's  lost — yet  will  I  make  as 

eflbrt. 

I 
Enter  a  Sioaoa  or  thx  Nioht,  witk  Gnard*. 

Sign,  of  the  Night.    Doge,  I  artest  thee 

of  high  treason ! 
Doge.    Me ! 
Thy   prince,   of  treason? — Who  are  thej 

that  dare 

Cloak  their  own  treason  under  such  an  order? 

Sign,  of  the  Night  (^showing  kie  order). 

Behold  my  order  from  the  assembled  Tea. 

Doge.      And    irhere  are  they,   and  why 

assembled?  no 

Such  council  can  be  lawful,  till  the  prince 

Preside  there,  and  that  duty  '•  mine:  on 

thine 
I  charge  thee,  give  me  way,  or  marshal  me 
To  the  council-chamber. 

Sign,  of  the  Night.  Duke,  it  may  not  be; 
Nor  are  the^  in  &e  wonted  Hall  of  Council, 
But  sitting  in  the  convent  of  Saint  Saviour'f . 
Doge.    You  dare  to  disobey  me  then? 
Sign,  of  the  Night.     I  serve 
The  state,  and  needs  must  serine  it  faithfully; 
My  warrant  is  the  will  of  those  who  rule  it. 
Doge.    And  till  that  warrant   has  my 
signature 
It  is  illegal,  and,  as  now  applied. 
Rebellious— Hast  thou  weigh'd  weU  tly 

life's  worth. 
That   thus    j^ou   dare   assume   a  lawleis 
function  ? 
Sign,  of  the  Night.    'TIS  not  my  office 
to  reply,  but  act  — 
I  am  placed  here  as  guard  upon  thy  person. 
And  not  as  judge  to  hear  or  to  decide. 
Doge  (aeidey.  I  must  gain  time— So  that 
the  storm-bell  sound. 
All  may  be  well  yet — Kinsman,  speed- 
speed— speed!— 
Our  fate  is  trembling  in  the  balance,  aad 
Woe  to  the  vanquislnl !  he  they  prince  and 

people. 
Or  slaves  and  senate — 

[The  great  Aeff  ofStdmi  MtuV9  t»0ff. 
Lo!  it  sounds— it  tolls  I 
Do^(ii{omO.  Hark,Si{nioroftheNighl! 
aadyOM,  yehireluiga, 
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Who  wield  your  OMrcenary  wtavea  in  fear. 
It  is  your  Itnell— Swell  on,  thon  Inity  peal! 
Now,  luiaTes,  what  ransom  for  your  ItTes? 

Sign,  of  the  Night,    Confufion  ! 
Stand  to  yoar  arms,  and  guard  the  door— 

airs  loflt 
Unless  that  fearftil  bell  be  silenced  soon. 
The  officer  hath  missed  his  path  or  purpose, 
Or  met  some  unforeseen  and  hideous  obstacle. 
Anselmo,  with  thy  companjr  proceed 
Straight  to  the  tower;    the  rest  remain 
with  me. 

[Exit  a  part  of  the  Guard. 
Doge,  Wretch !  if  thon  wouldst  have  thy 
Tile  life,  implore  it ; 
It  is  not  now  a  lease  of  sixty  seconds. 
Ay,  send  thy  miserable  ruffians  forth ; 
Imey  noTor  shall  return. 

Sign,  of  the  ISight,    So  let  it  be ! 
They  die  then  in  their  duty,  as  will  I. 
Doge.  Fool !  the  high  eagle  flies  at  nobler 
game 
Than  thou  and  tl^  base  myrmidons,-  live  on, 
So  thou  proYok^st  not  peril  by  resistance. 
And  learn  (if  souls  so  mnch  obscured  can  bear 
To  gaxe  upon  the  sunbeams)  to  be  free. ' 
Sign,  of  the  IS-ight.    And  lenm  thou  to 
be  captive — It  hath  ceased, 

[The  bell  ceases  to  toU. 
The  traitorous  signal,  which  was  to  have  set 
The  bloodhound  -  mob  on  their  patrician 

prey— 
The  knell  hathrung,butit  is  not  the  senators! 
Doge  (after  a  pause^    AlFs  silent ,   and 

airs  lost ! 
Sign,  of  the  Night,  Now,Doge,  denounce  me 
As  rebel  slave  of  a  revolted  council ! 
Have  I  not  done  my  duty? 

Doge.    Peace,  thou  thing  ! 
Thon  hast  done  a  worthy  deed,  and  eam'd 

the  price 
Of  blood,    and  they  who  use  thee  will 

reward  thee. 
But  thou  wcrt  sent  to  watch,and  not  to  prate. 
As  thou  saidst  even  now  -  then  do  thine  office. 
But  let  it  be  in  silence,  as  behoves  thee, 
Since,  though  thy  prisoner,  I  am  thy  prince. 
Sign,  of  the  Night.    I  did  not  mean  to 
fail  in  the  respect 
Due  to  yonr  rank:  in  this  I  shall  obey  you. 
Doge  (asidcy    There  now  is  nothing  left 
nie  save  to  die; 
And  yet  how  near  success !  1  would  have 

fallen. 
And  proudly,  in  the  hour  of  triumph,  but 
To  miss  it  Uius ! 

Enter  other  Signors    of  the  Night  with 
Bkrtvccio  Falisro  prisoner. 

Second  Signor.     Wo  took  him  in  the  act 
Of  issuing  from  the  tower,  where,at  his  order. 
As  delegated  from  the  Doge,  the  signal 
Had  thns  bv^un  to  sound. 

First  Signor.     Arc  all  tl:o  passes 
Which  lead  up  to  the  palace  well  secured  ? 


Second  Signor.    Thoy  are— besides,  it 
.matters  not;  the  chiefs 
Afe  all  in  chains ,  and  some  even  now  on 

trial— 
Their  followers  arc  dkpcrsed,  and  many 
taken. 
B.  FaL    Uncle! 

Doge,    It  is  in  vain  to  war  with  Fortune; 

The  glory  hath  departed  from  our  house. 

B,  FaL    Who  would  have  deemVl  itt— 

Ah!  one  moment  sooner! 
Doge.  That  moment  would  have  changed 
the  face  of  ages  ; 
TlUs  gives  us  to  etemihr — Weil  meet  it 
As  men  whose  trinmpli  is  not  in  success. 
But  who  can  make  their  own  minds  all  in  all* 
Equal  to  every  fortune.     Droop  not,  'tis 
But  a  brief  passage — I  wonld  go  alone. 
Yet  if  they  send  us,  as  'lis  like ,  together, 
Let  us  go  worthy  of  our  sires  and  selves. 
B,  Fal,    I  shall  not  shame  you,  uncle. 
First  Signor.    Lords,  our  orders 
Are  to  keep   guard  on  both    in  separate 

chambers, 
Until  the  council  call  ye  to  yonr  trial. 
Doge.    Our  trial!  will  they  keep  tlieir 
mockery  up 
Even  to  the  last?  but  let  them  deal  upon  us, 
As  we  had  dealt  on  them,  but  witli  less  pomp. 
*Tis  but  a  game  of  mutual  homicides. 
Who.  have  cast  lots  for  the  first  death,  and 

they 
Have  won  with  false  dice.— Who  hath  been 
onr  Judas? 
First  Signor.    I   am   not  warranted   to 

answer  that. 
B,  Fal.  ril  answer  for  thee — His  a  certain 
Bertram, 
Even  now  deposing  to  the  secret  Ginnta. 
Doge,     Bertram,  the  BergamaskI  With 
what  vile  tools 
We  operate  to  slay  or  save !  This  creature. 
Black  with  a  doable  treason,  now  will  earn 
Hoards  and  honours,and  be  stampt  in  story 
With  the  geese  in  the  Capitol,which  gabbled 
Till  Rome  awoke  and  had  an  annnal  tri  iimph. 
While  Manlius,  whohurl'd  down  tlie  Gauls, 

was  cast 
From  the  Tarpeian. 

First  Signor,    He  aspired  to  treason. 
And  sought  to  rule  the  state. 
Doge.    He  saved  the  state. 
And  sought  but  to  reform  what  he  revived — 
But  this  is  idle — Come,  sirs,  do  your  work. 
First  Signor,    Noble  Bertuccio,  we  must 
now  remove  yon 
Into  an  inner  chamber. 

B.  Fal.    Farewell,  uncle ! 

If  we  shall  meet  again  in  life  I  know  not. 

But  they  perhaps  will  let  our  ashes  mingle. 

Doge.    Yes,  and  our  spirits,  which  shall 

yet  go  forth. 

And  do  what  onr  frail  clay ,   thus  clogged, 

hath  failM  in ! 
They  cannot  quench  the  memory  of  those 
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Who  would  hare  hnrrd  them  firom  their 

eailty  thronef. 
And  rach  examples  will  find  hein,  though 

distant. 


ACT    V. 

SCENE  h^The  HaU  of  the  CotmcU  of  Ten 
asaembled  with  the  additional  Senators, 
who,  on  the  Trials  of  the  Conspirators  for 
the  Treason  of  Marino  Faliero,  composed 
what  was  called  the  Giunta.  —  Guards^ 
Officers,  etc.  etc. — ImABL  Bkrtvccio  and 

CAUtnuARO  as  Prisoners Bbbtrabi,Lioivi, 

and  H'itnesseSy  etc. 

The  CfttV  of  the  Ten,  BBmif tbnds. 

Banintende,    There  now  rests,  after  such 
conviction  of 
Their  manifold  and  manifest  offences, 
Ktit  to  pronounce  on  these  ohdurate  men 
The  sentence  of  the  law :  a  grieTOus  ta«k 
Tti  those  who  hear,and  these  who  speak.  A  las! 
That  it  should  fall  to  me !  and  that  my  days 
Of  office  should  be  stigmatised  through  all 
The  vears  of  coming  time,  as  bearing  record 
To  this  most  foul  and  complicated  treason 
Against  a  just  and  free  state,  known  to  all 
The  earth  as  being  the  Christian  bulwark 

'gainst 
The  Saracen  and  the  schismatic  Greek, 
The  savage  Hun ,  and  not  lc»s  barbarous 

Frank ; 
A  city  which  has  open'd  India's  wealth 
To  Europe;  the  last  Roman  refuge  from 
Overwhelming  Attila;  the  ocean '«  queen; 
Proud  Genoa's  prouder  riyal !  Tis  to  sap 
Tlie  throne  of  such  a  city ,  these  lost  men 
Hare  risk'd  and  forfeitCNil  their  worthless 

lires— 
So  let  them  die  the  death. 

Bert,     We  are  prepared ; 
Your  racks  have  done  that  for  us.  Let  us  ^e. 

Benint,     If  ye  have  that  to  say  which 

would  obtain 

Abatement  of  your  punishment,  the  Giunta 

Will  hear  you ;  if  you  have  aught  to  confess. 

Now  is  your  time,  perhaps  it  may  avail  ye. 

Bert.    We  stand  to  hear,  and  not  to  speak. 

Benint.    Your  crimes 
Are  fully  proved  by  your  accomplices, 
And  all  which  circumstance  can  add  to  aid 

them; 
Yet  we  would  hear  from  your  own  lips 

complete 
Avowal  of  yonr  treason :  on  the  verge 
Of  that  dread  gulf  which  none  repass,  the 

truth 
Alone  can  profit  you  on  earth  or  heaven— 
Say,  then,  what  was  your  motive? 

Bert.    Justice ! 

Benint.    What  your  object? 

Bert.    Freedom ! 

Benint.    You  are  brief,  sir. 


Bert.    So  mv  llfB  grows :  I 
Was  bred  a  eoldier,  not  a  senator. 
Benint.    Perhaps  you  think  by  thk  blaot 
brevity 
To   brave    your  judges   to   po«tpooe  the 
sentence? 
Bert.    Do  you  be  brief  at  I  am,   and 
believe  me, 
I  shall  prefer  that  mercy  to  yonr  pardon. 
Benint.     Is  this  your  sole  reply  to  the 

tribunal  ? 
Bert.    Go,  ask  your  racks  what  they  have 
wrung  from  us. 
Or  place  us  there  again ;  we  have  ftill  lome 

blood  left, 
And  tome  slight  sense  of  pain   in  these 

wrencn'd  limbs: 
But  this  ye  dare  not  d(» ;  for  if  we  die  there  - 
And  you  have  left  us  little  life  to  spend 
Upon  your  engines,    gorged  with  pangs 

already — 
Ye  lose  the  public  spectacle  with  which 
You  would   appal  your  slaves  to  further 

slavery ! 
Groans  are  not  words,  nor  agony  assentf 
Nor  affirmation  truth,  if  nature's  sense 
Should  overcome  the  soul  into  a  lie. 
For  n  short  respite — must  we  bear  or  die? 
Benint .  Say,  who  were  y our  accomplices  f 
Bert.    The  Senate ! 
Benint.     What  do  yon  mean  ? 
Bert.    Ask  of  the  suffering  people. 
Whom  your  patrician  crimes  have  driven 
to  crime. 
Benint.     l^ou  know  the  Doge? 
Bert.    I  served  with  him  at  Zara 
In  tlie  field ,  when  you  were  pleading  here 

your  way 
To  present  office ;  we  exposed  oar  lives. 
While  you  but  hazarded  the  lives  of  others. 
Alike  by  accusation  or  defence ; 
And,  for  the  rest,  all  Venice  knows  her  Doge, 
Through  his  great  actions,  and  the  senate's 
insults ! 
Benint.    You  have  held  conference  with 

him? 
Bert.    I  am  weary — 
Even  wearier  of  your  questions  than  yonr 

tortures : 
I  pray  you  pass  to  judgment. 

Benint.    It  is  coming. — 
And  you,  too,  Philip  Calendaro,  what 
Have  you  to  say  why  you  should  not  be 
doom'd  ? 
Cat.    I  never  was  a  man  of  many  words. 
And  now  have  few  left  worth  the  atterance. 
Benint.    A  further  application   of  yon 
engine      * 
May  change  your  tone. 

Cal.     Most  true,  it  will  do  so; 
A  former  application  did  so;  but 
It  will  not  change  my  words,  or,  if  it  did  - 
Benint.    What  then  ? 
Cal.    Will  my  avowal  on  yon  rack 
Stand  good  in  law? 
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Benini.    Aatoredly. 
au.     Whoe'er 
The  culprit  be  whom  I  accuse  of  treason? 
Benint.     Without    doubt,    he   will   be 

brought  up  to  trial. 
Co/.  And  on  this  testimony  would  he  perish? 
JScntnt.    So  your  confession  be  detaiPd 
and  full, 
He  will  stand  here  in  peril  of  his  life. 
Co/.     Then  look  well  to  thy  proud  self. 
President ! 
For  by  the  eternity  which  yawns  before  me, 
I  swear  that  thou,  and  only  thou,  shalt  be 
The  traitor  I  denounce  upon  that  rack. 
If  1  be  stretchM  there  for  the  second  time. 
One  of  the  Giunta,  Lord  President,  'twere 
best  to  proceed  to  judgment ; 
There  Ib  no  more  to  be  drawn  from  these  men. 
Benint.  Unhappy  men !  prepare  for  instant 
death. 
The  nature  of  your  crime_our  law— and  peril 
The  state  now  stands  in,    leave  not  an 

hour's  respite - 
Guards !  lead  them  forth ,  and  upon  the 

balcony 
Of  the  red   columns,    where,    on  festal 

Thursday, 
The  Doge  stands  to  behold  the  chase  of  bulls. 
Let  them  be  justified  :  and  leuTO  exposed 
Their  waTcring   relics,    in   the  place  of 

judgment. 
To  the  full  view  of  the  assembled  people! 
And  Heaven  have  mercy  on  their  souls ! 
TTie  Giunta.     Amen ! 
Bert,    Signers,  farewell!   we  shall  not 
all  again 
Meet  in  one  place. 

Benint.    And  lest  they  should  essay 
To  stir  up  the  distracted  multitude — 
Guards !  let  their  mouths  be  gagg'd ,  even 

in  the  act 
Of  execution. —Lead  them  hence! 

Co/.     What !  must  we 

Kot  even  say  farewell  to  some  fond  friend, 

Nor  leave  a  last  word  with  our  confessor? 

Benint.    A  priest  is  waiting  in  the  antc»- 

chamber ; 

Bat,   for  your   friends,   such  interviews 

would  be 
Painful  to  them,  and  useless  all  to  you. 
Cal.    I  knew  that  we  were  gngg*d  in  life; 
at  least 
All  those  who  had  not  heart  to  risk  their  lives 
Upon  their  open  thoughts ;  but  still  1  de(*m'd 
That,  in  the  last  few  moments,  the  same  idle 
Freedom  of  speech  accorded  to  the  dying. 
Would  not  now  be  denied  to  us ;  but  since — 
Bvrt.    Even   let  them   have  their  way, 
brave  Calcndaro! 
What  matter  n  few  syllables?  let's  die 
Witliout  the  slightest  show  of  favour  from 

them ; 
So  shall  our  blood  more  readily  arise 
To  heaven  against  them,  and  more  testify 
To  their  atrocities,  than  could  a  volume 


Spoken  or  written  of  our  dying  words ! 
They  tremble  at  our  voices—  nay,  they  dread 
Our  very  silence-' let  them  live  in  fear! — 
Leave  them  unto  their  thoughts,  and  let 

us  now 
Address  our  own  above ! — Lead  on;  wc  are 
ready. 
Cat.    Israel,  hadst  thou  but  hearken'd 
unto  me. 
It  had  not  now  been  thus ;  and  yon  pale 

villain. 
The  coward  Bertram,  would-- 

Bert.    Peace,  Calendaro ! 
What  brooks  it  now  to  ponder  upon  this? 
Bertram.    Alas !  I  fain  you  died  in  peace 
with  me: 
I  did  not  seek  this  task ;  'twas  forced  upon  me: 
S&7 1  you  forgive  me ,  though  I  never  can 
Retrieve  my  own  forgiveness  —  frown  not 
thus! 
Bert.    I  die  and  pardon  thee ! 
Cal.  (^spitting  at  him)  I  die  and  scorn  thee! 
[Exeunt  Isuael  Bbbtvccio  and  Phi- 
lip Calbmdaho,  Guards,  etc. 
Benint.    Now  that  these  criminals  have 
been  disposed  of, 
'Tis  time  that  we  proceed  to  pass  our  sentence 
Upon  the  greatest  traitor  upon  record 
In  any  aqnals,  the  Doge  Faliero  ! 
The  proofs  and  process  are  complete;  the  time 
And  crime  require  a  quick  procedure:  shall 
He  now  be  called  in  to  receive  the  award? 
The  Giunta.    Ay,  ay. 
Benint.    Avogadori,  order  that  the  Doge 
Be  brought  before  the  council. 

One  of  the  Giunta,    And  the  rest. 
When  shall  they  be  brought  up? 

Benint.     When  all  the  chiefs 
Have  been  disposed   of.    Some  have  fled 

to  Chiozza; 
But  there  are  thousands  in  pursuit  of  them, 
And  such  precaution  ta'en  on  Terra-firma, 
As  well  as  in  the  islands,  that  we  hope 
None  will  escape  to  utter  in  strange  lands 
His  libellous  tale  of  treasons  'gainst  the 
senate.  i 

Enter  the  Dogb  as  Prisoner,  with  Guards,  etc. 

Benint.    Doge  —  for  such  still  you  are, 

and  by  the  law 
Must  be  consider'd,  till  the  hour  shull  come 
When  you  must  doff  the  ducal  bonnet  from 
That  head,  vhich  could  not  wear  a  crown 

more  noble 
Than  empires  can  confer,  in  quiet  honour. 
But  it  must  plot  to  overthrow  your  peers. 
Who  made  you  what  you  are,  and  quench 

in  blood 
A  city's  glory — wo  have  laid  already 
Before  you  in  your  chamber  at  full  length, 
By  the  Avogadori,  all  the  proofs 
Which   have   appear'd    against  you;   ttad 

more  ample 
Ne'er  rear'd  their  sanguinary  shadows  to 
Confront  a  traitor.  What  have  yon  to  tay 
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In  yoiiT  defence  f 

Doge.    What  ihall  I  lay  to  ye, 
Since  my  defence  most  be  your  condem- 
nation ? 
Yon  are  at  once  offenden  and  accosen. 
Judges  and  executioners! ^Proceed 
Upon  Tour  power.  * 

Bentnt,    Your  chief  accompiices 
Having  confessM,  there  is  no  hope  for  yon. 

Doge,    And  who  be  they? 

Bcnint,    In  number  many;  but 
The  first  now  stands  before  you  in  the  court, 
Bertram,  of  Bergamo,— would  yon  question 
himf 

Doge,  (looking  at  him  eontemptuoutly)  No. 

Benint.  And  two  others,  Israel  Bertuccio, 
And  Philip  Calendaro,  have  admitted 
Their  fellowship  in  treason  with  the  Doge ! 

Doge.    And  where  are  they  ? 

Bcnint.    Gone  to  their  place,  and  now 
Answering  to    Heaven  for  what  they  did 
on  earth. 

Doge.  Ah !  the  plebeian  Brutus,i8  he  gone? 
.  And  the  quick  Cassius  of  the  arsenal?— 
How  did  they  meet  their  doom  ? 

Bcnint.     Think  of  your  own ; 
It  is  approaching.  You  decline  to  plead,then? 

Doge.  I  cannot  plead  to  my  inferiors,  nor 
Can  recognise  your  legal  power  to  try  me : 
Show  me  the  law! 

Benint.    On  great  emergencies, 
The  law  must  be  remodcird  or  amended : 
Our  fathers  had  not  fix'd  the  punishment 
or  such  a  crime,  as  on  the  old  Roman  tables 
The  sentence  against  parricide  was  left 
In  pure  forgetfulness ;  they  could  not  render 
That  penal ,  which  had  neither  name  nor 

thought 
In  their  great  bosoms:  who  would  have 

foreseen 
That  nature  could  be  filed  to  such  a  crime 
As  sons  Against  sires,   and  princes  'gainst 

their  realms? 
Your  sin  hath  made  us  make  a  law  which  will 
Become   a  precedent  Against  such  hanght 

traitors. 
As  would  witli  treason  mount  to  tyranny; 
Not  even  contented  with  a  sceptre,  till 
They  can  convert  it  to  a  two-edged  sword! 
Was  not  the  place  of  Doge  sufficient  for  ye  ? 
What's  nobler  than  tlie  signory  of  Venire? 

Doge.    The  signory  of  Venice!  Yon  bo- 
tray 'd  me — 
You — you,  who  sit  there,  traitors  as  yc  are ! 
From  my  equality  with  you  in  birth. 
And  my  superiority  in  action. 
You  drew  me  from  my  honourable  toils 
In  distant  lands,  on  flood    in  field_in  cities  - 
Y'ou  singled  me  out  like  a  victim  to 
Stand  crown'd,  but  bound  and  helpless,  at 

the  altar 
Whcrcyoualonecoulduiinistor.  Ikncwnot— 
I  Hought  not — widh'd  not — dicam'd  not  the 

C'le<:tion, 
Which  reached  me  first  at  Romc^and  I  obey 'd; 


But  found  on  n^  arrlral,  thai  betldet 
The  jealous  vigilance  which  always  led  too 
To  mock  and  mar  your  soverMgoli  Ml 

intents. 
You  had,  even  in  the  interregniuD  of 
My  journey  to  the  capital,  curtailVl 
And  mutilated  the  few  privileges 
Yet  left  the  duke:  all  thu  I  bore ,  and  would 
Havebome,until  my  very  hearth  waastain'd 
By  the  pollution  of  your  ribaldry. 
And  he, the  ribald,whom  I  seeamongrt  you— 
Fit  judge  in  such  tribunal ! — 

Benint.  (intem^ting  him)  Michel,  Steno 
Is  here  in  virtue  of  his  office,  as 
One  of  the  Forty,-  ''The  Ten'' having  craved 
A  Giunta  of  patricians  from  the  senate 
To  aid  our  judgment  in  a  trial  ardnont 
And  novel  as  the  present :  he  was  set  i 

Free  from  the  penaity  pronounced  upon  him,    I 
Because  the  Doge ,  who  should  protect  the 

law. 
Seeking  to  abrogate  all  law,  can  claim 
No  punishment  of  others  by  the  statutes 
Which  he  himself  denies  and  violates! 
Doge,    //ts  puivishubut  !  1  rather  see  him 

there. 
Where  he  now  sits ,  to  glut  him  with  mj 

death. 
Than  in  the  mockery  of  castigation. 
Which  your  foul,  outward.  Juggling  show 

of  justice 
Decreed  as  sentence !  Base  as  was  his  crime, 
'Twas  purity  compared  with  your  protectioa. 
Benint.    And  can  it  be,   that  the  great 

Doge  of  Venice, 
Witli  three  parts  of  a  century  of  yean 
And  honours  on  his  head,  could  thus  allow 
His  fury,  like  an  angry  boy's,  to  master 
All  feeling,  wisdom,  faith,  and  fear,  on  such 
A  provocation  as  a  young  man's  petnlaacef 
Doge.    A  spark  creates  the  flame;  tis 

the  last  drop 
Which  makes  the  cup  run  o'er ,  and  mine 

was  full 
Already :  you  oppress'd  the  prince  and  people; 
I  would  have  freed  both ,  and  have  fiulVl 

in  both^ 
The  price  of  such  success  would  have  been 

gioiT' 
Vengeance,  and  victory,  and  such  m  aaoM 

As  would  have  made  Venetian  history 

Rival  to  that  of  Greece  and  Syracuse 

When  they  were  fredl,  and  flourish'd  ages 

after. 

And  mine  to  Gelon  and  to  Thra$y bains:— 

Failing,  1  know  the  penalty  of  failure 

U  present  infamy  and  death— the  future 

Will  judge,  when  Venice  is  no  more,  or  free ; 

Till  thcn,the  truth  isinabe^'ance.  Pause  not; 

I  would  have  shown  no  mercy ,  aad  I  eeek 

none ; 
My  life  was  stoked  upon  a  mighty  haiard. 
And  being  lo6t,take  what  I  would  have  taken! 
I   would   have  stood   alone   amidst  your 

tombs; 
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Now  you  may  flock  nmnd  mine,    and 

tramplo  on  it, 
A»jwi  have  dono  npon  my  heart  while  lirinff. 
fienmt.    Yon  do  confess  then,  and  admit 

the  jnstioe 
Of  our  tribunal  ? 

Doge.    I  confcM  to  have  fail'd  i 
Fortune  is  female;   from  my    youth  her 

faTOura 
Were  not  withheld;  the  fault  was  mine 

to  hope 
Her  former  smiles  again  at  this  late  hour. 
Benint,    You    do    not    then    in    aught 

arraign  our  equity  f 
Ilcijgc.    Noble  Venetians!    stir   me   not 

with  questions. 
I  am  resigned  to  the  worst;  but  in  me  still 
Hare  something  of  the  blood  of  brighter 

days. 
And  am  not  over-patient.  Pray  yon,  spare  me 
Further  interrogation,  which  boots  nothing, 
Except  to  torn  a  trial  to  debate. 
I  shall  but  answer  that  which  will  offend 

yon. 
And  please  your  enemies  -  a  host  already  : 
*lls  true,  these  sullen  walls  should  yield 

no  echo; 
Bot  walls  have  ears—  nay,  more,  they  have 

tongues ;  and  if 
lliere  were  no  other  way  for  truth  to  o'er- 

leap  them. 
You  who  condemn  me ,  you  who  fear  and 

slay  mc, 
Yet  could  not  bear  in  silence  to  your  graves 
Whatyouwouldhear  from  mc  of  good  or  evil; 
The  secret  were  too  mighty  for  your  souls: 
Then  let  it  sleep  in  mine,  unless  you  court 
A  danger  which  would  double  that  you 

escape. 
Such  my  defence  would  be,  had  I  full  scope, 
To  make  it  famous;  for  true  wor4s  are  things. 
And  dying  men^s  are   things  which  long 

outlive. 
And  oftentimes  avenge  them ;  bury  mine. 
If  ye  would   fain  survive  me :    take  this 

counsel, 
And  though  too  oft  ye  made  me  live  in  wrath. 
Let  me  die  calmly;  you  may  grant  me  this;— 
I  deny  nothing  ~  defend  nothing— nothing 
I  ask  of  you,  but  silence  for  myself. 
And  sentence  from  the  court ! 

Bernini.    This  full  admission 
Spares  us  the  harsh  necessity  of  ordering 
llie  torture  to  elicit  tiie  whole  truth. 
Doge,    The  torture !  you  have  put  me 

there  already. 
Daily  since  I  was  Doge;  but  if  you  will 
Add  the  corporeal  rack,you  may :  these  limbs 
Will  yield  with  ago  to  crushing  iron;  but 
There's  that  withm  my  heart  shall  strain 

your  engines. 

Kntcr  a»  OmcBR. 

Officer.  Noble  Venetians !  Duchess  Fuliero 
Requests  admission  to  the  GiuntaV  presence. 


Benint,    Say,  cotyscriptfiithers,  shall  she 
be  admitted? 

One  of  the  Giunta,    She  may  have  re- 
velations of  importance 
Unto  the  state,  to  justify  compliance 
With  her  request. 

Benint.    Is  this  the  general  will  ? 

jiU.    It  is. 

Doge.    Oh,  admirable  laws  of  Venice  I 
Which  would  admit  the  wife,in  the  full  hope 
That  she  might  testify  against  the  husband. 
What  glory  to  the  chaste  Venetian  dames! 
But  such  blasphemers  'gainst  all  honour,  as 
Sit  here,  do  well  to  act  in  their  vocation. 
Now,  villain  Steno !  if  this  woman  fail, 
111  pardon  thee  thy  lie,  and  thy  escape, 
And  my  own  violent  death,  and  thy  vile  life. 

The  Ducnass  entere. 

Benint.    Lady!    this  just  tribunal  has 
resolved. 
Though  the  request  be  strange,  to  grant  it,aad 
Whatever  be  its  purport,  to  accord 
A  paiient  hearing  with  the  due  respect 
Which  fits  your  ancestry,  your  rankf,  and 

virtues : 
But  you  turn  pale— ho!  there,  look  to  the 

lady! 
Place  a  chair  instantly. 

Ang.    A  moment's  faintness — 
'TIS  past ;  I  pray  you  pardon  me,  1  sit  not 
In  presence  of  my  princc,and  of  my  husband, 
While  he  is  on  his  feet. 
Benint,    Your  pleasure,  lady? 
Ang.    Strange  rumours ,  but  most  truo, 
if  all  1  hear 
And  see  be  sooth,have  reach'd  mo,  and  I  come 
To  know  the  wor8t,even  at  the  worst;  forgive 
The  abruptness  of  my   entrance  and  my 

bearing. 
Is  it — I  cannot  speak— I  cannot  shape 
The  question — but  you  answer  it  ere  spoken, 
With  eyes  a  verted, and  with  gloomy  brows — 
Oh  God }  this  is  the  silence  of  the  grave! 
Benint.  (after  a  pause.)    Spare  us ,   and 
spare  thyself  the  repetition 
Of  our  most  awful,  but  inexorable 
Duty  to  heaven  and  men ! 

Ang.    Yet  speak ;  I  cannot — 
I  cannot — no_even  now  believe  these  things. 
Is  he  condemned  ? 
Benint.    Alas ! 
Ang.    And  was  he  guilty  ? 
Benint.    Lady !  the  natural  distraction  of 
Thy  thonghts  at  such  a  moment  makes  the 
question  ^ 

Merit  forgiveness;  else  a  doubt  like  this 
Against  a  just  and  paramount  tribunal 
Were  deep  offence.    But  question  even  the 

Doge, 
And  if  he  con  deny  the  proofs,  believe  liim 
Guiltless  as  tliy  own  bosom. 

Ang.    Is  it  so  ? 
My  lord— my  sovereign— my  poor  futher^s 
friend — 
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The  mighty  In  the  field,  the  fsre  In  conocil ;  { 
Unsay  the  words  of  thii  man!  —  Thou  art 
silent! 
Benint.    He  hath  already  own'd  to  his 
own  guilt. 
Nor,  as  thoa  seest,  doth  he  deny  it  now. 
jhtg.    Ay,  but  he  must  not  die!  Spare 
his  few  years. 
Which  grief  and  shame  will  sooa  eat  down 

to  days! 
One  day  of  baffled  crime  mnst  not  efface 
Near  sixteen  lustres  crowded  with  brave 
acts. 
Benini.  His  doom  must  be  fulfilled  without 
remission 
Of  time  or  penalty — ^*tis  a  decree. 
Jng.    He  hath  been  guilty,   but  there 

may  be  mercy. 
Benint.    Not  in  this  case  with  justice. 
Jng.    Alas !  signer. 
He  who  is  only  just  is  cruel ;  who 
Upon  the  earth  would  live  were  all  judged 
justly  ? 
Benint.    His  punishment  is  safety  to  the 

state. 
Ang,   He  was  a  subject,  and  hath  served 
the  state; 
He  was  your  general,  and  hath  saved  the 

state; 
He  is  your  sovereign,  and  hath  ruled  the 
state. 
One  of  the  Council.     He  is  a  traitor,  and 

betrayed  the  state. 
jing.    And,  but  for  him,  there  now  had 
been  no  state 
To  save  or  to  destroy;  and  you  who  sit 
There   to    pronounce  the  death   of   your 

deliverer. 
Had  now  been  groaning  at  a  Moslem  oar, 
Or  digging  in  the  Hunnish  mines  in  fetters ! 
One  of  the  Council.    No,  lady,  there  are 
others  who  would  die 
Rather  dian  breathe  in  slavery ! 

j^ng.     If  there  are  so 
Within  these  walls,   thou  art  not  of  the 

number : 
The  truly  brave  are  generous  to  the  fallen !  . 
Is  there  no  hope? 

Benint.    Lady,  it  cannot  be. 
j4ng.  {turning  to  the  Doge)    Then   die, 
Faliero!  since  it  must  be  so; 
But  with  the  spirit  of  my  father's  friend. 
Thou  hast  been  guilty  of  a  great  offence, 
Half-cancell'd  by.  the  harshness  of  these  men. 
I  would  have  sued  to  them— have  prayed 
^^  to  them — 

Ilave  begged  as  famish'd  mendicants  for 

bread  — 
Have  wept  as  they  will  cry  unto  their  God 
For  mercy,  and  be  answer^  as  they  answer- 
Had  it  been  fitting  for  thy  name  or  mine. 
And  if  the  cruelty  in  their  cold  eye^ 
Had   not  announced  the  hcartlees  wrath 

within. 
Then,  as  a  prince,  address  thee  to  thy  doom! 


Doge.  I  have  lived  too  long  not  to  kaov 

how  to  die! 
Thy  suing  to  these  men  were  but  the  bleating 
Of  the  lamb  to  the  butcher,  or  the  cry 
Of  seamen  to  the  surge :  I  would  not  talte 
A  life  eternal,  granted  at  the  hands 
Of  wretches,from  whose  monstrous  villania 
I  sought  to  free  the  groaning  nationa ! 

M.  Steno.  Dog^, 
A  word  with  thee,  and  with  this  noble  ladv, 
Whom  I  have  grievously  offended.  WoaU 
Sorrow,  or  shame,  or  penance  on  my  part, 
Could  cancel  the  inexorable  pa^t ! 
But  since  that  cannot  be,  as  Christians  let  as 
Say  farewell,  and  in  peace:  with  full  eoa- 

trition 
I  crave,not  pardon,  but  compassion  from  yon, 
And  give,  however  weak,  my  prayers  for 

botli. 
Ang.    Sage  Benintende,  now  chief  judge 

of  Venice, 
I  speak  to  thee  in  ansvi'er  to  yon  signer. 
Inform  the  ribald  Steno,  that  his  words 
Ne^er  weighed    in   mind  with  Loredano^ 

daughter 
Further  than  to  create  a  moment's  pity 
For  such  as  he  is :  would  that  others  had 
Despised  him  as  I  pity  !  I  prefer 
My  honour  to  a  thousand  lives,  could  sack 
Be  multiplied  in  mine,  but  would  not  havs 
A 'single  life  of  others  lo8t  for  that 
Which  nothing  human  can  impugn  — the 

sense 
Of  virtue,  looking  not  to  what  is  called 
A  good  name  for  reward,  but  to  itself. 
To  me  the  scorner's  words  were  as  the  wind 
Unto  the  rock:  but  as  there  are — alas! 
Spirits  more  sensitive,  on  which  such  things 
Light  as  the  whirlwind  on  the  waters;  sonls 
To  whom  dishonour's  shadow  is  a  substancs 
More  terrible  than  death  here  and  hereafter; 
Men  whose  vice  is  to  start  at  vice's  scoffiiff, 
And  who,  though  proof  against  all  blaad- 

islmients 
Of  pleasure,  and  all  pangs  of  pain,  are  feeble 
When   the  proud   name    on    whidi    tlM| 

pinnacled 
Their  hopes  is  breathed  on,  jealous  at  the 

eagle 
Of  her  high  aiery ;  let  what  we  now 
Behold,  and  feel,  and  suffer,  be  a  lesson 
T«»  wretches  how  they  tamper  in  their  tflcea 
With  beings  of  a  higher  order.     Insects 
Have  made  the  lion  mad  ere  now;  a  shaft 
r  the  heel  o'er  threw  the  bravest  of  the  brave; 
A  wife's  dishonour  was  the  bane  of  Troy ; 
A  wife's  dishonour  unking'd  Roum  for  ever; 
An  injured  husband  brought  the  Gaols  to 

Clusium, 
And  thence  to  Rome,  which  perish^  ffisr  ■ 

time; 
An  obscene  gesture  cost  Caligula 
His  life,  while  Earth  yet  bore  his  cnieitisi ; 
A  virgin's  wrong  made  Spain  a  Moarish 

provlace ; 
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And  8teno*t  Me,  r<wch*d  In  two  worthleM 

Hath  decimated  Venice,  put  in  peril 

A  eenate  which  hath  etood  eight  hundred 

yeam, 
DiiicTown^d  a  prince,  cut  off  his  crownlest 

head, 
And  forged  new  fetteri  for  a  groaning  people! 
Let  the  poor  wretch,  like  to  the  courtesan 
Who  fired  Penepolit,  bo  proud  of  thif , 
If  it  so  please  him — Uwere  a  pride  fit  for  him! 
Bnt  let  him  not  insult  the  last  hours  of 
Him,  who,  whatever  he  now  is,  was  a  hero, 
By  the  intrusion  of  his  very  prayers ; 
Kothingof  good  can  come  from  such  a  source, 
^'or  would  we  aught  with  him,  nor  now, 

nor  OTer: 
We  leave  him  to  himself,  that  lowest  depth 
Of  human  baseness.    Pardon  is  for  men. 
And  not  for  reptiles— we  have  none  for  Steno, 
And  no  resentment ;  things  like  him  must 

sting. 
And  higher  beings  suffer ;  *tis  the  charter 
Of  life.    The  man  who  dies  by  the  adder's 

fang 
May  haTO  the  crawler  crushed,  but  feels  no 

anger: 
^Twos  the  worm's  nature;  and  some  men 

are  worms 
la  aonl,  mora  than  the  living  things  of 

tombs. 
Doge  (to  Benintende).    Signer,  complete 

that  which  you  deem  your  duty. 
Bemnt.  Before  we  can  proceed  upon  that 

duty. 
We  would  request  the  princess  to  withdraw; 
*Twill  more  her  too  much  to  be  witness  to  it. 
Ang,    I  know  it  will,  and  yet  I  must 

endure  it; 
For  "tie  a  part  of  mine — I  will  not  quit, 
Except   by   force,   my   husband's    side. — 

Proceed! 
Raj,  fear  not  either  shriek,  or  sigh,  or  tear; 
Though  my  heart  burst,  is  shall  be  silent — 

Speak! 
I  have  that  within  which  shall  o'ermaster  all. 
Bentnf.  Marino  Faliero,  Doge  of  Venice, 
Count  of  Val  di  Marino,  Senator, 
And  some  timeGeneral  of  the  Fleet  and  Army, 
Noble  Venetian,  many  times  and  oft 
Entrusted  by  the  state  with  high  employ- 
ments, 
Eren  to  the  highest,  listen  to  the  sentence: 
CooTict  by  many  witnesses  and  proofs. 
And  by  thine  own  confession,   of  the  guilt 
Of  treachery  and  treason,  yet  unheard  of 
Until  this  trial— the  decree  is  death. 
Thy  goods  are  confiscate  unto  the  state. 
Thy  name  is  razed  from  out  her  records,  save 
Upon  a  public  day  of  thanksgiving 
For  this  our  moi>t  miraculous  deliverance. 
When  thou  art  noted  in  our  calendars 
With  earthquakes,  pestilence,  and  foreign 

foes, 
And  the  great  enemy  of  man,  as  subject 


Of  grateful  masses  for  HeaTen*s  grsee  In 

snatching 
Our  lives  and  country  from  thy  wlckedneti. 
The  place  wherein  as  Doge  thou  ihouldft 

be  painted, 
With  thine  illustrious  predecessors,  is 
To  be  left  vacant,  with  a  death-black  veil 
Flung   over    these    dim    words  engraved 

beneath,  — 
^^This  place  is  of  Marino  Faliero, 
^^Decapitated  for  his  crimes." 

Doge.    ''His  crimes?" 
But  let  it  be  so: — it  will  be  in  vain. 
The  veil  which  blackens  o'er  this  blighted 

name, 
A  nd  hides,  or  seems  to  hide,  these  lineaments. 
Shall  draw  more  gazers  than  the  thousand 

portraits 
Which  glitter  rt»und  it  in  their  pictured 

trappings — 
l^our  delegated  slaves — the  people's  tyrants! 
''Decapitated    for    his    crimes!"  — What 

crimes  ? 
Were  it  not  better  to  record  the  facts. 
So  that  the  contemplator  might  approve. 
Or  at  the  least  learn  whence  the  crimes  arose? 
When  the  beholder  knows  a  Doge  conspired. 
Let  him  be  told  the  cause  —  it  is  your  history. 
Benint,    Time  must  reply  to  that;   our 

sons  will  judge 
Their    fathers'  judgment,    which  1  now 

pronounce. 
As  Doge,   clad  in  the  ducal  robes  and  cap. 
Thou  shfdt  be  led  hence  to  the  Giant's 

Staircase, 
Where  thou  and  all  our  princes  are  invested; 
And  there,    the  ducal  crown  being  first 

resumed 
Upon  the  spot  where  it  was  first  assumed, 
Thy  head  shall  be  struck  off;  and  Heaven 

have  mercy 
Upon  thy  soul ! 
Doge,    U  this  the  Oiunta's  sentence  ?  . 
Bentnt.    It  is. 

Doge.    I  can  endure  it.— And  the  time? 
Benint.    Must  be  immediate.— Make  thy 

peace  with  God; 
Within  an  hour  thou  must  be  in  his  presence. 
Doge.   I  am  already;  and  my  blood  will 

rise 
To  Heaven  before  the  souls  of  those  who 

shed  it. — 
Are  all  my  lands  confiscated? 

Benini.    They  are ; 
And  goods,   and  jewels,   and  all  kind  of 

treasure, 
Except  two  thousand  ducats  -  these  disposeof  . 
Doge.    That's  harsh— I  would  have  fain 

reserved  the  lands 
Near  to  Treviso,  which  1  hold  by  investment 
From  Laurence  the  Count-bishop  of  Ceneda, 
In  fief  perpetual  to  myself  and  heirs. 
To  portion  them  (leaving  my  city-spoil, 
My  palace  and  my  treasures,  to  your  forfeit) 
Between  my  consort  and  my  kinsmen. 
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Renint.    These 
Lie  under  the  stated  ban ;  their  chief,  thy 

nephew. 
In  peril  of  his  own  life;  but  the  conncil 
Postpones  his  trial  for  the  present.    If 
Then   wiirst  a  state  nnto   thy   widowed 

princess. 
Fear  not,  for  we  will  do  her  justice. 

j^ng.    Sigiiors, 
I  share  not  in  your  spoil  I  From  henceforth, 

know 
I  am  deyoted  nnto  God  alone. 
And  take  my  refuge  in  the  cloister. 

Doffc.    Come ! 
The  hour  may  be  a  hard  one,  but  'twill  end. 
Have  I  aught  else  to  undergo  save  death  ? 
BetUnt,    You  have  nought  to  do,  except 

confess  and  die. 
The  priest  is  robed,  the  scimitar  is  bare. 
And  both  await  witliout. — But,  above  all, 
Think  not  to  speak  unto  the  people ;  they 
Are  now  by  thousands  swarming  at  the  gates, 
But  these  are  closed :  the  Ten, the  Avogadori , 
The  Giunta,  and  the  chief  men  of  the  Forty, 
Alone  will  be  beholders  of  thy  doom. 
And  they  are  ready  to  attend  the  Doge. 
Doge,    The  Doge! 
Benint,    Yes,  Doge,  thou  hast  lived  and 

thou  shalt  die 
A  sovereign ;  till  the  moment  which  precedes 
The  separation  of  that  head  and  trunk. 
That  ducal  crown  and  head  shall  be  united. 
Thou  host  forgot  thy  dignity  in  deigning 
To  plot  with  petty  traitors ;  not  so  we. 
Who  in  the  very  punishment  acknowledge 
The  prince.  Thy  vile  accomplices  have  died 
The  dog's  death,  and  the  wolfs ;  but  thou 

shalt  fall 
As  falls  the  lion  by  the  hunters,  girt 
By  those  who  feel  a  proud  compassion  for 

thee. 
And  mourn  even  the  inevitable  death 
Provoked  by  thy  wild  •  wrath,  and  regal 

fierceness. 
Now  we  remit  thee  to  thy  preparation : 
Let  it  be  brief,  and  we  ourselves  will  be 
Thy  guides  unto  the  place  where  first  we 

were 
United  to  thee  as  thy  subjects,  and 
Thy  senate;  and  must  now  be  parted  from  thee 
As  such  for  ever  on  the  self-same  spot. — 
Guards!    form   the  Doge's    escort   to   his 

chamber.  [Exevnt, 

SCET^E  IL—Thc  Dogtfs  Apartment. 

The  Do€B  as  prisoner,  and   the  Duchbss 
attending  him. 

Doge.  Now,  tliat  the  priest  is  gone,  'twere 
useless  all 
To  linger  out  the  miserable  minutes; 
But  one  pang  more,  the  pang  of  parting 

from  thee. 
And  I  will  leave  the  few  lost  grainis  of  sand, 


Which  yet  remain  of  the  acoordedl  hour, 
Still  faUing—I  have  done  with  Tfane. 

j4ng.    Alas! 
And  1  have  been  the  came,  the  imooMeioas 

cause; 
And  for  this  funeral  marriage,  thb  black 

union. 
Which  thou,  compliant  with  my  fatheili 

wish. 
Didst  promise  at  Ms  death,  thon  haat  smIM 

thine  own. 
Ihge.  •  Not  so:  there  was  that  in  m$ 
spirit  ever 
Which  shaped  out  for  itaelf  aoiiiB  grait 

reverse; 
The  marvel  is,  it  came  not  aaHl  maw — 
And  yet  it  was  foretold  me. 
Ang,    How  fbretold  youf 
Doge.     Long  years  ago^so  loBg«   thsj 
are  a  doubt 
In  memory,  and  yet  they  live  in  annals: 
When  I  was  in  my  youth,  and  lerved  the 

senate 
And  signory  as  podesta  and  captain 
Of  the  town  of  Treviso,  on  a  day 
Of  festival,  the  sluggish  bishop  who 
Convey'd  the  Host  aroused  my  rash  yonng 

anger. 
By  strange  delay,  and  arrogant  reply 
To  my  reproof;    I  raised  my  hand    aid 

smote  him. 
Until  he  recFd  beneath  his  holy  hurChea; 
And  as  he  rose  from  earth  again,  he  raised 
His  tremulous  hands  in  pious  wrath  towardi 

Heaven. 
Thence  pointing  to  the  tloet,  which  had 

fallen  from  him. 
He  tnrn'd  to  me,  and  said,  ''The  hoar  will 

come 
When  he  thou  hast  o'erthrown  shall  over- 
throw thee: 
The  glory  shall  depart  from  out  thy  house, 
The  wisdom  shall  be  shaken  from  thy  soal* 
And  in  thy  best  maturity  of  mind 
A  madness  of  the  heart  shall  seise  upon  thee; 
Passion  sliall  tear  thee  when  all  passion 

cease 
In  other  men,  or  mellow  into  virtues; 
And  majesty,  which  decks  all  other  heads, 
Shall  crown  to  leave  thee  headless ;  honouit 

shall 
But  prove  to  thee  the  heralds  of  destruction. 
And  hoary  hairs  of  shame,and  both  of  death, 
But  not  such  death  as  fits  an  aged  man." 
Thus  saying,  he  pass'd  on.— That  hour  ii 

come. 
Ang.  And  with  this  warning  couldst  thoa 

not  have  striven 
To  avert  the  fatal  moment,  and  atone 
By  penitence  for  that  which  thon  hadst  done! 
Doge.    I  own    the  words   went  to  my 

heart,  so  much 
That  I  remembered  them  amid  the  mase 
Of  life,  as  if  they  fonu'd  a  spectral  voicO} 
Which  shook  me  in  a  supernatural  dreanf 
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And  I  repcMited  ;  bat  Hwan  not  for  mc 

To  pull  in  resolution:  what  mntt  be 

I  could  not  change,  and  would  not  fear. 

Nay,  more. 
Thou    can^t    not  have  forgot    what    all 

remember, 
Thflt  on  my  day  of  landing  here  as  Doge, 
On  ray  return  from  Rome,  a  mist  of  such 
Unwont<?d  dcntiitv  went  on  before 
The  Rncentanr  like  the  columnar  clond 
Which  usher'd  Israel  out  of  Egypt,  till 
The  pilot  was  misled,  and  dinembarkM  us 
Between  the  pillars  of  Saint  Mark^s,M'liere  'tis 
The  custom  of  the  state  to  put  to  death 
iUt  criminals,  instead  of  touching  at 
The  Kiva  della  Paglla,  as  the  wont  is, — 
So  that  all  Venice  shudder'd  at  the  omen. 

Jnff.  Ah!  little  boots  it  now  to  recollect 
Soch  things. 

Doge.    And  yet  I  find  a  comfort  in 
The  thought  that  these  things  are  the  work 

of  Fate ; 
For  I  would  rather  yield  to  gods  than  men. 
Or  cling  to  any  creed  of  destiny. 
Rather  than  deem  these  mortals,  most  of 

whom 
1  know  to  be  as  worthless  as  the  dust. 
And  weak  as  worthless,   more  than  instru- 
ments 
Of  an  o*er-ruling  power ;  they  in  themselves 
Were  all  incapable— they  could  not  be 
Victors  of  him  who  oft  had  conquerM  for 
them! 

jinf^.     Employ  the  minutes  left  in  aspi- 
rations 
Of  a  more  healing  nature,  and  in  peace 
Even  with  these  wretches  take  thy  flight 
to  Hearen. 

Doge,  I  am  at  peace:  the  peace  of  certainty 
That  a  sure  hour  will  come,  when  their 

sons'  sons, 
And  this  proud  ci^^,  and  these  azure  waters. 
And  all  which  makes  them  eminent  and 

bright. 
Shall  be  a  desolation  and  a  curse, 
A  hissing  and  a  scoff  unto  the  nations, 
A  Carthage,  and  a  Tyre,  an  Ocean-Babel! 

jing.    Speak  not  thus  now ;  the  surge  of 
passion  still 
Sweeps  oVr  thee  to  the  last;  thou  dost  deceive 
Thyaelf   and  canst   not   injure   them— be 
calmer. 

Doge,    I  stand  within  eternity,  and  see 
Into  eternity,  and  I  behold — 
Ay,  palpable  as  I  see  thy  sweet  face 
For  the  last  time— the  days  which  I  denounce 
I'ntci  all  time  against  these  wave-girt  walls. 
And  thev  who  are  Indwellers. 

Guard  {coming  forward).  Doge  of  Venice, 
The  Ten  are  in  attendance  on  your  highness. 

Doge.    Then  farewell,   Angiolina!-  one 
embrace— 
Forgive  the  old  man  who  hath  been  to  thee 
A  fond  but  fatal  husband    lo%  e  my  memory 
i  would  not  ask  so  much  for  me  still  living. 


Rut  thou  cnnflt  jndge  of  me  more  kindly  now^ 
Seeing  my  evil  feelings  are  at  rest. 
Besides,  of  all  the  fruit  of  these  long  years, 
Glor^',  and  wealth,  and  power,  and  fame, 

and  name. 
Which  generally  leave  some  flowers   to 

bloom 
Even  o*er  the  gprave,  I  have  nothing  left, 

not  even 
A  little  love,  or  friendship,  or  esteem, 
No,  not  enough  to  extract  an  epitaph 
From  ostentatious  kinsmen ;  in  one  hour 
I  have  uprooted  all  my  former  life. 
And  outlived  every  thing,  except  thy  hearty 
The  pure,  the  good,  the  gentle,wliich  will  oft 
With  unimpaired  but  not  a  clamorous  grief 
Still  keep— Thou  turn'st  so  pale — AlasI  she 

faints. 
She  hath  no  breath,  no  imlse!    Guards  I 

lend  your  aid — 
I  cannot  leave  her  thus,  and  yet  *tis  better, 
Since  every  lifeless  moment  spares  a  pang. 
When  she  shakes  off  this  temporary  deaths 
I   shall  be   with   the  Eternal. -Call  her 

women  — 
One  look !— how  cold  her  hand !  a«  cold  U 

mine 

Shall  be  ere  she  recovers.'— Gently  tend  her, 

And  take  my  last  thanks.— I  am  ready  now. 

\The  Atiendanta  qf  Anoioluta  enter 

and  Murround  their  miaircatf    who 

has  fainted,— Exeunt    tke   Doai, 

Ouard9,  etc,  etc. 

SCKS'R  Itt.—Thc  Court  of  the  Ducal  Palacet 
the  outer  gatce  arc  ahut  against  the  people, 
—The  DooB  enters  in  his  ducal  robesy  in 
procession  with  the  Council  qf  Ten  and 
other  Patricians,  attended  ^  the  Guardt 
till  they  arrive  at  the  top  of  the  '^Gianfi 
Staircase"  (ivhere  the  Doges  took  th€ 
oaths) ;  the  Executioner  is  stationed  tAert 
with  his  sword.  On  arriving^  a  Chiqf  of 
the  Ten  takes  off  the  dueal  cap  from  th$ 
Doge*s  head. 

Doge.   So,  now  the  Doge  Is  nothing,  and 
at  last 
I  am  again  Marino  Faliero  t 
^Is  well  to  be  so,  though  but  for  a  moment* 
Here  was  I  cn>wnM,  and  here,  bear  witness, 

Heaven ! 
With  how  much  more  contentment  I-  rd^lgn 
That  shining  mockery,  the  ducal  bauble. 
Than  1  received  the  fatal  ornament. 

One  of  the  Ten.  Thou  tremblest,  Faliero! 
Doge,    ^is  with  age,  then. 
Benint.  Faliero!  hast  thou  aught  further 
to  commend. 
Compatible  with  justice,  to  the  senate? 
Doge.    I  would  commend  my  nephew  to 
their  mercv, 
My  consort  to  their  justice  |   for  methinkf 
My  death,  andsueh  a  death,  might  settle  all 
Between  the  state  and  me. 
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licniRt.    They  shall  bo  cared  for; 
Even    notwithstanding    thine    unheard-of 

crime. 
Doge.      Unheard-of!  ay,    there's  not  a 

history 
Rut  shows  a  thousand  crownM  conspirators 
Against  the  pcMiple ;  but  to  set  them  free 
One  soYcreij^n  only  died,  and  one  is  dyin^. 
Bcnint.     And  who  arc  they  who  fell  in 

such  a  cause? 
Doge,  The  King  of  Sparta,  and  the  Doge 

of  Venice— 
A^is  and  Fuliero! 

Benint.     Hast  thou  more 
To  utter  or  to  do  ? 
Doge.    May  I  speak? 
Benint.     Thou  mayst; 
Rut  recollect  the  people  are  withAit, 
Reyond  the  compass  of  the  human  voire. 

Doge.    I  speaik  to  Time  and  to  Fiternity, 
Of  which  i  grow  a  portion,  not  to  man. 
Ye  elements !  in  which  to  be  resolved 
I  hasten,  let  my  voice  be  as  a  spirit 
Upon  yon!   Ye   blue  waves!    which   bore 

my  banner. 
Ye  winds!  which  fluttered  o^er  as  if  you 

loved  it. 
And  fiird  my  swelling  sails  as  tlicy  were 

wafted 
To  many  a  triumph !  Thou,  my  native  earth. 
Which  1  have  bled  for,  and  thou  foreign 

earth. 
Which  drank  this  willing  blood  from  many 

a  wound ! 
Ye  stones,  in  which  my  gore  will  not  sink, 

but 
Reek  up  to  Heaven !  Ye  skies,  which  will 

receive  it! 
Thou  sun!   which  shinest  on  these  tilings, 

and  Thou ! 
Who  kindlcst  and  who  quenchest  suns! — 

Attest! 
I  am  not  innocent— but  are  these  guiltless? 
I  perish,  but  not  unarrnged ;  far  ages 
Float  up  from  the  abyss  of  time  to  be. 
And  show  these  eyes,    before  they  close, 

the  doom 
Of  this  proud  city,  and  I  leave  my  curse 
On  her  and  hers  for  ever!— Yes,  the  hours 
Are  silently  engendering  of  the  day. 
When  she  who  built  Against  Attiia  a  bulwark, 
Shall  yield,  and  bloodlessly  and  basely  yield 
Unto  a  bastard-Attila,  without 
Shedding  so  much  blood  in  her  last  defence 
As  these  old  veins^oftdrain'd  in  shielding  her, 
Shall  pour  in  sacrifice. — She  shall  be  bought 
And  sold,  and  be  an  appanage  to  those 
Who  shall  despise  her!— -^he  shall  stoop  to  be 
A  province  for  an  empire,  petty  town 
In  lieu  of  capital,  with  slaves  for  senates. 
Beggars  for  nobles,  panders  for  a  people! 
I1icn,  when  the  Hebrew  's  in  thy  palaces, 
llio  Hun  in  thy  high  places,  and  the  Greek 
Walks  o'er  thy  mart,   and  smilea  on    it 

for  bis! 


When  thy  patricians  beg  their  bitter  bi 
In  narrow  streets,  and  in  their  shameful  need] 
Make  their  nobility  a  plea  for  pity! 
Then,  when  the  few  who  still  retain  a  wreck 
Of  their  great  fathers'  heritage  shall  fawo 
Round  a  barbarian  Vice  of  Kings*  Vice- 
gerent, 
Even  in  the  palace  where  they  sway'd  at 

sovereigns, 
Kven  in  the  palace  where  they  slew  thcLr 

sovereign. 
Proud  of  some  name  they  haTe  disgraced, 

or  sprung 
From  an  adulteress  boastful  of  her  guilt 
With  some  large  gondolier  or  foreign  soldier. 
Shall  bear  about  their  bastardy  in  triumph 
To  the  third  spurious  generation ; — when 
Thy  sons  are  in  the  lowest  scale  of  being, 
Slaves  tum*d  o*er  to  the  vanquished  by  ths 

victors. 
Despised  bv  cowards  for  greater  cowardice, 
And  icomM  even  by  the  vicious  for  such  viret 
As  in  the  monstrous  grasp  of  their  conceptios 
Defy  all  codes  to  image  or  to  name  them; 
Then,   when  of  Cyprus,   now   thy  subject 

kingdom. 
All  thine  inheritance  shall  be  her  shame 
Eu laird  on  thy  less  virtuous   daaghten, 

grown 
A  wider  proverb  for  worse  prostitntioa;- 
When  all  the  ills  of  conquered  states  shall 

cling  thee. 
Vice  without  splendour,  sin  without  relief 
Kven  from  the  gloss  of  love  to  smooth  it  o'er, 
Rut  in  its  stead  coarse  lusts  of  habitude. 
Prurient    yet    passionless ,    cold    studied 

lewdness. 
Depraving  nature's  frailty  to  an  art;— 
When  these  and  more  are  heavy  on  thre, 

when 
Smiles  without  mirth,  and  pastimes  without 

pleasure. 
Youth  without  honour,  age  without  respect. 
Meanness  and  weakness,  and  a  sense  of  woe 
^Gainst  which  thou  wilt  not  strive,    and 

dar'st  not  murmur. 
Have  made  thee  last  and  worst  of  peopled 

deserts: 
Then,  in  the  last  gasp  of  thine  agony. 
Amidst  tliy  many  murders,  think  of  mne! 
Thou  den  of  drunkards  with  the  blood  of 

princes ! 
Gehenna  of  the  waters !  thou  sea-^odom ! 
Thus  I  devote  thee  to  the  infernal  gods! 
Thee  and  thy  serpent-seed! 

[//ere  ike  Do«ic  turns,  and  addresses 
the  Executioner, 
Slave,  do  thine  office ; 
Strike  as  I  struck  the  foe!  Strike  as  I  would 
Have  struck  those  tyrants  I  Strike  deep  as 

my  curse! 
Strike— and  but  once! 

[The  Dock  throws  Ataueff  njioii  kit 
knees,  and  as  the  ExeeuHimer  rams 
his  sword  tht  tceae  elosts. 
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9CRNE  IV.— ne  Piazsa  and  Piazsctta  of 
Saint  Mark's. — The  People  in  crowds 
fathered  round  the  grated  gates  of  the 
Ducal  Palace  J  which  are  shut. 

First  Oiizen.    1  haye  gainM  the  pite, 

and  can  discern  the  l>n, 
Rohed  in  their  gowns  of  state,  ranged  round 

the  Doge. 
Second  Citizen.  I  cannot  leach  theo  with 

mine  utmost  effort. 
How   fcs  it?   let  us  hear  at  least,   since 

tight 
Is  thus  sffohibited  unto  the  people, 
Eicept  Uie  occupiers  of  those  bars. 

First  Citizen.    One  has  approached  the 

Doge,  and  now  they  strip 
The  ducal  bonuet  from  his  head — and  now 
He  raises  his  keen  eyes  to  HeaTen.    I  see 
Them  glitter,  and  his  lips  move — Hush! 

hush! -No 
TTwaa  but    a   murmur— Curse  upon  the 

distance! 
Ills  words  are  inarticulate,  but  the  voice 
Swells  up  liiie  mutterM  thunder;  would 

we  could 
But  gather  a  sole  sentence  I 
Second  Citizen.    Hush  !  we  perhapB  may 

catch  the  sound. 
First  O'lisen.     Tis  vain. 
1  cannot  hear  liim.  -  How  his  hoary  hair 
Streams  on  the  wind  lilce  foam  upon  the 

wave  I 


Now— now — he  kneels— and  now  they  form 

a  circle 
Round  him,  and  all  is  hidden— but  I  see 
The  lifted  sword  in  air— Ah !  hark !  it  falls! 

[T%e  people  murmur. 
Third  Citizen.  Then  they  have  mnrder'd 

him  who  would  have  freed  us. 
Fourth  Citizen.    He  was  a  kind  man  to 

the  commons  oyer. 
Fifth  atisen.    Wisely  they  did  to  keep 
their  portals  barred. 
Would  we  had  known  the  work  they  were 

preparing 
Ere  we  were  summouM  here;  we  would 

have  brought 
Weapons,  and  forced  them! 
Sixth  Citizen.    Are  you  sure  he^s  dead  ? 
First  Citizen.  I  saw  the  sword  fall— Lo! 
what  have  we  heref 
Enter  on  the  Balcony  of  the   Palace 
which  fronts  Saint  Mark^s  Place  a 
Chikf  of  tub  Tbi,  with  a  Noody 
sword.    He  waves  it  thrice  before  the 
People,  and  exdahns, 
^'Justice    hath    dealt    upon    the    mighty 
Traitor  !♦* 
[The  gates  are  opened;    the  populace 
rushin  towards  the^GianfsStaireasc" 
where  the  execution  has  taken  place. 
The  foremost  of  them  exclaims  to  those 
behind. 
The  gory  head  rolls  down  the  ^^Giant's 
Steps ! ''  [The  curtain  falls 
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'*Knw  tho  HerpcMt  was  more  tubtil  than  any  beast  ol:  Che  field 
which  the  Lord  God  had  made."— 6r>/i.  111.  1. 
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TO 

Sia   WALTER  SCJOTT,   BART. 
THIS  MYSTERY  OF  CAIN 

IS    IliSCniBBD,     BY    HIS   OBLIGED   FRIEND,     AND 
VAITUna  BiaTAJIT, 

THE  AUTHOR. 


PREFACE. 

Tna  followin}^  scenes  are  entitled  **a 
Mystery,**  in  ronfonuity  with  the  ancient 
title  anneicd  to  dramas  upon  similar  snb- 
jrcts,  which  were  styled  Mysteries,  or 
Norslkies.    The  aathor  has  by  i|p  meant 


taken  the  same  liberties  with  hl^  subject 
which  were  common  formerly,  as  may  be 
seen  by  any  reader  cnrioiis  enongh  (o  refer 
to  those  very  profane  prodnctions,  whether 
in  English,  French,  Italian,  or  Spanish. 
The  author  has  endeaToured  to  preserve  the 
langnaffe  adapted  to  his  characters;  and 
where  it  is  (and  this  is  but  rarely)  taken 
from  actual  Skripture,  he  has  made  as  little 
alteration,  even  of  words,  as  the  rhythm 
would  pennit.  The  reader  will  recollect 
that  the  book  of  Genesis  does  not  state  that 
Eve  was  tempted  by  a  demon,  but  by  ^Mhe 
Serpent;**  and  that  only  because  he  was 
'Hhe  most  subtil  of  all  the  beasts  of  tlie 
field.**  Whatever  interpratatiou  the  Rabbins 
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and  the  Fathfen  may  have  pot  upon  this, 
I  must  take  the  wurdu  aa  1  find  them,  and 
reply  witli  Bidhop  Watfon  upon  similar 
occasions,  when  the  Fathers  were  quoted  to 
him,  as  Mtnlenitor  in  the  Schools  of  Cam- 
bridge, ^^llehold  the  Book  !**— holding  up 
the  Scripture.  It  is  to  he  recollected  that 
my  present  subject  has  nothing  to  do  with 
the  Aeio.  Testament,  to  which  no  reference 
can  bo  here  made  without  anachronism. 
With  the  poems  upon  similar  topics  I  have 
not  been  recently  familiar.  Since  I  was 
twenty,  I  have  never  read  Milton;  but  I 
had  read  him  so  frequently  before,  that 
this  may  make  little  difference.  Cresner^s 
^'Death  of  Abel  ^  1  have  neTer  read  since  I 
was  eight  years  of  age,  at  Aberdeen.  The 
general  impression  of  my  recollection  is 
delight;  but  of  the  contents  I  remember 
only  that  Cain^s  wife  was  called  Mahala, 
and  AbePs  Thirxa.— In  the  following  pages 
I  have  called  them  Adah  and  2<illah, 
the  earliest  female  names  which  occur  in 
Genesis ;  they  were  those  of  Lamech^s  wives : 
those  of  Cain  and  Aliel  are  not  called  by 
their  names.  Whether,  then,  a  coincidence 
of  subject  may  have  caused  the  same  in 
eipression,  I  know  nothing,  and  care  as  little. 
The  reaider  will  please  to  bear  in  mind 
(what  few  choose  to  recollect)  that  there 
Is  no  allusion  to  a  future  state  in  any  of 
the  books  of  Moses,  nor  indeed  in  the  Old 
Testament.  For  a  reason  for  this  extra- 
ordinary omission  he  may  consult  ^*War- 
burton^s  DiTine  Legation ;  *'  whether  satis- 
factory or  not,  no  better  has  yet  been 
Msigned.  1  have  therefore  supposed  it  new 


to  Cain,  without,  I  hope,  any  penrerslon 
of  Holy  Writ. 

With  regard  to  the  language  of  Lucifer, 
it  was  difficult  for  me  to  make  him  talk 
like  a  Clergyman  upon  the  same  enhjects ; 
but  I  have  done  what  I  could  to  restrain 
him  w  ithin  the  bounds  of  spiritual  politeness. 

If  he  disclaims  having  tempted  Kve  in 
the  shape  of  the  Serpent,  it  is  only  because 
the  book  of  Crenesis  has  not  the  moet  diMaiit 
allui>ion  to  any  thing  of  the  kind,  bot 
merely  to  the  Serpen!  in  hie  terpentiBe 
capacity. 

JS'ote. — The  reader  will  perceive  that  the 
author  has  partly  adopted  in  this  poem  the 
notion  of  Cuvier,  that  the  world  had  been 
destroyed  several  times  before  the  creatioa 
of  man.  This  speculation,  derived  from 
the  different  strata  and  the  bones  of  enorm- 
ous and  unknown  animals  found  in  thrm, 
is  not  contrary  to  the  Mosaic  account,  bat 
rather  iMinfinns  it ;  as  no  human  bones  have 
yet  been  discovered  in  those  strata,  although 
those  of  many  known  animals  are  found 
near  the  remains  of  tlie  unknown.  The 
assertion  of  Lucifer,  that  the  pre-adamite 
world  was  also  peopled  by  rational  beings 
much  more  intelligent  than  man,  and  pro- 
portionably  powerful  to  the  manunotb, 
is,  of  course,  a  poetical  fiction  to  helphin 
to  make  out  his  caNC. 

1  ought  to  add,  that  there  is  a  ^'Tramelo- 
gedie*'  of  Alficri,  called  ''Abel."— I  have 
never  read  that  nor  any  otlier  of  the 
posthumous  works  of  the  writer,  eseeyt 
his  Life. 


DRAMATIS   PERSON/tL 


Adam. 

CAllf. 

Abbl. 

SPIRITS. 
Abiobl  of  this  Lord 
LucirsB. 


WOMEN. 


EVB. 

Adah. 

ZlLLAU. 


*' 


A  C  T    I. 

SCRJSR  L-The  Laud  mUwut  ParadUe,-^ 
Time,  Sunrise, 

Adam,   Evb,    Cain,   Abbl,   Adah,    Ziixah, 
offering  a  Saerijiec, 

Adorn,     God,  theEternal!  Infinite!  All- 
Wise!- 
\Vh4i  OQt  of  darkness  on  the  deep  didst  make 
Light  on  the  waters  with  a  word^all  hail! 
Jehovah,  with  returning  light,  all  hail! 


Rvc.  God !  who  didttt  name  the  day,  and 

separate 
Morningfr«)m  night,  till  then  divided  never 
Who  didst  divide  the  wave  from  wave,  and 

call 
Part  of  thy  work  the  firmament->all  hail ! 
Abe}.  Cadd !  who  didst  call  the  elements  into 
Earth  ocean  air  and  fire,  and  with  the  day 
And  night,and  worlds  which  these  illnmiaate 
Or  shadow,  madest  beings  to  eqjoy  them. 
And  love  both  then  aad  thee- all  hail! 

^11  hail! 
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jidah.    God,  tho  Eternal  I  Parent  of  all 
things ! 
Who  didst  croate  these  best  and  beantcons 

beingt. 
To  be  beloved,  more  than  all,  save  thee— 
Let  me  love  thee  and  them  :*A11  hail  I  all 
haU! 

ZiUah,    Oh,  God!  vho  loving,  making, 
bleMing  all, 
Yoi  didat  permit  the  serpent  to  creep  in. 
And  firive  my  father  forth  from  Paradise, 
Keep  as  from  farther  evil: -Hail!  all  hail! 

AdawL.    Son  Cain,  my  first-bom,  where- 
fore art  thou  silent  f 

Gum.     Why  should  I  sp^Jtl 

Adam,    To  pray. 

Com.    Have  ye  not  pray*d? 

Adam,    We  have,  most  fervently. 

Cam.    And  loudly :  I 
Have  heard  you. 

Adam.    So  will  God,  I  trust. 

AM.    Amen ! 

AdaoL    But  thou,  my  eldest-bom,    art 
silent  still. 

Gam.    Tis  better  I  should  be  so. 

Adam.    Wherefore  so? 

Cmn.    I  have  nought  to  ask. 

Adam,    Nor  aught  to  thank  forf 

Cain.    No. 

Adam.    Dost  thou  not  liveY 

Com.    Must  I  not  die! 

five.    Alas ! 
The  fruit  of  our  forbidden  tree  begins 
Tofkll. 

Adam.    And  we  must  gather  it  again. 
Oh,  God!  why  didst  thou  plant  the  tree  of 
knowledge? 

Cntn.    And  wherefore  pluckM  ye  not  the 
tree  of  life? 
Yc  might  have  then  defied  him. 

Adam.    Oh!  my  son. 
Blaspheme  not :  these  are  serpents'  words. 

CfUn     Why  not? 
The  snake  spoke  truth s  It  wa9  the  tree  of 

knowledge; 
It  wat  the  tree  of  life:  -knowledge  is  good. 
And  life  is  good ;  and  how  can  both  be  evil? 

Eve.    My  boy !  thou  spcakest  as  I  spoke 
in  sin, 
B<>fore  thy  birth :  let  mo  not  see  renewM 
My  misery  in  thine.    I  have  repented. 
Let  me  not  see  my  offspring  fall  into 
The  snares  beyond  the  walls  of  Paradise, 
Which  e'en  in  Paradise  destroyed  his  parents. 
€>>ntent  thee  with  what  is.  Had  we  been  so. 
Thou  now  hadst  lieen  contented. — Oh,  my 
son! 

Adam.  Our  orisons  completedJet  us  hence. 
Each  to  his  task  of  toil  -  not  heavy,  though 
Needful :  the  earth  is  young,  and  yields  us 

kindly 
Her  fruits  with  little  labour. 

Rve.    Cain,  my  son, 
Behold  thy  father  cheerful  and  rc^ign^d. 
And  do  as  he  doth.     \Kxeunt  AdamamdEvc, 


ZiUah.    Wilt  thou  not,  my  brother? 

AM.     Why  wilt  thou  wear  this  gloom 
upon  thy  brow, 
Which  can  avail  thee  nothing,  save  to  rouse 
The  eternal  anger? 

Adah.    My  beloved  Cain, 
Wilt  thou  frown  even  on  me? 

Cain.     No,  Adah!  no; 
1  fain  would  be  alone  a  little  while. 
Abel,  Pm  sick  at  heart;  but  it  will  pass: 
Precede  me,  brother— I  will  follow  shortly. 
And  you,  too,  sisters,  tarry  not  Behind ; 
Your  gentleness  must  not  be  harshly  met: 
Pll  follow  you  anon. 

Adah.    If  not,  1  wiU 
Return  to  seek  you  here. 

AbeL    The  peace  of  God 
Be  on  your  spirit,  brother ! 

[ExewU  AM,  ZiOah,  and  Adah. 

Cain  (9oliuy    And  thitf  is 
Life! -Toil!  and  wherefore  should  I  toil?L. 

because 
My  father  could  not  keep  his  place  In  Eden. 
What  had  /  done  in  this?~I  was  nnbom, 
I  sought  not  to  be  bom ;  nor  love  the  state 
To  which  that  birth  has  brought  me.  Why 

did  he 
Yield  to  the  serpent  and  the  woman?  or, 
Yielding,why  suffer? What  was  there  in  this? 
The  tree  was  planted,  and  why  not  for  him? 
If  not,  why  place  him  near  it,  where  it  grew. 
The  fairest  in  the  centre?  They  have  but 
One  answer  to  all  questions,  *'  'twas  Am  will. 
And  he  is  good."  How  know  I  that?  Because 
He  is  all-powerfulmust  all-good,too,follow? 
I  judge  but  by  the  fruits— and  they  are 

bitter— 
Which  I  must  feed  on  for  a  fault  not  mine. 
Whom  have  we  here?— A  shape  like  to  the 

angels. 
Yet  of  a  sterner  and  a  sadder  aspect 
Of  spiritual  essence:  why  do  I  quake? 
Why  should  I  fear  him  more  than  other 

spirits. 
Whom  I  see  daily  wave  their  fiery  swords 
Before  the  gates  round  which  I  linger  oft. 
In  twilight's  hour,to  catch  a  glimpse  of  those 
Gardens  which  are  my  just  inheritance. 
Ere  the  night  closes  o'er  the  inhibited  walls 
And  the  immortal  trees  which  overtop 
The  cherubim-defended  battlements  r 
If  I  shrink  not  from  these,  the  fire-arm'd 

angels. 
Why  should  I  quail  from  him  who  now 

approaches  ? 
Yet  he  seems  mightier  far  than  they,  nor  less 
Beauteous,  and  yet  not  all  as  beautiful 
Ah  he  hath  been,and  might  be :  sorrow  seems 
Half  of  his  immortality.     And  is  it 
So?  andean  aught  grieve  save  humanity? 
He  cometh. 

Enter  LuciFBE. 

Lucifer.    Mortal ! 

Cstn.    Spirit,  who  art  thou? 
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Lucifer.    Master  of  spirlto. 

CVitn.    And  being  so,  canst  thon 
Leave  thi^n,  and  walk  with  diutf 

Lucifer.    I  know  the  thoughts 
Of  dust)  and  feel  for  it,  and  with  yon. 

Cain.    How ! 
Yon  know  my  thoughts? 

Lucifer.    'Vhey  are  the  thoughts  of  all 
Worthy  of  thoughts ;  ~  'tis  your  immortal 

part 
Which  speaks  within  you. 

(Iain.    "What  immortal  part? 
This  has  notbren  reveard:  the  tree  of  life 
Was  withheld  from  us  by  my  father's  folly, 
While  that  of  knowledge,  by  my  mother's 

haste, 
Was  pluck'd  too  soon;  and  all  the  fruit 
is  death! 

Lucifer.    They  have  deceiTcd  thee ;  thou 
shalt  live. 

Cain.     I  live. 
But  live  to  die:  and,  living,  see  no  thing 
To  make  death  hateful,  sare  an   innate 

clinging, 
A  loathsome  and  jet  all  inrincible 
Instinct  of  life,  which  I  abhor,  as  I 
Despise  myself,  yet  cannot  OTercome — 
And  so  I  live.     Would  1  had  never  lived ! 

Lucifer.    Thou  livest,  and  must  live  for 
..   ever:  think  not 
llie  earth,which  is  thine  outward  covVing,is 
Existence— it  will  cease,  and  thou  wilt  be 
N'o  less  than  thou  art  now. 

Cfrtn     No  lesi!  and  why 
No  more? 

Lucifer.    It  may  be  thou  shalt  be  aa  we. 

Cain.    Ai:d  ye? 

Lucifer.    Are  everlasting. 

Cain.    Are  ye  happy  ? 

Lucifer.    We  are  mighty. 

Cain.    Are  ye  happy? 

Lucifer.    No:  art  thou? 

Cain.    How  should  1  be  so  ?  Look  on  me ! 

Lucifer.    Poor  clay! 
And  thon  pretendest  to  be  wretched!  Thou  ! 

Cain.    I  am:— and  thon,  with  all  thy 
might,  what  art  thou? 

Lucifer.    One  who  aspired  to  be  what 
made  thee,  and 
Would  not  have  made  thee  what  thou  art 

Cam.     Ah ! 
Thou  lookst  almost  a  god ;  and— 

Lucifer.    I  am  none: 
And  having  faird  to  be  one,  would  be  nought 
Save  what  I  am.    He  conquered;  let  him 
reign! 

Cbm.     Who? 

Lucifer.  Thy  sire's  Maker,  and  the  earth's. 

Cam.    And  heaven's, 
And  all  that  in  them  is.    So  I  have  heard 
His  seraphs  sing;  and  so  my  father  saith. 

Lucifer.     They   say  —  what   they  must 
sing  and  say,  on  pain 
Of  being  that  which  I  am — and  thou 
Of  spirna  and  of  men. 


Coin.    And  what  is  that? 
Lucifer.    Souls  who  dare  use  their  Im- 
mortality— 
Souls  who  dare  look  the  omnipotent  tyrant  in 
His  everlasting  fare,  and  tell  him,  that 
His  evil  is  not  good !  If  he  has  made. 
As  he  saith — which  1  know  not,nor  believe  — 
But,  if  he  made  us  —  he  cannot  Unmake : 
We  are  immortal!— nay,  he'd  have  us  so. 
That  he  may  torture:  —let  him!  He  is  great— 
But,  in  his  greatness,  is  no  happier  than 
We  in  our  conflict !  Goodness  would  not  make 
Evil;  and  what  else  hath  he  made?  But 

let  him 
Sit  on  his  vast  and  solitary  throne^ 
Creating  worlds,  to  make  eternity 
Less  burthensome  to  his  immense  eziatence 
And  unparticipated  solitude! 
Let  him  crowd  orb  on  orb :  he  la  alone 
Indefinite,  indissoluble  tyrant! 
Could  he  but  crush  himself,  twere  tiw  best 

boon 
He  ever  granted :  tint  let  him  reign  on. 
And  multiply  himself  in  misery! 
Spirits  and  men,  at  least  we  sympathise; 
And,  suffering  in  concert,  make  our  pangs, 
Innumerable,  more  endurable. 
By  the  unbounded  sympathy  of  all — 
With  all !  But  He!  so  wretched  in  his  height, 
So  restless  in  his  wretchedness,  must  atiU 
Create,  and  re-create — 
Cain.     Thon  speakst   to  me  of  things 

which  long  have  swum 
In  visions  through  my  thought:  I  never  could 
Reconcile  what  I  saw  with  what  I  heard. 
My  father  and  my  mother  talk  to  me 
Of  serpents ,  and  of  fruits  and  trees :  I  see 
The  gates  of  what  they  call  their  Paradise 
Guarded  by  fiery-sworded  cherubim. 
Which  shut  them  out,  and  me:   1  feel  the 

weight 
Of  daily  toil ,  and  constant  thoneht;Ilook 
Around  a  world  where  I  seem  nothing,  with 
Thoughts  which  arise  within  me,  as  if  they 
Could  master  all  things:— but  I  thought 

alone ; 
This  misery  was  mine. — My  father  la 
Tamed  down;  my  mother  has  forgot  the  mind 
Which  made  her  thirst  for  knowledge  at 

the  risk 
Of  an  eternal  curse ;  my  brother  it 
A  watching  shepherd-boy,  who  offers  up 
Thefirstlinp  of  the  flock  to  him  who  bids 
The  earth  yield  nothing  to  us  wi tibout  sweat; 
My  sister  Zillah  sings  an  earlier  hynui 
Than  the  birds'  matins ;  and  my  Aoah,  my 
Own  and  beloved,  she  too  understands  not 
The  mind  which  overwhelms  me;  never  till 
Now  met  I  aught  to  sympathise  with  me. 
'TIS  well  — I  rather  would  cooaort  with 

spirits. 
Lucifer.    And  hadst  thou  not  been  fit  by 

tliine  own  soul 
For  such  companionship,  I  would  not  now 
UauB  stood  before  thee  as  I  am :  a  aerpeat 
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Hod  been  enough  to  charm  ye,  as  before. 

Cain,    Ah!  didst  thou.  teiii|it  my  mother? 

Lucifer.    I  tempt  none, 
Save  with  the  truth :  wat  not  the  tree,  the 

tree 
Of  knowledge?  and  wa«  not  the  tree  of  life 
Still  fruitful?  Did  I  bid  her  pluck  them  not? 
f)id  /  plant  thin^  prohibited  within 
The  reach  of  bemgs  innocent,  and  curious 
Bj   their  own  innocence?  I   would  haye 

made  ye 
Gods;  and  eiren  He  who  thrust  ye  forth, 

so  thrust  ye 
Because ''ye  should  not  eat  the  fruits  of  life. 
And  become  gods  as  we."  Were  those  his 
words  ? 

Cain.    They  were,  as  I  haye  heard  from 
those  who  heard  them 
In  thunder. 

Lucifer.    Then  who  was  the  demon  ?  He 
Who  would  not  let  ye  Hto,  or  he  who  would 
Have  made  ye  live  for  ever  in  the  joy 
And  power  of  knowledi^e? 

Cain.     Would  they  had  snatchM  both 
The  fruits,  or  neither ! 

Lucifer.    One  is  yours  already, 
The  other  may  be  still. 

Cain.    How  so? 

Lucifer.    By  being 
Yourselves,  in  your  resistance.  Nothing  can 
Quench  the  mind,  if  the  mind  will  be  itself 
And  centre  of  surrounding  things —*tis  made 
To  sway. 

Cain.    But  didst  thou  tempt  my  parents? 

Lucifer.    I  ? 
Poor  clay !  what  should  I  tempt  them  for, 
or  how  ? 

Cain.    They  say  the  serpent  was  a  spirit 

Lucifer.     Who 
Saith  that?  It  is  not  written  so  on  highs 
The  proud  One  will  not  so  fsr  falsify. 
Though  man*s  vast  fears  and  little  vanity 
Would  nuike  him  cast  upon  the  spiritual 

nature 
His  own  low  failing.    The  snake  was  the 

,snake— 
No  morte;  and  yet  not  less  than  those  he 

tempted. 
In  nature  being  eartli  also  ~ more  in  tmscfom, 
Since  be  could  overcome  them,  and  foreknew 
The  knowledge  fatal  to  their  narrow  joys. 
Thinkst  thou  Td  take  the  shape  of  things 
that  die  ? 

Cain.    But  the  thing  had  a  demon  ? 

Lucifer.     He  but  woke  one 
In  those  he  spake  to  with  his  forky  tongue. 
I  tell  thee  that  the  serpent  was  no  more 
Than  a  mere  serpent :  ask  the  cherubim 
Who  guard  the  tempting  tree.  When  thou- 
sand ag^ 
Have  roird  o*er  your  dead  ashes,  and  your 

seed's. 
The  seed  of  the  then  world  may  thus  array 
Their  earliest  fault  in  fable,  and  attribute 
I'o  me  a  shape  1  soom,  as  I  scorn  all 


That  bows  to  him  who  made  tilings  but  to 

bend 
Before  his  sullen,  sole  eternity;' 
But  we,who  see  the  truth,mnst  speak  it.  Thy 
Fond  parents  listened  to  a  creeping  thing. 
And  fell.     F^or  what  should  spirits  tempt 

them?  What 
Was  there  to  envy  in  the  narrow  bounds 
Of  Paradise,  that  spirits  who  pervade 
Space— but  I  speak  to  thee  of  what  thon 

knowst  not. 
With  all  thy  tree  of  knowledge. 

Cain.    But  thou  canst  not 
Speak  aught  of  knowledge  which  I  would 

not  know. 
And  do  not  thirst  to  know,  and  bear  a  mind 
To  know. 

Lucifer.    And  heart  to  look  on? 

Goun.     Be  it  proved! 

Lucifer.     Barest  thou  look  on  Death  ? 

Cain.    He  has  not  yet 
Been  seen. 

Lucifer.    But  must  be  undergone. 

Cam.    My  father 
Says  he  is  something  dreadful,   and  my 

mother 
Weeps  when  he^s  named ;  and  Abel  lifts 

his  eyes 
To  heaven,and  Zillah  casts  hers  to  the  earth, 
And  sighs  a  prayer;  and  Adah  looks  0|i  me. 
And  speaks  not 

Lucifer.    And  thou? 

Cain.    Thoughts  unspeakable 
Crowd  in  my  hMst  to  burning,  when  I  hear 
Of  this  almighty  Death,  who  is,  it  seems. 
Inevitable.    Could  I  wrestle  with  him  ? 
I  wrestled  with  the  lion,  when  a  boy, 
In  play,  till  he  ran  roaring  from  my  gripe. 

Lucifer.    It  has  no  shape;  but  will  ab- 
sorb all  things 
That  bear  the  form  of  earth-bom  being. 

Cain.    Ah ! 
I  thought  it  was  a  being :  who  could  do 
Such  evil  things  to  beings  save  a  being? 

Lucifer.    Ask  the  Destroyer. 

Cain.    Whom  ? 

Lucifer.    The  Maker— call  him 
Which  name  thon  wilt;  he  makes  but  to 
destniy. 

Coin.    I  knew  not  that,  yet  thought  It, 
since  I  heard 
Of  death:  although  I  know  not  what  it  is. 
Yet  it  seems  horrible.     I  have  lookM  out 
In  the  vast  desolate  night  in  search  of  him; 
And,  when  I  saw  gigantic  shadows  in 
The  umbrage  of  the  walls  of  Eden,chequer*d 
By  the  far-flashinff  of  the  cherubs*  swords, 
I  watch'd  for  what  Ithought  his  coming ;  for 
With  fear  rose  longing  in  my  heart  to  know 
What  *twas  which  shook  us  all  —  but  no- 
thing came. 
And  then  I  turned  my  weary  eyM  from  elf 
Our  native  and  forbidden  Paradise, 
Up  to  the  lights  above  us,  in  the  asure. 
Which  are  so  beautiful :  shall  they,  too,  die  ? 
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Lucifer.    Perhaps— bat  long  oatlive  both 

thine  and  thee. 
Cntfi.    Vm  glad  of  that ;  I  would  not  have 
them  die. 
They  are  so  lovely.  What  is  death?  I  fear, 
I  feel,  it  is  a  dreadful  thing ;  bat  what, 
1  cannot  compass :  'tis  denoanced  against  us, 
Both  them  who  sinnM  and  tina'd  not,   as 

an  ill— 
What  ill? 
Lucifer.    To  be  resolved  into  the  earth. 
Cknn.    But  shall  I  know  it? 
Lucifer.    As  I  i<now  not  death, 
1  cannot  answer. 

Cain.     Were  1  quiet  earth. 
That  were  no  evil :  would  I  ne'er  had  been 
Aught  else  but  dust ! 

Lucifer.    That  is  a  groveling  wish. 
Less  than  thy  father's,   for  he  wish'd  to 
know. 
Coin.    But  not  to  live,    or  wherefore 
pluck'd  he  not 
The  life^tree  ? 

Lucifer.    He  was  hinder'd. 
Com.     Deadly  error ! 
Not  to  snatch  first  that  fruit :  —  but  ere  he 

pluck'd 
The  knowledge ,  he  was  ignorant  of  death. 
Alas !  I  scarcely  now  know  what  it  is. 
And  yet  I  fear  it — fear  I  know  not  what! 
Lucifer.    And  I,  who  know  all  things, 
fear  nothing:  see 
What  is  true  knowledge.  i»l-> 

Cain.    Wilt  thou  teach  me  all? 
Lucifer.    Ay,  upon  one  condition. 
Cotfi.    Name  it. 
Lucifer.    That 
Thou  dost  fall  down  kind  worship  me  -thy 
Lord. 
Cotn.    Thou  art  not  the  Lord  my  father 

worships. 
Lucifer.    No. 
Cain.    His  equal? 

Lucifer.    No ;  —  I  have  nonght  in  com- 
mon with  him! 
Nor  would:   I  would  be   aught  above- 
beneath— 
Anght  save  a  sharer  or  a  servant  of 
His  power.  I  dwell  apart ;  but  I  am  great :  — 
Many   there  are  who   worship  me,    and 

more 
Who  shall— be  thou  amoogst  the  first. 

Cain.    I  never 
As  yet  have  bowM  unto  my  father's  God, 
Although  ray  brother  Abel  oft  implores 
That  I  would  join  with  him  in  sacrifice:— 
Why  should  I  bow  to  thee? 

Lucifer.    Hast  thou  ne'er  bow'd 
To  him? 

Coin.    Have  I  not  said  it  ?  -  need  I  say  it? 
Could  not  thy  mighty  knowledge  teach  thee 
that? 
I/udfer.    He  who  bows  not  to  him  has 

bow'd  to  me! 
Cam.    But  I  will  bend  to  neither. 


Lucifer.    Ne'er  the  less. 
Thou  art  my  worshipper :  not  worshipping 
Him  makes  thee  mine  the  same 

Cain.    And  what  is  that  ? 

Lucifer.    Thou'lt  know  here— and  here- 
after. 

Cam.    Let  me  but 
Be  taught  the  mysteiy  of  my  being. 

Lucifer.    Follow 
Where  I  will  lead  thee. 

Cotn.     But  I  must  retire 
To  till  the  earth — for  1  had  promised— 

Lucifer.    What? 

Coin.    To  cull  some  first  fruits. 

Lucifer.    Why? 

C^n.    To  oflTer  up 
With  Abel  on  an  altar. 

Lucifer.    Saidst  thou  not 
Thou  ne'er  hadst  bent  to  him  who  nnile 
thee? 

Coin.    Yet- 
But  Abel's   earnest  prayer  has   wrought 

upon  me ; 
The  offering  is  more  his  than  mine  —  and 
Adah- 

Lucifer.    Why  dost  thou  hesitote? 

Cotn.    She  is  my  sister. 
Bom  on  the  same  day, of  the  same  womb;  and 
She  wrung  from  me,  with  tears,  this  pro- 
mise; and 
Rather  Uian  see  her  weep,  I  would,  methinks, 
Bear  all  and— worship  aught. 

Lucifer.    Then  follow  me  I 

anil.    IwUl. 

Enter  Adah. 

Adah,    My  brother,  I  have  come  for  thee ; 
It  is  our  hour  of  rest  and  joy— and  we 
Have  less  without  thee.  Thou  host  loboor'd 

not 
This  mom;  bnt  I  have  done  thy  task:  the 

ftruito 
Are  ripe,  and  glowing  as  the  light  whidi 

ripens : 
Come  ftw^. 

Cotn.    Seest  thou  not  ? 

Adah.    I  see  an  angel ; 
We  have  seen  many :  will  he  share  oor  hoar 
Of  rest?— he  is  welcome. 

Cain.    But  he  is  not  like 
The  angels  we  have  seen. 

Adah.    Are  there,  then,  otiiers? 
But  he  is  welcome,  as  they   were;   they 

deign'd 
To  be  our  guests— will  he? 

Cotn.   {to  Lucifer.)    Wilt  thou  ? 

Lucifer.    I  ask 
Thee  to  be  mine. 

Cam.    I  must  away  with  him. 

Adah.    And  leave  as  ? 

Com.     Ay. 

Adah.    And  me  ? 

Cain.    Beloved  Adah ! 

Adah.    Let  me  go  with  thee. 

Lucifer.    No,  she  mast  not. 
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Adah,    Who 
Art  thou  that  tteppeft  between  heart  and 
heart? 

Cain.    He  10  a  god. 

Adah.    How  knowst  thou? 

€knn.    He  speaki  like 
A  god. 

Adah,    So  did  the  serpent,  and  it  lied. 

Lucifer.    Thou  errest ,  Adah ! — ^was  not 
the  tree  that 
Of  knowledge  ?     • 

Adah.    Aj — to  our  eternal  sorrow. 

Lucifer.    And   yet  that  grief  is  know- 
ledge— so  he  lied  not: 
And  if  he  did  betray,  you,  'twas  with  truth ; 
And  truth  in  its  own  essence  cannot  be 
But  good. 

Adah.    But  all  we  know  of  it  has  gathered 
Evil  on  ill :  expulsion  from  our  home. 
And  dread,and  toil.and  sweat,  and  heaviness; 
Remorse  uf  that  which  was,  and  hope  of  that 
Which  cometh  not.    Cain !  walk  not  with 

this  spirit. 
Bear  with  what  we  have  bome,and  love  me— I 
LoTe  thee. 

Lucifer.    More  than  thy  mother  and  thy 
sire? 

Adah.    I  do.    Is  that  a  sin,  too  ? 

Lucifer.    No,  not  yet ; 
It  one  day  will  be  in  your  children. 

Adah.     What! 
Must  not  my  daughter  lore  her  brother 
Enoch  ? 

Lucifer.    Not  as  thou  lovest  Cain ! 

Adah.    Oh,  my  God! 
Shall  they  not  love  and  bring  forth  tilings 

that  -love 
Out  of  their  l<»ve  ?  have  they  not  drawn 

their  milk 
Out  of  this  bosom?  was  not  he,  their  father, 
Bom  of  the  same  sole  womb,in  the  same  hour 
With  me  ?  did  we  not  lovo  each  other?  and, 
In  multiplving  our  being,  multiply 
Things  which  wi  11  love  each  other  as  we  love 
Them? — And  as  I  love  thee,  my  Cain  1  go  not 
Forth  with  this  spirit ;  he  is  not  of  ours. 

Lucifer.    The  sin  I  speak  of  is  not  of  my 
making. 
And  cannot  be  a  sSn  in  you — whatever 
It  seem  in  those  who  will  replace  ye  in 
Mortality. 

Adah.    What  is  the  sin  which  is  not 
Sin  in  itself?   Can  circumstance  make  sin 
Or  virtue?— if  it  doth,  we  are  the  slaves 
Of- 

Lueifer.    Higher   things    than    ye   are 
slaves :  and  higher 
Tlian  them  or  ye  would  be  so,  did  they  not 
Prefer  an  indr pendency  of  torture 
To  the  smooth  agonies  of  adulation 
In  hymns  and  harpings,   and  self-seeking 

prayers 
To  that  which  is  omnipotent,  because 
It  is  omnipotent,  and  not  from  love. 
But  terror  and  self-hope. 


Adah.    Omnipotence 
Must  be  all  goodness. 
Lucifer.    Was  it  so  in  Eden  ? 
Adah.    Fiend !  tempt  me  not  with  beauty; 
thou  art  fairer 
Than  was  the  serpent,  and  as  false. 

Lucifer.    As  true. 
Ask  Eve,  your  mother;  bears  she  not  the 

knowledge 
Of  good  and  evil? 

Adah.    Oh,  my  mother!  thou 
Hast  pluck'd  a  fruit  more  fatal  to  thine 

offspring 
Than  to  thyself ;  thou  at  the  least  hast  past 
Thy  youth  in  Paradise,  in  innocent 
And  happy  intercourse  with  happy  spirits; 
But  we,  thy  children,  ignorant  of  Eden, 
Are  girt  about  by  demons,  who  assume 
The  words  of  God,and  tempt  us  with  our  own 
Dissatisfied  and  curious  thoughts — as  thon 
Wert  workM  on  by  the  snake,  in  thy  most 

flushM 
And  heedless,  harmless  wantonness  of  bliss.' 
I  cannot  answer  this  immortal  thing 
Which  stands  before  me ;  I  cannot  abhor  him; 
I  look  upon  him  with  a  pleasing  fear. 
And  yet  I  fly  not  from  him  1  in  his  eye 
There  is  a  fastening  attracticm  which 
Fixes  my  fluttering  eyes  on  his  ;  my  heart 
Beats  quick ;  he  awes  me ,  and  yet  draws 

me  near. 
Nearer  and  nearer:  Cain— Cain— sare  me 
from  him! 
Coin.    What  dreads  my  Adah?  This  it 

no  ill  spirit. 
Adah.    He  is  no  God—  nor  God's ;  I  have 
beheld 
The  cherubs  and  the  seraphs ;  he  looks  not 
Like  them. 

Cain.     But  there  are  spirits  loftier  still — 
The  archangels. 
Lucifer.    And  still  loftier  than  the  arch- 

angels. 
Adah.    Ay — but  not  blessed. 
Lucifer.     If  the  blessedness 
Consists  in  slavery— no. 

Adah.    I  have  heard  it  said. 
The   seraphs  love  most  —  cherubim  hmm 

tnost — 
And  this  should  be  a  cherub  —  since  be 
loves  not. 
Lucifer.    And  if  the  higher  knowledge 
quenches  love. 
What  must  he  be  you  cannot  love  when 

known  ? 
Since  the  all-knowing  cherubim  love  least. 
The  seraphs'  love  can  be  but  ignorance : 
That  they  are  not  compatible,  the  doom 
Of  thy  fond  parents,  for  their  daring,  proves. 
Choose  betwixt  love  and  knowledge— since 

there  is 
No  other  choice:   your  sire  hath  chosen 

already ; 
His  worship  is  but  fear. 
I     Adah.    Oh,  Cain !  choose  love. 
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Cain.    For  thee,  my  Adah,  Ichooienot — 

it  was 
Born  with  me -hot  I  loye  nought  elfe. 
Jdah.     Our  parents  ? 
Cain.     Did    they    love    ns    when    they 

snatchM  from  the  tree 
That    which    hath    driven    us    all   from 

Paradise  ? 
Adah,    We  were  not  horn  then  — and  if 

we  had  been. 
Should  we  not  love  them  and  our  children, 

Cain  ? 
Catn.  My  littleEnochlnnd  hiflispinftftiidter! 
Could  1  but  deem  them  happy,  I  would  half 
Forget — but  it  can  never  be  forgotten 
Through    thrice  a  thousand   generations! 

never 
Shall  men  love  the  remembrance  of  the  man 
Who  sow'd  the  seed  of  evil  and  mankind 
In  the  same  hour !  They  pluckM  the  tree 

of  science 
And  sin— and  not  content  M'ith  their  own 

sorrow, 
Begot  mc-^ihee — and  all  the  few  that  are. 
And  all  the  unnumbered  and  innumerable 
MuUitude8,millions,myriads,  which  may  be, 
To  inherit  agonies  accumulated 
By  ages  !^And  /  must  be  sire  of  such  things ! 
Tfiy  beauty  and  thy  love  -  my  love  and  joy, 
The  rapturous  moment  and  the  placid  hour. 
All  we  love  in  our  children  and  each  other. 
But  lead  them  and  ourselves  through  many 

years 
Of  sin  and  pain-^or  few,  but  still  of  sorrow 
IntercheckMwith  an  instant  of  brief  pleasure. 
To  Death — the  unknown !  Methinks  the  tree 

of  knowledge 
Hath  not  fulfilled  its  promise :  -  If  they  sinn*d , 
At  least  they  ought  to  have   known  all 

things  that  are 
Of  knowledge— and  the  mystery  of  death. 
What  do  they  know  ?  —  that  they  are  mi- 
serable. 
What  need  of  snakes  and  fruits  to  teach 

us  that? 
Adah.  I  am  not  wretched,  Cain,  and  if  thou 
Wert  happy — 

Coin.    Be  thon  happy  then  alone  — 
I  will  have  nought  to  do  with  happiness, 
Which  humbles  me  and  mine. 

Adah,    Alone  I  could  not. 
Nor  troii/<i  be  happy:but  with  those  around  ns, 
I  think  I  could  be  so,  despite  of  death. 
Which,  as  I  know  it  not,  I  dread  not,  though 
It  seems  an  awful  shadow—  if  I  may 
Judge  from  what  I  have  heard. 

Lucifer,    And  thon  couldst  not  - 
Alone,  thou  sayst,  be  happy  ? 

Adah,    Alone!  Oh,  my  God! 
Who  could  be  happy  and  alone ,  or  good  ? 
To  me  my  solitude  seems  sin ;  unless 
When  I  think  how  soon  I  shall  see  my 

brother, 
His  brother,  and  onr  children,  and  our 
parentf. 


Lucifer,    Yet  thy  God  is  alone ;   and  U 
he  happy? 
Lonely  and  good  ? 

Adah.     He  is  not  so;  ho  hath 
The  angels  and  the  mortals  to  make  happy, 
And  thus  becomes  so  in  diffusing  joy: 
What  else  can  joy  be  but  the  spreading  joy? 

Lucifer.    Ask  of  your  sire,  the  exile  fresh 
from  Eden; 
Or  of  his  first-born  son ;  ask  your  own  heart ; 
It  is  not  tranquil. 
•    Adah.    Alas!  no;  and  you — 
Are  you  of  heaven? 

Lucifer.    If  I  am  not,  inquire 
The  cause  of  this  all-spreading  happiness, 
(Which  you  proclaim)  of  the  ul-great  and 

good 
Maker  of  life  and  living  things;  it  Is 
His  secret,  and  he  keeps  it.  We  must  bear. 
And  some  of  us  resist,  and  both  in  vain. 
His  seraphs  say ;  but  it  is  worth  the  trial, 
Since  better  may  not  be  without:  there  U 
A  wisdom  in  the  spirit,  which  directs 
To  right,  as  in  the  dim  blue  air  the  eye 
Of  you,  young  mortals,  lights  at  once  upon 
The  star  which  watches,  welcoming  the 
morn. 

Adah.    It  is  a  beautiful  star ;  I  love  it  for 
Its  beauty. 

Lucifer.    And  why  not  adore? 

Adah.     Our  father 
Adores  the  Invisible  only. 

Lucifer.     But  the  symbols 
Of  the  Invisible  arc  the  loveliest 
Of  what  is  visible;  and  yon  bright  star 
Is  leader  of  the  host  of  heaven. 

Adah.     Our  father 
Saith  that  he  has  beheld  the  God  himself 
Who  made  him  and  our  mother. 

Lucifer,     Hast  thou  seen  him? 

Adah.    Yes— in  his  works. 

Lucifer.    But  in  his  being? 

Adah.     Ko — 
Save  in  my  father,  who  is  God^s  own  ioMige; 
Or  in  his  angels,  who  are  like  to  thee — 
And  brighter,yet  less  beautiful  and  powerfal 
In  seeming ;  as  the  silent  sunny  noon. 
All  light   they   look   upon  us;   but  thou 

seemst 
Like  an  ethereal  night ,  where  long  while 

clouds 
Streak  the  deep  purple,and  unnumberM  start 
Spangle  the  wonderful  mysterious  vault 
With  things  that  look  as  if  they  would  be 

suns; 
So  beautiful,  unnumberM,  and  endearing. 
Not  dazzling,-  and  yet  drawing  us  to  them. 
They  fill  my  eyes  with  tears,   and  to  dost 

thou. 
Thou  seemst  unhappy ;  do  not  make  ni  fo, 
And  1  will  weep  for  thee. 

Lucifer.    Alas!  those  tears! 
Couldst  thou  but  know  what  oceans  will 
be  shed — 

Adah,    By  me  ? 
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Lucifer.    By  all. 

Adah.     What  all  9 

Lucifer.    The  million  millions — 
The   myriad   myriads  —  the    all  -  peopled 

earth— 
The  unpeopled  earth— and  the  o*er-peopled 

Hell, 
Of  which  thy  bosom  is  the  germ. 

Adah.    Oh  Cain, 
This  spirit  curseth  us. 

Cain.    Let  him  say  on; 
Him  will  I  follow. 

Adah.     Whither? 

Lucifer,    To  a  place 
Whence  he  shall  come  back  to  thee  in  an  hour. 
Bat  in  that  hour  see  things  of  many  days. 

Adah,    How  can  that  be  ? 

Lucifer.    Did  not  your  Maker  make 
Out  of  old  worlds  this  new  one  in  few  days  Y 
And  cannot  I,  who  aided  in  this  work, 
Show  in  an  hour  what  he  hath  made  in  many. 
Or  hath  destroy^  in  few  ? 

Cain.    Lead  on. 

Adah.    Will  he 
In  sooth  return  within  an  hour  I 

Lucifer.    He  shall. 
With  us  acts  are  exempt  from  time,  and  we 
Can  crowd  eternity  into  an  hour. 
Or  stretch  an  hour  into  eternity : 
We  breathe  not  by  a  mortal  measurement — 
But  that^s  a  mystery.  Cain,  come  on  with  me. 

Adah.     Will  he  return? 

Lucifer.    Ay,  woman!  he  alone 
Of  mortals  from  that  place  (the  first  and  last 
Who  shall  return,  saTO  Onn) — shall  come 

back  to  thee 
To  make  that  silent  and  expectant  world 
As  populous  as  this :  at  present  there 
Are  few  inhabitants. 

Adah.    Where  dwellest  thou  ? 

Lucifer.  Throughout  all  space.  Where 
should  I  dwell  ?  Where  are 
Thy  God  or  Gods  —  there  am  I ;  all  things  are 
Divided  with  me ;  life  and  death — and  time^ 
Eternity — and  heaven  and  earth— and  that 
Which  is  not  heaven  nor  earth,  but  peopled 

with 
Those  who  once  peopled  or  shall   people 

both— 
These  are  my  realms !  So  that  I  do  divide 
/!»«,  and  possess  a  kingdom  which  is  not 
tUe.  If  I  were  not  that  which  I  have  said, 
Could  I  stand  here?  His  angels  are  within 
Your  vision. 

Adah.    So  they  were  when  the  fair  serpent 
Spoke  with  our  mother  first. 

Lucifer.    Cain!  thou  hast  heard. 
If  then  dost  long  for  knowledge,  I  can  satiate 
That  thintt :  nor  ask  thee  to  partake  of  fruits 
Which  shall  depri?e  thee  of  a  single  good 
The  conqueror  has  left  thee.     Follow  me. 

Caiu.    Spirit,  I  have  said  it. 

[Rxeunl  Lucifer  ami  Cain. 

Adah    (foHowe,  exclaiming}    Cain!   my 
brother!  Coin!  I 


ACT    II. 

SCE!\R  L—The  Abyss  of  Space, 

Cain.  I  tread  on  air,and  sink  not ;  yet  I  fear 
To  sink. 

Lucifer.    Have  faith  in  me,   and   thou 

shalt  be 
Borne  on  the  air,  of  which  I  am  the  prinee. 
Cam.     Can  I  do  so  without  impiety  f 
Lucifer.    Believe — and  sink  not !  doubt  — 

and  perish!  thus 
Would  run  the  edict  of  the  other  God, 
Who  names  me  demon  to  his  angels ;  they 
Echo  the  sound  to  miserable  things. 
Which  knowing  nought  beyond  their  shal- 
low senses. 
Worship  the  word  which  strikes  their  ear, 

and  deem 
Evil  or  good  what  is  proclaim^  to  them 
In  their  abasement.  I  will  have  none  snch: 
Worship  or  worship  not,  thou  shalt  behold 
The  worlds  beyond  thy  little  world,  nor  be 
Amerced,  for  doubts  beyond  thy  little  life. 
With  torture  of  my  dooming.     There  will 

come 
An  hour,when  toss*d  upon  some  water-drops, 
A  man  shall  say  to  a  man,**  Believe  in  me. 
And  walk  the  waters ;  ^  and  the  man  shall 

walk 
The  billows  and  be  safe.     /  will  not  say 
Believe  in  me,  as  a  conditional  creed 
To  save  thee;  but  fly  with  me  o*er  the  gulf 
Of  space  an  equal  flight,  and  I  will  show 
What  thou  dar*st  not  deny,  the  history 
Of  past,  and  present,  and  of  future  worlds. 
Cain.    Oh,  god ,  or  demon ,  or  whatever 

thou  art. 
Is  yon  our  earth  ? 

Lucifer.    Dost  thou  not  recognise 
The  dust  which  form'd  your  father  ? 

Coin.    Can  it  be? 
Yon  small  blue  circle,  swinging  in  far  ether. 
With  an  inferior  circlet  near  it  still. 
Which  looks  like  that  which  lit  our  earthly 

night? 
It  this  our  Paradise  ?  Where  are  its  walls. 
And  they  who  guard  them? 

Lucifer.     Point  me  out  the  site 
Of  Paradise. 

Cain.     How  should  I  ?  As  we  move 
Like  sunbeams  onward,  it  grows  small  and 

smaller, 
And  as  it  waxes  little,  and  then  less. 
Gathers  a  halo  round  it,  like  the  light 
Which  shone  the  roundest  of  the  stars,when  I 
Beheld  them  from  the  skirts  of  Paradise : 
Methinks  they  both,  as  we  recede  from  them. 
Appear  to  join  the  innumerable  stars 
Which  are  around  us ;  and,  as  we  move  on, 
Increase  their  myriads. 

Lucifer.     And  if  there  should  be 
Worlds  greater  than  thine  own ,  inhabited 
By  greater  things,  and  they  themselves  far 

more 
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In  n  amber  than  the  dotl  of  thy  dull  euth. 
Though  multiplied  to  animated  atomg, 
All  living,  and  all  doomM  to  death,  and 

wretched, 
What  wonldst  thou  think  ? 

Cain,    I  should  be  proud  of  thought 
Which  knew  such  things. 

Lucifer.    But  if  that  high  thought  were 
LinkM  to  a  servile  mass  of  matter,  and. 
Knowing  such  thing8,aspiring  to  such  things, 
And  science  still  beyond  them,  were  chained 

down 
To  the  most  gross  and  petty  paltry  wants, 
All  foul  and  fulsome,  and  the  very  best 
Of  thine  enjoyments  a  sweet  degradation, 
A  most  enenating  and  filthy  cheat 
To  lure  thee  on  to  the  renewal  of 
Fresh  souls  and  bodies ,  all  foredoom'd  to  be 
As  frail,  and  few  so  happy — 

Cain.    Spirit!  I 
Know  nought  of  death,  save  at  a  dreadful 

thing        « 
Of  which  I  have  heard  my  parents  speak, 

as  of 
A  hideous  heritage  I  owe  to  them 
No  less  than  life ;  a  herita^  not  happy. 
If  I  may  judge  till  now.     But,  spirit !  if 
It  be,  as  thou  hast  said  (and  I  within 
Feel  the  prophetic  torture  of  its  truth), 
Here  let  me  die :  for  to  give  birth  to  those 
Who  can  but  suffer  many  years,  and  die, 
Bf  ethinks  is  merely  propagating  death, 
And  multiplying  murder. 

Lucifer,    Thou  canst  not 
jiU  die— there  is  what  must  survive. 

Cain.    The  Other 
Spake  not  of  this  unto  my  father,  when 
He  shut  him  forth  from  Paradise,  with  death 
Written  upon  his  forehead.    But  at  least 
Let  what  u  mortal  of  me  perish,  that 
I  may  be  in  the  rest  as  angels  are. 

Lucifer.    I  am  angelic :  wouldst  thou  be 
as  I  am? 

Cain.    I  know  not  what  thou  art:  I  see 
thy  power. 
And  see  thou  showst  me  things  beyond  my 

power. 
Beyond  all  power  of  my  born  faculties. 
Although  inferior  still  to  my  desires 
And  my  conceptions. 

Lucifer.    What  are  they,  which  dwell 
So  humbly  in  their  pride,  as  to  tojoum 
With  worms  in  clay? 

Cain.    And  what  art  thou,  who  dwcllest 
So  haughtily  in  spirit,  and  canst  range 
Nature  and  immortality— and  yet 
Seemst  sorrowful? 

Lucifer.    I  seem  that  which  I  am; 
And  therefore  do  I  ask  of  thee,  if  thou 
Wonldst  be  immortal? 

Cain.    Thou  hast  said,  I  must  be 
Immortal  in  despite  of  me.    I  knew  not 
This  until  lately — but  since  it  must  be, 
Let  me,  or  happy  or  unhappy,  learn 
To  anticipate  my  iimnortaiity. 


Lucifer.    Thou  didst  before  I  came  apoa 

thee. 
Coin.    How  ? 
Lucifer.    By  snffering. 
Cain.    And  must  torture  be  immortal  ? 
Lucifer.    We  and  thy  sons  will  try.  Bat 
now,  behold! 
Is  it  not  glorious  ? 

Coin.     Oh,  thou  beautiful 
And  unimaginable  ether !  and 
Ye  multiplying  masses  of  increased 
And  still-increasing  lights!  what  are  ye? 

what 
Is  this  blue  wilderness  of  interminable 
Air,  where  ye  roll  along,  as  I  have  seen 
The  leaves  along  the  limpid  streams  of  Eden? 
Is  your  course  measured  for  ye?  Or  do  ye 
Sweep  on  in  your  unbounded  revelry 
Through  an  aerial  universe  of  endless 
Expansion,  at  which  mv  soul  aches  to  think. 
Intoxicated  with  eternity? 
Oh  God!  Oh  Gods!  or  whatsoever  ye  are! 
How  beautiful  ye  are!  how  beautiful 
Your  works,  or  accidents,  or  whatsoe'er 
They  may  be!  Let  me  die,  as  atoms  die, 
(If  that  they  die)  or  know  ye  in  your  might 
And  knowledge!   My  thoughts  are  not  in 

this  hour 
Unworthy  what  I  see,  though  ray  dust  is; 
Spirit !  let  me  expire ,  or  see  them  nearer. 
Lucifer.    Art  thou  not  nearer?  look  back 

to  thine  earth ! 
Cotfi.  Where  is  it?  I  see  nothing  sare  anass 
Of  most  innumerable  lights. 
Lucifer.    Look  there ! 
Cain.    I  cannot  see  it. 
Lucifer.    Yet  it  sparkles  still. 
Cain.    What,  yonder! 
Lucifer.    Yea. 

Gain.     And  wilt  thou  tell  me  so*? 
WhT,I  have  seen  the  fire-flies  and  fire- worms 
Sprinkle  the  dusky  groves  and  the  green 

banks 
In  the  dim  twilight,  brighter  than  yon  world 
Which  bears  them. 
Lucifer.    Thou  hast  seen  both  worms  and 
worlds. 
Each  bright  and  sparkling,  — what  dost 
think  of  them? 
Ctdn.    That  they  are  beautiful  in  their 
own  sphere. 
And  through  the  night,  which  makes  both 

beautiful. 
The  little  shining  fire-fly  in  its  flight, 
And  the  immortal  star  in  its  great  coune, 
Must  both  be  guided. 
Lucifer.    But  by  whom  or  what? 
Coin.    Show  me. 
Lucifer.    Barest  thou  behold? 
Cain.    How  know  I  what 
I  dare  behold?  as  yet,thou  hast  ihown  Bovght 
I  dare  not  gase  on  further. 

Lucifer.    On,  then,  with  me. 
Wouldst  thon   behold   thlngt    mortal  or 
immortal? 
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Cain.    Whj,  what  are  things? 

Lucifer,    Both  partly :  but  what  doth 
Sit  next  thy  heart? 

Coffi.    The  thingt  I  see. 

Lucifer.    But  what 
Sate  nearest  it? 

Cain.    The  things  I  hare  not  seen, 
Nor  eTer  shall — the  mysteries  of  death. 

Lucifer.    What,  if  I  show  to  thee  things 
which  have  died, 
As  I  hare  shown  thee  much  which  cannot  die? 

Cain.     Do  so. 

Lucifer.  A  way, then!  on  oar  mighty  wings. 

Cotn.  Oh!  how  we  cleave  the  blue!  The 
stars  fade  from  us! 
The  earth !  where  is  my  earth  ?  let  me  look 

on  it. 
For  I  was  made  of  it. 

Lucifer.    Tis  now  beyond  thee. 
Less  in  the  universe,  than  thou  in  it: 
Yet  deem  not  that  thou  canst  escape  it;  thou 
Shalt  soon  return  to  earth,  and  ail  its  dust; 
^is  part  of  thy  eternity,  and  mine. 

Cain.     Where  dost  thou  lead  me  ? 

Lucifer.     To  what  wa*  before  thee ! 
The  phantasm  of  the  world ;  of  which  thy 

world 
Is  but  the  wreck. 

Cain.    What !  is  it  not  then  new  ? 

Lucifer.    \o  more  than  life  is :  and  that 

was  ere  thou 

Or  /  were,  or  the  things  which  seem  to  us 

Greater  than  either:  many  things  will  have 

No  end;  and  some,  which  would  pretend 

to  have 
Had  no  beginning,  have  had  one  as  mean 
As  thou;  and  mightier  things  have  been 

extinct 
To  make  way  for  much  meaner  than  we  can 
Snrmise ;  for  moments  only  and  the  space 
Have  been  and  must  be  all  unrhan^eabte. 
But  changes  make  not  death,  except  to  clay ; 
Rut  tlion  art  clay- and  canst  but  comprehend 
That  which  was  clay,  and  such  thou  shalt 
behold. 

Cain.    Clay,  spirit!  What  thou  wilt,  I 
can  sun-ey. 

Lucifer.    Away^  then! 

Cain.    But  the  lights  fade  from  me  fast. 
And   some  till  now   grew   larger  as  we 

approached, 
And  wore  the  look  of  worlds. 

Lucifer.    And  such  they  are. 

Cain.    And  Edens  in  them  ? 

Lucifer.    It  may  be. 

Coin.     And  men? 

Lucifer.    Yea,  or  things  higher. 

Cain.    Ay?  and  serpents  too? 

Lucifer.  1¥ouldst  thou  have  men  without 
them?  must  no  reptiles 
I     Breathe,  save  the  erect  ones  ? 

Cain.    How  the  lights  recede! 
Where  fly  we? 

Lucifer.  To  the  world  of  phantoms,  which 
Are  beingaipasi,  and  shadows  ttiU  to  come. 


Cain.    But  it  grows  dark,  and  dark— the 
stars  are  gone! 

Lucifer.     And  yet  thou  seest. 

Cain.    "Tis  a  fearful  light ! 
No  sun,  no  moon,  no  lights  innumerable. 
The  very  blue  of  the  empurpled  night 
Fades  to  a  dreary  twilight,  yet  I  see 
Huge  dusky  masses;  but  unlike  the  worlds 
We  were  approaching,  which,  begirt  with 

liRht, 

SeemM  full  of  life  even  when  their  atmo- 
sphere 
Of  light  cave  way,  and  showM  them  taking 

shapes 
Unequal,  of  deepTalleys  and  Tast  mountains; 
And  some  emitting  sparks,  and  some  dis- 
playing 
Enormous  liquid  plains,  and  some  begirt 
With  luminous  belts,  and  floating  moons, 

which  took 
Like  them  the  features  of  fair  earth  :•» 

instead. 
All  here  seems  dark  and  dreadful. 

Lucifer.     But  distinct. 
Thou  seekest  to  behold  death,   and  dead 
things? 
Cain.  I  seek  it  not;  but  as  I  know  there  are 
Such,  and  that  my  sirens  sin  makes  him 

and  me. 
And  all  that  we  inherit,  liable 
To  such,   I  would  behold  at  once,  what  I 
Must  one  day  see  perforce. 
Lucifer.     Behold ! 
Cain,    ^is  darkness. 
Lucifer.    And  so  it  shall  be  ever;  but 
we  will 
Unfold  ito  gates ! 

C'ain.    Enormous  vapours  roll 
Apart— what^s  this? 
Lucifer.    Enter ! 
Cain.    Can  I  return? 
Lucifer.      Return!   be    sure:  how   else 
should  death  be  peopled? 
Its  present  realm  is  thin  to  what  it  will  be, 
Through  thee  and  thine. 

Cain.    The  clouds  still  open  wide 
And   wider,    and   make   widening  circlet 
round  us. 
Lucifer,    Advance ! 
Cain.    And  thou! 

Lucifer.    Fear  not — without  me  thou 
Couldst  not  have  gone  beyond  thy  world. 
On!  on! 
[They  disappear  through  the  cloud9. 

SCENE  11.^  Hades. 

Enter  LuoiFJca  and  Cai?i. 

Coin.  How  silent  and  how  vast  are  these 

dim  worlds! 
For  they  seem  more  than  one,  and  yet  more 

peopled 
Than   the   huge  brilliant  luminous   orbs 

which  swung 
So  thickly  in  the  upper  air,  that  I 
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Had  deem*d  them  rather  the  bright  populace 
Of  some  all  unima^nable  Heaven 
Than  things  to  be  inhabited  themseWet, 
But  that  on  drawing  near  them  I  beheld 
Their  swelling  into  palpable  immensity 
Of  matter,  which  leemM  made  for  life  to 

dwell  on, 
Rather  than  life  iUelf.     But  here,  all  it 
So  shadowy  and  so  full  of  twilight,  that 
It  speaks  of  a  day  past. 

Lucifer.    It  is  the  realm 
Of  death,— Wouldst  have  it  present! 

Cain,     Till  I  know 
That  which  it  really  is,  I  cannot  answer. 
But  if  it  be  as  I  hare  heard  my  father 
Deal  out  in  his  long  homilies,  *tis  a  thing — 
Oh  God!   I  dare  not  think  on't!  Cursed  be 
He  who  inyented  life  that  leads  to  death! 
Or  the  dull  mass  of  life,  that  being  life 
Could  not  retain,  but  needs  must  forfeit  it^ 
Eren  for  the  innocent! 

Lucifer.    Dost  thou  curse  thy  father? 

Cmn,  Cursed  he  not  me  in  giving  me  my 
birth? 
Cursed  he  not  me  before  my  birth,  in  daring 
To  pluck  the  fruit  forbidden  ? 

Lucifer,    Thou  sayst  well : 
The  curse  is  mutual  *twixt  thy  sire  and  thee  - 
But  for  thy  sons  and  brother! 

Cain.     Let  them  ^hare  it 
With  me,their  sire^nd  brother !  What  else  is 
Bequeathed  to  me?  I  leave  them  my  inher- 
itance. 
Oh  ye  interminable  gloomy  realms 
Of  swimming  shadows  and  enormous  shapes. 
Some  fully  shown,  some  indistinct,  and  all 
Mighty  and  melancholy— what  are  ye? 
Live  ye,  or  have  ye  lived  ? 

Lucifer,     Somewhat  of  both. 

€kiin.    Then  what  is  death? 

Lucifer,  What  ?  Hath  not  he  who  made  ye 
Said  'tb  another  life? 

Com.     Till  now  he  hath 
Said  nothing,  save  that  all  shall  die. 

Lucifer.     Perhaps 
He  one  dar  will  unfold  that  further  secret 

Cain.    Happy  the  day ! 

Lucifer.    Yes,  happy!  when  unfolded 
Through  agonies  unspeakable,  and  cloggM 
With  agonies  eternal,  to  innumerable 
Vet  unborn  myriads  of  unconscious  atoms. 
All  to  be  animated  for  this  only ! 

Cain,    What  are  these  mighty  phantoms 
which  I  see 
Floating  around  me?— they  wear  not  the 

form 
Of  the  intelligences  I  have  seen 
Round  our  regretted  and  nnenterM  Eden, 
Nor  wear  the  form  of  man  as  I  have  viewed  it 
In  Adam^s,  and  in  AbeFs,  and  in  mine. 
Nor  in  my  sister-bride*8,nor  in  my  children's : 
And  yet  they  have  an  aspect,  which,  though 

not 
Of  men  nor  angels,  looks  like  tomething, 
which. 


If  not  the  last,  rose  higher  tlian  the  first; 
Haughty,  and  high,  and  beautiful,  and  full 
Of  seeming  strength,  but  of  inexplicable 
Shape;  fori  never  saw  such.  They  bear  not 
The  wing  of  seraph,  nor  the  face  of  man. 
Nor  form  of  mightiest  brute,    aor  anght 

that  is 
Now  breathing ;  mighty  yet  and  beantifal 
As  the  most  beautiful  and  mighty  which 
Live,  and  yet  so  unlike  themt  that  I  scaiee 
Can  call  them  living. 

Lucifer.    Yet  they  lived. 

Coin.     Where? 

Lucifer,    Where 
Thou  livest. 

C^in.     When? 

Lucifer,    On  what  thoa  callett  earth 
They  did  inhabit. 

Cain.    Adam  is  the  first. 

Lucifer,  Of  thine,  I  grant  thee — bat  too 
mean  to  be 
The  last  of  these. 

Cain,    And  what  are  they? 

Lucifer,     That  which 
Thou  Shalt  be. 

Coin.    But  what  irere  they  f 

Lucifer,    Living,  high. 
Intelligent,  good,  great,  and  glorioos^thlngfl, 
As  much  superior  unto  all  thy  sire^ 
Adam,  could  e'er  have  been  in  Eden,  as 
The  sixty-thousandth  generation  shall  be. 
In  its  dull  damp  degeneracy,  to 
Thee  and  thy  son; — and  how  weak  they  are, 

judge 
By  thy  own  flesh. 

Cain.    Ah  me!  and  did  iheif  perish? 

Lucifer,    Yes,  from  their  earth,  as  thia 
wilt  fade  from  thine. 

Coin.    But  was  mine  theirs? 

Lucifer,    It  was. 

Cain,    But  not  as  now. 
It  is  too  little  and  too  lowly  to 
Sustain  such  creatures. 

Lucifer,    True,  it  was  more  glorioos. 

Cain.     And  wherefore  did  it  tall? 

Lucifer,    Ask  him  who  fella. 

Coin.     But  how  ? 

Lucifer,     By  a  most  crushing  and  iaes- 

orable 

Destruction  and  disorder  of  the  eleneats. 

Which  struck  a  world  to  chaos,  as  a  chaos 

Subsidios:  has  struck  out  a  worlds  lach 

things. 
Though  rare  in  time,  are  frequent  la  eter- 
nity.— 
Pass  on,  and  gaxe  upon  the  past. 

Coin.    Tis  awful ! 

Lucifer,  And  true.  Behold  these  phaatooHl 
they  were  once 
Material  as  thou  art. 

Cotn.    And  must  I  be 
Like  them  ? 

Lucifer,    Let  Him  who  made  thee  aaswer 
that. 
I  show  thee  wkmi  thy  predeeesMMe  afe« 
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Ani  what  they  were  thou  feelest.  In  degree 
Inferior,  as  thy  petty  feelings  and 
Thy  pettier  portion  of  the  immortal  part 
Of  high  intelligence  and  earthly  strength. 
What  ye  in  common  hare  with  what  they  had 
Is  life,  and  what  ye  »haU  haTC — death ;  the 

rest 
Of  yonr  poor  attributes  is  such  as  suits 
Reptiles  engenderM  out  of  the  jiubsidtng 
Slime  of  a  mighty  universe,  crushed  into 
A  scarcely-yet  shaped  planet,  peopled  with 
Things    whose    enjoyment  was    to   be   in 

blindness  — 
A  Paradise  of  Ignorance,  from  which 
Knowledge  was  barr*d  as  poison.  But  behold 
What  these  superior  beings  are  or  were ; 
Or,  if  it  irk  thee,  turn  thee  back  and  till 
The  earth,  thy  task—Fll  waft  thee  there 
in  safety. 

Ottn.     No :  1*11  stay  here. 

Lucifer,    How  long? 

Cain.    Forever!  Since 
1  must  one  day  return  here  from  the  earth, 
I  rather  would  remain ;  I  am  sick  of  all 
That  dust  has  shown  me— let  me  dwell  in 
shadows. 

Lmeifer.  It  cannot  be :  thou  now  behold- 
est  as 
A  Ttsion  that  which  is  reality. 
To  make  thyself  fit  for  this  dwelling,  thou 
Muft  pass  through  what  the  things  thou 

seest  have  passM — 
The  pmtes  of  death. 

Gnn.    By  what  gate  hare  we  entered 
Even  now? 

Lucifer.  By  mine!  But,  plighted  to  return, 
My  spirit  buoys  thee  up  to  breathe  in  regions 
Where  all  is  breathless  save  thyself.  Gaze  on; 
But  do  not  think  to  dwell  here  till  thine 

hour 
Is  cone. 

Cain.  And  these,too ;  can  they  ne'er  repass 
To  earth  again  ? 

Lucifer.     Their  earth  is  gone  for  eyer— 
So  changed  by  its  convulsion,  they  would  not 
Be  conscious  to  a  single  present  spot 
Of  its  new  scarcely  hardened  surfac&-.*twas~ 
Oh,  what  a  beautiful  world  it  wae! 

Cain.    And  is. 
It ia  not  withth^earth, though  I  must  till  it, 
I  feel  at  war,  but  that  I  may  not  profit 
By  what  it  bears  of  beautiful  un toiling. 
Nor  gratify  my  thousand  swelling  thoughts 
With  knowledge,  nor  allay  my  thousand 

fears 
Of  death  and  life. 

Lucifer.    What  thy  world  is  thou  seest, 
Bat  canst  not  comprehend  the  shadow  of 
That  which  it  was. 

Cain.    And  those  enormous  creatures, 
Phantams  inferior  in  intelligence 
(At  least  so  seeming)  to  the  Uiings  we  have 

passM, 
Resembling  somewhat  the  wild  habitants 
Of  the  deep  woodi  of  earth,  the  hogest  which 


Roar  nightly  in  the  forest,  but  ten-fold 
In  magnitude  and  terror ;  taller  than 
The  chernb-guarded  walls  of  Eden,  with 
Eyes  flashing  like  the  fiery  swords  which 

fence  them. 
And  tusks  projecting  1  ike  the  trees  stripped  of 
Their  bark  and  branches— what  were  they? 

Lucifer.    That  which 
The  Mammoth  is  in  thy  world ;  but  these  lie 
By  myriads  underneath  its  surface. 

Coin.     But 
None  on  it? 

Lucifer.    No :  for  thy  frail  race  to  war 
With  them  would  render  the  curse  on  it 

useless — 
*Twould  be  destroy'd  so  early. 
Cain.     But  why  war? 
Lucifer.    You  have  forgotten  the  denun- 
ciation 
Which  drove  your  race  from  FMen    war 

with  all  things. 
And  death  to  ail  things,  and  disease  to  most 

things. 
And  pangs,  and  bitterness;  these  were  the 

fruits 
Of  the  forbidden  tree. 

Cain.    But  animals— 
Did  they  too  eat  of  it,  that  they  must  die? 
Lucifer.    Your  Maker  told  ye,  they  were 
made  for  you. 
As  you  for  him. — You  would  not  have  their 

doom 
Superior  to  your  own?  Had  Adam  not 
Fallen,  all  had  stood. 

Cain.    Alas!  the  hopeless  wretches! 
They  too  must  share  my  sire*s  fate,  like 

his  sons; 
Like  them,  too,  without  having  shared  the 

apple ; 
Like  them,  too,  without  the  so  dear-bought 

knovfledffe! 
It  was  a  lying  tree — for  we  know  nothing. 
At  least  it  promieed  knowledge  at  the  price 
Of  death— but  knowledge  still :    but  what 
knows  man? 
Lucifer.    It  may  be  death  leads  to  the 
highest  knowledge ; 
And  being  of   all    things  the  sole  thing 

certain, 
At  least  leads  to  the  surest  science :  therefore 
The  tree  was  true,  though  deadly* 

Cain.    These  dim  realms ! 
I  see  them,  but  I  know  them  not. 

Lucifer.     Because 
Thy  hour  is  yet  afar,  and  matter  cannot 
Comprehend  spirit  wholly — but  tis  some* 

thing 
To  know  there  are  such  realms. 

Com.     We  knew  already 
That  there  was  death. 

Ludfer.    But  not  what  was  beyond  it. 
Cain.    Nor  know  I  now. 
Lucifer,    Thou  knowst  that  there  is 
A  state,  and  many  states  beyond  thine  own — 
And  thif  thou  knewest  not  this  mom. 
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Cain.    But  all 
Seems  dim  and  thadowy. 

Lucifer.     Re  content ;  it  will 
Seem  clearer  to  thine  immortality. 

Cain,  And  yon  immeaiurable  liquid  space 
Of  fflorious  azure  which  floata  on  beyond  ufi, 
Which  looks  like  water,  and  which  1  shouid- 

deem 
The  river  which  flows  out  of  Paradise 
Past  my  own  dwelling,  but  that  it  is  bankless 
And  boundless  and  of  an  ethereal  hue— 
What  is  it? 

Lucifer.  There  is  still  some  such  on  earth, 
Although  inferior,  and  thy  children  shall 
Dwcllnear  it— His  the  fantasm  of  an  ocean. 
Colli.  *Tis  like  another  world ;  a  liquid 
sun  — 
And  those  inordinate  creatures  sporting  o^er 
Its  shining  surface? 

Lucifer.     Are  its  habitants, 
The  past  leviatlians. 

Cain.     And  yon  immense 
Serpent,  which  rears  his  dripping  mane  and 

▼asty 
Head  ten  times  higher  than  the  haughtiest 

cedar 
Forth  from  the  abyss,  looking  as  he  could 

coil 
Himself  around  the  orbs  we  lately  lookM  on— 
Is  he  not  of  the  kind  which  basked  beneath 
The  tree  in  Eden? 

Lucifer.    Ere,  thy  mother,  best 
Can  tell  what  shape  of  serpent  tempted  her. 
Cotn.     This  seems  too  terrible.  No  doubt 
the  other 
Had  more  of  beauty. 

Lucifer.    Hast  thou  ne^er  beheld  him? 
Cotn.    Many  of  the  same  kind  (at  least 
so  calrd) , 
But  never  that  precisely  which  persuaded 
The  fatal   fruit,   nor    eyen    of   the  same 
aspect. 
Lucifer.    Your  father  saw  him  not? 
Cam.    No:  Hwas  my  mother 
Who   tempted   him — she  tempted  by  the 
serpent. 
Lucifer.    Good  man !  whene'er  thy  wife, 
or  thy  sons*  wives 
Tempt  thee  or  them  to  aught  that's  new  or 

strange. 
Be  sure  thou  seest  first  who  liath  tempted 
them. 
Cain.  Thy  precept  comes  too  late :  there 
is  no  more 
For  serpents  to  tempt  woman  to. 

Lucifer.     But  there 
Are  some  thinf^s  still  which  woman  may 

tempt  man  to, 
And  man  tempt  woman : — let  thy  sons  look 

to  it! 
My  counsel  is  a  kind  one;  for  'tis  e^en 
Given  chiefly  at  my  own  expense :  His  true, 
^Twill  not  be  followed,  so  there's  little  lost. 
Cotn.     I  understand  not  this. 
Lucifer.    The  happier  thou! — 


Thy  world  and  thou  are  still  too  jonng! 

Thou  thinkest 
Thyself  most  wicked  and  unhappy:  is  it 
Not  so? 

Catn.  For  crime  I  know  not;  bat  for  pain, 
I  have  felt  much. 

Lucifer.    First-bom  of  the  first  man! 
Thy  present  state  of  sin— and  thoa  art  evil^ 
Of  sorrow— and  thou  sufferest,  are  bothEdea 
In  all  its  innocence  compared  to  what 
Thou  shortly    mayst  be;    and  that  state 

again. 
In  its  redoubled  wretchedness,  a  Paradise 
To  what  thy  sons'  sons'  sons,  accumalating 
In  generations  like  to  dust  (which  they 
In  fact  but  add  to) ,  shall  endure  and  do. — 
Now  let  us  back  to  earth! 

Cain.    And  wherefore  didst  thou 
Le-ad  me  here  only  to  inform  me  this? 

Lucifer.  Was  not  thy  quest  for  knowledge? 

Cain.    Yes :  as  being 
The  road  to  happiness. 

Lucifer.     If  truth  be  so, 
Thou  hast  it. 

Coin.    Then  my  father's  God  did  well 
When  he  prohibited  the  fatal  tree. 

Lucifer.    But  had  done  better    in    not 
planting  it. 
But  ignorance  of  evil  doth  not  save 
From  evil ;  it  must  still  roll  on  the  same, 
A  part  of  ail  things. 

Cain.    Not  of  all  things.    No : 
I'll  not  believe  it— for  I  thirst  for  good. 

Lucifer.    And  who  and  what  doth  not? 
tf^ho  covets  evil 
For  its  own  bitter  sake  ? .  Aone—nothing !  ^ 
The  leaven  of  all  life  and  lifelessness. 

Cain.   Within  those  glorious  orbs  whidi 
we  behold 
Distant  and  dazzling,  and  innumerable. 
Ere  we  came  down  into  this  phantom-realm, 
111  cannot  come;  they  are  too  beaatifal. 

Lucifer.  Thou  hast  seen  them  from  atar. 

Cain.    And  what  of  that? 
Distance  can  but  diminish  glory — they 
When  nearer  must  be  more  inefikble. 

Lucifer.    Approach  the  thing*  of  earth 
most  beautiful. 
And  judge  their  beauty  near. 

Catfi.     I  have  done  this — 
The    loveliest  thing  1  know  is  loToliest 
nearest. 

Lucifer.   Then  there  must  be  delasioa.— 
What  is  that. 
Which  being  nearest  to  thine  eyes  is  still 
More  beautiful  than  beauteoas  things  re- 
mote? 

Coin.    My  sister  Adah.'AU  the  atars  of 

heaven. 

The  deep  bine  noon  of  night,  lit  by  aa  oib 

Which  looks  a  spirit,  or  a  spirit's  world— 

The  hues  of  twilight— the  son's  gorgeoas 

coming — 
His  setting  indescribable,  which  fills 
My  eyes  with  pleasant  tears  as  I  behold 
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Him  sink,  unit  feel  mj  heart  flnBt  eoftly 

with  him 
Along  that  western  paradise  of  clondt  - 
Hie   forett-thade^the  green  l>oagh — the 

bird*t  voice  - 
The  Teeper  bird^t,which  teeni  to  «ing  of  lore. 
And  mingles  with  the  soi^  of  chembin, 
Ae  Che  daj  closes  oyer  Eden^s  walls;— 
All  these  are  nothing  to  my  ejes  and  heart, 
Like  Adah*s  fiuet  1  turn  from  earth  and 

heaven 
To  gase  on  it. 

iMcifer.    Tis  fhiil  as  fair  mortality. 
In  the  first  dawn  and  bloom  of  young  creation 
And  earliest  embraces  of  earth^s  parents. 
Can  make  its  offspring;  Hill  it  is  delusion. 
Cotn.  Yon  think  so,  being  not  her  brother. 
Lmeifer,    Mortal  I 
Mj  brotherhood^s  with  those  who  have  no 

children. 
Cain,    Then  then  canst  have  no  fellow* 

ship  with  ns. 
iMeifer.   It  may  be  that  thine  own  shall 

be  fbr  me. 
Bnt  if  thou  dost  possess  a  beautiful 
Being  beyond  all  beauty  la  thine  eyes. 
Why  mrt  thou  wretched? 

Cmm.    Why  do  I  exist? 
Why  art  tkau  wretched?  why   are   all 

things  so? 
Even  he  who  made  ns  must  be  as  the  maker 
Of  things  unhappy !  To  produce  destruction 
Gan  surely  never  be  the  task  of  Joy, 
And  yet  my  sire  says  he*s  omnipotent  t 
Then  why  ii  evil -he  being  good?  I  ask*d 
This  question  of  my  father ;  and  he  said. 
Because  this  evil  only  was  the  path 
Ta  good.    Strange  good,  that  must  arise 

from  out 
Its  deadly  opposite.    I  lately  saw 
A  lamh  stung  by  a  reptile  t  the  poor  suckling 
Lay  ibamlng  on  the  earth,  beneath  the  vain 
Aad  piteous  bleating  of  its  restless  dam: 
My  nther  plucked  some  herbs,  and  laid 

them  to 
The  wound;  and  by  degrees  the  helpless 

wretch 
Resumed  its  careless  life,  and  rose  to  drain 
na  mother's  milk,  who  o^er  it  tremulous 
Stood  licking  its  reviving  limbs  with  joy. 
Behold,  my  son !  said  .4dmii,  how  from  evil 
Sprinrs  good  I 
I^metfer,    What  didst  thou  answer  ? 
Cnm.    Kothing;  for 
He  is  my  father :  bnt  I  thought,  that  'twere 
A  better  portion  for  the  animal 
Sever  to  have  been  ttunf  at  aO,  than  to 
Purchase  renewal  of  its  little  life 
With  agonies  unutterable,  though 
Diajpeird  by  antidotes. 

Lmmifer.    Bnt  as  thou  saidst 
Of  all  beloved  things  thou  lovest  her 
Who  shared  thy  mother's  milky  and  giveth 

hers 
Unto  thy  children- 


Cain.    Most  assuredly  t 
What  should  I  be  without  her? 

Lucifer.     What  am  I? 

Cain.    Dost  thou  love  nothing? 

Lucifer.    What  does  thv  God  love? 

Gun.    All  things,  my  father  says ;  hut 
I  confess 
I  see  it  not  in  their  allotmentliere. 

Ludfcr,    And  therefore  thou  eanst  net 
see  if  i  love 
Or  no,  except  some  vast  and  geneml  purpose. 
To  which  particular  things  must  melt  like 
snows. 

Cain.    Snows!  what  are  thev? 

Lucifer.    Be  happier  in  not  knowing 
What  thy  remoter  offspring  must  encounter  t 
But  bask  benenth  the  clime  which  knows  no 
winter  I 

Cetn.    Bnt  dost  thou  not  love  iomething 
like  thyself? 

Lucifer.    And  dost  thou  love  ik^e^Hf? 

Cain.    Yes,  but  love  more 
What  makes  my  feelings  more  endurable. 
And  is  more  than  mvself,  becaufe  I  love  it. 

Lucifer.     Thou    loveit  it,  because  "lii 
beaatiful 
As  was  the  apple  in  thjr  mother's  eye; 
And  when  it  censes  to  be  so,  thy  lore 
Will  cease,  like  anv  other  nppetlte. 

Coin.    Cease  to  be  bcatttiful!  how  can 
that  be? 

Lucifer.    With  time. 

Cain.    Bnt  time  has  past,  and  hitherto 
Even  Adam  and  my  mother  both  are  fhiri 
Not  fair  like  Adah  and  the  seraphim — 
But  very  fair. 

Lucifer.    All  that  must  pass  away 
In  them  nnd  her. 

Coin.    l*m  sorry  for  it ;  but 
Cannot  conceive  my  love  for  her  the  less* 
And  when  her  bennty  disappears,  methinks 
He  who  creates  all  beauty  will  lose  more 
Than  I  in  seeing  perish  such  a  work. 

Lucifer.    I  pity  thee  who  lovest  what 
'must  perish. 

Coin.    And  I  thee  who  lov'st  nothing. 

Lucffer.    And  thy  brother-^ 
Sits  he  not  near  thy  heart? 

Com,    Why  should  he  not? 

Lucifer.    Thy  fkther  lovm  him  well-»ao 
does  thy  God. 

Cdfn.    And  so  do  I. 

Lucifer.    Tis  well  and  meekly  done. 

Cain.    Meeklvl 

Luieifer.    He  is  the  second-bora  of  flesh. 
And  is  his  mother's  favourite. 

Cain.    Let  him  keep 
Her  favour,  since  the  serpent  was  the  first 
To  win  it. 

Lucifer.    And  his  father's? 

Cotn.    What  is  that 
To  me?  should  I  not  love  that  whidi  aH 
love? 

Lucifer.  And  theJehairahf— theindnlgaat 
Lord^ 
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And  boanteouf  planter  of  borrM  Paradlae— 
He,  too,  looks  tmiliiifflj  on  Abel. 

Gn'ii.    I 
^e*er  taw  bim,  and  I  know  not  if  be  imilef. 

liueifer.    Bat  joa  baye  seen  bit  angelt. 

Coin.    Rarely. 

Lucifer.    Bat 
Safficiently  to  eee  tbey  lore  year  brotber ; 
IH»  tacrificef  are  acceptable. 

Cain.    So  be  tbey!  wberefore  fpeak  to 
me  of  this  f 

Itueifer.    Becaase  tboa  bast  tboaght  of 
tbif  ere  now. 

Cotfi.    And  if 
1  haoe  tboagbt,  wby  recal  a  thoagbt  tbat— 

(he  pause$^  a*  agitated)—  Spirit ! 
Here  we  are  in  thy  world ;  tpeak  not  of  mtne. 
Tlioa  bast  tbown  me  wonders;  tboa  bast 

sbown  me  tbose 
Migbty  Pre- Adamites  wbo  walk'd  tbe  eartb 
Of  wbicb  oars  is  tbe  wreck;    tboa  bast 

pointed  oat 
Myriadi  of  starry  worlds,  of  wbicb  oar  own 
Is  the  dim  and  remote  companion,  in 
Infinity  of  life  t  thoa  hast  shown  me  shadows 
Of  that  existence  witli  tbe  dreaded  name 
Which  my  sire  broaght  as — Death;  tboa 

hast  shown  me  mnch^ 
But  not  all :  show  me  where  Jehovah  dwells, 
In  his  especial  Paradise— or  thine: 
Where  is  it? 

Lucifer.    Here^  and  o*er  all  space. 

Gitn.    But  ye 
HaTe  some  allotted  dwelling -as  all  things; 
Clay  has  its  earth,  and  other  worlds  their 

tenants ; 
All  temporary  breathing  creatures  their 
Peculiar  element ;  and  things  which  have. 
Long  ceased  to  breathe  our  breath,  have 

theirs,  tboa  sayst ; 
And  the  Jehorab  and  thyself  have  thine — 
Ye  do  not  dwell  together? 

Lucifer.    No,  we  reign 
Together,  but  oar  dweUings  are  asander. 

Cain.   Would  there  were  only  odC  of  ye ! 
perchance 
An  unity  of  purpose  might  nouike  onion 
In  elements  which  seem  now  jarred  in  storms. 
How  came  ye,  being  spirits,  wise  and  infinite, 
To  separate  ?  Are  ye  not  as  brethren  in 
¥oar  essence,  and  your  nature,  and  your 
glory? 

Lucifer,    Art  tboa  not  AbePs  brotber? 

Cain.    We  are  brethren. 
And  so  we  shall  remain ;  but  were  it  not  io, 
Is  spirit  like  to  flesh?  can  it  fall  out? 
Infinity  with  Immortality? 
Jarring  and  taming  space  to  misery-^ 
For  what  ? 

Lucifer.    To  reign. 

Cain.    Did  ye  not  tell  me  that 
Te  are  both  eternal? 

Lucifer.    Yea ! 

Cain.    And  what  I  bare  seen. 
Yon  blue  immensity,  is  boundless? 


Lneifer,    Ay. 

Cain.  And  cannot  ye  botfi  reign  tben?^ 
is  there  not 
Enough ?— why  should  ye  differ? 
Lucifer.    We  both  reign. 
Coin.    But  one  of  you  makea  eriL 
Lucifer.    Whilb? 
Cain.    Thou!  for 
If  thou  canst  do  man  good,  wby  doat  tlM«  neCf 
Lucifer.    And  why  not  he  who  oHide?  I 
made  ye  not; 
Ye  are  his  creatures,  and  not  mine. 

Cain.    Then  leaye  us 
Hie  creatures,  as  thou  saytt  we  ne,  er 

show  me 
Thy  dwelling,  or  hie  dwelling. 

Lucifer.    I  eould  show  thee 
Both;  but  the  time  will  come  thon  thalt 

see  one 
Of  them  for  evermore. 
Cain.    And  why  not  now? 
Lucifer.  Thy  human  mind  hath  aesreely 
grasp  to  gather 
The  little  I  have  shown  thee  into  calm 
And  clear  thought;  and  thou  wouldst  go 

on  aspinnff 
To  the  great  double  Mysteries!    the  fvs 

Principtce! 
And  gaxe  upon  them  on  their  secret  throncf ! 
Dust!  limit  thy  ambition,  for  to  see 
Either  of  these,  would  be  f or  thee  to  peridd 
Cain.    And  let  me  perish,  so  I  aee  than! 
Lucifer.    There 
The  son  of  her  who  snatchM  the  apple  spake! 
But  thou  wonldst  only  perish,  and  not  sss 

them; 
That  sight  is  for  the  other  state. 
Cain.     Of  death  ? 
Lucifer.    Tliat  is  the  prelude. 
Cain.    Then  I  dread  it  less. 
Now  that  I  know  it  leads  to  aomethiag 
definite. 
Lucifer.    And  now  I  will  conTOj  thee  ts 
thy  world. 
Where  thoushalt  multiply  the  race  of  Adam, 
Eat,  drink,   toil,   tremble,    laagh,    weep, 
sleep,  and  die. 
Cain.    And  to  what  end  have  I  beheld 
these  things 
Which  thou  hast  shown  me? 

Lucifer.    Didst  thon  not  reqnire 
Knowledge?  And  have  I  not,  in  iHiat  1 

show*d. 
Taught  thee  to  know  thyself? 

Cain.    Alas!  I  seem 
Nothing. 

Lucifer.  And  this  should  be  thehnnmnsum 
Of  knowledge,    to  know  nrortal  natnre^ 

nothingness; 
Bequeath  that  science  to  thy  children*  and 
Twill  spare  them  many  tortures. 

Cam.    Haughty  spirit! 
Thon  speakst   it    proudly}  bnt   tiiyself, 

though  proud, 
Hast  a  iuperior. 
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tmmjw,    No  I  Bij  kMireiif  which  He 
.  Holds,  and  the  ab^M,  and  the  imnien«ity 
Of  worldn  and   life,    which  I  hold   with 

him — IVo! 
I  have  a  victor — true ;  but  no  superior. 
Homage  he  has  from  all— but  none  from  me: 
I  battle  it  against  him,  as  I  battled 
In  highest  heairen.    Through  all  eternity. 
And  the  unfathomable  gulfs  of  Hades, 
And  the  interminable  realms  of  space, 
And  the  infinity  of  endless  ages,    ^ 
All,  all,  will  I  diepute !  And  world  by  world, 
And  star  by  ttar,  and  uniYer«e  by  universe 
Shall  tremble  in  the  balance,  till  the  great 
Conflict  shall  cease,  if  ever  it  shall  cease. 
Which  it  ne^er  shall,  till  he  or  I  be  quench'd ! 
And  what  can  quench  our  immortality. 
Or  mutual  and  irrevocable  hate  ? 
He  as  a  conqueror  will  call  the  conquered 
EvU;  but  what  will  be  the  goftd  he  gives? 
Were  I  the  victor,Ats  works  would  be  deemed 
The  only  evil  ones.    And  you,  ye  new 
And  scarce-bom  mortals,  what  have  been 

his  gifts 
To  yon  already  in  your  little  world  ? 

Cam.  But  few;  and  some  of  those  but  bitter. 

Lucifer.    Back 
With  me,  then,  to  thine  earth,  and  try  the  rest 
Of  his  celestial  boons  to  ye  and  yours. 
Evil  and  good  are  things  in  their  own  essence, 
And  not  made  good  or  evil  by  the  giver; 
But  if  he  gives  you  good— so  call  him;  if 
Kvil  springs  from  him,  do  not  name  it  mine. 
Till  ye  know  better  its  true  fount ;  and  judge 
Not  by  words,  though  of  spirits,  but  the  fruits 
Of  your  existence,  such  as  it  must  be. 
One  good  gift  has  the  fatal  apple  given — 
Your  reason:— let  it  not  be  over-swayed 
By  tyrannous  threats  to  force  you  into  faith 
tvainst  all  external  sense  and  inward  feeling: 
Thlafc  and  endure, — and  form  an  inner  world 
In  your  own  bosom_where  the  outward  fails; 
80  shall  yon  nearer  be  the  spiritual 
Nature,  and  war  triumphant  with  your  own. 

\Tkeji  dUttppear. 

ACT    III. 

SCE^E  /.— 7%e  Earth  near  Eden,  as  m  Act  /. 
Enter  Cam  and  AnAH. 

Adah.    Hush!  tread  softly,  Cain. 

Ctdn.    I  will;  but  wherefore? 

Adah.  Our  little  Enoch  sleeps  upon  yon  bed 
Of  leaves,  beneath  the  cypress. 

Cain.    Cypres^!  'tis 
A  gloomy  tive,  which  looks  as  if  itmoomM 
0*er  what  itslmdows;  wherefore  didst  thou 

choose  it 
For  our  child's  canopy  ? 

Adah.    Becanne  its  branches 
Shaft  oat  the  sun  like  night,  and  therefore 

seem'd 
Fitting  to  shadow  slumber. 


Gbmi.    Ay,  the  last^ 
And  longest ;  but  no  matter— -lead  me  to  him. 

[They  fro  up  to  the  child. 
How  lovely  he  appears !  his  little  cheek% 
In  their  pure  incarnation,  vying  with 
The  rose-leaves  strewn  beneath  them. 

Adah.    And  his  lips,  too. 
How  beautifully  parted !  No;  yoa  shall  not 
Kiss  him,  at  least  not  now :  he  will  awako 

soon — 
His  hour  of  mid-day  rest  is  nearly  over; 
But  it  were  pity  to  disturb  him  till 
Tis  closed. 

Cain.  Yon  have  said  well;  I  will  contaia 
My  heart  till  then.  He  smiles,  and  sleeps ! — 

Sleep  on 
And  smile,  Uiou  little,  young  inheritor 
Of  a  world  scarce  less  young:  sleep  on, 

and  smile! 
Thine  are  the  hours  and  days  when  both 

are  cheering 
And  innocent!   thou  hast  not  plack'd  the 

fruit— 
Thou  knowst  not  thou  art  naked  I  Must  the 

thne 
Come    thou   shalt   be   amerced   for   sins 

anknown. 
Which  were  not  thine  nor  mine?  But  now 

sleep  on! 
His  cheeks  are  reddening  into  deeper  smiles, 
And  shining  lids  are  trembling  o'er  his  long 
Lashes,  dark  as  the  cypress  which  waves 

o'er  them ; 
Half  open,  from  beneath  them  the  clear  blue 
Laughs  out,  although  in  sluiyber.  He  mast 

dream — 
or  what?  Of  Paradise!— Ay !  dream  of  it. 
My  disinherited  boy!  ^Tis  but  a  dream; 
For  never  more  thyself,  thy  sons,  nor  fathers. 
Shall  walk  in  that  forbidden  place  of  joy! 
Adah.    Dear  Cain !  Nay,  do  not  whisper 

o'er  our  son 
Such  melancholy  yearnings  o'er  the  past: 
Why  wilt  thou  always  mourn  for  Paradise? 
Can  we  not  make  another? 
Cain.     Where? 
Adah.    Here,  or  . 

Where'er  thou  wilt :  where'er  thou  art,  I 

feel  not 
The  want  of  this  so  much  regretted  Eden. 
Have  1  not  thee,  our  boy,  our  sire,  and 

brother. 
And  Zillah— our  sweet  sister,  and  our  Eve, 
To  whom  we  owe  so  much  besides  our  birth? 
Cotn.    Yes— death,  too,  is  amongst  the 

debts  we  owe  her. 
Adah.  Cain!  that  proud  spirit,  who  with- 
drew thee  hence. 
Hath  sadden'dthinestill  deeper.  I  had  hoped 
The  promised  wonders  which  thou   hasl 

beheld. 
Visions,  thou  sayst,  of  past  and  presenft 

worlds. 
Would  have  composed  thy  liind  into  the 

calm 
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Of  m  coatented  knowled^^e;  Imt  1  fee 
Tlij  gnide  haCh  done  thee  evU:    tdU  I 

thank  him, 
Aad  can  forgive  him  all,  that  he  to  tooo 
Hath  given  thee  hmck  to  nt. 
Cain,    So  aooaf 
/idah.    Tif  scarcely 
Two  heart  dnce  ye  departed :  two  long  hoiirf 
To  me,  bat  only  komrt  apon  the  tan. 
Cain,    And  yet  I  have  approachM  that 
son,  and  feen 
Worlds  which  he  once  shone  oo,  and  nerer 

more 
Shall  light;  and  worlds  he  never  lit:  me- 

thoariit 
Years  had  ron^d  o^er  my  absence. 
jtdak.    Hardly  hoars. 
Cain,    The  mind  then  hath  capacity  of 
time. 
And  meatnres  it  by  that  which  it  beholds, 
Pleasing  or  painful ;  little  or  almighty. 
I  had  beheld  the  immemorial  works 
Of  endless   beings;    skirr^d   extingaish*d 

worlds ; 
And,  gasing  on  eternity,  roethooght 
I  had  borrowed  more  by  a  few  drops  of  ages 
From  its  immensity ;  but  now  I  feel 
My  littleness  affain.    Well  said  the  spirit. 
That  I  was  nothing ! 

Jdoh,    Wherefore  said  he  sof 
Jehovah  said  not  that. 

Cain,    No :  he  contents  him 
With  making  as  the  nothings  which  we  are; 
And  after  flattering  dast  with  glimpses  of 
Eden  and  Immortality,  resolves 
It  back  to  dust  again — for  what? 

Jdah.    Then  knowst — 
Even  for  oar  parents*  error. 

Gitfli.    What  is  that 
To  asf  thinr  sinn*d,  then  let  ikem  die! 
Jdah,    Thoa  hast  not  spoken  well,  nor 
is  that  thoaght 
Thy  own,  bat  of  the  spirit  who  was  with 

thee. 
Woald  7  coald  die  for  them,  to  tAey  might 
live ! 
Cain,  Why,  so  say  I — ^provided  that  one 
victim 
Might  satiate  the  insatiable  of  life. 
And  that  oar  little  rosy  sleeper  there 
Might  never  taste  of  death  nor    hamaa 

-  sorrow, 
Nor  hand  it  down  to  those  who  spring  from 
him. 
Jdah,     How  know  we  that  tome  sach 
atonement  one  day 
Mar  not  redeem  oar  racet 

Cain,    By  sacrifidnff 
The  harmless  for  the  goiltyf  what  atooemeat 
Were  there?  why,  we  are  innocent:  what 

have  we 
Done,  that  we  mast  be  victims  for  a  deed 
Before  oar  birth,  or  need|liave  victims  to 
Atone  for  this  mysterioos,  nameless  sin — 
If  it  be  each  a  sin  to  seek  for  kaowledgef 
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Jdah,    Alas!  thoa  flaaest 
thy  words 
Soand  impious  in  mine  ears. 
Cain,    Then  leave  me! 
Jdah,    Never, 
Though  thy  God  left  thee. 

Coin.    S^,  what  have  wo  iMref 
Jdah.     Iwo  altars,  which  our  hrattMff 
Abel  made 
During  thine  absence,  whereapoa  to  offer 
A  sacrifice  to  God  on  thy  retorn. 
Cota.    And  how  knew  he,  that  I  waold 
be  so  ready 
With  the  burnt  offerings,  which  ha  daily 

brings 
With  a  meek  brow,  whose  base  Iramllity 
Shows  more  of  fear  than  worship,  as  a  bribe 
To  the  Creator? 
Jdah,    Surelv,  *tls  well  done. 
Coia.    One  altar  nmy  suffice  |  /  have  m 

offering. 
Jdah,  The  fruits  of  the  earth,  tho  early, 
beautiful 
Blossom  and  bud,  aad  bloom  af  flawsii, 

and  fruits; 
These  are  a  goodly  offering  to  the  Lord, 
Given  with  a  gentle  and  a  coatrile  splfiL 
Cota  I  have  toird,  aad  tillM,  aikl  tWMim 
in  the  sun 
According  to  the  curse: — most  I  ^aiifef 
For  what  should  I  be  gentle?  far  a  war 
With  all  the  elemenU  ere  they  will  yliM 
The  bread  we  eat?  For  what  mMl  I  bt 

grateful  ? 
For  being  dust,  aad  groveling  {■  the  dast, 
Till  I  return  to  dust?  If  I  am  ■oChfaig— 
For  nothing  shall  I  be  an  hypocrite, 
And  seem  well  pleased  with  pala?   For 

what  should  I 
Be  contrite?  for  my  flither's  sin,  aliaady 
Expiate  with  what  we  all  have  nadesgaas^ 
And  to  be  more  than  expiated  by 
The  ages  prophesied,  upoa  oar  aeedt 
Little  deems  our  young  bloomlay  ilespsr» 

there, 
The  germ  of  an  eternal  misery 
To  myriads  is  withia  him !  better  twcre 
1  snaUh*d  him  la  his  sleep,  aad  daahMhha 

'gainst 
The  rocks,  thaa  let  him  live  t»— 

Jdah.    Oh,  my  God! 
Touch  not  the  chUd— my  chiM !  tka  ddkll 
Oh  Cain! 
Cain,    Fear  not!  for  all  the  fCara,  aad 
all  the  power 
Which  sways  tileBl^  I  woald  aol  aacaslyea 

infant 
With  ruder  greeting  thaa  a  fother^  hki. 
Jdah.  Theo,  why  so  awful  ia  thy  epeeeh? 
Cain.    I  said, 
Twere  better  that  he  ceased  to  liva,lima  giia 
Life  to  so  mach  of  sorrow  as  ha  mosl 
EBdaie,aad,liarder  still,haqaeath  $  h«il  siasa 
That  sayiag  jars  voa,  let  us  aaly  say-- 
Twere  bettorthat  he  Bover  ~ 
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JdiA.    Oh,  do  not  wj  to!  Where  were 
then  the  joyt, 
The  mother^  joyt  of  watching,  noorithing. 
And  loving  him?  Soft!  lie  awakes.   Sweet 
Enoch !  [She  goet  to  the  child. 

Oh  Cain!  look  on  him;  tee  how  foil  of  life, 
Of  strength,  of  bloom,  of  beauty,  and  of  joy. 
How  like  to  me — how  like  to  thee,  when 

gentle. 
For  then  we  are  all  alike ;  is  *t  not  so,  Cain  t 
Mother,  and  fire,  and  son,  oar  features  are 
Keflected  in  each  other;  as  they  are 
In  the  clear  waters,  when  they  aregent/e,  and 
When  thou  art  gentle.  Love  ns,then,my  Cain! 
And  love  thyself  for  onr  sakes,  for  we  love 

thee. 
Look !  how  he  laoghs  and  stretches  oat  his 

arms. 
And  opens  wide  his  bloe  eje9  npon  thine. 
To  hail  his  father;  while  his  little  form 
Flatters  as  wins^d  with  joy.  Talk  not  of  pain! 
The  childless  chernbs  well  might  envy  thee 
The  pleasures  of  a  parent !  Bless  him,  Cain ! 
As  yet  he  hath  no  words  to  thank  thee,  but 
His  heart  will,  and  thine  own  too. 

Cotn.     Bless  thee,  boy ! 
If  that  a  mortal  blessing  may  avail  thee. 
To  save  thee  from  the  serpent's  curse ! 

jidmh.    It  shall. 
Sareiy  a  father's  bleising  may  aveft 
A  reptile's  subtlety. 

Cmin.    Of  that  I  doubt  t 
But  bless  him  ne'er  the  lest. 

Jdah,    Oar  brother  comet. 

Cairn.    Thy  brother  Abel. 

Enter  Amml. 

AM,    Welcome,  Cain!  My  brother, 
The  peace  of  God  be  on  thee! 
Cam.    Abel,  hail ! 

AM.    Our  sister  tells  me  that  thou  hast 
been  wandering. 
In  high  communion  wtth  a  spirit,  far 
Beyond  our  wonted  range.  Was  he  of  thoee 
We  have  seen  and  spoken  with,  like  to 
our  father  f 
Cain.    No. 

AM.    Why  then  commune  with  him?  he 
may  be 
A  foe  to  the  Most  High. 

Cbih.    And  friend  to  man. 
Has  tiie  Most  High  been  so  —  if  so  you 
term  him? 
>#6el.    Term  him!  your  words  are  strange 
to-day,  my  brother. 
My  sister  Adah  leave  us  fvr  a  while — 
We  mean  to  sacrifice. 

Adah,    Farewell,  my  Cain ; 
But  first  embrace  thy  son.  May  his  soft  spirit, 
And  Abel's  piont  ministry,  recall  thee 
To  peace  and  holiness ! 

[Exit  Adah,  with  h€r  ehUd. 
AM.    Where  hast  thou  been? 
Cain.    I  know  not 
AM.    li  or  what  thou  bast  teen  f 


Colli.    The  dead. 
The  immortal,  the  unbounded «  the  omni- 
potent. 
The  overpowering  mysteries  of  space — 
The  innumerable  worlds  that  were  and  are — 
A  whirlwind  of  such  overwhelming  things. 
Sans,  moons,  and  earths,  upon  their  loud- 
voiced  spheres 
Singing  in  thunder   round  me,    as  have 

made  me 
Unfit  for  mortal  converse :  leave  me,  AbeL 

AM.    Thine  eves  are  flariiing  with  un- 
natural licht — 
Thy  cheek  is  flush'd  with  unnatural  hue— 
Thy  words  are  fhiught  with  an  unnatural 

sound — 
What  may  this  mean? 

Com.    It  means — I  pray  thee,  leave  me. 

AbeL    Not  till  we  have  pray'd  and  sacri- 
ficed together. 

Cdifi.  Abel,  I  pray  thee,  sacrifice  alone- 
Jehovah  loves  thee  well. 

AM.    Both  well,  I  hope. 

Cain.    But  thee  the  better:  I  care  aol 
for  that ; 
Thou  art  fitter  for  his  worship  than  I  ami 
Revere  him ,  then  —  but  let  it  be  alone — 
At  least  without  me. 

AM.    Brother,  I  should  ill 
Deserve  the  name  of  our  great  father^sson. 
If  as  my  elder  I  revered  uee  not. 
And  in  the  worship  of  our  God  call'd  not 
On  thee  to  join  me,  and  precede  me  In 
Our  priesthood — ^tis  thy  place. 

Cmn.    But  I  have  ne'er 
Asserted  It 

^6ei.  The  more  my  grief ;  I  prav  thee 
To  do  so  now :  thy  soul  seems  labouiing  In 
Some  strong  delusion ;  it  will  calm  tfiee. 

Colli.    No; 
Nothing  can  calm  me  more.    Cahm!  say  If 

Never 
Knew  I  what  calm  was  In  the  soul,  although 
I  have  seen  the  elements  still'd.    My  Abel, 

leave  me ! 
Or  let  me  leave  thee  to  thy  pious  purpose. 

Abd.    Neither ;    we  must  perform  our 
task  together. 
Spurn  me  not. 

Com.    If  it  must  be  to— well,  then, 
What  shall  I  do? 

AbeL    Chooee  one  of  those  two  altars. 

Cam.    Choose  for  met  they  ta  ne  are 
so  much  turf 
And  stone. 

AM.    Choose  thou! 

Coin.    I  have  chosen. 

AM.    'TIS  the  highest. 
And  suits  thee,  as  the  elder.    Now  piepara 
Thine  offerings. 

Coin.    Where  are  thine? 

Abel.    Behold  them  here— 
The  firstlings  of  the  fiock,  and  ftit  theieaf— 
A  shepherd's  humble  offering. 

Gnft.    I  have  no  flockti 


GAIN. 


1  am  B  tiller  of  the  ground,  and  mast 
Yield  what  ityieldeth  to  my  toil -its  fhittx 

[He  gaiher$  fruits. 
Behold  them  in  their  rarionf  bloom  and 

ripenefs. 

\Tkey  dre$»  their  aUart^   and 

kindle  a  flame  upon  them, 

Abel.    My  brother,  as  the  elder,  offer  first 

Thy  prayer  and  thanksgiTing  with  sacrifice. 

Ckdn.    No— I  am  new  to  this;  lead  thou 

the  way, 
And  I  will  follow — as  I  may. 
Abel  {kneeling).    Oh  God  ! 
Who  made  ns,  and  who  breathed  tiie  breath 

of  life 
Within  our  nostrils  ,•  who  hath  blessed  ns, 
And  spared,  despite  our  father's  sin,  tomalce 
His  children  all  lost,as  they  might  hare  been. 
Had  not  thy  justice  been  so  tempered  with 
The  mercy  which  is  thy  delight,  as  to 
Accord  a  pardon  like  a  Paradise, 
Compared  with  our  great  crimes:  — Sole 

Lord  of  light  f 
Of  good,  and  glory,  and  eternity ; 
WiUiout  whom  all  were  eTil,and  with  whom 
Biothing  can  err ,  except  to  some  good  end 
Of  thine  omnipotent  benevolence — 
Inscrutable,  but  still  to  be  fulfilFd— 
Accept    from    out    thy    humble    first    of 

shepherd^s 
First  of  the  first-bom  flocks— an  offering. 
In  itself  nothing  -  as  what  offering  can  be 
Aught  unto  thee?— but  yet  accept  it  for 
The  thanksgiying  of  him  who  spreads  it  in 
The  face  of  thy  high  heaTen,bowing  his  own 
Eren  to  the  dust,  of  which  he  is,  in  honour 
Of  thee,  and  of  thy  name,  for  evermore! 

Cain  (standing  erect  during  this  speech). 
Spirit!  whateVr  or  whosoe'er  thou  art, 
Oumipotent,  it  may  be — and,  if  good. 
Shown  in  the  exemption  of  thy  deeds  from 

CTil; 
JehoTah  upon  earth!  and  God  in  heayen! 
And  it  may  be  with  other  names,  because 
Thine  attributes  seem  many,  as  thy  works:— 
If  thou  must  be  propitiated  with  prayers. 
Take  them !  If  thou  must  be  induced  with 

altars, 
And  soften'd  with  a  sacrifice,  receiye  them ! 
Two  beings  here  erect  them  unto  thee. 
If  thou  loy'st  blood,  the  shepherd's  shrine, 

which  smokes 
On  my  right  hand,hath  shed  it  for  thy  service 
In  the  first  of  his  flock,  whose  limbs  now  reek 
In  sanguinary  incense  to  thy  skies ; 
Or  if  the  sweet  and  blooming  fruits  of  earth. 
And  milder  seasons,  which  the  unstainM  turf 
I  spread  them  on  now  offers  in  the  face 
Of  the  broad  sun  which  ripenM  them,  may 

seem 
Good  to  thee,  inasmuch  as  they  hare  not 
Suffered  in  limb  or  life,  and  rather  form 
A  sample  of  thy  works,  than  supplication 
To  look  on  ours !  If  a  shrine  without  victim, 
And  altar  without  gore,  may  win  thy  faTOiir, 


Look  OB  it!  and  for  him  who  dreiteth  h, 
He  is — such  as  thou  mad'st  him ;  and  seeks 

nothing 
Which  must  be  won  by  kneeling:  if  he^ievil. 
Strike  him  !    thou   art  omnipoteat,    and 

mayst,— 
For  what  can  he  oppose?  If  he  be  good, 
Strike  him,or  spare  him,  as  thou  wilt  I 

since  all 
Rests  upon  thee ;  and  good  and  evil  seem 
To  have  no  power  themselves,  save  in  thy 

will ; 
And  whether  that  be  good  or  ill  I  know  not, 
Not  being  omnipotent,  nor  fit  to  judge 
Omnipotence,  but  merely  to  endure 
Its  mandate ;  which  thus  far  I  have  endured. 
The  fire  upon  the  altar  of  Absl  kindles 
into  a  column  of  the  brightest  flame, 
and  ascends  to  heaven  ;  while  a  whiri- 
tpind  throws  down  the  altar  of  CatOy 
and  scatters  the  fruits  abroad  upon 
the  earth, 
Abel    (kneeling).    Oh,   brother  ,   prqr! 

Jehovah  's  wroth  with  thee ! 
Cain.     Why  so  ? 

Abel.  Thy  fruits  are  scattered  on  the  eartlt 
Cain.    From  earth  they  came,   to  earth 
let  them  return ; 
Their  seed  will  bear  fresh  fruit  there  ers 

the  sununer : 
Thy  burnt  flesh-iiff'ring  prospers  better ;  lee 
How  heaven  licks  up  the  flames,  when 
thick  with  blood! 
Abel.    Think  not  upon  my  oflVingt*  ac- 
ceptance. 
But  make  another  of  thine  own  before 
It  is  too  late. 

Gam.    I  will  build  no  more  altan, 
Nor  suffer  any. — 
Abel  (rising).  Cain!  what  meanest  thou? 
Cotn.    To  cast  down  yon  vile  flattYer  of 
the  clouds. 
The  smoky  harbinger  of  thy  dull  prayenn- 
Thine  altar, with  its  blood  of  lambs  and  kids, 
Which  fed  on  milk,  to  be  destroyed  in  blood. 
Abel  (opposing  him).   Thou  shaltnot:  — 
add  not  impious  works  to  impions 
Words!let  that  altar  stand—'tis  hallow'daow 
By  the  immortal  pleasure  of  Jehurah, 
In  his  acceptance  of  the  victims. 

Cain.    His! 
His  pleasure !  what  was  his  high  pleasure ia 
The  fumes  of  scorching  flesh  and  smoking 

blood. 
To  the  pain  of  the  bleating  mothera ,  which 
Still  yearn  for  their  dead  offspring?  or  the 

pangs 
Of  the  sad  ignorant  victims  undenieaih 
Thy  pious  knife  ?  Give  way  I  this  bloody 

record 
Shall  not  stand  in  the  sua,  to  sliUme  creation! 
Abel.    Brother,  give  hack!  thou  shali 
not  touch  my  altar 
With  violence:  if  that  thou  wilt  adapt  it. 
To  try  aaother  Huarilea,  *lif  thfaw. 
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Cain,  Another  ncrifice !  Gire  way,  or  elte 
That  sacrifice  maj  be—^ 
Jbel,    What  meanest  thonf 
Cotfi.    GiTe- 
Gire  way!  thy  God  loTet  blood! —  then 

look  to  it: — 
Giro  way,  ere  he  hath  more  / 

Jbel.    In  hig  great  name, 
I  stand  between  thee  and  the  shrine  which 

hath 
Had  his  acceptance. 

Cain,    If  thou  loVst  thyself. 
Stand  back  till  I  have  strew'd  this  turf  along 
Its  native  soil : — else — 

j4hel  (opposing  kirn).  I  lore  God  for  more 
Than  life. 

Cstn.  (striking  him  on  the  temples,  with 
a  brandy  which  he  enatehes  from  the 
d/tar.) 
Then  take  thy  life  nnto  thy  God, 
Since  he  loves  lives. 

jibel  (faUs).    What  hast  tiion  done,  my 

brother? 
Cstn.     Brother! 

jiheh  Ohf  God  I  receive  thy  servant,  and 
Forgive  his  slayer ,  for  he  knew  not  what 
He  did.  •  Cain,  give  me — give  me  thy  hand; 

and  tell 
Poor  Zillah— 

Cain  (after  a  moments  stupefaction). 
My  hand!  ^tis  all  red,  and  with — what? 

[A  long  pause, — Looking  sIowdIv  round. 
Where  am  I  ?  alone !  Whereas  Abel  f  where 
Cain  ?  Can  it  be  that  I  am  he  ?  My  brother. 
Awake !  —  why  liest  thou  so  on  the  green 

earth  ff 
'TIS  not  the  hour  of  slumber :—  why  so  pale  ? 
What  hast  thou! -thou  wert  full  of  life 

this  mom ! 
Abel!  I  pray  thee,  mock  me  not!  I  smote 
Too  fiercely,  but  not  fataliy.     Ah,  why 
Wonldst  thou  oppose  me  ?  This  is  mockery; 
And  only  done  to  daunt  me :— 'twas  a  blow— 
And  but  a  blow.  Stir — stir — nay,  only  stir ! 
Why,   so^that's  well !— thou  breath^st ! 

breathe  upon  me ! 
Oh,  God!  Oh,  God! 

jibel  (very  faintly).  What's  he  who  speaks 

of  God  ? 
Cain,    Thy  murderer. 
Abel,  Then  may  God  forgive  him !  Cain, 
Comfort  poor  Zillah :  —  she  has  but  one 

brother 
Now.  [Abel  dies, 

Cain,    And  I  none!  —  Who  makes  me 
brother  less? 
His  eyes  are  open !  then  he  is  not  dead ! 
Death  is  like  sleep ;  and  sleep  shuts  down 

our  lids. 
His   lips,   too,    are  apart;    why  then  he 

breathes ! 
And   yet  I   feel  it  not. — His   heart!  —  his 

heart ! 
Let  me  see,  doth  it  beat?— methinks-No!— ao! 
This  is  a  vision,  else  I  am  become 


The  native  of  another  and  worse  world. 
The  earth  swims  round  me : — ^what  is  this? ^ 

'tis  wet ; 

[Puts  his  hand  to  his  hrowt  and  them 
looks  at  ii. 
And  yet  there  are  no  dews !  *Tii  blood — my 

blood— 
My  brother's  and  my  own;  and  shed  by  me! 
Then  what  have  I  further  to  do  with  life. 
Since  I  have  taken  life  ftrom  my  own  flesh? 
Bui  he  can  not  be  dead! — Is  silence  death? 
Xo;  he  will  wake:  then  let  me  watch  by  him. 
Life  cannot  be  so  slight,  as  to  be  quench'd 
Thus  quickly  !~he  hath  spoken  to  me  ^incc 
What  shall  I  say  to  bun?  -  My  brother!  -  N(^ 
He  will  not  answer  to  that  name;   for 

brethren 
Smi  te  not  each  other.  Yet— yet-speak  to  me. 
Oh !  for  a  word  more  of  that  g^tle  voice, 
That  I  may  bear  to  hear  my  own  again  I 

Enter  Zilliui 

ZiUak,  I  heard  a  heavy  sound :  what  can 

it  be  ? 
'TIS  Cain ;  and  watching  by  my  husband. 

What 
Dost  thou  there,  brother?  Doth  he  sleep? 

Oh!  heaven! 
What  means  this  paleness,  and  yon  stream? 

—No!  no! 
It  is  not  blood;  for  who  would  shed  his  blood? 
Abel!  what*s  this?— who  hath  done  thu? 

He  moves  not ; 
He  breathes  not:  and  his  hands  drop  down 

from  mine 
With  stony  lifelessness !  Ah !  cruel  Cain ! 
Why  cam'st  thou  not  in  time  to  save  him 

fk^m    * 
This  violence?  Whatever  hath  assail'd  him. 
Thou  wert  the  stronger,  and  shouldst  have 

stepp'd  in 
Between  him  and   aggression!    Father! — 

Eve  !- 
Adah !— come  hither !  Death  is  in  the  world ! 
[Exit  Zillah,  calling  on  her  parents, 
Cain  (sidus).  And  who  hath  brought  him 

there? — I— who  abhor 
The  name  of  Death  so  deeply,  that  the 

thought 
Empoison'd  all  my  life,  before  I  knew 
His  aspect— I  have  led  him  here,  and  given 
My  brother  to  his  cold  and  still  embrace, 
As  if  he  would  not  have  asserted  his 
Inexorable  claim  without  my  aid. 
I  am  awake  at  last — a  dreary  dream 
Had  madden'd  me; — but  he   shall   ne^er 

awake! 

Enter  Adah,  Evn,  Adah,  and  Zillah. 

Adam,  A  voice  of  woe  from  Zillah  bring! 

me  here.— 
What  do  I  see?— Tis  tme!-My  son!— 

my  son! 
Woman,  behold  the  serpents  work,  and 

thine!  [To  Eve, 


CAIN. 


Eve,    Ob !  •peak  not  of  It  mom  •   the 
•erpent^f  fangf 
Are  in  idy  heart.    My  be«t  belored,  Abel ! 
JehoTah!  this  if  pnnifiiment  bejond 
A  nother*f  sin,  to  take  kim  from  me! 

Adam,    Who, 
Or  what  hath  done  thif  deed? — fpeak,  Cain, 

fince  then 
Wert  presents  was  it  some  more  hostile  angel, 
Who  walks  not  with  JehoTah  t  or  tonie  wild 
Bmte  of  the  forest? 

Eve.    Ah !  a  livid  light 
Breaks  through  as  ftrom  a  thnnder-clond! 

jon  brand. 
Massy  and  bloody!  inateh*d  from  off  the 

altar. 
And  black  with  smoke,  and  red  with — 
Adorn,    Speak,  mj  Son! 

9 peak,  and  assure  us,  wretched  as  we  are, 
liat  we  are  not  more  miserable  still. 

Adah.  Speak,Cain !  and  say  it  was  not  thou! 

Eve.    It  was. 
I  see  it  now — he  hangs  his  guilty  head. 
And  coTors  his  ferocious  eye  with  hands 
Incarnadine. 

Adah.  Mother,  thou  dost  him  wrong — 
Cain !  clear  thee  from  this  horrible  accuMl, 
Which  grief  wrings  from  our  parent 

Eve.     Hear,  Jehorah! 
Blay  the  eternal  serpent's  curse  be  on  him! 
For  he  was  fitter  for  his  seed  than  oart. 
May  all  his  days  be  desolate!  May — 

Adah.     Hold! 
Curse  him  not,  mother,  for  he  is  thy  too— 
Curse  him  not,  mother,  for  he  is  my  brother, 
And  my  betrothed. 

Eve.    He  hath  left  thee  no  brother— 
Zillah  no  husband -me  no  ton/^for  thus 
I  curse  him  from  my  sight  for  OTermore! 
All  bonds  I  break  between  us,  as  he  broke 
That  of  his  nature,inyon — Oh  death !  death ! 
Why  didst  thou  not  take  me,  who  first  in- 

curr*d  thee? 
Why  dost  thou  not  so  nowf 

Adam.    Etc  !  let  not  this. 
Thy  natural  grief,  lead  to  impiety ! 
A  heayy  doom  was  long  forespoken  to  as ; 
And  now  that  it  begins,  let  it  i»e  borne 
In  such  sort  as  may  show  our  God,  that  we 
Are  faithful  servants  to  his  holy  will. 

Eve  (^pointing  to  Gain).    Hie  wiUH  the 
will  of  yon  incarnate  spirit 
Of  death,whom  I  haTO  brought  upon  the  earth 
To  strew  it  with  the  dead.  May  all  the  curses 
Of  life  be  on  him !  and  his  agonies 
Drive  him  forth  o'er  the  wilderness ,  like  us 
From  Eden,  till  his  children  do  by  him 
As  he  did  by  his  brother!  May  the  swords 
And  wings  of  fiery  cherubim  pursue  htm 
By  day  and  night — tnakes  spring  up  in  his 

path — 
Earth*s  fknits  be  ashes  in  his  mouth  —  the 

leaves 
On  which  he  lays  hit  head  to  sleep  be 
•trew'd 


With  •eorpioBs !  May  his  draMW  he  ef  hb 

victim ! 
His  waking  a  continual  dread  of  death! 
May  the  clear  rivers  torn  to  blood  as  he 
Stoops  down  to  stain  them  with  hie  lagiag 

lip! 
May  every  element  shun  or  change  la  himl 
May  he  live  in  the  pangs  which  oChers  dis 

with! 
.4nd  death  itself  wax  something  wane  fkam 

death 
To  him  who  first  acquainted  him  with  mtal 
Hence,  fratricide !  Iienceforth  that  word  ii 

Cain, 
Through  all  thecoming  myriads  of  auuikind. 
Who  shall  abhor  thee ,  though  thou  werf 

their  sire! 
May  the  grass  wither  from  thy  feet!  the 

woods 
Deny  thee  shelter!  earth  a  home!  the  dusi 
A  grave!  the  sun  his  light!   and  heaven 
her  God!  [Exit  Eve. 

Adam.    Cain  !  get  thee  forth :   we  dwell 
no  more  together. 
Depart!  and  leave  the  dead  to  me —I  am 
Henceforth  alone^we  never  mast  meet  more. 
Adah.    Oh,  part  not  with  him  thus,  mf 
father:  do  not 
Add  thy  deep  curse  to  Eve*s  npon  his  hcadl! 
Adam.    I  curse  him  not  i  his  spirit  be  his 
curse. 
Come,  Zillah ! 
%SUah.    I  must  watch  my  husband's  cocm. 
Adam.    We  will  return  agaia,  whea  lie  ii 
gone 
Who  hath  provided  for  us  this  dread  officei 
Come,  Zillah ! 

Zillah.    Yet  one  kiss  on  yon  pale  clay. 
And  those  lips  once  so  warm — my  heart! 
my  heart! 
[I?xeimt  Adam  and  Zillak  waefimg. 
Adah.    Cain !  thou  hast  heard,  we 
go  forth.    I  am  ready. 
So  shallour  children  be.  Iwillbeai 
And  yOn  hb  sister.    Ere  the  sua  deeliam 
Let  us  depart,  nor  walk  the  wildemem 
Under  the  cloud  of  night— Nay,  speak  leaw» 
To  ate^  thine  oum. 
Cain.    Leave  me! 
Adah.    Why,  all  have  left  thee. 
Gtn'n.     And  wherefore  lingereel   theaf 
Dost  thou  not  fear 
To  dwell  with  one  who  hath  done  this! 

Adah.    I  fear 
Nothing  except-  to  leave  thee,  ma^  as  I 
Shrink  from  the  deed  which  learee  thee 

brotherless. 
I  must  not  speak  of  this— it  is  betweea  that 
And  the  great  Qad. 

A  f'oiee  from  withim  ejrelaimt, 
Cain !  Cain ! 
Adah !    Hearst  thou  that  veice  f 
The  Veiee  withim. 
Gain !  Cain ! 
Adah*    It  iaaadeth  like  n  aagel't  loae. 
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Bnter  tke  Angel  of  the  Lord, 
Where  is  thy  brother  Abel  ? 

Cain,    Am  I  then 
Mj  brother^s  keeper? 

Angel.    Cain  1  what  haft  thou  done? 
The  voice  of  thy  slain  brother's  blood  cries 

out, 
Eren  from  the  ground,  nnto  the  Lord! — 

Now  art  thoii 
Corsed  from  the  earth ,  which  open'd  late 

her  month 
To  drink  thy  brother^  blood  from  thy  rash 

hand. 
Henceforth ,     when    then   shalt    till    the 

gronnd,  it  shall  not 

Yield  thee  her  strength ;  a  f ugitiYO  shalt  thou 

Be  from  this  day,  and  vagabond  on  earth ! 

Adtdk.    This  pnnishment  is  more  than  he 

can  bear. 

Behold,  thon  drivest  him  from  the  face  of 

earth. 
And  from  the  face  of  God  shall  he  be  hid. 
A  fugitive  nnd  vagabond  on  earth, 
*Twill  come  to  pass,  that  who  so  findi^h  him 
Shall  slay  him. 

Coin.  Would  theyconld  !  but  who  are  they 
Shall  slay  me?  where  are  these  on  the  lone 

earth 
As  yet  onpeopled  ? 

Angel.    Thou  hast  slain  thy  brother. 
And  who  shall  warrant  thee  against  thy  son? 
Adah.  Angel  of  Light !  be  merciful,nor  say 
That  this  poor  aching  breast  now  nourishes 
A  murderer  in  ray  boy,  and  of  his  father. 
Angel.    Then  he  would  but  be  what  his 
father  is. 
Did  not  the  milk  of  Eve  give  nutriment 
To  him  tbou  now  seest  so  besmeared  with 

blood? 
The  fratricide  might  well  engender  parri- 
cides.— 
But  it  shall  not  be  so  — the  Lord  thy  God 
And  mine  commandeth  me  to  set  his  seal 
On  Cain,  so  that  he  may  go  forth  in  safety. 
Who  slayeth  Cain ,  a  sevenfold  vengeance 

shall 
Be  taken  on  his  head.    Come  hidier! 

Cain.     What 
Wouldst  thou  with  me? 

Angel.    To  mark  upon  thy  brow 
Exemption  from  such  deeds  as  thou  hast  done. 
Cain.    No,  let  me  die ! 
Angel.    It  must  not  be. 

[The  Angel  seta  the  mark  on  Cain* 9  hmw. 
Cain.     It  bums 
My  brow,   but  nought  to  that  which  !• 

within  it. 
Is  there  more  ?  let  me  meet  it  as  I  may. 
Angel.    Stem  hast  thou  been  and  stab- 
bom  from  the  womb, 
As  the  ground  thon  most  henceforth  till ; 

but  he 
Thou  slew'st  was  gentle  as  the  flocks  he 
tended. 
Cam.  Afterthe  fall  loo  soon  was  Ibegotleo; 


Ere  yet  my  mother*^  mind  subsided  from 
The  serpent,  and  my  sire  still  monra'd  for 

Eden. 
That  which  I  am,  I  am ;  I  did  not  seek 
For  life,  nor  did  Imakemyvelf ;  but  could  I 
With  my  own  death  redeem  him  from  the 

dust- 
And  why  not  so?  let  him  return  to  day, 
And  I  lie  ghastly  I  so  shall  be  restored 
By  God  the  life  to  him  he  loved  t  and  taken 
From  me  a  being  I  ne'er  loved  to  bear. 
Angd.    Who  shall  heal  murder?  what 

is  done  is  done. 
Go  forth  !  fulfil  thy  days!  and  be  thy  deeds 
Unlike  the  last!        [The  Angel  disappeared 

Adah.    He's  gone,  let  us  go  forth ; 
I  hear  our  little  Enoch  cry  within 
Onr  bower. 
Cain.    Ah !  little  knows  he  what  he  weeps 

for! 
And  I  who  have  shed  blood  cannot  shed  tears! 
But  the  four  rivers  would  not  cleanse  my 

sonl. 
Thinkst  thou  my  boy  will  bear  to  look  on 

me? 
Adah.    If  I  thought  that  he  would  not, 

I  would— 
Cain  (interrupting  her\    No, 
No  more  of  threats  i  we  have  had  too  many 

of  them: 
Go  to  OUT  ehildren ;  I  will  follow  thee. 
Adah.    I  will  not  leave  thee  lonely  with 

the  dead  ; 
Let  us  depart  together. 

Coin.    Oh!  thou  dead 
And  everlasting  witness !  whose  nnsf nking 
Blood  darkens  earth  and  heaven !  what  thon 

ftoio  art, 
I  know  not !  but  if  thou  seest  what  /  am, 
I  think  thou  wilt  forgive  him,  whom  his  God 
Can  ne'er  forgive,  nor  his  own  soul.— 

Farewell ! 
I  must  not ,   dare  not  touch  what  I  have 

made  thee. 
I,  who  sprung  from  the  same  womb  with 

Uiee,  drain'd 
The  same  breast,clasp'd  thee  often  to  my  own. 
In  fondness  brotherly  and  boyish,  I 
Can  never  meet  thee  more,  nor  even  dare 
To  do  that  for  thee ,  which  thon  shouldst 

have  done 
For  me— compose  thy  limbs  into'  their 

grave — 
The  first  grave  yet  dng  for  mortality. 
But  who  hath  dng  that  grave?  Oh,  earfli! 

Oh,  earth ! 
For  all  the  fraits  thou  hast  rendered  to  me,  I 

Give  thee  back  this Now  for  the  wilderness. 

[Adah  itoope  down  and  kieeee  the  body 
of  Abel. 
Adah.    A  dreary,   and  an  early  doom, 

my  brother. 
Has  been  thy  lot !   Of  all  who  mourn  for 

thee, 
I  alone  must  not  weep.    My  office  Is 
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HoncefoHii  to  dry  up  tears,  and  not  to  died 

them; 
But  yet,  of  all  who  moam,  noae  mourn 

like  me,  ^ 

Not  only  for  thyself,  but  him  who  slew  thee. 
Now,Cain!  I  will  diTide  thy  burden  with  thee. 
Cain.    Eastward  from  Eden  will  we  take 

our  way; 
^is  the  most  desolate,  and  suits  my  steps. 
Adah,    Lead !   thou  shalt  be  my  guide, 

and  may  our  God 
Be  thine!  Now  let  us  carry  forth  our  children. 


Cain.    And  he  who  lieth  there  WM  child- 
less.   I 
Haye   dried   the  fountain    of  tiie  gentle 

race. 
Which  might  have  graced  hit  recent  mar- 
riage-couch. 
And  might  hare  temperM  this  item  blood 

of  mine. 
Uniting  with  our  children  AbeFe  ofispring! 
O  Abel ! 

j4dah.    Peace  be  with  him ! 

Cain.    But  with  mc!--  [Exemni. 
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A     MYSTERY. 


"Aad  it  came  to  pan  ....  that  (ke  sons  of  God  saw  the 
ilaughters  of  men  that  they  were  fair ;  and  they  took  them 
wiveH  of  all  which  they  chone." — Gen.  \1.  1.  t, 

**And  woman  walling  for  her  demon-lover." 

COLRRinCE. 


DRAMATIS 

PERSON^E. 

ANGETiS. 

Samiasa. 

ASAZIBL. 

Raphabi,  the  Archange}. 

WOMEN. 

Amab. 

Aholibamah. 

MEN. 

Noah,  and  hit  Sana. 
Ibad. 

Chorus  of  Spirits  of  the  Earth. 

of  Mortals. 

— Chonu 


SCENE  I.  —  A    woody    and  mountainous 

district  near  Mount  Ararat.—Tmm  — 

midnight. 

Enter  Aivah  and  Ahoubamar. 

Anah.    Our  father  sleeps :  it  is  the  hour 
when  they 
Who  loTo  us  are  accustomM  to  descend 
Through  the  deep  clouds  o*er  rocky  Ararat:. 
How  my  heart  heats ! 

Aholioamah,    Let  us  proceed  upon 
Our  inTocation. 

Anah.    But  the  stars  are  hidden. 
I  tremhle. 

Ahol.    So  do  I,  hut  not  with  fear 
Of  aught  save  their  delay. 

Anah.    My  sister,  though 
I  loTe  Azaziel  more  than —  oh,  too  much! 
What  was  I  going  to  say?  my  heart  grows 
impious. 

Ahol.    And  where  is  the  impiety  of  loving 
Celestial  natures  ? 


Anah.    But,  Aholibamah, 
I  love  our  God  less  since  his  angel  loTedae: 
This  cannot  be  of  good ;   and  though  I 

know  not 
That  I  do  wrong,  I  feel  a  thousand  fears 
Which  are  not  ominous  of  right. 

Ahol.     Then  wed  thee 
Unto  some  son  of  clay,  and  toil  aad  spin! 
There's  Japhet  loves  thee  well,  hath  loved 

thee  long ; 
Marry,  and  bring  forth  dust ! 
AntUt.    1  should  have  loved 
Azaziel  not  less  were  he  mortal ;  yet 
I  am  glad  ho  is  not.    I  can  not  outlive 

him. 
And  when  I  think  that  his  immortal  wings 
Will  one  day  hover  o^er  the  sepulchre 
Of  the  poor  child  of  clay  which  to  adored 

him. 
As  he  adores  the  Highest,  death  becoHMS 
Less  terrible;  hot  yet  I  pity  him; 
Hit  grief  will  be  of  agas,  mr  at  least 
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^    Mine  would  be  rach  for  him,  were  I  the 

Seraph, 
i     Aod  he  the  perishable. 
j4hol.     Rather  8ay, 
Iliat  he   will  single  forth    some    other 

daughter 
Of  Earth,and  love  her  as  he  once  lored  Anah. 
j4nah.    And  if  it  should  be  so ,  and  she 
so  loved  him. 
Better  thus  than  that  he  should  weep  forme. 
AhoL   If  I  thought  thus  of  Samiasa's  love, 
gJ    All  seraph  as  he  is,  Vd  spurn  him  from  me. 
But  to  our  invocation!  Tis  the  hour. 
Anah,    Seraph ! 

From  thy  sphere ! 
Whatever  star  contain  thy  glory! 
In  the  eternal  depths  of  Heaven 
Albeit  thou  watchest  with  ^^the  seven,^ 
Though  through  space  infinite  and  hoary 
Before  thy  bright  wings  worlds  be  driven, 
Yet  hear! 
Oh !  think  of  her  who  holds  thee  dear ! 

And  though  she  nothing  is  to  tliee, 
Yvt  think  that  thou  art  all  to  her. 
Thou  canst  not  tell, — and  never  bo 
Such  pangs  decreed  to  aught  save  me,— 
The  bitterness  of  tears. 
Eternity  is  in  thine  years, 
Unborn,  undying  beauty  in  thine  eyes; 
With  me  thou  canst  not  sympathize. 
Except  in  love,  and  there  thou  must 
Acknowledge  that  more  loving  dust 
NVer  wept  beneath  the  skies.  , 

Thou  walkst  thy  many  worlds,  thou  seest 

The  face  of  hnu  who  made  thee  great, 
As  He  hath  made  me  of  the  least 
Of  those  cast  out  from  Eden^s  gate : 
Yet,  Seraph  dear! 
Ohear! 
For  tliou  hast  loved  me,  and  I  would 
not  die 
Until  I   know  what   I  must  die   in 
knowing, 
That  thou  forgets  in  thine  eternity 
Her  whose  heart  death  could  not  keep 
from  oVrflowing 
For  thee,  immortal  essence  as  thou  art ! 
Great  is  their  love  who  love  in  sin  and 

fear; 
And  fuch  I  feel  are  waging  in  my  heart 
A  war  unworthy :  to  an  Adamite 
Fof^give,  my  Seraph!   that  such  thoughts 
appear. 

For  sorrow  is  our  element; 
Delight 
An  Eden  kept  afar  from  sight. 

Though  sometimes  with  our  vbions 
blent. 

The  hour  is  near 
Which  tells  me  we  are  not  abandoned  quite.— 
Appear!  Appear! 
Seraph! 
My  own  Azaziel !  be  but  here. 
And  leave  the  stars  to  their  own  light. 
JM.    SamisM! 


Wheresoever 
Thou  rulest  in  the  upper  air— 
Or  warring  with  the  spirits  who  may  dare 
Dispute  with  Him, 
Who  made  all  empires,  empire;  or  recalling. 
Some  wandering  star  which  shoots  through 
the  abyss. 
Whose  tenants  dying,  while  their  world 

is  falling. 

Share  the  dim  destiny  of  clay  in  this; 

Or  joining  with  the  inferior  cherubim, 

llion  deignest  to  partake  their  hynui^ 

Samiasa! 

I  call  thee ,  I  await  thee,  and  I  love  thee. 

Many  worship  thee,  that  will  I  not : 
If  that  thy  spirit  down  to  mine  may  move 
thee. 
Descend  and  share  my  lot  I 
Though  I  be  formM  of  clay. 

And  thou  of  beams 
More  bright  than  those  of  day 
On  Eden^s  streams, 
lliine  immortality  can  not  repay 

With  love  more  warm  than  mine 
My  love.     There  is  a  ray 
In  me,which,though  forbidden  yet  toshine, 
I  feel  was  lighted  at  thy  God^s  and  tliine. 
It  may  be  hidden  long:  death  and  decay 
Our  mother  Eve  bequeath' d  us — ^but  my 
heart 
Defies  it:  though  this  life  must  pass  away, 
Is  that  a  cause  for  thee  and  me  to  part? 
Thou  art  immortal — so  am  I :  I  feel— 

I  feel  my  immortality  o'ersweep 
All  pains^all  tears,all  time,all  fears,and  peal, 

Like  the  eternal  thunders  of  the  deep. 
Into  my  ears  this  truth  —  "thou  livest  for 
ever ! " 

But  if  it  be  in  joy 
I  know  not,  nor  would  know; 
Hint  secret  rests  with  the  Almighty  giver 
Who  folds  in  clouds  the  fonts  of  bliit 
and  woe. 
But  thee  and  me  He  never  can  destroy; 
Change  us  He  may,  but  not  o'erwhelm ; 

we  are 
Of  as  eternal  essence,  and  must  war 
With  Him  if  lie  will  war  with  us :  with 
thee 
I  can  share  all  things,  even  immortal 
sorrow ; 
For  Uiou  hast   ventured  to  share   life 

with  me. 
And  shall  I  shrink  from  thine  eternity? 
No!   though  the  serpent's  sting  should 

pierce  me  thorough. 
And  thou  thyself  wert  lilte  the  serpent,coil 
Around  me  still!  and  I  will  smile 
And  curse  thee  not ;  but  hold 
Thee  in  as  warm  a  fold 
As— but  descend;  and  prove 
A  mortal's  love 
For  an  immortal.    If  the  skies  contain 
More  joy  than  thou  oanti  giro  and  lakc^ 
remain! 
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Jnah,  Sister !  sifter !  I  view  them  winging 
Tlieir  bright  way  through  the  parted  night. 

Ahol.    The  clouds  from  off  their  pinions 
flinging 
As  though  they  bore  to-morrow's  light. 

Anah,    But  if  our  Father  see  the  sight! 

Ahol.  He  would  but  deem  it  was  the  moon 
Rising  unto  some  sorcerer^s  tune 
An  hour  too  soon. 

Anah,    'Fhey  come !  he  comes !~  Aiaxiel! 

Ahol,    Haste 
To  meet  them !  Oh !  for  wings  to  bear 
My  spirit,  while  they  hover  there* 
To  Samiasa*s  breast! 

Anah,  Lo !  they  hare  kindled  all  the  west, 

Like  a  returning  sunset;— lo! 
On  Ararafs  late  secret  crest 

A  mild  and  many-coloured  bow, 
The  remnant  of  their  flashing  path. 
Now  shines !  and  now,  behold  !  it  hath 
Retunrd  to  nieht,  as  rippling  foam. 

Which  the  Leviathan  hath  lashM 
From  his  unfathomable  home. 
When  sporting  on  the  face  of  the  calm  deep. 

Subsides  soon  after  he  again  hath  dashed 
Down,  down,  to  where  the  ocean's  fountains 
sleep. 

Ahol,  They  have  touched  earth !  Samiasa! 

Anah,    My  Axasiell  [Kxeunt, 

SCENE  n, — Enter  Iead  and  Japhet. 

had.    Despond  not:  wherefore  wilt  thou 
wander  thus 
To  add  thy  silence  to  the  silent  night. 
And  lift  thy  tearful  eye  unto  the  stars  f 
They  cannot  aid  thee. 

Japhet.    But  they  soothe  me— now 
Perhaps  she  looks  upon  them  as  I  look. 
Methinks  a  being  that  is  beautiful 
Becometh  more  so  as  it  looks  on  beauty. 
The  eternal  beauty  of  undying  tilings. 
Oh,  Anah! 

Irad,    But  she  lores  thee  not. 

Japhet,    Alas ! 

had.    And  proud  Aholibamah  spurns  me 
also. 

Japhet,    I  feel  for  thee  too. 

had.    Let  her  keep  her  pride. 
Mine  hath  enabled  me  to  bear  her  scorn; 
It  may  be,  time  too  will  avenge  it. 

Japhet,    Canst  thou 
Find  joy  in  such  a  thought? 

had.    Nor  joy,  nor  sorrow. 
I  loved  her  well ;  I  would  have  loved  her 

better. 
Had  love  been   met  with  love:  as  'tis,  I 

leave  her 
To  brighter  destinies,  if  so  she  deems  them. 

Japhet.    What  destinies  ? 

had.    I  have  some  cause  to  think 
She  loves  another. 

Japhet.    Anah ! 

had.    No ;  her  sister. 

Japhet.    What  other? 


had.    That  I  know  not ;  Imt  her  air. 
If  not  her  wordSftells  me  she  loves  another. 
Japhet.    Ay,  but  not  Anah :  she  but  loves 

her  God. 
Irad.    Whatever  she  loveth,  so  ahc  loves 
thee  not. 
What  can  it  profit  thee  ? 

Japhet.    True,  nothing;  hut 
I  love. 
had.    And  so  did  L 
Japhet,    And  now  thou  lov'st  not. 
Or  thinkst  thou  lov'st  not,  art  thou  happlerf 
had.    Yes. 
Japhet,     I  pity  thee. 
had.    Me!  wliy? 
Japhet.    For  being  happy. 
Deprived  of  that  which  makes  my  misery. 
Irad.    1  take  thy  taunt  as  part  of  thy 
distemper. 
And  would  not  feel  as  thou  dost,  for  more 

shekels 
Than  all  tuir  father^s  herds  would  bring  if 

weighed 
Against  the  metal  of  the  sons  of  Cain— 
I'he  yellow  dust  they  try  to  barter  with  ns. 
As  if  such  useless  and  discoloured  trash. 
The  refuse  of  tfie  earth,  could  be  received 
For  milk,  and  wool,  and  flesh,  and  fmiti, 

and  nil 
Our  flocks   and    wildemecs  afford. —  Gs, 

Japhet, 
Sigh  to  the  stars  as  wol  ves  howl  to  the  moMU 
I  must  back  to  my  rest. 

Japhet,    And  so  would  I 
If  I  could  rest 
Irad.    Thou  wilt  not  to  our  tents  tbes? 
Japhet.  \o,Irad ;  I  will  to  the  cavem,whose 
Mouth  they  say   opens  from  the  intemtl 

world 
To  let  the  inner  spirits  of  the  earth 
Forth  when  they  walk  its  surface. 

had.     Wherefore  so? 
What  wouldst  thou  there? 

Japhet,    Soothe  further  my  tufl  spirit 
With  gloom  as  sad :  it  is  a  hopeless  spot, 
And  I  am  hopeless. 

Irad,    But  'tis  dangerous ; 
Strange  sounds  and  sights  have  peopled  it 

with  terrors. 
I  must  go  with  thee. 

Japhet.    Irad,  no ;  believe  me 
I  feel  no  evil  thought,  and  fear  no  evil. 
Irad.    But  evil  things  will  be  thy  foe 
the  more 
As  not  being  of  them  :  turn  thy  steps  aside, 
Or  let  mine  be  with  thine. 

Japhet,    No;  neither,  Irad; 
I  must  proceed  alone. 

Irad.   /rhen  peace  be  with  thee ! 

[Exit  Irad, 
Japhet  (soItttV    Peace !  I  have  oonght  it 
where  it  should  be  found. 
In  love  — with  love  too,   which  peihaps 

deserved  it; 
And,  in  its  stead,  a  haavlaeia  off  heui— 


HBAVEN     AND     BARTH. 


4S7 


A  weakneu  of  the  spirit— liftlett  days. 
And  nights  inexorable  to  sweet  sleep— 
Have  come  upon  me.    Peace !  what  peace? 

the  calm 
Of  desolation,  and  the  stillness  of 
The  Untrodden  forest,  only  broken  by 
The  sweeping  tempest  throagh  its  groatiing 

boughs ; 
8nch  is  the  snllcn  or  the  fitful  state 
Of  my  mind  overworn.   The  earth^s  grown 

wicked. 
And  many  signs  and  portents  have  pro- 
claimed 
A  change  at  hand,and  an  overwhelming  doom 
To  perishable  beings.     Oh,  ray  AnaJi ! 
When  the  dread  hour  denounced  shall  open 

wide 
The  fountains  of  the  deep,how  mightest  thou 
Have  lain  within  this  bosom ,  folded  from 
The  elements ;  this  bosom ,  which  in  vain 
Hath  beat  for  thee,   and  then  will  beat 

more  vainly. 
While  thine— Oh,  God !  at  least  remit  to  her 
Thy  wrath!  for  she  is  pure  amidst  the  failing. 
As  a  star  in  the  clouds,  which  cannot  quench. 
Although    they    obscure  it.  for  an  hour. 

My  Anah ! 
How  would  I  have  adored  thee ,  but  thou 

wouldst  not ; 
And  still  would  I  redeem  thee— see  thee  live 
When  Ocean  is  Earth*sgrave,and,  unopposed 
By  rock  or  shallow,  the  Leviathan, 
Lord  of  the  shoeless  sea  and  watery  world, 
Shall  wonder  at  his  boundlessness  of  realm. 

[Esii  Japhet. 

Enter  Koah  and  Sm. 

Noah,    Where  is  thv  brother  Japhet? 
Sem,    He  went  forth,  ^ 

According  to  his  wont ,  to  meet  with  Irad, 
He  said ;  but,  as  I  fear,  to  bend  his  steps 
Towards  Anah*s   tents,    round  which  he 

hovers  nightly. 
Like  a  dove  round  and  round  its  pillaged 

nest; 
Or  else  he  walks  the  wild  up  to  the  cavern 
Which  opens  to  the  heart  of  Ararat. 
Noah,    What  doth  he  there?  It  is  an  evil 
spot 
Upon  an  earth  all  evil ;  for  things  worse 
I'han  even  wicked  men  resort  there :  he 
Still  loves  this  daughter  of  a  fated  race. 
Although  he  could  not  wed  her  if  she  loved 

him, 
And  that  she  doth  not.    Oh,  the  unhappy 

hearts 
Of  men !  that  one  of  my  blood,  knowing  well 
The  destiny  and  evil  of  these  days, 
And  that  the  hour  approacheth,    should 

indulge 
In  such  forbidden  yearnings !  Lead  tho  way; 
He  must  be  sought  for ! 

Sem,    Go  not  forward,  father : 
1  will  seek  Japhet. 
Noah.    Do  not  fear  f9r  me : 


All  evil  things  are  powerless  on  tho  man 
Selected  by  ^hovah — let  us  on. 
Sem.    To  the  tents  of  the  father  of  the 

sisters  ? 
Noah.  No;  to  the  cavern  of  the  Caucasus. 

[Exeunt  Noah  and 


SCENE  ni.-^  TTke  mountains,— A  cavern^  and 
the  rock$  of  Caucasus. 

Japhet  (solus).  Ye  wilds,  that  look  eternal; 
and  thou  cave. 
Which  seemstnnfathomable;  and  ye  moun- 
tains, 
So  varied  and  so  terrible  in  beauty ; 
Here,  in  vour  rugged  majesty  of  rocks 
And  toppling  trees  that  twine  their  roots 

with  stone 
In  perpendicular  places,  where  the  foot 
Of  man  would  tremble,  could  he  reach 

them — yes, 
Ye  look  eternal !  Yet,  in  a  few  days, 
Perhaps  even  hours,  ye  will  be  changed, 

rent,  hurled 
Before  the  mass  of  waters ;  and  yon  cave. 
Which  seems  to  lead  into  a  lower  world. 
Shall  have  its  depths  searched  by  the  sweep- 
ing wave. 
And  dolpmns  gambol  in  the  lion^s  den ! 
And  man— Oh,men !  my  fellow-beings !  Who 
Shall  weep  above  your  universal  grave. 
Save  I,  who  shall  be  left  to  weep?  My 

kinsmen, 
Alas!  what  am  I  better  than  ye  are. 
That  I  must  live  beyond  ye?  Where  shall  be 
The  pleasant  places  where  I  thought  of  Anah 
While  I  had  hope?  or  the  more  savage 

haunts. 
Scarce  less  beloved,  where  I  despaired  tot 

her? 
And  can  it  be!— Shall  yon  exulting  peak, 
Whose  glittering  top  is  like  a  distant  star. 
Lie  low  beneath  the  boiling  of  the  deep? 
\o  more  to  have  the  morning-sun  break  forth* 
And  scatter  back  the  mists  in  floating  folds 
From  its  tremendous  brow?  no  more  to  have 
Day*s  broad  orb  drop  behind  its  head  at  even. 
Leaving  it  with  a  crown  of  many  hues? 
No  more  to  be  the  beacon  of  the  world. 
For  angels  to  alight  on,  as  the  spot 
Nearest  the  stars?   And  can  those  words 

*^no  more** 
Be  meant  for  thee,  for  all  things,  save  for  ns. 
And  the  predestined  creeping  things  reserved 
By  my  sire  to  Jehovah^s  bidding?  May 
He  preserve  them,  and  /  not  have  the  power 
To  snatch  the  loveliest  of  earth*s  daughters 

from 
A  doom  which  even  some  serpent,  with  his 

mate. 
Shall  'scape  to  save  his  kind  to  be  prolonged. 
To  hiss  and  sting  through  some  emerging 

world, 
Reeking   and  dank  from  out  the  slliae, 
whose  ooie 
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Shall  slamber  o*er  the  wreck  of  this  until 
The  0Blt  morasf  suhtide  into  a  iphere 
Beneath  the  sun,  and  he  the  monument, 
The  sole  and  undistinguished  sepulchre, 
Of  yet  quick  myriads  of  all  life  ?  How  much 
Breath  will  he  stillM  at  once !  All-heauteous 

world! 
60  young,  so  marked  out  for  destruction,  I 
With  a  cleft  heart  look  on  thee  day  by  day. 
And  night  by  night,  thy  numbered  days  and 

nights. 
1  cannot  save  thee,  cannot  save  eren  her 
Whose  love  had  made  me  love  thee  more ; 

but  as 
A  portion  of  thy  dust,  I  cannot  think 
Upon  thy  coming  doom  without  a  feeling 
Such  as — Oh  God !  and  canst  thou  - 

[He  pauses, 

A  rushing  sound  from  the  cavern  is  heard 
and^  shouts  of  laughter — afterwards  a 
i^irit  passes. 

Japhet,    In  the  name 
Of  the  Most  High,  what  art  thou? 
J^irit  (laughs).     Ha !  Ha !  Ha ! 
Japhet.    By  all  that  earth  holds  holiest, 

speak! 
Spirit  (laughs).    Ha!  Ha! 
Japhet.    By  the  approaching  deluge !  by 
the  earth 
Which  will  bo  strangled  by  the  ocean !  by 
The  deep  which  will  lay  open    all  her 

fountains ! 
The  Heaven  which  will  convert  her  clouds 
y  to  seas! 

And  the  Omnipotent  who  makes  and  crushes ! 
Thou  unknown,  terrible,  and  indistinct. 
Yet  awful  Thing  of  Shadows,  speak  to  me ! 
Why  dost  thou  laugh  that  horrid  laugh? 
Spirit.     Why  weepat  thou  ? 
Japhet.    For  earth  and  all  her  children. 
Spirit.     Ha!  Ha!  Ha!      [Spirit  vanishes. 
Japhet.  How  the  fiend  mocks  the  tortures 
of  a  world, 
The  coming  desolation  of  an  orb, 
On  which  the  sun  shall  rise  and  warm  no  life ! 
How  the  earth  sleeps !  and  all  that  in  it  is 
Sleeps  too  upon  the  very  eve  of  death ! 
Why  should  they  wake  to  meet  it?  What 

Is  here. 
Which  look  like  death  in  life,  and  speak 

like  things 
Bom  ere  this  dying  world?  They  come  like 
clouds ! 
[Variotis  A^nrtf s  pass  from  the  cavern. 
Spirit.    Rejoice ! 
The  abhorred  race 
Which  could  not  keep  in  Eden  their  high 
place. 
But  listened  to  the  voice 
Of  knowledge  without  power, 
Are  nigh  the  hour 
Of  death! 
Kot  slow,  not  tingle,  not  by  sword,  nor 
•orrow. 


Nor  years,  nor  heart-break,  tun  Time'k 
sapping  motion. 
Shall  they  drop  off.    Behold  their  Utl  to- 
morrow ! 
Earth  shall  be  ocean  I 
And  no  breath. 
Save  of  the  winds,  be  on  the  onbonnded 

wave! 
Angels  shall  tire  their  wings,  bat  find  no 

spot: 
Not  even  a  rock  from  out  the  liqaid  grare 

Shall  lift  its  point  to  save. 
Or  show  the  place  where  strong  Despair 
hath  died. 
After  long  looking  o'er  the  ocean  wide 
For  the  expected  ebb  which  cometh  not: 
All  shall  be  void. 
Destroyed ! 
Another  element  shall  be  the  lord 

Of  life,  and  the  abhorred 
Children  of  dust  be  quenchM;  and  ofeachhne 
Of  earth  nought  left  but  the  unhroken  blue; 
And  of  the  variegated  mountain 
Shall  nought  remain 
Unchanged,  or  of  the  level  plain; 
Cedar  and  pine  shall  lift  their  tops  In 
vain: 
All  merged  within  the  universal  fountain, 
Man,  earth,  and  fire,  shall  die. 
And  sea  and  sky 
Look  vast  and  lifeless  in  the  eternal  eye. 
Upon  the  foam 
Who  shall  erect  a  home? 
Japhet  (coming  forward).     My  sire! 
Earth's  seed  shall  not  expire; 
Only  the  evil  shall  be  put  away 

From  day. 
Avaunt!   ye  exulting  demons  of  the 
waste ! 
Who  howl  your  hideous  joy 
When  God  destroys  whom  yon  dare  not 
destroy ; 

Hence!  haste! 
Back  to  your  inner  caves ! 
Until  the  waves 
Shall  search  you  in  your  secret  place. 
And  driTO  your  sullen  race 
Forth,  to  be  rolPd  upon  the  tossing  winds 
In  restless  wretchedness  along ful space! 
Spirit.    Son  of  the  saved ! 
When  thou  and  thine  have  braved 
The  wide  and  warring  clement ; 
When  the  great  barrier  of  the  deep  is  rent, 
Shall  thou  and  thine  be  good  or  happy?— 
No! 
Tliy  new  world  and  new  race  shall  be  of 

woe— 
Less  goodly  in  their  aspect,  in  their  yean 
Less  than  the  glorious  giants,  who 
Yet  walk  the  world  in  pride, 
The  Sons  of  Heaven  by  many  a  mortal  bride. 
Thine  shal  1  be  no  thing  of  the  past,  save  tears. 
And  art  thou  not  ashamed 

Thus  to  survive, 
And,  eat,  and  drink,  tad  wive? 
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*  With  A  base  heart  fo  far  nibdned  and  tamed, 
Ai  eren  to  hear  this  wide  destruGtion  Dsmed, 
Without  Buch  grief  and  courage,  a«  ihoiild 

rather 
Bid  thee  await  the  world-diisolTing  wave. 
Than  seek  a  shelter  with  thy  faTonr^d  father. 
And  build  th  j  city  o*er  the  drown*d  £arth^8 
grave f 

Who  would  outlive  their  kind. 
Except  the  base  and  blind  ? 

Mine 
Hateth  thine 
"        As  of  a  different  order  in  the  sphere, 
But  not  our  own. 

*  There  is  not  one  who  hath  not  left  a  throHe 
'        Vacant  inHeaven  to  dwell  in  darkness  here. 

Rather  than  see  his  mates  endure  alone. 

Go,  wretch!  and  give 
A  life  like  thine  to  other  wretches ~ live! 
And  when  the  annihilating  waters  roar 
^  Above  what  they  have  done. 

Envy  the  Ginnt-Patriarchs  then  no  more, 
And  scorn  thy  sire  as  the  surviving  one ! 
Thyself  for  being  his  son  1 

Cbamt  qf  Sfiirita  iasuinff  from  the  eaoem. 

Rejoice ! 
No  more  the  human  voice 
Shall  vex  our  joys  in  middle  air 

With  prayer; 
No  more 

Shall  they  adore; 
And  we,  who  ne'er  for  ages  have  adored 

The  prayer-exacting  Lord, 
To  whom  the  omission  of  a  sacrifice 
Is  vice; 
We,  we  shall  view  the  deep  salt  sonrcet 

pourM 
Until  one  element  shall  do  the  work 
Of  all  in  chaos ;  until  they, 
The  creatures  proud  of  their  poor  clay. 
Shall  perish,  and  their  bleached  bones  shall 

lurk 
In  cavesjn  dens,in  clefts  of  mountains,  where 
The  Deep  shall  follow  to  their  latest  lair; 
Where  even  the  brutes,  in  their  despair. 
Shall  cease  to  prey  on  man  and  on  each  other. 
And  the  striped  tiger  shall  lie  down  to  die 
Beside  the  lamb,  as  though  he  were  his 
brother ; 
Till  all  things  shall  be  as  they  were. 
Silent  anil  uncreated,  save  the  sky: 
While  a  brief  truce 
Is  made  with  Death,  who  shall  forbear 
The  little  remnant  of  the  past  creation, 
To  generate  new  nations  for  his  use ; 
This  remnant,  floating  o'er  the  undulation 
Of  the  subsiding  deluge,  from  its  slime. 
When  the  hot  sun  hath  baked  the  reeking 
soil 
Into  a  world,  shall  give  again  to  Time 
New  beings  —  years  —  diseases  —  sorrow — 

crime  — 
With  all  companionship  of  hate  and  toil, 
Until— 


Japhei  {interrupting  ihsm).  The  etemtl 
will 
Shall  deign  to  expound  this  dream 
Of  good  and  evil ;  and  redeem 

Unto  Hinuelf  all  times,  all  thing! | 
And,gath  erM  under  his  almighty  wingf» 
Abolish  hell! 
And  to  the  expiated  Earth 
Restore  the  beauty  of  her  birth. 
Her  Eden  in  an  endless  paradise. 
Where  man  no  more  can  fall  as  once  he  fell. 
And  even  the  very  demons  shall  do  weU ! 
Spirits,    And  when  shall  take  effect  thii 

wondrous  spellY 
Japhet.     When  the  Redeemer   cometh; 
first  in  pain, 
And  then  in  glory, 
^'rtff.    Meantime  still  struggle  in  the 
mortal  chain, 
Till  earth  wax  hoary ;  ' 
War  with  yourselves,  and  Hell,  and  Heaven, 
in  vain. 
Until  the  clouds  look  gory 
With  the  blood  reeking  from  each  battle- 
plain  ; 
New  times,    new   climes,   new   arts,   new 

men ;  but  still 
The  same  old  tears,  old  crimes,  and  oldest  ill, 
Shall  be   amongst  your  race  in  different 
forms ; 
But  the  same  moral  storms 
Shall  oversweep  the  future,  as  the  waves 
In  a  few  hours  the  gloriom  Giants*  graves. 

Chonu  of  Spirit9, 

Brethren,  rsjoice! 
Mortal,  farewell! 
Hark !  hark !  already  we  can  hear  the  voice 
Ofgrowing  Ocean's  cloomy  swell ; 
IThe  winds,  too,  plume  their  piercing 

wings ! 
The  clouds   have  nearly   fiU'd   their 
springs ! 
The  fountains  of  the  great  deep  shall  be 
broken, 
And  Heaven  set  wide  her  windows ;  while 
mankind 
View,  unacknowledged,    each  tremendous 
token — 
Still,  as  they  were  from  the  beginning, 
blind. 
We  hear  the  sound  they  cannot  hear. 
The  mastering  thunders  of  the    threat- 
ening sphere; 
Yet  a  few  hours  their  coming  is  dela^'d ; 
Their  flashing  banners,  folded  still  on  high. 

Yet  undisplay'd, 
Save  to  the  Spirits*  all-pervading  eye. 

Howl !  howl !  oh  Earth ! 
Thy  death  is  nearer  than  thy  recent  birth : 
Tremble,  ye  mountains,  soon  to  shrink  below 

The  ocean's  overflow ! 
The  wave  shall  break   upon  your  cliffs i 
and  shells. 
The  little  shells  ef  ocean's  least  tldngs  be 
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Depo«ed  where  now  the  eagle*d  offspring 

dwells — 
How  shall  ho  shriek  o*er  the  remorseless  sea! 
And  call  his  nestlings  up  with  fmitless  yell, 
UnanswerM  sare  by  the  encroaching  swell;— 
While  man  shall  long  in  Tain  for  his  broad 
wings, 
The  wings  which  conld  not  saTo: — 
Where  conld  he  rest  them,  while  the  whole 
space  brings 
Nought  to  his  eye  beyond  the  deep,  his 
grave? 

Brethren,  rejoice! 
And  loadly  lift  each  snperhoman  voice — 

AU  die, 
Sare  the  slight  remnant  of  Sethis  seed— 

The  seed  of  Seth, 
Exempt  for    fntore    Sorrow's    sake   from 
death. 

But  of  the  sons  of  Cain 
None  shall  remain ; 
And  all  his  goodly  daughters 
Must  lie  beneath  the  desolating  waters; 
Or,  floating  upward  with  their  long  hair  laid 
Along  the  wave,  the  cruel  Heaven  upbraid, 
Which  wonld  not  spare 
Beings  even  in  death  so  fair. 
It  is  decreed. 
All  die! 
And  to  the  universal  human  cry 
The  universal  silence  shall  succeed ! 
Fly,  brethren,  fly! 
But  still  rejoice! 
We  fell ! 
They  fall ! 
So  perish  all 
These  petty  foes  of  Heaven  who  shrink 
from  Hell ! 

[7%e  Spiriti  disappear,  soaring 
upwards. 
Japhef  (^solus).  God  hath  proclaimM  the 
destiny  of  Earth ; 
My  father^s  ark  of  safety  hath  announced  it ; 
The  very  demons  shriek  it  from  their  caves; 
The  scroll  of  Enoch  prophesied  it  long 
In  silent  books,  which,  in  their  silence,  say 
More  to  the  mind  than  thnnder  to  the  ear : 
And  yet  men  listenM  not,  nor  listen ;  but 
Walk    darkling  to    their   doom;    which, 

though  so  nigh. 
Shakes  them  no  more  in  their  dim  disbelief. 
Than    their    last    cries    shall   shake    the 

Almighty  purpose. 
Or  deaf  obedient  Ocean,  which  fulfils  it. 
No  sign  yet  hangs  its  banner  in  the  air ; 
The  clouds  are  few,  and  of  their  wonted 

texture ; 
The  sun  will  rise  upon  the  earth's  last  day 
As  on  the  fourth  day  of  creation,  when 
God  said  unto  him,  '^Shine!"  and  he  broke 

forth 
Into  the  dawn,  which  lighted  not  the  yet 
Unformed  forefather  of  mankind— but  roused 
Before  the  human  orison  the  earlier 
Made  and  ftur  sweeter  TVlces  jot  the  birds. 


Which  in  the  open  flnnamenl  ef  HesTOi 
Have  wings  like  aaffels,  and  like  them  adals 
Heaven  first  each  fay  before  tlieAAunitos! 
Their  matins  now  draw  nigh — tte  East  is 

kindling — 
And  they  will  sing!  and  day  will  hntkl 

Both  near. 
So  near  the  awful  close !  For  these  miuCdiif 
Their  outworn  pinions  on  the  deep;  md  dij, 
After  the  brigHht  course  of    a    few  biM 

morrows,— 
Ay,  day  will  rise;  but  upon  whal?  A  dnoi,   . 
Which  was  ere  day ;  and  whiefa,  reaev^ 

makes  time 
Nothing !   for,  without  life,  whmt  we  0h 

hours? 
No  more  to  dust  than  is  etemil^ 
Unto  Jehovah,  who  created  both. 
Without  him,  even  Eternity  would  be 
A  void :  without  man.  Time,  as  made  for  aiaa. 
Dies  with  man,  and  is  swallowM  in  thai 

Deep 
Which  has  no  fountain ;  as  his  race  will  be 
Devoured  by  that  which  drowns  his  inlaat-  | 

world. — 
What  have  we  here?  Shapes  of  both  eaid 

and  air? 
No — aU  of  Heaven,  they  are  so  beantifaL 
I  cannot  trace  their  features ;  but  their  fonof, 
How  lovelily  they  move  along  the  side 
Of  the  gray  mountain,  scattering  its  adil! 
And  after  the  swart  savage  spirits,  whsss 
Infernal  Immortality  pour'd  forth 
Their  impious  hymn  of  triumph,they  thallbe 
Welcome  as  Eden.    It  may  be  they  coom 
To  tell  me  the  reprieve  of  our  young  wmii, 
For  which  I  have  so  often  prayed— Tlwy 

come! 
Anah !  oh  God!  and  with  her— 

filter   Sahiasa,    Azazisl,    Asah,   cad 

AnOUBAMAH. 

Anah.    Japhet ! 
Samiasa.    Lo ! 
A  son  of  Adam! 

jizaziel.  What  doth  the  Eardi-bom  here, 
While  all  his  race  are  slumbering? 

Japhet,    Angel!  what 
Dost  thou  on  earth  when  thou  shonldsl  be 
on  high? 
jizazid,    Knowst  thou  not,   or   forgetst 
thou,  that  a  part 
Of  our  great  function  is  to  guard  thine 
earth? 
Japhet,    But  all  good  angels  have  for- 
saken earth. 
Which  is  condemned;  nay,  even  the  evil  fly 
The  approaching  Chaos.  Anah  I  Anah!  nr 
In  vain,  and  long,  and  still  to  be  belovett 
Why  walkst  thou  with  this  Spirit,  in  thoae 

hours 
When  no  good  spirit  longer  lights  belewf 
Anah.    Japhet,   I   cannot  answer  thee| 
yet,  yet 
Forgive 
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Japkei.  May  tlie  Hearen,  which  toon  no 
more 
Will  pardon,  do  to !  linr  thou  art  greatly 
tempted. 
AhoUbamah.  Back  to  thy  tents^  iiifiilting 
•on  of  Noah! 
We  know  thee  not 

^op&et.  The  hoar  may  come  when  thou 
May  ft  know  me  better;  and  thy  tister  know 
Ble  etill  the  tame  which  I  have  ever  been. 
Samitua.  Son  of  the  Patriarch,  who  hath 
erer  been 
Upright  before  his  God,  whatever  thy  griefs, 
And  thy  words  seem  of  sorrow,  mizMwith 

wrath, 
How  have  Azaziel,or  myself,  broaght  on  thee 
Wrong? 
Japiet,  Wrong!  the  greatest  of  all  wrongs; 
but  thou 
Saysft  well!  thongh  she  be  dast,  I  did  not, 

could  not. 
Deserve  her.  Farewell,  Anah !  I  have  said 
That  word  so  often !  bat  now  say  it,  ne^er 
To  be  repeated.    Angel !  or  whatever 
Thoa  art,  or  mast  be  soon,  hast  thou  the 

power 
To  save  this  beantifal — tAese  beaatifal 
ChUdren  of  Cain? 
Atazid,    From  what? 
Jtqtket,    And  is  it  so. 
That  ye  too  know  not?  Angels !  angels !  ye 
Have  shared  man^s  sin,  and,  it  may  be, 

now  mast 
Partake  his  panishment;  or  at  the  least 
My  sorrow. 

Stamiiua.  Sorrow !  I  ne'er  thonght  till  now 
To  hear  an  Adamite  speak  riddles  to  me. 
Japhet.    And  hath  not  the  Most  High 
ezponnded  them? 
Then  ye  are  lost,  as  they  are  lost 

AhoUbamah,     So  be  it! 
If  they  love  as  they  are  loved,  they  will 

not  shrink 
More  to  be  mortal,  than  I  woald  to  dare 
An  immortality  of  agonies 
WithSamiasa! 

Anah,    Sister!  sister!  speak  not 
Thus. 

Azaxiel,    Fearest  thou,  my  Anah? 
Anah.    Yes,  for  thee; 
I  would  resign  the  greater  remnant  of 
This  little  life  of  mine,  before  one  hour 
Of  thine  eternity  should  know  a  pang. 
Japhet,  It  is  for  him,  then !  for  the  Seraph 
thou 
Hast  left  me !  That  is  notliing,lf  thoa  hast  not 
Left  thy  God  too !  for  anions  like  to  these, 
Between  a  mortal  and  immortal,  cannot 
Be  happy  or  be  hallow'd.     We  are  sent 
Upon  the  earth  to  toil  and  die ;   and  they 
Are  made  to  minister  on  high  unto 
The  Highest;  but  if  he  can  $ave  thee,  soon 
The  hour  will  come  in  which  celestial  aid 
Alone  can  do  so. 

Antdi.     Ah !  he  speaks  of  death. 


Samiaia,  Of  death  to  «•/  and  those  who 

are  with  us! 
Bat  that  the  man  seems  full  of  sorrow,  I 
Could  smile.  ^ 

Japhet.  I  grieve  not  for  myself,  nor  fear| 
I  am  safe,  not  for  my  own  deserts,  but  those 
Of  a  well-doing  sire,  who  hath  been  found 
Righte«>us   enough  to  save  his   children* 

Would 
His  power  was  greater  of  redemption  f  or 
That  by  exchanging  my  own  life  for  hers, 
Who  could  alone  have  made  mine  happyfShe* 
The  last  and  loveliest  of  Cain's  race,  coula 

share 
The  Ark  which  shall  receive  a  remnant  of 
The  seed  of  Seth ! 

AhoUbamah,  And  dost  thou  think  that  we. 
With  Cain's,  the  eldest-born  of  Adam's,  bl^ 
Warm  in  our  veins,— strong  Cain!  who  was 

begotten 
In  Paradise, — would  mingle   with  Seth*s 

children  ? 
Seth,    the  last  offspring  of  old  Adam's 

dotage? 
No,  not  to  save  all  earth,  were  earth  in  peril  I 
Onr  race  hath  always  dwelt  apart  from  thine 
From  the  beginning,  and  shall  do  so  ever. 
Japhet,  I  did  not  speak  to  thee,AholibaiBltahl 
Too  much  of  the  forefather,  whom  thoa 

vauntest, 
Has  come  down  in  that  haughty   blood 

which  springs 
From  him  who  shed  the  first,  and  that  a 

brother's ! 
But  thou,  my  Anah !  let  me  call  thee  mine. 
Albeit  thou  art  not ;   'tis  a  word  I  cannot 
Part  with,  although  I  must  from  thee.  My 

Anah  ! 
Thoa  who   dost  rather  make  me  dream 

that  Abel 
Had  left  a  daughter,  whose  pure  pious  race 
Survived  in  thee,  so  much  unlike  thou  art 
The  rest  of  the  stem  Cainites,  save  in  beauty. 
For  all  of  them  are  fairest  in  their  favour  — 

AhoUbamah    (interrupting    him"). 
And   wouldst   Uiou    have    her   like    our 

father's  foe 
In  mind,  in  soul?  If  /  partook  thy  thought. 
And  dream'd  that  aught  of  Abel  was  In  her!^ 
Get  thee  hence,  son  of  Noah;  thou  mak^st 

strife. 

Japhet,  Offspring  of  Cain,thy  father  did  so ! 

AhoUbamah,     But 

He  slew  not  Seth ;   and  what  hast  thou  to  do 

With  other  deeds  between  his  God  and  him? 

Japhet,    Thou  speakest  well:    his  God 

hath  judged  him,  and 
I  had  not  named  his  deed,  but  that  thyself 
Didst  seem  to  glorv  in  him,  nor  to  shrink 
From  what  he  had  done. 

AhoUbamah.  He  was  our  fathers'  father ; 
The  eldest-born  of   oian,    the  strongest, 

bravest. 
And  most  enduring:— Shall  I  blush  forhim. 
From  whom  we  had  our  lieing?  Look  upon 
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Onr  race;  behold  their  statnre  and  Aeir 

beauty, 
Their  conraire,  itrength,  and  length  of  dayi  - 
Japhet.    They  are  nomberM — 
AboUbamah.    Be  it  00!   but    while  yet 
their  hours  endure, 
I  glory  in  my  brethren  and  our  fathen ! 
Japhet.    My  sire  and  race  but  glory  in 
their  God, 
Anah!  and  thou? — 

Anah,    Whatever  our  God  decrees, 
The  God  of  Seth  as  Cain,  I  must  obey. 
And  will  endeavour  patiently  to  obey: 
But  could  I  dare  to  pray  in  his  dread  hour 
Of  universal  vengeance  (if  such  should  be). 
It  would  not  be  to  live,  alone  exempt 
Of  all  my  house.  Mr  sister!  Oh,  my  sister! 
What  were  the  worlil,  or  other  worlds,  or  all 
The  brightest  future  without  the  sweet  past— 
Thy  love—  my  father^s— all  the  life,  and  all 
The  things  which  sprung  up  with  me,  like 

the  stars. 
Making  my  dim  existence  radiant  with 
Soft  lights  which  were  not  mine?   Aholi- 

bamah! 

Oh !  if  there  should  be  mercy-seek  it,  find  it: 

I  abhor  death,  because  that  thou  must  die. 

AMibamah.    What!  hath  this  dreamer, 

with  his  father*s  ark. 

The  bugbear  he  hath  built  to  scare  the 

world. 
Shaken  my  sister?  Are  we  not  the  loved 
Of  Seraphs?  and  if  we  were  not,  must  we 
Cling  to  a  son  of  Noah  for  our  lives? 
Rather  than  thus— But  the  enthusiast  dreams 
The  worst  of  dreams,  the  fantasies  engendered 
By  hopeless  love  and  heated  vigils.     Who 
Shall  shake  these  solid  mountains,  this  firm 

earth. 
And  bid  those  clouds  and  waters  take  a  shape 
Distinct  from  that  which  we  and  all  onr  sires 
Have  seen  them  wear  on  their  eternal  way? 
Who  shall  do  this? 
Japhet,  He,whose  one  word  produced  them. 
Aholibamah.     Who  heard  that  word  ?  ' 
Japhet.    The  Universe,  which  leaped 
To  life  before  it.  Ah!  smiPst  thou  still  in 

scorn? 
Turn  to  thy  Seraphs ;  if  they  attest  it  not. 
They  are  none. 
Samiasa.    Aholibamah,  own  thy  God ! 
Aholibamah.    I    have    ever   hail'd    Onr 
Maker,  Samiasa, 
Af  thine,  and  mine:  a  Qod  of  lore,  not 
sorrow. 
Japhet.     Alas!  what  else  is  Love  but 
Sorrow?  Even 
He  who  made  earth  in  love,  had  soon  to 

grieve 
Above  its  first  and  best  inhabitants. 
Aholibamah.    Tis  said  so. 
Japhet.    It  is  even  so. 

Enter  Noah  and  Sn. 
Noah.    Japhet!  What 


Dost  thou  here  with  these  children  of  the 

wicked? 
Dreadst  thou  not  to  partake  their  coming 
doom? 

Japhet.  Father,  it  cannot  be  a  sin  to  seek 
To  save  an  earth-bom  being;  and  bdiold. 
These  are  not  of  the  sinful,  since  they  have 
The  fellowship  of  angels. 

Noah.    These  are  they,  then, 
Who  leave  the  throne  of  Grod,  to  take  them 

wives 
From  out  the  race  of  Cain;  the  sons  of 

Heaven, 
Who  seek  Earth's  daughters  for  their  beautyt 

Azasiel.    Patriarch! 
Thou  hast  said  it. 

Noah.  Woe,  woe,  woe  to  such  comnranion! 
Has  not  God  made  a  barrier  between  Eartli 
And  Heaven,  and  limited  each,  kind  to  kind? 

Samiasa.    Was  not  man  made  in  high 
Jehovah's  image? 
Did  (Sod  not  love  what  he  had  made?  Aod 

what 
Do  we  but  imitate  and  emulate 
His  love  unto  created  love? 

Noah.    I  am 
But  man,and  was  not  made  to  judge  mankind. 
Far  less  the  sons  of  God,  but  as  our  God 
Has  deign'd  to  commune  with  me,  and  reveal 
His  judgments,  1  reply,  that  the  descent 
Of  Seraphs  from  their  everlasting  seat 
Unto  a  perishable  and  perishing. 
Even  on  the  very  eve  of  periahinff^  world. 
Cannot  be  good. 

Azaziel.   What!  though  it  were  to  save? 

Noah.  Not  ye  in  all  your  glory  can  redeem 
What  He  who  made  you  glorious  hath 

condenm'd. 
Were  your  immortal  mission  safety,  'twould 
Be  general,  not  for  two,  though  beautiful. 
And  beautiful  they  are,  but  not  the  less 
Condenm'd. 

Japhet.    Oh  father!  say  it  not. 

Noah.    Son!  son! 
If  that  thou  wouldst  avoid  their  doom,  fbrset 
That  they  exist ;  they  soon  shall  cease  to  be. 
While  thou  shalt  be  the  sire  of  a  new  world. 
And  better. 

Japhet.    Let  me  die  with  fAts,  and  them! 

Noah.  Thou  shotUdst  for  such  a  thought, 
but  shalt  not;  He 
Who  cauy  redeems  thee. 

Samitua.    And  why  him  and  thee. 
More  than  what  he,  thy  son,  prefers  to  both? 

Noah.    Ask  him  who  made  thee  greater 
than  myself 
And  mine,  but  not  less  subject  to  his  own 
Almightinoss.    And  lo !  his  mildest  and 
Least  to  be  tempted  Messenger  appears ! 

Enter  Raprakl  the  Archangel. 

Raphael.    Spirits! 

Whose  seat  is  near  the  throne. 
What  do  ye  here? 
Is  thus  a  Saraph'f  duty  to  be  ahofwn 
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Now  that  the  hour  if  near 
When  earth  mutt  be  alone  ? 
Return! 
Adore  and  bum 
In  glorious  homage  with  the  elected  ^^•eTen.'' 
Your  place  is  Heayeo, 
Samiasa,    Raphael ! 
The  first  and  fairest  of  the  tonf  of  God, 

How  long  hath  this  been  law, 
That  earth  by  an^ls  must  be  left  ontrod? 

Earth !  which  oft  saw 
Jehovah's  footsteps  not  disdain  her  sod ! 
The  world  He  loTed,  and  made 
For  love ;  and  oft  hare  we  obey'd 
His  frequent  mission  with  delighted  pinions. 
AdoringUim  in  his  least  worksdisplay'd; 
Watching  this  youngest  star  of  His  domi- 
nions : 
And  as  the  latest  birth  of  His  great  word, 
Eager  to  keep  it  worthy  of  our  Lord. 
Why  is  thy  brow  severe? 
And  wherefore  spe^st  then  of  destruction 
near? 
Raphael,  Had  Samiasa  and  Aiaiiel  been 
In  their  true  place,  with  the  angelic 
choir, 

Written  in  fire 
They  would  hare  seen 
Jehovah's  late  decree. 
And  not  inquired  their  Maker's  breath  of  me : 
But  ignorance  must  ever  be 
A  part  of  sin  $ 
And  even  the  spirits*  knowledge  shall  grow 
less 
As  they  wax  proud  within ; 
For  Blindness  is  the  first-born  of  Excess. 
When  all  good  angels  left  the  world,  ye 
stayed, 
Stung  with  strange  passions,  and  debased 
By  mortal  feelings  for  a  mortal  maid; 
But  ye  are  pardoned  thus  far,  and  replaced 
With  your  pure  equals:  Hence!  away !  away! 
Or  stay. 
And  lose  eternity  by  that  delay ! 
Axaxiel     And  Thou!  if  earth  be  thus 
forbidden 
In  the  decree 
To  us  until  this  moment  hidden. 
Dost  thou  not  err  as  we 
In  being  here? 
Raphael,  I  came  to  call  ye  back  to  your 

fit  sphere, 
In  the  great  name  and  at  the  word  of  God! 
Dear,  dearest  in  themselves,  and  scarce  less 
dear 
That  which  I  came  to  do:  till  now  we  trod 
Together  the  eternal  space,  together 
Let  us  still  walk  the  stars.  True,  Earth 
must  die! 
Her  race,  returned  into  her  womb,  most 
wither, 
And  much  which  she  inherits;  but  oh !  why 
Cannot  this  earth  be  made,  or  bo  destroyed, 
Without  involving  ever  some  vast  void 
In  the  immortal  ranks?  immortal  ftill 


In  their  immeasurable  forfeiture. 
Our  brother  Satan  fell,  his  burning  will 
Rather  than  longer  worship  dared  endure ! 
But  ye  who  still  are  pure ! 
Seraphs!  less  mighty  than  tfiat  mightiest  one, 

Think  how  he  was  undone ! 
And  think  if  tempting  man  can  compensate 
For  Heaven  desired  too  late  ? 
Long  have  I  warr'd. 
Long  must  I  war 
With  him  who  deem'd  it  hard 
To  be  created,  and  to  acknowledge  him 
Who  'midst  the  cherubim 
Made  him  as  suns  to  a  dependant  star. 
Leaving  the  archangels  at  his  righthand  dim. 
I  loved  him—beautiful  he  was :  oh  Heaven! 
Saveflis  who  made,  what  beauty  and  what 

power 
Was  ever  like  to  Satan's !  Would  the  hour 
In  which  he  fell  could  ever  be  forgiven ! 
The  wish  is  impious:  but  oh  ye! 
Yet  undestroy'd,  be  wam'd  !  Eternity 
With  him,  or  with  his  God,  is  in  yonr 
choice : 
He  hath  not  tempted  you,  he  cannot  tempt 
The  angels,  from  his  further  snares  exempt; 

But  man  hath  listen*4  to  his  voice. 
And  ye  to  woman's — ^beautiful  she  is, 
Tlie  serpenfs  voice  less  subtle  than  her  kiss; 
The  snake  but  vanqnish'd  dust;  but  she 

will  draw 
A  second  host  from  Heaven,  to  break  Hea- 
ven's law. 

Yet,  yet,  oh  fly! 
Ye  cannot  die, 
But  they 
Shall  pass  away. 
While  ye  shall  fill  with  shrieks  the  upper  sky 

For  perishable  clay. 
Whose  memory  in  your  immortality 

Shall  long  outlast  the  sun  which  gave 
them  day. 
Think  how  yonr  essence  differeth  from  theirs 
In  all  but  suffering !  Why  partake 
The  agony  to  which  they  must  be  heirs- 
Bom  to  be  plough'd  with  years,  and  sown 

with  cares. 
And  reap'd  by  Death,  lord  of  the  human  soil? 
Even  had  their  days  been  left  to  toil  their  path 
Through  time  to  dust,  unshorten'd  by  God's 

wrath. 
Still  they  are  Evil's  prey  and  Sorrow's  spoil . 

jihoUbamah.    Let  them  fly ! 
I  hear  the  voice  which  says  that  all  must  die. 
Sooner  than  our  white-bearded  Patriarchs 
died; 

And  that  on  high 
An  ocean  is  prepare, 
While  from  below 
The    deep   shall  rise   to   meet  Heaven's 
overflow. 

Few  shall  be  spared. 
It  seems ;  and,  of  that  few,  the  race  of  Cain 
Must  lift  their  eyes  to  Adam's  God  in  vain. 
I  Sister !  dnce  it  ii  to, 
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And  the  eternal  Lord 
In  Tain  wonld  be  implored 
For  the  remiftion  of  one  hoar  of  woe, 
Let  ut  resign  even  what  we  ha^e  adored, 
And  meet  the  waTO,  af  we  would  meet  the 
eword, 
If  not  unmoyed,  yet  undiraiay*d, 
And  wailing  lesf  for  ui  than  those  who  shall 
Survive  in  mortal  or  immortal  thrall. 

And,   wlien  the  fatal  waters  are  allayed. 
Weep  for  the  myriads  who  can  weep  no  more. 
FIt,  Seraphs!  to  Tonr  own  eternal  shore, 
Where  winds  nor  howl  nor  waters  roar. 
Our  portion  is  to  die, 
And  yours  to  liye  for  ever ; 
But  which  is  best,  a  dead  eternity. 
Or  livings  is  but  known  to  the  great  Gi^en 
Obey  him,  as  we  shall  obey; 
I  would  not  keep  this  life  of  mine  in  clay 
An  hour  beyond  His  will ; 
Nor  see  ye  lose  a  portion  of  His  grace, 
For  all  Uie  mercy  which  Seth*e  race 
Find  still. 
Fly! 
And  as  your  pinions  bear  ye  back  toHeaven, 
Think  that  my  love  still  mounts  with  thee 
on  high, 
Samiasa ! 
And  if  I  look  up  with  a  tearless  eye, 
*ll8  that  an  angel^s  bride  disdains  to  weep. 
Farewell !  Now  rise,  inexorable  Deep ! 
Jnak,    And  must  we  die  ? 

And  must  I  lose  thee  too, 

Azaziel? 
Oh,  my  heart !  my  heart ! 

Thy  prophecies  were  true. 
And  yet  thou  wert  so  happy  too ! 
The  blow,  though  not  unlook'd  for,  falls 
as  new; 

But  yet  depart! 
Ah,  why? 
Yet  let  me  not  retain  thee— ily! 
My  pangs   can  be  but  brief;    but   thine 

would  be 
Eternal,  if  repulsed  from  Heaven  for  me. 
Too  much  already  hast  thou  deigned 
To  one  of  Adaro^s  race ! 
Our  doom  is  sorrow  ;  not  to  us  alone, 
But  to  the  spirits  who  haye  not  disdained 
To  love  us,  cometh  anguish  with  disgrace. 
The  first  who  taught  us  knowledge  hath 
been  hurrd 
From  his  once  archangelic  throne 
Into  some  unknown  world: 
And  thou,  Asaziel!  No— 
Thou  shalt  not  suffer  woe 
For  me.    Away!  nor  weep ! 

Thou  canst  not  weep;  but  yet 
Mayst  suffer  more,  not  weeping :  then 
forget 
H«r,  whom  the  surges  of  the  all-strangling 
Deep 
C^n  bring  no  pang  like  this.    Fly !  fly ! 
Being  gone,  'twill  bo  less  difficult  to  die. 
Japhtt.    Oh  say  not  so ! 


Father!  and  tium,  archangel,  thou  I 
Surely  celestial  Mercy  lurks  below 
That  pure  serere  serenity  of  brow : 

Let  them  not  meet  this  sea  without  a  shore, 
Saye  in  our  ark,  or  let  me  be  no  more! 
A^ooA.    Peace,  child  of  passion,  peace ! 
If  not  within  thy  heart,  yet  with  thy  tongue 

Do  Qod  no  wrong! 

Live  as  he  wills  it— die,  when  he  ordains, 

A  righteous  death,  unlike  the  seed  of  Cain's. 

Cease,  or  be  sorrowful  in  silence ;  cease 

To  wearyHeayen's  ear  with  thy  selfish  plaint 

Wouldst  thou  haye  CM  commit  a  sin 

for  thee  f 

Such  would  it  be 
To  alter  his  intent 
For  a  mere  mortal  s(»rrow.    Be  a  man! 
And  bear  what  Adam's  race  must  bear, 
and  can. 
Japhet,  Ay,father !  but  when  they  are  gone, 
And  we  are  all  alone. 
Floating  upon  the  azure  desert,  and 
The  depth  beneath  us  hides  oar  own  dear 

land. 
And  dearer,  silent  friends  and  brethrea,  all 
Buried  in  its  immeasurable  breast. 
Who,  who,  our  tears,  our  shrieks,  shall 
then  conunand? 
Can  we  in  desolation's  peace  haye  rest! 
Oh  God !  be  thou  a  Crod,  and  spare 
Yet  while  'tis  time ! 
Renew  not  Adam's  fall: 

Mankind  were  then  but  twain. 
But  they  are  numerous  now  as  are  the  waTSi 

And  the  tremendous  rain. 
Whose  drops  shall  be  less  thick  than  wonld 
their  grnyes. 
Were  graves  permitted  to  the  seed  of 
Cam. 
Noah.    Silence,  yain  boy !  each  word  of 
thine's  a  crime! 
Angel !  forgive  this  stripling's  fond  despair. 
Haphaet.    Seraphs !  these  mortals  speak 
in  passion:  Ye, 
Who  are,  or  should  be,  passionless  and  pare, 
May  now  return  with  me. 

Samitua.    It  may  not  be : 
We  have  chosen,  and  will  endure. 
Raphael,    Sayst  thou? 
Jzaziel.  He  hath  said  it,  and  I  say,  Amea! 
Raphad,    Again ! 
Then  from  this  hour. 
Shorn  as  ye  are  of  all  celestial  power. 
And  aliens  from  your  Crod, 
Farewell ! 
Japhet,    Alas !  where  shall  they  dwell T 
Hark !  hark !  Deep  sounds,  and  deeper  still. 
Are  howling  from  the  mountain's  bosom: 
There's  not  a  breath  of  wind  upon  the  hill, 
Yet*quivcrs  every  leaf,  and  drops  each 
blossom  f 
Earth  groans  as  if  beneath  a  heayy  load. 
Koah,    Hark!  htakl  the  sea-birds  cry! 
In  clouds  they  oyerspread  the  lurid  sky 
And  hover  round  dieaManitaiB,  where befue 
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Nerer  a  white  wing,  wetted  b  j  the  wave, 

Yet  dared  to  soar, 
Eren  when   the  waten  wax'd  too  fierce 
to  bniTe. 
Soon  it  ihall  be  their  only  shore, 
And  then,  no  more ! 
Japhet,    The  san!  the  rani 
He  riseth,  bnt  his  better  light  if  gone; 
And  a  black  circle,  l)onnd 

His  glaring  disk  around. 
Proclaims  earth^s  lost  of  summer-dajs  hath 
shone ! 
The  clouds  return  into  the  hues  of  night. 
Save  where  their  braien-coloar*d  edges 

streak 
The  verge  where  brighter  moms  were 
wont  to  break. 
Noah.    And  lo !  yon  flash  of  light. 
The  distant  thunder^s  harbinger,  appears ! 

It  cometh !  hence,  awav. 
Leave  to  the  elements  their  evil  prey! 
Hence  to  where  our  all-liallow*d  ark  uproars 
Its  safe  and  wreckless  sides. 
Japhet.    Oh,  father,  stay! 
Leave  not  my  Anah  to  the  swallowing  tides ! 
Noah.  Must  we  not  leave  all  life  to  such? 

Begone ! 
Japhet.    S'ot  I. 
Noah.    Then  die 
With  them! 
How  dar'st  thou  look  on  that  prophetic  sky. 
And  seek   to  save  what  all  tilings  now 
condemn. 
In  overwhelming  unison 

With  just  Jehovah's  wrath? 
Japhet,    Can  rage  and  justice  join  in  the 

same  path? 
Noah.  Blasphemer !  dar*st  thou  murmur 

even  now  ? 
Raphael.    Patriarch,   be  still  a  father! 

smoothe  thy  brow! 

Thy  son,  deDpite  his  folly,  shall  not  sink ; 

He  knowsnot  what  he  iays.yetshall  not  drink 

With  sobs  the  salt  foam  of  the  swelling 

waters; 

But  be,  when  Passion  passeth,  good  as  thou. 

Nor  perish  like  Heaven's  children  with 

Man's  danghters. 
Aholibamah.  The  Tempest  cometh;  Hea- 
ven and  Earth  unite 
For  the  annihilation  of  all  life. 
Unequal  is  the  strife 
Between  our  strength  and  the  Eternal  Might! 
Samiasa.  But  ours  is  with  thee:  we  will 

bear  ye  far 
To  some  untroubled  star, 
Where  thou  and  Anah  shall  partake  our  lot: 
And  if  thou  dostnot  weep  for  thy  lost  earth. 
Our  forfeit  Heaven  shall  also  be  forgot. 
jinah.    Oh !  my  dear  father's  tents,   my 
place  of  birth ! 
And  mountains,  land,  and  woods,  when  ye 

arc  not, 
W^ho  shall  drv  up  mv  tears? 
j4za3fiet.    Thy  Spirit- lord. 


Fear  not,  though  we  are  shut  from  Heaven, 

Yet  much  is  ours,whence  we  can  notbedri  vcn. 

Raphael,    Rebel !  thy  words  are  wicked, 

as  thy  deeds 
Shall  henceforth  be  but  weak  t  the  flaming 

sword, 
Which  chased  the  first-bom  out  of  Paradise, 
Still  flashes  in  the  angelic  hands. 
AzazieL  It  cannot  slay  us :  threaten  dust 

with  death. 
And  talk  of  weapons  unto  that  which  bleedsl 
What  are  thy  swords  in  our  immortal  eyes? 
Raphael.  The  moment  cometh  to  approve 

thy  strength; 
And  learn  at  leng^ 
How   vain   to    war  with  what  thy  God 

commands : 
Thy  former  force  was  in  thy  faith. 

Enter  MortaU^  fijfi^  for  refuge. 

Chonu  of  Mortala. 
The  heavens  and  eaith  are  mingling--God ! 

oh  God! 
What  have  we  done?  Yet  spare! 
Hark!  even  the  forest-beasts  howl  forth 
their  prayer! 
The  dragon  crawls  fhim  out  his  den, 
To  herd  in  terror  innocent  with  men; 
And  the  birds  scream  their  affony  through  air. 
Yet,  yet,  Jehovah!  yet  withdmw  thy  rod 
Of  wrath,  and  pity  thine  own  world's  despair! 
Hear  not  Man  only  bnt  all  Nature  plead  I 
Rtqthael.      Farewell,     thou    earth!    ye 
wretched  sons  of  clay, 
I  cannot,  must  not  aid  you.    'TIS  decreed ! 

[Exit  RaphaeL 
Japhet,  Some  clouds  sweep  on,  as  vul- 
tures for  their  prey. 
While  others,  fix'd  as  rocks,  await  the  word 
At  which  their  wrathful  vials  shall  bepour'd. 
No  axum  more  shall  robe  the  firmament. 
Nor  spangled  stars  be  glorious :  Death  hath 

risen : 
In  the  Sun's  place  a  pale  and  ghastly  glare 
Hath  wound  itself  around  the  dying  air. 
A%a%iel.    Come,  Anah!  quit  this  chaoa- 
founded  prison. 
To  which  the  elements  again  repair. 
To  tum  it  into  what  it  was:  beneath 
The  shelter  of  these  wings  thou  shalt  be  safe. 
As  was  the  eagle's  nestling  once  within 
Its  mother's.— Let  the  coming  chaos  chafe 
With  all  its  elements*  Heed  not  their  din! 
A  brighter  world  than  this,  where  thou 

shalt  breathe 
Ethereal  life,  will  we  explore : 
These  darken 'd  clouds  are  not  the  only  skies. 
[Azatiel  and  Samiaaa  fly  off,  amd  dU^ 
appear  with  Anah    and  Aholibamah. 
Japhet.    They  are  gone !  They  have  dis- 
appear'd  amidst  the  roar 
Of  the  forsaken  world ;  and  never  more. 
Whether  they  live,or  die  with  all  earth's  life, 
Now  near  its  last,  can  aught  restore 
Aflih  onto  these  eyes. 
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Chona  (if  Martala, 
Oh  fon  of  Noah!  mercy  on  thy  kind! 
What,   wilt  thou  leaye  ni  all— all — aU 

behind  ? 
While  safe  amidit  the  elemental  ftrife, 
Thoa  tit^flt  within  thy  gaarded  ark  ? 

ji  Mortal  (offering  her  infant  to  Jtq^hef), 
Oh  let  this  child  embark! 
I  brought  him  forth  in  woe, 
But  thought  it  joy 
To  fee  him  to  my  botom  clinging  ao. 
Why  was  he  bom  ? 
What  hath  he  done— 
My  unweanM  son — 
To  moye  Jehovah^s  wrath  or  scorn? 
What  is  there  in  this  milk  of  mine,  that  Death 
Should  stir  allHeaTen  andEarth  up  to  destroy 

My  boy. 
And  roll  the  waters  o^er  his  placid  breath? 
Save  him,  thou  seed  of  Seth ! 
Or  cursed  be — with  Him  who  made 
Thee  and  thy  race,for  which  we  are  betrayM ! 
Japket.    Peace!  'tis  no  hour  for  curses, 
but  for  prayer! 

Chortu  of  MortdU, 

For  prayer!!! 
And  where 
Shall  prayer  ascend. 
When  the  swoln  clouds  unto  themonntains 
bend 

And  burst. 
And  gushing  oceans  erery  barrier  rend. 
Until  the  Tory  deserts  know  no  thirst? 
Accursed 
Be  He,  who  made  thee  and  thy  sire ! 
We  deem  our  curses  vain ;  we  must  expire; 

But,  as  we  know  the  worst. 
Why  should  our  hymn  be  raised,  our  knees 

be  bent 
Before  the  implacable  Omnipotent, 
Since  we  must  fall  the  same  ? 
If  He  hath  made  earth,  let  it  be  His  shame. 
To  nuike  a  world  for  torture: — ^Lo!  they 

come. 
The  loathsome  waters  in  their  rage ! 
And  with  their  roar  make  wholesome  Nature 
dumb! 
The  forest's  trees  (coeval  with  the  hour 
When  Paradise  upsprung. 
Ere  Eve  gave  Adam  knowledge  for  her 
dower. 
Or  Adam  his  first  hymn  of  slavery  fung) , 
So  massy,  vast,  yet  green  in  their  old  age, 
Are  overtopped. 
Their  summer- blossomsby  the  surges  lopp'd, 

Which  rise,  and  rise,  and  rise. 
Vainly  we  look  up  to  the  lowering  skies — 

They  meet  the  seas. 
And  shut  out  God  from  our  beseeching  eyes. 
Fly,  son  of  Noah,  fly,  and  take  thine  ease 
In  thine  allotted  Ocean-tent; 
And  view,  all  floating  o'er  the  Element, 
The  corpses  of  the  world  of  thy  yonog  days : 


Then  to  Jehovah  raise 
Thy  song  of  praise! 
A  MortdL    Blessed  are  the  dead 
Who  die  in  the  Lord! 
And  though  the  waters  be  o'er  earth  ont- 
spread. 
Yet,  tts  Hia  word. 
Be  the  decree  adored  I 
He  gave  me  life^He  taketh  but 

The  breath  which  is  His  own  :     • 
And  though  these  eyes  should  be  forever  shot, 
Nor  longer  this  weak  voice  before  His 

throne 
Be  heard  in  supplicating  tone. 
Still  blessed  be  the  Lord, 
For  what  is  past. 

For  that  which  is: 
For  all  are  His, 
From  first  to  last- 
Time—  space— eternity —  life— death  ~ 
The  vast  known  and  inuneasurable  na- 
known. 
He  made,  and  can  unmake  ; 

And  shall  /,  for  a  little  gasp  of  breath. 
Blaspheme  and  groan  ? 

No;  let  me  die,  as  I  have  lived,  infaitk, 
Nor  quiver,  though  the  universe  may  quake! 

Chorus  of  Mortals. 
Where  shall  we  fly? 
Not  to  the  mountains  high  ; 
For  now  their  torrents  rush  with  double  roar, 
To  meet  the  ocean,  which,  advancing  still, 
Already  grasps  each  drowning  hill. 
Nor  leaves  an  unsearch'd  cave. 

Enter  a   Woman. 
Woman.    Oh,  save  me,  save! 
Our  valley  is  no  more : 
My  father  and  my  father's  tent. 
My  brethren  and  my  brethren's  herds, 
The  pleasant  trees  that  o'er  our  noonday  best 
And  sent  forth  evening-songs  from  sweetcit 

birds. 
The  little  rivulet  which  freshea'd  aU 
Our  pastures  green. 
No  more  are  to  be  seen. 
When  to  the  mountain-cliff  I  diiab'd  this 
morn, 
I  tum'd  to  bless  the  spot. 
And  not  a  leaf  appear'd  about  to  fall^^ 

And  now  they  are  not!^ 
Why  was  I  bom? 

Japhet.    To  die!  in  youth  to  die; 
And  happier  in  that  doom, 
Than  to  behold  the  nnivemi  tonb 
Which  I 

Am  thus  condemn'd  to  weep  ahome  ia  vain: 
Why,  when  all  perish,  why  must  I  icnaia? 
[ilke  Waters  rise:  Menfiy  m  every  4ire^ 
tion;  mantf  are  ooertafcen  fty  the  moves; 
the  Chorus  of  Mortals  disperses  in  semrdk 
(jf  safety  ap  the  Mountains  ;  jAvaar  re- 
mains upon  a  rods^  wkUe  tkeJUkf/oatt 
towards  AIn  in  the  ditiamft- 
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Tho  father  softent,   but  the  governor  '■  resolved. 

C»mc. 


DRAMATIS   PERSONiE. 


MEN. 

Francis  Foscau,  Doge  of  Vetdee. 
Jacopo  Fosoabi,  Son  of  the  Doge. 
Jambs  LoRBDAjfo,  a  Patrician. 
Marco  Mbmho,  a  Chief  of  the  Forty. 
Barbarigo,  a  Senator. 
Other  Senators,  the  Council  of  Ten,  Quarde, 
Attendant,  etc. 


WOMAN. 
Mabih A,  Wife  of  young  Fosgari. 


Scene— the  Ducal  Palace,  Venice. 


ACT    L 

SCENE  L--A  Hail  in  the  Ducal  Palace. 
Enter  Lorbdaho  and  Barbabigo,  meeting. 

Lorcdano.  Wbkrb  is  the  priioner? 

Barbarigo.    Reposing  from 
The  question. 

Lored.    The  hour's  past— fixM  yesterday 
For  the  resumption  of  his  trial.— Let  us 
Rejoin  our  colleagues  in  the  council,   and 
Urge  his  recal. 

Barb.    Nay,  let  him  proflt  by 
A  few  brief  minutes  for  his  tortured  limbs; 
He    was    overwrought    by    the    question 

yesterday. 
And  may  die  under  it  if  now  repeated. 

Lorerf.     Well? 

Barb.     I  yield  not  to  you  in  lore  of 
justice, 
Or  hate  of  the  ambitious  Foscari, 
Father  and  son,  and  all  their  noxious  race; 
But  the  poor  wretch  has  suffered  beyond 

nature's 
Most  stoical  endurance. 

Lored.     Without  owning 
His  crime. 

Barb.   Perhaps  without  committing  any. 
But  he  aTow'd  the  letter  to  the  Duke 
Of  Milan,  and  his  sufferings  half  atone  for 
Such  weakness. 

Lored.     We  shall  see. 

Barb.    You,  Loredano, 
Pursue  hereditary  hate  too  far. 

Lored.     How  far? 

Barb.    To  extermination. 

Lored.     When  they  are 
Extinct,  you  may  say  this. — Let's   in  to 
council. 


Barb.     Yet   pause — the  number  of  our 
colleagues  is  not 
Complete  yet ;  two  are  wanting  ere  we  can 
Proceed. 

Lored.    And  the  chief  judge,  the  Doge?< 

Barb.    No—  he 
With  more  than  Roman  fortitude  is  ever 
First  at  the  board  in  this  unhappy  procew 
Against  his  last  and  only  son. 

Lored.    True— true— 
His  laet. 

Barb.    Will  nothing  mOTo  yon? 

Lored.    Feeh  he,  think  you  ? 

Barb. :  He  shows  is  not. 

Lored.  I  haye  marked  tAaf— the  wretch! 

Barb.  But  yesterday,  I  hear,  on  his  return 
To  the  ducal  chambers,  as  he  passed  the 

threshold 
The  old  man  fainted. 

Lored.    It  begins  to  work,  then. 

Barb.    The  work  is  half  your  own. 

Lored.    And  should  be  all  mine— 
My  father  and  my  uncle  are  no  more. 

Barb.   I  have  read  their  epitaph,  which 
says  they  died 
By  poison. 

Lored.     When  the  Doge  declared  that  he 
Should  nerer  deem  himself  a  sovereign  till 
The  death  of  Peter  Loredano,  both 
The   brothers  sicken'd  shortly:  —  he  is 
soTcreign. 

Bar6.    A  wretched  one. 

Lored.    What  should  they  be  who  make 
Orphans? 

Barb.    But  did  the  Doge  make  yon  iof 

Lored.    Yes. 

fiar6.     What  solid  proofs? 

Lored.    When  princes  set  themselTei 
To  worit  in  secret,  proofs  and  prooeM  are 
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Shall  f  lamber  o*cf  the  wreck  of  this  until 
The  «alt  morass  suhside  into  a  sphere 
Beneath  the  sun,  and  be  the  monument. 
The  sole  and  undistinguished  sepulchre, 
Of  yet  quick  myriads  of  all  life  ?  How  much 
Breath  will  be  stillM  at  once !  All-beauteous 

world ! 
60  young,  so  marked  out  for  destruction,  I 
With  a  cleft  heart  look  on  thee  day  by  day, 
And  night  by  night,  thy  numbered  days  and 

nights. 
1  cannot  save  thee,  cannot  save  eren  her 
Whose  lore  had  made  me  love  thee  more; 

but  as 
A  portion  of  thy  dust,  I  cannot  think 
Upon  thy  coming  doom  without  a  feeling 
Such  as — Oh  God !  and  canst  thou  — 

[He  pauses. 

A  rushing  sound  from  the  eacem  is  heard 
and^  shouts  of  laughter — afterwards  a 
Spirit  passes. 

Japhet,    In  the  name 
Of  ihe  Most  High,  what  art  thou? 
Spirit  ilaughs).    Ha !  Ha !  Ha ! 
Japhet,    By  all  that  earth  holds  holiest, 

speak! 
Spirit  (laughs).    Ha!  Ha! 
Japhet.    By  the  approaching  deluge !  by 
the  earth 
Which  will  be  strangled  by  the  ocean !  by 
Tho  deep   which  will  lay  open    all  her 

fountains ! 
The  Heaven  which  will  convert  her  clouds 

to  seas! 
And  the  Omnipotent  who  makes  and  crushes ! 
Thou  unknown,  terrible,  and  indistinct. 
Yet  awful  Thing  of  Shadows,  speak  to  me ! 
Why  dost  thou  laugh  that  horrid  laugh? 
Spirit.    Why  weepst  thou  ? 
Japhet.    For  earth  and  all  her  children. 
Spirit.     Ha!  Ha!  Ha!      [Spirit  vanishes. 
Japhet.  How  the  fiend  mocks  the  tortures 
of  a  world, 
The  coming  desolation  of  an  orb. 
On  which  the  sun  shall  rise  and  warm  no  life ! 
How  the  earth  sleeps!  and  all  that  in  it  is 
Sleeps  too  upon  the  very  eve  of  death ! 
Why  should  they  wake  to  meet  it?  What 

is  here. 
Which  look  like  death  in  life,  and  speak 

like  things 
Bom  ere  this  dying  world?  They  come  like 
clouds ! 
[Various  !^irit8  pass  from  the  eavem. 
f^rit.    Bejoice ! 
The  abhorred  race 
Which  could  not  keep  in  Eden  their  high 
place. 
But  listened  to  the  voice 
Of  knowledge  without  power, 
Are  nigh  the  hour 
Of  death! 
Kot  flow,  not  tingley  not  by  sword,  nor 
sorrow, 


Nor  years,  nor  heart-break,  nor  Tlme^a 
sapping  motion. 
Shall  they  drop  off.    Behold  their  last  to- 
morrow ! 
Earth  shall  be  ocean ! 
And  no  breath. 
Save  of  the  winds,  be  oa  the  unbounded 

wave! 
Angels  shall  tire  their  wings,  but  find  no 

spot: 
Not  even  a  rock  from  out  the  liquid  grave 

Shall  lift  its  point  to  save. 
Or  show  the  place  where  strong  Despair 
hath  died. 
After  long  looking  o^er  the  ocean  wide 
For  the  expected  ebb  which  cometh  not: 
All  shall  be  void. 
Destroyed ! 
Another  element  shall  be  the  lord 

Of  life,  and  the  abhorr'd 
Children  of  dust  be  quenched;  and  of  each  hue 
Of  earth  nought  left  but  the  unbroken  bine; 
And  of  the  variegated  mountain 
Shall  nought  remain 
Unchanged,  or  of  the  level  plain ; 
Cedar  and  pine  shall  lift  their  tops  la 
vain: 
All  merged  within  the  universal  fountaio, 
Man,  earth,  and  fire,  shall  die. 
And  sea  and  sky 
Look  vast  and  lifeless  in  the  eternal  eye. 
Upon  the  foam 
Who  shall  erect  a  home? 
Japhet  (coming  foruHJtrd).     My  sire! 
Earth^s  seed  shall  not  expire; 
Only  the  evil  shall  be  put  away 

From  day. 
Avaunt!   ye  exulting  demons  of  the 
waste ! 
Who  howl  your  hideous  joy 
When  God   destroys  whom  you  dare  not 
destroy ; 

Hence!  haste! 
Back  to  your  inner  caves ! 
Until  the  waves 
Shall  search  you  in  your  secret  place. 
And  drive  your  sullen  race 
Forth,  to  be  rolPd  upon  the  tossing  winds 
In  restless  wretchedness  along  all  space ! 
Spirit.    Son  of  the  saved ! 
When  thou  and  thine  have  braved 
The  wide  and  warring  clement ; 
When  the  great  barrier  of  tho  deep  is  rent. 
Shall  tliou  and  thine  be  good  or  happy?— 
No! 
Tliy  new  world  and  new  race  ahall  be  of 

woe- 
Less  goodly  in  their  aspect,  in  their  veon 
Less  than  the  glorious  giants,  who 
Yet  walk  the  world  in  pride. 
The  Sons  of  Heaven  by  many  a  mortal  bride. 
Thine  shal  1  be  nothing  of  the  past,  save  tears. 
And  art  thou  not  ashamed 

Thus  to  survive. 
And,  eat,  and  drink,  and  wive? 
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With  a  base  heart  fo  far  gabdned  and  tamed, 

Af  eren  to  hear  this  wide  destruction  named, 

Withoat  such  grief  and  conrage,  as  should 

rather 

Bid  thee  await  the  world-dissolTinif  ware. 

Than  seek  a  shelter  with  thy  fayonr'd  father. 

And  build  thy  city  o'er  the  drownM  Earth^s 

grare? 

Who  would  ontliTe  their  kind. 
Except  the  base  and  blind? 

Mine 
Hateth  thine 
As  of  a  different  order  in  the  sphere, 
But  not  our  own. 
There  is  not  one  who  hath  not  left  a  throne 
Vacant  in  Hea\  en  to  dwell  in  darkness  here, 
Rather  than  see  his  mates  endure  alone. 

Go,  wretch!  and  give 
A  life  like  thine  to  other  wretches —liye! 
And  when  the  annihilating  waters  roar 
Abore  what  they  have  done, 
Enry  the  Ginnt-Patriarchs  then  no  more. 
And  scorn  thy  sire  as  the  suniying  one! 
Thyself  fur  being  his  son ! 

Cfrortis  o/  Si^irita  insmnff  from  the  cavern. 

Rejoice ! 
No  more  the  human  voice 
Shall  vex  our  joys  in  middle  air 

With  prayer; 
No  more 

Shall  they  adore; 
And  we,  who  ne^er  for  ages  have  adored 

The  prayer-exacting  Lord, 
To  whom  the  omission  of  a  sacrifice 
Is  vice; 
We,  we  shall  view  the  deep  salt  sources 

pourM 
Until  one  element  shall  do  the  work 
Of  all  in  chaos ;  until  they, 
The  creatures  proud  of  their  poor  clay. 
Shall  perish,  and  their  bleached  bones  shall 

lurk 
In  caves.in  dens,in  clefts  of  mountains,  where 
The  Deep  shall  follow  to  their  latest  lair; 
Where  even  the  brutes,  in  their  despair, 
Shall  cease  to  prey  on  man  and  on  each  other. 
And  the  striped  tiger  shall  lie  down  to  die 
Beside  the  lamb,  as  though  he  were  his 
brother ; 
Till  all  things  shall  be  as  they  were, 
Silent  and  uncreated,  save  the  sky: 
While  a  brief  truce 
Is  made  with  Death,  who  shall  forbear 
The  little  remnant  of  the  past  creation, 
To  generate  new  nations  for  his  use ; 
TYiis  remnant,  floating  o'er  the  undulation 
Of  the  subsiding  deluge,  from  its  slime. 
When  the  hot  sun  hath  baked  the  reeking 
soil 
Into  a  world,  shall  give  again  to  Time 
New  beings  —  years  —  diseases  —  sorrow — 

crime  — 
With  all  companionship  of  hate  and  toil, 
Until— 


Japkei  {interrupting  them).  The  eternal 
will 
Shall  deign  to  expound  this  dream 
Of  good  and  evil ;  and  redeem 

Unto  Himself  all  times,  all  thing! | 
And,gath  er'd  under  his  almighty  wingf» 
Abolish  hell! 
And  to  the  expiated  Earth 
Restore  the  beauty  of  her  birth, 
Her  Eden  in  an  endless  paradise. 
Where  man  no  more  can  fall  as  once  he  fell. 
And  even  the  very  demons  shall  do  well ! 
Spirits,    And  when  shall  take  effect  thia 

wondrous  spell? 
Japhet,     When  the  Redeemer   cometh; 
first  in  pain, 
And  then  in  glory. 
Spirite.    Meantime  still  struggle  in  the 
mortal  chain, 
Till  earth  wax  hoary ;  * 
War  with  yourselves,  and  ifell,  and  Heaven, 
in  vain. 
Until  tlie  clouds  look  gory 
With  the  blood  reeking  from  each  battle- 
plain  ; 
New  times,    new  climes,   new   arts,   new 

men ;  but  still 
The  same  old  tears,  old  crimes,  and  oldest  ill. 
Shall  be  amongst  your  race  in  different 
forms; 
But  the  same  moral  storms 
Shall  oversweep  the  future,  as  the  waves 
In  a  few  hours  the  gloriont  Giants' gravea. 

Chorus  of  Spirits, 

Brethren,  rsjoice! 
Mortal,  farewell! 
Hark !  hark !  already  we  can  hear  the  voice 
Ofgrowing  Ocean's  gloomy  swell ; 
The  winds,  too,  plume  their  piercing 

wings ! 
The  clouds  have  nearly  fiU'd   their 
springs ! 
The  fountains  of  the  great  deep  shall  be 
broken. 
And  Heaven  set  wide  her  windows ;  while 
mankind 
View,  unacknowledged,    each  tremendous 
token — 
Still,  as  they  were  from  the  beginning, 
blind. 
We  hear  the  sound  they  cannot  hear. 
The  mustering  thunders  of  the   threat- 
ening sphere; 
Yet  a  few  hours  their  coming  is  dela^'d ; 
Their  flashing  banners,  folded  still  on  high. 

Yet  undisplay'd, 
Save  to  the  Spirits'  ail-pervading  eye. 

Howl!  howl!  oh  Earth! 
Thy  death  is  nearer  than  thy  recent  birth! 
Tremble,  ye  mountains,  soon  to  shrink  below 

The  ocean's  overflow! 
The  wave  shall  break   upon  your  cliffs t 
and  shells. 
The  little  sheila  of  ocean's  least  things  he 
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Shall  slamber  o*er  the  wreck  of  this  until 
The  salt  morasi  sabtide  into  a  sphere 
Beneath  the  sun,  and  be  the  monument. 
The  sole  and  undistinguished  sepulchre, 
Of  yet  quick  myriads  of  all  life  ?  How  much 
Breath  will  be  still'd  at  once !  All-beauteous 

world! 
Bo  young,  so  marked  out  for  destruction,  I 
With  a  cleft  heart  look  on  thee  day  by  day. 
And  night  by  night,  thy  numbered  days  and 

nights. 
1  cannot  save  thee,  cannot  save  even  her 
Whose  love  had  made  me  love  thee  more ; 

but  as 
A  portion  of  thy  dust,  I  cannot  think 
Upon  thy  coming  doom  without  a  feeling 
Such  as — Oh  God !  and  canst  thou  - 

[He  pauses. 

A  rushing  sound  from  the  cavern  is  heard 
and^  shouts  of  laughter — afterwards  a 
Spirit  passes. 

Japhet,    In  the  name 
Of  the  Most  High,  what  art  thou? 
^irit  (laughs).    Ha !  Ha !  Ha ! 
Japhet.    By  all  that  earth  holds  holiest, 

BDeak  ^ 
Spirit  (laughs^    Ha!  Ha! 
Japhet,    By  the  approaching  deluge !  by 
the  earth 
Which  will  be  strangled  by  the  ocean !  by 
The  deep  which  will  lay  open    all  her 

fountains ! 
The  Heaven  which  will  convert  her  clouds 
V  to  seas! 

And  the  Omnipotent  who  makes  and  crushes ! 
Thou  unknown,  terrible,  and  indistinct. 
Yet  awful  Thine  of  Shadows,  speak  to  me! 
Why  dost  thou  laugh  that  horrid  laugh? 
Spirit.    Why  weepst  thou? 
Japhet.    For  earth  and  all  her  children. 
Spirit.     Ha!  Ha!  Ha!      [Spirit  vanishes. 
Japhet.  How  the  fiend  mocks  the  tortures 
of  a  world, 
The  coming  desolation  of  an  orb, 
On  which  the  sun  shall  riseaud  warm  no  life ! 
How  the  earth  sleeps!  and  all  that  in  it  is 
Sleeps  too  upon  the  very  eve  of  death ! 
Why  should  they  wake  to  meet  it?  What 

is  here, 
Which  look  like  death  in  life,  and  speak 

like  things 
Bom  ere  this  dying  world?  They  come  like 
clouds ! 
[farious  f^rits  pass  from  the  eavem. 
Spirit.    Rejoice ! 
The  abhorred  race 
Which  cc»uld  not  keep  in  Eden  their  high 
place. 
But  listened  to  the  voice 
Of  knowledge  without  power, 
Are  nigh  the  hoar 
Of  death! 
Kot  ilow,  not  liiigley  not  by  sword,  nor 
sorrow. 


Nor  years,  nor  heart-break^  nor  Tlme^a    j 
sapping  motion. 
Shall  they  drop  off.    Behold  their  last  to- 
morrow ! 
Earth  shall  be  ocean ! 
And  no  breath. 
Save  of  the  winds,  be  on  the  unbounded 

wave! 
Angels  shall  tire  their  wings,  but  find  no 

spot: 
Not  even  a  rock  from  out  the  liquid  g^ve 

Shall  lift  its  point  to  save. 
Or  show  the  place  where  strong  Despair 
hath  died. 
After  long  looking  o^er  the  ocean  wide 
For  the  expected  ebb  which  cometh  not: 
All  shall  be  void, 
DestroyM ! 
Another  element  shall  be  the  lord 

Of  life,  and  the  abhorr'd 
Children  of  dust  be  quenched;  and  of  each  hue 
Of  earth  nought  left  but  the  unbroken  blae; 
And  of  the  variegated  mountain 
Shall  nought  remain 
Unchanged,  or  of  the  level  plain ; 
Cedar  and  pine  shall  lift  tlieir  tops  In 
vain: 
All  merged  within  the  universal  fountain, 
Man,  earlh,  and  fire,  shall  die. 
And  sea  and  sky 
Look  vast  and  lifeless  in  the  eternal  eye. 
Upon  the  foam 
Who  shall  erect  a  home? 
Japhet  (coming  forward).     My  sire! 
Earth's  seed  shall  not  expire; 
Only  the  evil  shall  be  put  away 

From  day. 
Avaunt!   ye  exulting  demons  of  the 
waste ! 
Who  howl  your  hideous  joy 
When  God   destroys  whom  you  dare  not 
destroy ; 

Hence!  haste! 
Back  to  your  inner  caves ! 
Until  the  waves 
Shall  search  you  in  your  secret  place. 
And  drive  vonr  sullen  race 
Forth,  to  be  roU'd  upon  the  tossing  winds 
In  restless  wretchedness  along  all  space ! 
Spirit.    Son  of  the  saved ! 
When  thou  and  thine  have  braved 
The  wide  and  warring  clement ; 
When  the  great  barrier  of  the  deep  is  rent. 
Shall  thou  and  thine  be  good  or  happy?— 
No! 
Thy  new  world  and  new  race  ahall  be  of 

woe- 
Less  goodly  in  their  aspect,  in  their  vears 
Less  than  the  glorious  giants,  who 
Yet  walk  the  world  in  pride. 
The  Sons  of  Heaven  by  many  a  mortal  bride. 
Thine  shall  be  nothing  of  the  past,  save  tears. 
And  art  thou  not  ashamed 

Thus  to  survive. 
And,  eat»  and  drink,  and  wive? 
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Memmo.    II  will  only  terre 
More  to  ezafpenite  Ida  judg^ 

Marina,     What 
Are  judge*  who  give  waj  to  anger?  they 
Who  do  fo  are  aisaftini.    GIto  we  way. 

[Exit  Marimt. 
Senator,    Poor  lady ! 
Memmo,    TU  mere  desperation  ;  fhe 
Will  not  he  admitted  o'er  the  threehold. 

Senator,    And 
Eyeo  if  the  he  to,  cannot  fave  her  hatband. 
Bat,  tee,  the  officer  retumf. 

[Tie  officer  paseee  over  ike  etage 
with  another  pereon, 
Memmo,    I  hardly 
Thaaght  that  the  Ten  had  oTen  this  touch 

of  pity. 

Or  would  permit  at sistance  to  thit  ralTerer. 

Heumtor,    Pity !  U  't  pity  to  recal  to  feeling 

The  wretch  too  happy  to  escape  to  death 

Bj  the  compaffionate  trance,  poor  nature's 

last 
Resource  against  the  tyranny  of  pain  t 
Mcmmo.    I  marvel  they  condemn  him  not 

at  once. 
Senator,    That's  not  their  policy :  they'd 
havcL  him  lire, 
Because  he  fears  not  death ;  and  banish  him, 
Because  all  earth,  except  his  native  land. 
To  him  is  one  wide  prison,  and  each  breath 
Of  forei^  air  he  draws  seems  a  slow  poison, 
Consuming  but  not  Icilling. 

Memmo.    Circumstance 
Confirms  his  crimes,  but  he  arows  them  not. 
Senator.    None,  save  the  letter,  which  he 
says  was  written, 
Address'd  to  Miian'is  duke,  in  the  full  know- 
ledge 
That  it  would  fall  into  the  senate's  hands. 
And  thus  he  should  be  re-convey 'd  to  Venice. 
Memmo.    But  as  a  culprit. 
Senator.     Yes,  but  to  his  country : 
And  that  was  all  he  sought,  so  he  avouches. 
Memmo.    The  accusation  of  the  bribes 

was  proved. 
Senator.    Kot  clearly,  and  the  charge  of 
homicide 
Has  been  annnird  by  thedeath-bed  confession 
Of  Nicolas  Erixzo,  who  slew  the  late 
Chief  of  the  Ten. 

Memmo.    Then  why  not  clear  him? 
Senator.    That 
They  ought  to  answer;  for  it  is  well  known 
That  Almoro  Donato,  as  I  said. 
Was  slain  by  Erixso  for  private  vengeance. 
Memmo.    There  must  be  more  in  thb 
strange  process  than 
The  apparent  crimes  of  the  accused  disclose- 
But  here  come  two  of  the  Ten:    let  us 
retire.    [Rseuni  Memmo  and  Senator. 

Enter  Loksdafio  and  BiaBAnioo. 

Barb,    (addreanng  horedano)  That  were 

too  much :  believe  me,  'twas  not  meet 

The  Irial  thoold  go  farther  at  tUa 


Lored,    And  so  the  CooneO  matt  break 
up,  and  Justice 
Pause  in  her  full  career,  because  a  woman 
Breaks  in  on  our  deliberations  f 

fiar6.    No, 
That's  not  the  cause ;  you  saw  the  prisoner'^ 
state. 

Lored,    And  had  he  not  recoTer'd  ? 

Barb,    To  relapse 
Upon  the  least  renewal. 

Lored,    'Twas  not  tried. 

Barb.    Tis  vain  to  murmar ;  the  majority 
In  council  were  against  you. 

Lored.    Thanks  to  you,  sir, 
And  the  old  ducal  dotard,  who  combined 
The  worthy  voices  which  o*emiled  my  owa. 

Bar6.    1  am  a  judge;  hut  most  confess 
that  part 
Of  our  stern  duty,  which  prescribes  the 

question, 
And  bids  us  sit  and  tee  its  sharp  infliction, 
Makes  me  wish— 

Lored,    What? 

Barb.    That  You  would  eomettmes  feel, 
As  1  do  always. 

Isored,    Go  to,  you're  a  diild. 
Infirm  of  feeling  as  of  purpose,  blown 
About  by  every  breath,  shook  by  a  sigh« 
And  melted  by  a  tear — a  precious  judge 
For  Venice !  and  a  worthy  statesman  to 
Be  partner  in  my  policy! 

Barb.    He  shed 
No  tears. 

Lored.    He  cried  out  twice. 

Barb.    A  saint  had  done  so, 
£ven  with  the  crown  of  glory  in  his  eye. 
At  such  inhuman  artifice  of  pain 
As  was  forced  on  him:  but  he  did  not  cry 
For  pity ;  not  a  word  nor  groan  escaped  him. 
And  those  two  shrieks  were  not  in  suppli- 
cation. 
But  wrung  from  pangs,  and  foUow'd  by 
no  prayers. 

Lored.  He  muttered  many  times  lietweea 
his  teeth,      i 
But  inarticulately. 

Barb.    That  I  heard  not  \ 
You  stood  more  near  him. 

Lored,    I  did  so. 

Barb.    Methought, 
To  my  surprise  too,  yoit  were  touch *d  with 

mercy. 
And  were  the  first  to  call  out  for  assbtance 
When  he  was  failing. 

Lored,    I  believed  that  swoon 
His  last. 

fiorfr.    And  have  I  not  oft  heard  thee  name 
His  and  his  father's  death  your  nearest  wish? 

Lored,    If  he  dies  innocent,  that  is  to  say. 
With  his  guilt  unavow'd,  he'll  be  lamented. 

Barb.    What,   wouldtt   thou  tlay    hit 
memory? 

Lored.    Wouldtt  thou  have 
Hit  ttate  descend  to  hit  ehildreo,  M  it  matt, 
If  hedieaaattaiated? 
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Barb.    War  with  them  too  f 

Lorcd,     With  all  their  hoase,  till  theirs 

or  wine  are  nothing. 
Barb.  And  the  deep  agony  of  his  pale  wife, 
And  the  repressed  convnlsion  of  the  high 
And  princely  brow  of  his  old  father;  which 
Brf>ke  forth  in  a  slight  shuddering,  though 

rarely, 
Or  in  some  clammy  drops,  soon  wiped  away 
In  stem  serenity ;  these  moved  you  not  f 

[Exit  Loredano. 
IIe*s  silent  in  his  hate,  as  Foscari 
Was  in  his  snfTering;  and  the  poor  wretch 

moved  me 
More  by  his  silence  than  a  thousand  outcries 
Could  have  effected.  'Twas  a  dreadful  sight 
When  his  distracted  wife  broke  througfh  into 
The  hall  of  our  tribunal,  and  beheld 
What  we  could  scarcely  look  upon,long  used 
To  such  sights.     I  must  think  no  more  of 

this. 
Lest  I  forget  in  this  compassion  for 
Our  foes  their  former  injnries,  and  lose 
The  hold  of  vengeance  L<iredano  plans 
For  him  and  me ;  but  mine  would  be  content 
With — lesser  retribution  than  he  thirsts  for. 
And  I  would  mitigate  his  deeper  hatred 
To  milder  thoughts ;  but,  for  the  present, 

Foscari 
Has  a  short  hourly  respite,  granted  at 
llie  instance  iif  the  elders  of  the  Council, 
Moved  doubtless  by  his  wife^s  appearance  ^n 
The  hall,   and  his  own  sufferings.  —  Lo ! 

they  come ! 
How  feeble  and  forlorn !  1  cannot  bear 
To  look  on  them  again  in  tliis  extremity: 
ru  hence,  and  try  to  soften  Loredano. 

[Exit  Barbarigo. 

ACT    II. 

SCENE  l.^A  Ilaa  in  the  Dogb*s  Palace. 

The  DooB  and  a  Sbnatob. 

Senator.    Is  it  your  pleasure  to  sign  the 
rep<irt 
Now,  or  postpone  it  till  to-morrow  Y 

Doge.    Now ; 
I  overlook'd  it  yesterday :  it  wants 
Merely  the  signature.     Give  me  the  pen  — 
[The  Doge  eite  down  and  eigne  the 
paper. 
There,  signer. 
Senator  (looking  at  the  paper).  You  have 

forgot ;  it  is  not  sigu,M. 
Doge.    Not  si^'d?  Ah,  I  perceive  my 
eyes  begin 
To  wax  more  weak  with  age.  I  did  not  see 
That  I  had  dipped  the  pen  without  effect. 
Senator  {dipping  the  pen  into  the  ink^ 
and   placing  the  paper  before  the 
Doge).    Your  hand,  too,  slakes, 
my  lord:  allow  me,  thos^ 
Doge.    Tis  done,  I  thank  yoa. 


Senator.    Thus  the  act  conHrroM 
By  you  and  by  the  Ten ,    gives  peace  to 
Venice. 
Doge.    Tis  long  since  she  enJoyM  it  x  may 
it  be 
As  long  ere  she  resume  her  arms ! 

Senator.    ^I'is  almost 
Til  irty- four  years  of  nearly  ceaseless  warftu« 
Witli  the  Turk,  or  the  powers  of  Italy; 
The  state  had  need  of  some  repose. 

Doge.    No  doubt: 
I  found  her  Queen  of  Ocean,  and  I  leave  her 
Lady  of  Lombardy:  it  is  a  comfort 
That  I  have  added  to  her  diadem 
The  gems  of  Brescia  and  Ravenna;  Crema 
And  Bergamo  no  less  are  hers;  her  realm 
By  land  has  grown  by  thus  much  in  my 

reign. 
While  her  sea-sway  has  not  shrunk. 

Senator.    Tis  roost  true. 
And  merits  all  our  country's  gratitude. 
Doge.     Perhaps  so. 

Senator.  Which  should  be  made  manifest. 
Doge.    I  have  not  complained,  sir. 
Senator.    My  good  lord,  forgive  me. 
Doge.    For  what? 
Senator.    My  heart  bleeds  for  yon. 
Doge.    For  me,  signor? 
Senator.     And  for  your — 
Doge.    Stop ! 

Senator.    It  must  have  way,  my  lofd: 
I  have  too  many  duties  towards  yon 
And  all  your  house,  for  past  and  present 

kindness. 
Not  to  feel  deeply  for  your  ton. 

Doge.    Was  this 
In  your  commission  ? 

Senator.     What  my  lord  f 
Doge.    This  prattle 
Of  things  you  know  not :  but  the  treaty's 

signed  ; 
Return  with  it  to  them  who  sent  yon. 
Senator.    I  obey.    I  had  in  charge,  too, 
from  the  Council, 
That  you  would  fix  an  honr  for  their  re- 
union. 
Doge.    Say,  when  they  will — now,  even 
at  this  moment. 
If  it  so  please  them :  I  am  the  state's  servant 
Senator.    They  would  accord  some  time 

for  your  repose. 
Doge.    I  have  no  repose ,  that  is ,  none 
which  shall  cause 
The  loss  of  an  hour's  time  unto  the  state. 
Let  them  meet  when  they  will ,  I  shall  be 

found 
Hliere  I  should  be,apd  what  I  have  been  ever. 

[Exit  Senator. 
[The  Doge  rematns  in  ttlenee. 

Enter  an  Attendant. 

Attendant.    Prince! 
Doge.    Say  on. 

Attendant,    The  illutrioas  lady  Foscari 
Reqndfta  an  avdience. 
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Doge.     Bid  her  enter.    Poor 
Marina!  [Exit  Attendant, 

\The  Doge  remains  in  silence  as  before. 

Enter  Mabuva. 

Marina.    1  have  ventured,  father,  on 
Your  priTacy. 

Doge.  I  have  none  from  you,  my  child. 
Command  my  time,  when  not  commanded  by 
The  state. 

Marina.    I  wi^h'd  to  spealctoyou  of  Aim. 

Doge.    Your  husband? 

Marina.    And  your  son. 

Doge.    Proceed,  my  daug^hter! 

Marina.    I  had  obtained  pet  minion  from 
the  Ten 
To  attend  my  hatband  for  a  limited  number 
Of  hours. 

Doge.    You  had  so. 

Marina.    Tis  revoked. 

Doge.    By  whom? 

Marina.     The   Ten.  —  When  we  had 
reached  the  Bridge  of  Sighs, 
Which  I  prepared  to  pass  with  Foscari, 
The  gloomy  guardian  of  that  passage  first 
Demurred  :  a  messenger  was  sent  baclc  to 
The  Ten ;  but  as  the  court  no  longer  sate, 
And  no  permission  had  been  given  in  writing, 
I  was  thrust  back,  with  the  assurance  that 
Until  that  high  tribunal  re-^issembled 
The  dungeon-walls  must  still  divide  us. 

Doge.    Tme, 
The  form  has  been  omitted  in  the  haste 
With  which  the  court  acyoum^d,  and  till  it 

meets 
*Ti8  dubious. 

Marina.    Till  it  meets !  and  when  it  meets, 
Theyll  torture  him  again ;  and  he  and  I 
Must  purchase  by  renewal  of  the  rack 
The  interview  of  husband  and  of  wife, 
Tlie  holiest  tie  beneath  the  heavens  ?  —  Oh 

God! 
Dost  thou  see  this? 

Doge.    Child -child— 

Marina  {abruptly^.    Call  me  not  child ! 
You  soon  will  have  no  children —you  deserve 

none — 
Yon,  who  can  talk  thus  calmly  of  a  son 
In  circumstances  which  would  call  forth 

tears 
Of  blood  from  Spartans!  Though  these  did 

not  weep 
Their  boys  who  died  in  battle,  is  it  written 
That  they  beheld  them  perish  piecemeal,  nor 
Stretched  forth  a  hand  to  save  them? 

Doge.     You  behold  me: 
I  cannot  weep— I  would  I  could;  but  if 
Each  white  hair  on  this  head  were  a  young 

life. 
This  ducal  cap  the  diadem  of  earth. 
This  ducal  ring  with  which  I  wed  the  waves 
A  talisman  to  still  them— I'd  give  all 
For  him. 

Marina      With  less  he  surely  might  be 
saved. 


Dogo.  That  answer  only  shows  you  know 

not  Venice. 
Alas!    how  should  you?   she  knows  not 

herself. 
In  all  her  mystery.  Hearme— they  who  aim 
At  Foscari,  aim  no  less  at  his  father; 
The  sirens  destruction  would  not  save  the  son ; 
They  work  by  different  means  to  the  same 

end. 
And  that  is — but  they  have  not  conquered  yet. 
AforJna.    But  they  have  crushM. 
Doge.    Mor  crushed  as  yet — I  live. 
Marina.    And  your  son,-— how  long  will 

he  live? 
Doge.    I  trust. 
For  all  that  yet  is  past,  as  many  yean 
And  happier  than  his  father.  The  rash  boy, 
With  womanish  impatience  to  return. 
Hath  ruin*d  all  by  that  detected  letter ; 
A  high  crime,  which  I  neither  can  deny 
Nor  palliate,  as  parent  or  as  Duke: 
Had  he  but  borne  a  little,  little  longer 
His  Candiote  eiile,  I  had  hopes— he  has 

quenched  them— 
He  must  return. 
Marina.    To  exile? 
Doge.    I  have  said  it. 
Marina.    And  can  I  not  go  with  him  ? 
Doge.    You  well  know 
This  prayer  of  yours  was  twice  denied  before 
By  the  assembled  Ten,  and  hardly  now 
Will  be  accorded  to  a  third  request. 
Since  aggravated  errors  on  the  part 
Of  your  lord  render  them  still  more  austere. 
Marina.    Austere?  Atrocious!  The  old 

human  fiends. 
With  one  foot  in  the  grave,  with  dim  eyes, 

strange 
To  tears  save  drops  of  dotage,  with  ioag 

white 
And  scanty  hairs,  and  shaking  hands,  and 

heads 
As  palsied  as  their  hearts  are  hard,  they 

council. 
Cabal,  and  put  men's  lives  out,  as  if  life 
Were   no  more  than    the    feelings  long 

extinguished 
In  their  accursed  bosoms. 
Doge.    You  know  not — 
Marina.  I  do — I  do— and  so  should  you, 

methinks  — 
That  these  are  demons :  could  it  be  else  that 
Men,  who  have  been  of  women  bom  and 

suckled — 
Who  have  loved,  or  talk'd  at  least  of  love — 

have  given 
Their  hands  in  sacred  vows— have  danced 

their  babes 
Upon  their  knees,    perhaps  have  moum'd 

above  them 
In  pain,  in  peril,  or  in  death— who  are. 
Or  were  at  least  in  seeming  human,  could 
Do  as  they  have  done  by  yours,  and  you 

yourself, 
Y0U9  who  abet  them? 
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Doge.    I  forglTa  thlt,  lot 
Yoa  know  not  what  you  ray. 

Marina.     You  know  it  well, 
And  feel  it  nothing. 

Doge.    I  have  borne  so  nrach. 
That  words  haTO  ceaeed  to  shake  me. 

Marina,    Oh,  no  doabt! 
You  have  seen  your  son's  blood  flow,  and 

yonr  flesh  shook  not; 
And,  after  that,  what  are  a  woman's  words? 
No  more  than  woman's  tears,  that   they 
should  shake  yoa. 
Doge.    Woman,  this  clamorons  grief  of 
thine,  I  tell  thee. 
Is  no  more  in  the  balance  weigh'd  with  that 
Which' but  I  pity  thee,  my  poor  Marina! 
Afortfia.    Pity  my  husband,  or  I  cast  it 
ffirom  me; 
Pity  thy  son!  Thou  pity!— tis  a  word 
Strange  to  thy  heart -how  came  it  on  thy 
lips? 
Doge.     I  must  bear  these   reproaches, 
thongh  they  wrong  me. 
Couldst  thun  bnt  read~ 

Marina.    Tis  not  upon  thy  brow, 
Nor  in  thine  eyes,  nor  in  thine  acts,— where 

then 

Shonld  I  behold  this  sympathy  ?  or  shall? 

Doge  {pointing  dotmwardi).    There! 

Marina.     In  the  earth? 

Doge.    To  which  I  am  tending:  when 

It  lies  upon  this  heart,  far  lightlier,  though 

Loaded  with  marble,    than  the  thoughts 

which  press  it 
Now,  you  will  know  me  better. 

Marina.    Are  you,  then, 
Indeed,  thus  to  be  pitied? 

Doge.    Pitied!  None 
Shall  ever  use  that  base  word,  with  which 

men 
Cloke  their  soul's  hoarded  triumph,  as  a 

fit  one 
To  mingle  with  my  name;  that  name  shall  be. 
As  far  as  /  have  borne  it,  what  it  was 
When  I  received  it. 

Marina.    But  for  the  poor  children 
Of  him  thou  canst  not,  or  thou  wUt  not  sare: 
You  were  the  last  to  bear  it. 
Doge.    Would  it  were  so ! 
Better  for  him  he  never  had  been  bom, 
Better  tqr  me. — 1  have  seen  our  house  di*- 
h'onour'd. 
Marina.    That's  false!  A  truer,  nobler, 
trustier  heart. 
More  loving,  or  more  loyal,  never  beat 
Within  a  human  breast.  I  would  not  change 
My  exiled,  persecuted,  mangled   husband, 
Oppress'd  but  not  disgraced,  crushM,  over- 

whelm'd,        • 
Alive,  or  dead,  for  prince  or  paladin 
In  story  or  in  fable,  with  a  world 
To  back  his  suit    Dishonour'd !— Ae  dia- 

honour'd ! 
I  tell  thee.  Doge,  'tb  Venice  is  dishonour'd; 
His  name  shall  be  r 


For  what  he  suffers,  not  for  what  he  did. 
'Tis  ye  who  are  all  traitors,  tyrant! — ye! 
Old  you  but  love  your  country  like  this 

victim, 
Who  totters  back  in  chains  to  tortures,  and 
Submits  to  all  things  rather  than  to  ezile, 
You'd  fling  yourselves  before   him,   aad 

implore 
His  grace  for  your  enonnoos^  gailt 

Doge.    He  was 
Indeed  all  you  have  said.    I  better  bore 
The  deaths  of  the  two  sons  Heaven  took 

from  me 
Than  Jacopo's  disgrace. 
Marina.    That  word  again? 
Doge.    Has  he  not  been  condeaa'df 
Marina.    Is  none  bnt  guilt  so? 
Doge,    Time  may  restore  his  memory— 
I  would  hope  so. 
He  was  my  pride,  my —but  tis  useless  now^ 
I  am  not  given  to  tears,  but  wept  for  joy 
When    he    was    bom:    those   drops  weie 
ODiinous. 
Marina.    I  ray  he's  innocent:  aad  wese 
he  not  so. 
Is  our  own  blood  and  kin  to  shrink  from  as 
In  fatal  moments? 

Doge.    I  shrank  not  from  him : 
But  I  have  other  duties  than  a  father^; 
The  state  would  not  dispense  me  from  these 

duties; 
Twice  I  demanded  it,  but  was  refused; 
They  must  then  be  fnlfill'd. 

Enter  an  MlendanL 

Attendant.    A  message  from 
The  Ten. 

Doge.    Who  bears  it? 

Attendant.    Noble  Loredano. 

Doge.    He !— but  admit  him. 

[Exit  Attemdam. 

Marina.    Must  I  then  retire? 

Doge.  Perhaps  it  is  not  requisite,  if  this 
Concerns  your  husband,  and  if  not — Well, 

signer. 
Your  pleasure!  [7b  Loredano  mUerimg. 

Lored.    I  bear  that  of  the  Ten. 

Doge.    They 
Have  chosen  well  their  envoy. 

Lored.    Tis  their  choice 
Which  leads  me  hera. 

Doge.    It  does  their  wisdom  homrar. 
And  no  less  to  their  courtesy.  -  Proceed. 

Lored.    We  have  decided. 

Doge.    We? 

Lored.    Hie  Ten  in  councU. 

Doge.  What !  have  they  met  again,  aad 
met  without 
Apprizing  me  ? 

Lored.     They    wish'd    to    opare   ytar 
feelings. 
No  less  than  age. 

Doge.    Thafk  new— when  spared  they 
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Lored.    Ton  know  well 
Thai  they  hare  power  to  act  at  their  dif- 

cretion. 
With  or  without  the  presence  of  the  Doge. 

Doge.    *Tis  fonie  years  since  1  learned 
this,  long  before 
I  hecaaie  Doge,  or  dreamed  of  soch  advance- 

ment. 
Yon  need  not  school  me,  signer :  I  sate  in 
That  council  when   you   were   a   yonng 
patrician. 

Lortd,  True,  in  my  father's  time;  I  have 
heard  him  and 
The  admiral,  his  brother,  say  as  much. 
Your  Highness  may  remember  them:  they 

both 
Died  suddenly. 

Doge,    And  if  they  did  so,  better 
So  die  than  live  on  lingeringly  in  pain. 

Lared.     No  doabt!  yet  most  men  like 
to  lire  their  days  out. 

Doge.    And  did  not  they? 

Lored,  The  grare  knows  bests  they  died. 
As  I  said,  suddenly. 

Doge.    Is  that  so  strange 
That  yon  repeat  the  word  emphatically  f 

Lored.    So  far  from  strange,  that  nerer 
was  there  death 
la  my  mind  half  so  natural  bs  theirs. 
Think  you  not  so? 

Doge.    What  fhould  I  think  of  mortalii? 

Lored.    That  they  hare  mortal  foes. 

Doge,    I  understand  yon; 
Your  sires  were  mine,  and  you  are  heir 
in  all  things. 

Lored.  You  best  know  if  I  should  be  to. 

Doge.    I  do. 
Your  fathers  were  my  foes,  and  I  have  heard 
Foul  rumours  were  abroad ;  I  have  also  read 
Their  epitaph,  attributing  their  deaths 
To  poison.    *Tit  perhaps  as  true  as  most 
Inscriptions  upon  tombs,  and  yet  no  less 
A  fable. 

Lored.    Who  dares  say  so  ? 

Doge.    I!-Tistrue 
Your  fathers  were  mine  enemies,  as  bitter 
As  their  son  e*er  can  be,  and  I  no  less 
Was  theirs ;  but  I  was  openly  their  foe : 
I  never  worked  by  plot  in  council,  nor 
Cabal  in  commonwealth,  nor  secret  means 
Of  practice  against  life  by  steel  or  drug. 
Hie  proof  is,  your  existence. 

Lored.    I  fear  not. 

Doge.    You  have  no  cause,  being  what 
1  am;  but  were  I 
lliat  you  would  have  me  thought,  yon 

long  ere  now 
Were  past  the  sense  of  fear.    Hate  on;  I 
care  not. 

Lored.  I  neveryet  knew  that  a  noble's  life 
In  Venice  had  to  dread  a  Doge's  frown, 
That  is,  by  open  means. 

Doge.    But  1,  good  signer, 
Am,  or  at  least  was,  more  thaa  a  mere 
duke, 


In  blood,  in  mind,  tn  means;  and  that  they 

know 
Who  dreaded  to  elect  me,  and  have  since 
Striven  all  they  dare  to  weigh  me  downt 

be  sure. 
Before  or  since  that  period,  had  I  held  yon 
At  so  much  price  as  to  require  your  abseace, 
A  word  of  mine  had  set  such  spirits  to  work 
As  would  have  made  you  notliing.    But  in 

all  things 
I  have  observed  the  strictest  reverence ; 
Not  for  the  laws  alone,  for  those  jfou  have 

strained 
(1  do  not  speak  of  you  but  as  a  single 
Voice  of  the  many)  somewhat  beyond  what 
I  could  enforce  for  my  authority 
Were  I  disposed  to  brawl ;   but,  as  I  said, 
I  have  observed  with  veneration,  like 
A  priest*s  for  the  high  altar,  even  unto 
The  sacrifice  of  my  own  blood  and  quiet. 
Safety,  and  all  save  honour,  the  decrees. 
The  health,  the  pride,  and  welfare  of  the 

state. 
And  now,  sir,  to  your  business. 

Lored.    ^Tis  decreed. 
That,  without  farther  repetition  of 
The  question,  or  continuance  of  the  trial. 
Which  onlv  tends  to  show  how  stubborn 

guilt  is— 
The  Ten,  dispensing  with  the  stricter  law 
Which  still  prescribes  the  question  till  a  full 
Confension,  and  the  prisoner  partly  having 
Avow'd  his  crime  In  not  denymg  that 
The  letter  to  the  Duke  of  Milan  "e  his- 
James  Foscari  return  to  banishment. 
And  sail  in  the  same  galley  which  convey'd 
him. 

Marina.    Thank  God!  At  least  they  will 
not  drag  him  more 
Before  that  horrible  tribunal.    Would  he 
But  think  so,  to  my  mind  the  happiest 

doom, 
Not  he  alone,  but  all  who  dwell  here,  could 
Desire,  were  to  escape  from  such  a  land. 

Doge.    That  is  not  a  Venetian  thought, 
my  daughter. 

Marina.    No,  'twas  too  human.    May  1 
share  his  exile? 

Lored.    Of  this  the  Ten  said  nothing. 

Marina.    So  I  thought: 
That  were  too  human,  also.  But  it  was  not 
Inhibited  ? 

Lored.    It  was  not  named. 

Marina  (to  the  Doge).    Then,  father. 
Surely  you  can  obtain  or  grant  me  th  us  much: 

[To  Loredano. 
And  you,  sir,  not  oppose  my  prayer  to  be 
Permitted  to  accompany  my  husband. 

Doge.    I  will  endeavour. 

Marina.    And  you,  signer? 

Lored.    Lady ! 
Tis  not  for  me  to  ahticipate  the  pleasure 
Of  the  tribunal. 

Marina.    Pleasure  f  what  a  word 
To  mtm  for  the  decreet  of— 
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Doge,    Daughter,  know  yoa 
In  what  a  presence  you  pronounce  these 
things? 
Marina.    A  princess  and  his  snhjecfs. 
Lored.    Subject ! 
Marina.    Oh! 
It  galls  you  :-^well,  you  are  his  equal,  as 
You  think;  but  that  you  are  not^ior  would  be. 
Were  he  a  peascuit:— well,  then,  youVe  a 

prince, 
A  princely  noble;  and  what  then  am  I? 
Lored.    The  offspring  of  a  noble  house. 
Marina.    And  wedded 
To  one  as  noble.  What  or  whose,  tlien,  is 
The  prefience  that  should  silence  my  free 
thoughts  ? 
hored.    The  presence  of  your  husband^s 

judges. 
Doge.    And 
The  deference  due  even  to  the  lightest  word 
That  falls  from  those  who  rule  in  Venice. 

Marina.    Keep 
Those  maxims  for  your  mast  of  scared 

mechanics, 
Your  merchants,  your  Dalmatian  and  Greek 

slaves. 
Your  tributaries,  your  dumb  citizens. 
And  masked  nobility,  your  sbirri,  and 
Your  spies ,    your  galley-  and  your  other 

slaves, 
To  whom  your  midnight  carryings  off  and 

drownings. 
Your  dungeons   next  the  palace-roofs,  or 

under 
The  water^s  level,  your  mysterious  meetings, 
And  unknown  dooms,  and  sudden  executions. 
Your  Bridge   of    Sighs,  your    strangling 

chamber,  and 
Your  torturing  instruments,  have  made  ye 

seem 
The  beings  of  another  and  worse  world ! 
Keep  "uch  for  them:  I  fear  ye  not.  I  know  ye, 
Have  known  and  proved  your  worst,  in  the 

infernal 
Process  of  my  poor  husband !  Treat  me  as 
Ye  treated  him: — you  did  so,  in  so  dealing 
With  him.   Then  what  have  I  to  fear  from 

you, 
Even  if  I  were  of  fearful  nature,  which 
I  trust  I  am  not? 

Doge.    Yon  hear,  she  speaks  wildly. 

Marina.    Not  wisely,  yet  not  wildly. 

Lored.     Lady!  words 

UtterM  within  these  walls,  I  bear  no  further 

Than  to  the  threshold,  saving  such  as  pass 

Between  the  Duke  and  me  on  the  staters 

service. 
Doge!  have  you  aught  in  answer? 

Doge.    Something  from 
Tlie  Doge ;  it  may  be  also  from  a  parent. 
Lored.    My  mission  here  is  to  the  Doge. 
Doge.    Then  say 
The  Doge  will  choose  his  own  embassador. 
Or  state  in  person  whlft  if  meet;  and  for 
The  father— 


Lored.    I  remember  mine. — Farewell! 
I  kiss  the  hands  of  the  illustrions  lady. 
And  bow  me  to  the  Duke.      [Exit  Loredimo* 
Marina.    Are  you  content? 
Doge.    I  am  what  you  behold. 
Marina.    And  that^s  a  mystery. 
Doge.  All  things  are  so  to  mortali;  who 

can  read  them 
Save  he  who  made?  or,  if  they  can,  the  few 
And  gifted  spirits,  who  have  studied  ions 
That  loathsome  volume — man,  and  porei 

upon 
Those  black  and  bloody  leaves,  his  heart 

and  brain. 
But  learn  a'  magic  which  recoils  opoii 
The  adept  who  pursues  it :  all  the  sins 
We  find  in  others,  nature  made  our  own; 
All  our  advantages  are  those  of  fortune; 
Birth,    wealth,    health,    beauty,  are  her 

accidents. 
And  when  we  cry  out  againstFate,*twere  well 
We    should  remember  Fortune   can   take 

nought 
Save  what  she  ^ai^c— the  rest  was  nakodaefS, 
And  lusts,  and  appetites,  and  vanities. 
The  universal  heritage,  to  battle 
With  as  we  may,  and  least  In  humblest 

stations. 
Where  hunger  swallows  all  in  one  low  want, 
And  the  original  ordinance,  that  man 
Must  sweat  for  his  poor  pittance,  keeps  all 

passions 
Aloof,  save  fear  of  famine !  All  is  low. 
And  false,and  hollow— clay  from  first  to  last, 
The  prince's  nm  no  less  than  potter's  vessel. 
Our  fame  is  in  men's  breath,  our  lives  upon 
Less  than  their  breath ;  our  durance  upon 

days. 
Our  days  on  seasons ;  our  whole  being  on 
Something  which  is  not  us/— So,  we  are 

slaves. 
The  greatest  as  the  meanest — nothing  rests 
Upon  our  will ;  the  will  itself  no  less 
Depends  upon  a  straw  than  on  a  storm; 
And  when  we  think  we  lead,  we  are  most  M, 
And  still  towards  death,    a  thing  whi^ 

comes  as  much 
Without  our  act  or  choice,  as  birth ;  m  that 
Methinks  we  must  have  sinn'd  in  some  old 

world 
And  this  is  hell:  the  best  is,  that  it  is  not 
Eternal. 

Marina.  These  are  things  we  cannot  judge 
On  earth. 
Doge.     And  how  then  shall  we  judge 

each  other. 
Who  are  all  earth,  and  I,  who  am  caUM 

upon 
To  judge  my  son  ?  I  have  adroiaister'd 
My  country  faithfully— victoriously— 
I  dare  them  to  the  proof,  the  dkart  of  what 
She  was  and  is:    my  reign  has   dnnblod 

realms ; 
And,  in  reward,  the  gratitude  of  Venice 
Has  left,  or  is  about  to  leftve,  mm  tingle. 
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Marina.  And  FotenriT  I  do  not  think  of 
•uch  Ihinn, 
So  1  be  left  with  him. 

Doge.    Yon  thnU  be  lo ; 
That  mnch  they  cannot  well  deny. 

Marina,    And  if 
They  thonld,  I  will  fly  with  him^ 

Doge.    That  can  ne*er  be. 
And  whither  wonid  yon  flyf 

Marina,    I  know  not,  reck  not~ 
To  Syria,  Egypt,  to  the  Ottoman— 
Any  where,  where  we  might  reipire  un- 
fettered, 
And  lire  nor  girt  by  f pief,  nor  liable 
To  edicts  of  inqnisitort  of  state. 

Doge.  What,  wonldst  thoa  hare  a  rene- 
gade for  husband, 
And  turn  him  into  traitor? 

Marina.    He  is  none ! 
The  country  is  the  traitress,  which  thrusts 

forth 
Her  best  and  brarest  from  her.    Tyranny 
Is  far  the  worst  of  treasons.  Dost  thou  deem 
None  rebels  except  subjects?  The  prince  who 
Neglects  or  yiolates  his  trust  is  more 
A  brigand  than  the  robber-chief. 

Doge.    I  cannot 
Charge  me  with  such  a  breach  of  Ikith. 

Marina,    No;  thou 
Obserr'st,  obey^st,  such  laws  as  make  old 

Dracoes 
A  code  of  mercy  by  comparison. 

Doge,    I  found  the  law ;  I  did  not  make 
it.     Were  I 
A  snbject,  still  I  might  find   parts  and 

portions 
Fit  for  amendment;  but  as  prince,  I  never 
Would  change,  for  the  sake  of  my  house, 

the  charter 
Left  by  our  fathers. 

Marina,    Did  they  make  it  for 
The  ruin  of  their  children  ? 

Doge,    Under  such  laws  Venice 
Has  risen  to  what  she  is — a  state  to  riml 
In  deeds,  and  days,  and  sway,  and,  let  me  add. 
In  glory  (for  wo  have  had  Roman  spirits 
Amongst  us),  all  that  history  has  bequeathe 
Of  Hmne  and  Carthage  in  their  liest  times, 

when 
The  people  sway*d  by  senates. 

Marina,     Rather  say, 
GroanM  nnder  the  stem  oligarchs. 

Doge.    Perhaps  so ; 
But  yet  subdued  the  world :  in  such  a  state 
An  indiTidnal,  be  he  richest  of 
Such  rank  as  is  permitted,  or  the  meanest. 
Without  a  name,  is  alike  nothing,  when 
The  policy,  irrcTOcably  tending 
To  one  great  end,  must  be  maintaiuM  in 
vigour. 

Marina,    This  means  that  you  are  more 
a  Doge  than  father. 

Doge.   It  means,  I  am  more  citiiten  than 
either. 
If  we  had  not  for  many  centuries 


Had  thonsands  of  such  citiiens,  and  shall, 
I  trust,  have  still  such,  Venice  were  no  rity. 

Marina,  Accursed  be  the  city  where  the 
laws 
Would  stifle  nature's! 

Doge,    Had  1  as  many  sons 
As  I  haTC  years,I  would  have  given  them  all. 
Not  without  feeling,  but  I  would  have  given 

them 
To  the  state's  service,  to  fulfil  her  wishes 
On  the  flood,  in  the  field,  or,  if  it  must  be. 
As  it,  alas !  has  been,  to  ^Mtracism, 
Exile,  or  chains,  or  whatsoever  worse 
She  might  decree. 

Marina,    And  this  is  patriotism  ? 
To  me  it  seems  the  worst  barbarity. 
Let  me  seek  out  my  husband :  the  sage  Ten, 
With  all  their  jealousy,  will  hardly  war 
So  far  witli  a  weak  woman  as  deny  me 
A  moment's  access  to  his  dungeon. 

Doge,    I'll 
So  far  take  on  myself,  as  order  that 
You  may  be  admitted. 

Marina.    And  what  shall  I  say 
To  Foscari  from  his  father? 

Doge.    That  he  obey 
The  laws. 

Marina.    And  nothing  more?  Will  yon 
not  see  him 
Ere  he  depart  ?  It  may  be  the  last  time. 

Doge.     The   last!— my   boy!— the  last 
time  1  shall  see 
My  last  of  children !  Tell  him  I  will  come. 

[Exeunt. 

ACT    III. 

SCENE  i.— 7%«  Priton  of  Jacopo  Foscaei. 

J.  Foicari  (^boIub).    No   light,  save  yon 

faint  gleam,  which  shows  me  walls 
Which  never  echo'd  but  to  sorrow's  sounds, 
The  sigh  of  long  imprisonment,  the  »itep 
Of  feet  on  which  the  iron  clank'd,  the  groan 
Of  death,  the  imprecation  of  despair ! 
And  yet  for  this  I  have  retum'd  to  Venice, 
With  some  faint  hope,  'tis  true,  that  time, 

which  wears 
The  marble  down,  had  worn  away  the  hate 
Of  men's  hearts  t  but  I  knew  them  not,  and 

here 
Must  I  consume  ray  own,  which  never  beat 
For  Venice  but  with  such  a  yearning  as 
The  dove  has  for  her  distant  nest,  when 

wheeling 
High  in  the  air  on  her  return  to  greet 
Her  callow  brood.   What  letters  are  these 

which  [Approaching  the  wall. 

Are  scrawl'd  along  the  inexorable  wall  ? 
Will  the  gleam  let  me  trace  them?  Ah! 

the  names 
Of  my  sad  predecessors  in  this  place. 
The  datesLOftheir  despair,  the  brief  words  of 
A  grief  too  great  for  Many.  This  stone-page 
Holds  like  an  epitaph  their  history. 
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And  the  poor  captire^B  tale  if  graren  on 
Hi«  dang«on -barrier,  like  the  lover's  record 
Upon  the  bark  of  some  tall  tree,  which  bears 
His  own  and  his  beloved^s  name.     Alas ! 
I  rccofrnizc  some  names  familiar  to  me. 
And  blighted  like  to  mine,  which  I  will  add. 
Fittest  for  such  a  chronicle  as  this. 
Which  on  \y  can  be  read,  as  writ,  by  wretches. 

[He  engraves  his  name. 

Enter  a  Familiar  of  the  Ten. 

Familiar.     I  bring  jou  food. 
/.  Foseari.    I  pray  yon  set  it  down ; 
1  am  past  hunger ;  bat  my  lips  are  parched— 
rhe  water! 
Familiar.    There. 
J.  Fo8cari  (^after  drinkingy  I  thank  yon: 

I  am  better. 
Familiar.    1  am  commanded  to  inform 
yon  that 
Year  further  trial  is  postponed. 
J.  Fo8cari»    Till  when? 
Familiar.    1  know  not.— It  is  also  in  my 
orders 
That  your  illustrious  lady  be  admitted. 
-    /.  FoBcari.   Ah !  they  relent  then—I  had 

ceased  to  hope  it : 
^Twas  time. 

Enter  Marina. 

Marina.    My  best  beloyed ! 

J.  Foscari  (^embracing  her^.  My  true  wife, 
And  only  friend!  What  happiness! 

Marina.     We'll  part 
No  more. 

J.  Foscari     How !  wonldst  thou  share  a 
dungeon  ? 

Marina.    Ay, 
The  rack,  the  grave,  all — any  thing  with 

thee. 
But  the  tomb  last  of  all,  for  there  we  shall 
Be  ignorant  of  each  other:  yet  I  will 
Share  that  all  things  except  new  separation; 
It  is  too  much  to  have  survived  the  first. 
How  dost  thou  ?  How  are  those  worn  limbs? 

Alas! 
Why  do  I  ask?  Thy  palenesi— 

J.  Foscari.    Tis  the  joy 
Of  seeing  thee  again  so  soon,  and  so 
Without  expectancy,  has  sent  the  blood 
Back  to  my  heart,  and  left  my  cheeks  like 

thine. 
For  thou  art  pale  too,  my  Marina! 

Marina.  'TIS 
The  gloom  of  this  eternal  ceU,  which  never 
Knewsnnbeam,  and  the  sallow  tnllen  glare 
Of  the  fiimi liar's  torch,  which  seems  akin 
To  darkness  more  than  light,  by  lending  to 
The  dnngeon-vaponrs  its  bituminons  smoke, 
Which  clond  whate'er  we  gase  on,  eren 

thine  eyes— 
No,  not  thine  eyes— they  sparkle—  how  they 
sparkle ! 

/.  Foscari.  And  thiite!-  but  I  am  blinded 
by  the  torch. 


Marina.     As  I  had    been    without  It. 

Conldst  thou  see  here  ? 
J.  Fosari.    Nothing  at  first;  but  Ufa  and 
time  had  taught  me 
Familiarity  with  what  was  darkness; 
And  the  gray  twilight  of  such  glimmerings  as 
Glide  through  the  crevices  made  by  the 

winds 
Was  kinder  to  mine  eyes  tlian  the  fall  sun, 
When  gorgeously  o'ergilding  any  towers 
Save  those  of  Venice:  but  a  moment  ere 
Thou  earnest  hither  I  was  busy  writing. 
Marina.     What  ? 

J.  Foscari.   My  name  x  look,  'tis  there, 
recorded  next 
The  name  of  him  who  here  preceded  me, 
If  dungeon-dates  say  true. 
Manna.    And  what  of  him  ? 
J.  Foscari.    These  walls   are  silent  of 
men's  ends;  they  only 
Seem  to  hint  shrewdly  of  them.  Sach  stern 

walls 
Were  never  piled  on  hig^  save  o'er  the  dead, 
Or  those  who  soon  must  be  so.—  What  ofhimf 
Thou  askest.— What  of  me?  may  aoon  be 

ask'd, 
With  the  like  answer-  donbt  and  dreadful 

surmise— 
Unless  thou  tellst  my  tale. 
Marina.    I  speak  of  thee ! 
J.  Foscari.  And  wherefore  not?  All  then 
shall  speak  of  me: 
The  tyranny  of  silence  is  not  lasting. 
And,  though  events  be  hidden,   just  nieB*! 

groans 
Will  burst  all  cerement,    even   a   living 

grave's ! 
I  do  not  doubt  my  memory,  bat  my  life; 
And  neither  do  I  fear. 

Marina.    Thy  life  is  safe. 
J.  Foscari.    And  liberty? 
Marina.  The  mind  should  make  its  own. 
J.  Foscari.  That  has  a  noble  aoond ;  Irat 
tis  a  sound, 
A  music  most  impressiye,  but  too  transient: 
The  mind  is  much,  bntisnotall.  Thendod 
Hath  nerved  me  to  endure  the  risk  of  death. 
And  torture  positive,  far  worse  than  death 
(If  death  be  a  deep  sleep),  without  a  groaa, 
Or  with  a  cry  which  rather  shamMi  ny 

judges 
Than  me ;  but 'tis  not  all,  for  there  are  things 
More  woful^such  as  this  amall  dungeon, 

where 
I  may  breathe  many  years. 
Marina.    Alas!  and  this 
Small  dungeon  is  all  that  belongs  to  thee 
Of  this  wide  realm,of  which  thy  sire  is  prince. 
J.  Foscsrrt.  That  thought  would  scarcely 
aid  me  to  endnre  it. 
My  doom  is  common,  many  are  in  dungeons, 
Bnt  none  like  mine,  to  near  their  father's 

palace ; 
But  then  my  heart  is  •omeliraee  high,  and 
hope 
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Will  f  tream  along  ihwe  moted  rays  of  light 
Feupled  witli  dusty  atoms,  which  afford 
Oar  only  day;  for,  save  thejailor*8  torch. 
And  a  strange  firefly,  which  was  quickly 

caught 
Last  night  in  yon  enormous  spider's  net, 
I  ne'er  saw  aught  here  like  a  ray.    Alas ! 
I  know  if  mind  may  hear  us  up,  or  no. 
For  1  have  such,  and  shown  it  before  men; 
It  sinks  in  solitude :  my  soul  is  social. 
Marina,     I  will  he  with  thee. 
J.  Foteari.    Ah !  if  it  were  so  ! 
But  thai  they  never  granted — nor  will  grant. 
And  I  ihall  he  alone:  no  men — no  hooiu— 
Those  lying  likenesses  of  lying  men. 
I  ask'd  for  even  those  outlines  of  their  kind. 
Which  they  term  annals,  history,  what  you 

will. 
Which  men  bequeath  as  portraits,  and  they 

were 
Refused  me ;  so  these  walls  have  heen  my 

study. 
More  faithful  pictures  of  Venetian  story. 
With  all  their  blank,  or  dismal  stains,  than  is 
The  hall  not  far  from  hence,  which  bears 

on  high 
Hundreds  of  doges,  and  their  deeds  and  dates. 
Marina.    I  come  to  tell  thee  the  result 
of  their 
La«t  rouncil  on  thy  doom. 
J.  Foscari,    I  know  it — look ! 

[He  points  to  hit  liwbs^  a$  referring' 
to  the  tortures  which  he  had  un- 
dergone. 
Marina.    No—  no — no  more  of  that :  even 
they  relent 
From  that  atrocity. 
J.  Foscari.    What  then? 
Marina.    That  you 
Return  to  Candia. 

J.  Foscari.    Then  my  last  hope's  gone. 
I  could  endure  my  dungeon,for  'twas  Venice; 
I  could  support  the  torture,  there  was  some- 
thing 
In  my  native  air  that  bnoy'd  my  spirits  up. 
Like  a  ship  on  the  ocean  toss'd  by  storms. 
But  proudly  still  bestriding  the  high  waves. 
And  holding  on  its  course  ;  but  there,  afar. 
In  that  accursed  isle  of  slaves,  and  captives, 
And  unbelievers,  like  a  stranded  wreck. 
My   very  soul   seem'd  mouldering  in   my 

bosom. 
And  piecemeal  I  shall  perish,  if  remanded. 
Marina.    And  here? 
J.  Foscari.    At  once — by  better  means, 
as  briefer. 
What!  would  they  even  deny  me  my  iire«' 

sepulchre. 
As  well  as  home  and  heritage? 

Marina.    My  husband ! 
I  have  sued  to  accompany  thee  hence. 
And  not  so  hopelessly.    This  love  of  thine 
For  an  ungrateful  and  tyrannic  soil 
Is  passion,  and  not  patriotism :  for  me. 
So  I  could  see  thee  with  a  quiet  aspect, 


And  the  sweet  freedom  of  the  earth  and  air, 
I  would  not  cavil  about  climes  or  regions. 
This  crowd  of  palaces  and  prisons  is  not 
A  paradise ;  its  first  inhabitants 
Were  wretched  exiles. 
J.  Foscari.    Well  I  know  how  wretched ! 
Marina.    And  yet  you  see  how  from  their 

banishment 
Before  the  Tartar  into  these  salt  isles. 
Their  antique  energy  of  mind,  all  that 
Remain'd  of  Rome  for  their  inheritance, 
Created  by  degrees  an  Ocean-Rome ; 
And  shall  an  evil,  which  so  often  leads 
To  good,  depress  thee  thus  ? 

J.  Foscari.    Had  I  gone  forth 
From  my  own  land,  like  the  old  patriarchs, 

seeking 
Another  region,  with  their  flocks  and  herds ; 
Had  I  been  cast  out  like  the  Jews  from  Zion, 
Or  like  our  fathers,  driven  by  Attila 
From  fertile  Italy  to  barren  islets, 
I  would  have  given  some  tears  to  my  late 

country. 
And  many  thoughts;  but  afterwards  address'd 
Myself,  with  Uiose  about  me,  to  create 
A  new  home  and  fresh  state:  perhaps  I  could 
Have  borne  this — though  I  know  not. 

Marina.    Wherefore  not? 
It  was  the  lot  of  millions,  and  must  be 
The  fate  of  myriads  more. 

J.  Foscari.    Ay— we  but  hear 
Of  the  survivors'  toil  .in  their  new  lands. 
Their  numbers  and  success ;  but  who  can 

number    . 
The  hearts  which  broke  in  silence  of  that 

parting. 
Or  after  their  departure ;  of  that  malady 
Which  calls  up  green  and  native  fields  to 

view 
From  the  rough  deep,  with  such  identity 
To  the  poor  exile's  fever'd  eye,  that  he 
Can  scarcely  be  restrain'd  from  treading 

them? 
That  melody,  which  out  of  tones  and  tunes 
Collects  such  pasture  for  the  longing  sorrow 
Of  the  sad  mountaineer,  when  far  away 
From  his  snow-canopy  of  cliffs  and  clouds. 
That  he  feeds  on  the  sweet ,  but  poisonous 

thought. 
And  dies.    You  call  this  weakness!   It  is 

strength, 
I  say, — the  parent  of  all  honest  feeling. 
He  who  loves  not  his  country,   can  love 

nothing. 
Marina.    Obey  her,  then;  'tis  she  that 

puts  thee  forth. 
J.  Foscari.    Ay,   there  it  is:  'tis  lik 

mother's  curse 
Upon  my  soul — the  mark  it  set  upon  me. 
The  exiles  you  speak  of  went  forth  by 

nations. 
Their  hands  upheld  each  other  by  the  way, 
Thvir  tents  were  pitched  together  -  I'm  alone. 
Matina.    You  shall  be  so  no  more  —  I 

will  go  with  the«« 
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J.  Fo9eari.    Mr  beft  Marina  I  —  aad  oar 
children  r 

Marina,    They, 
I  fear,  by  the  prerendon  of  the  itate^ 
Abhorrent  policy  (which  holds  all  tiee 
As  threads,  which  may  be  broken  at  her 

pleasure) 
Will  not  be  siifferM  to  proceed  with  us. 

J.    Foseari,    And  canst  thoa  leave  them? 

Marina,    Yes.    With  many  a  pang. 
But — I  can  leaTO  them,  children  as  they  are. 
To  teach  yon  to  be  less  a  child.  From  this 
Learn  you  to  sway  your  feelings,  when 

exacted 
By  duties  paramount  $  and  tis  our  first 
On  earth  to  bear. 

J.  Foaeari.    Have  I  not  borne  f 

Marina.    Too  much 
From  tyrannous  injustice,  and  enough 
To  teach  yon  not  to  shrink  now  from  a  lot 
Which ,  as  compared  with  what  you  hare 

undergone 
Of  late,  is  mercy. 

J.  Foseari.  '  Ah  I  you  nerer  yet 
Were  far  away  from  Venice,  nerer  saw 
Her  beautiful  towers  in  the  receding  dis- 
tance. 
While  CTery  furrow  of  the  TessePs  track 
Seemed  ploughing  deep  into  your  heart; 

you  never 
Saw  day  go  down  upon  your  native  spires 
So  calmly  with  its  gold  and  crimson  glory, 
And  after  dreaming  a  disturbed  vision 
Of  them  and  theirs,  awoke  and  found  them 
not. 

Marina.  I  will  divide  this  with  you. 
Let  us  think 
Of  our  departure  from  this  much-loved  city 
(Since  you  must  lave  it,  as  it  seems),  and  this 
Chamber  of  state,  her  gratitude  allots  you. 
Our  children  will  be  cared  for  by  the  Doge, 
And  by  my  uncles :  we  must  sail  ere  night. 

J.  Fuscari.    That's  sudden.    Shall  I  not 
behold  my  father? 

Marina.    You  will. 

J.  Foteari,    Where? 

Mat  ina.    Here  or  in  the  ducal  chamber — 
He  said  not  which.  I  would  that  you  could 

bear 
Your  exile  as  he  bears  it. 

J.  Foscari.    Blame  him  not. 
I  sometimes  murmur  for  a  moment ;  but 
He  could  not  now  act  otherwise.     A  show 
Of  feeling  or  compassion  on  his  part 
Would  have  but  drawn  upon  his  aged  head 
Suspicion  from  the  Ten,  and  upon  mine 
Accumulated  ills. 

Marina.    Accumulated ! 
What  pangs  are  those  they  have  spared  you? 

J.  Foaeari.     That  of  leaving 
Venice  without  beholding  him  or  you. 
Which  might  have  been  forbidden  now,  as 

'twas 
Upon  my  former  exile. 

Marina,    That  is  true. 


And  thus  to  I  am  also  the  atate^  dehtor. 
And  shall  be  more  so  when  I  see  us  both 
Floating  on  the  free  waves— away — away — 
Be  it  to  the  earth^s  end,  from  this  abhorr'd, 
Unjust,  and—  • 

J.  Foaeari,    Curse  it  not.  If  I  am  silent. 
Who  dares  accuse  my  country  ? 

Marina,    Men  and  angels! 
The  blood  of  myriads  reeking  up  to  beavM, 
The  groans  of  slaves  in  chains,  and  men  in 

dungeons, 
Mothers,  and  wives,  and  tons,  and  tires, 

and  subjects. 
Held  in  the  bondage  often  bald-heads ;  and 
Though  last,  not  least,  iky  aUenee,  OnMat 

thou  9a}f 
Aught  in  its  favour,  who  would  pmiaelike 

thee? 
J,  Foaeari,    Let  ns  address  us  then,  afnee 

so  it  must  be. 
To  our  departure.    Who  comes  hare? 

Enter  Lorbdako,  attended  hy  FamaHan. 

Lored,  (to  the  FamUiara)    Retire, 
But  leave  the  torch: 

[Exeunt  the  two  FanuHara. 

J.  Foaeari.    Most  welcome,  noble  signer. 

I  did  not  deem  this  poor  place  could  have 

drawn 
Such  presence  hither. 

Lored.    ^Tis  not  the  first  time 
I  have  visited  these  places. 

Marina.    Nor  would  be 
The  last,  were  all  men's  merits  well  re- 
warded. 
Came  you  here  to  insult  us,  or  remain 
As  spy  upon  us,  or  as  hostage  for  ns? 

Lored.  Neither  are  ofmyoffice,noblelady, 
I  am  sent  hither  to  your  husband,  to 
Announce  the  Ten's  decree. 
Marina.     That  tenderness 
Has  been  anticipated :  it  ia  known. 
Lored.    As  how? 

Marina.    I   have  informed  him,  not  so 
genUy, 
Doubtless,  as  your  nice  feeUnga  weald 

prescribe. 
The  indulgence  of  your  eolleagnae;  bat  he 

knew  it. 
If  you  come  for  our  thanks,  take  tlMBi,  od 

hence ! 
The  dungeon-gloom  is  deep  enough  without 

you, 
And  full  of  reptiles,  not  leas  lonthsome, 

thou  gh 
Their  sting  is  honester. 

J.  Foaeari,    1  pray  yon,  calm  yon : 
What  can  avail  such  words? 
Marina.    To  let  him  know 
That  he  is  known. 

Lored.    Let  the  fair  dame  preserve 
Her  sex's  privilege.        ^ 

Marina,  .  I  have  some  sons,  air. 
Will  one  day  thank  you  better. 
I     Lorsd.    Yott  do  well 


THE    TWO    F06CABL 


461 


To  Biine  than  wkehr.  Foicarl— yon  know 
Your  §eiitence,  then? 

J.  FoMcari.    Return  to  Candiaf 

Lored.    True— 
For  life. 

J.  Faeeari,    Not  long. 

Lored,    I  raid— for  life, 

J.  FoMcari,    And  I 
Repeat — not  long. 

Lortd,    A  year's  impriionment 
In  Canea—  afterwards  the  freedom  of 
The  whole  iile. 

J.  Foscari,  Both  the  nine  to  me :  the  afler- 
F^reedom  ai  b  the  first  imprisonment. 
b^t  tme  my  wife  accompaaiei  me? 

Xiorss.    YeS) 
If  she  to  wills  it. 

Marina.    Who  obtained  that  justice  ? 

Lored,    One  who  wars  not  with  women. 

Marina,    But  oppresses 
Hen:  howsoever,  let  him  have  my  thanks 
For  the  only  boon  I  would  hare  ask*d  or  taken 
From  him  or  snch  as  he  is. 

Lored.    He  receives  them 
As  they  are  offered. 

Marina.    May  they  thrive  with  him 
So  mnch! — no  more. 

J.  Fo9cari,  bthis,8ir,yoiir  whole  mission? 
Because  we  have  brief  tmie  for  preparation, 
And  you  perceive  your  presence  doth  dis- 
quiet 
This  lady,  of  a  house  noble  at  yonn. 

Marina.    Nobler  1 

Lored.    How  nobler? 

Afortna.    As  more  generous! 
We  ray  the  ^'generous  steed"  to  ezprera  the 

purity 
Of  his  high  blood.  Thus  much  Tve  learnt, 

although 
Venetian(who  see  few  steeds  rave  of  bronze). 
From  those  Venetians  who  have  skioun^d 

the  coasts 
Of  Egypt,  and  her  neighbour  Araby  r 
And  why  not  ray  as  soon  ^^theg'efierons  man?^ 
If  race  be  aught,  it  is  in  qualities 
More  than  in  years ;  and  mine,which  is  as  old 
Ae  yours,  b  better  in  its  product,  nay — 
Look  not  so  stern — bntgetyouback,and  pore 
Upon  your  genealogic  tree's  most  green 
Of  leaves  and  most  mature  of  fruits,and  there 
Blush  to  find  ancestors,  who  would  have 

blush'd 
For  such  a  son—  thou  cold  inveterate  hater ! 

/.  Foecari.    Again,  Blarina! 

Marina.    Again!  $tiU,  Marina. 
See  you  not,  he  comes  here  to  glnthb  hate 
With  a  last  look  upon  our  misery  ? 
Let  him  partake  it! 

J.  Foscari.    That  were  difficult. 

Marina.    Nothing  more  easy.    He  par- 
takes it  now — 
Ay,  he  may  veil  beneath  a  marble-brow 
And  sneering  lip  the  pang,but  ho  partakes  it. 
A  few  brief  words  of  truth  shame  the  devil's 
servants 


No  less  than  master  I  I  have  probed  his  soul 
A  moment,  as  the  eternal  fire,  ere  long. 
Will  rrach  it  always.  See  how  he  shrfnki 

from  me! 
With  death,  and  chains,  and  exile  in  hb  hand 
To  scatter  o'er  his  kind  as  he  thinks  fits 
They  are  hb  weapons,  not  hb  armour,  for 
I  have  pierced  him  to  the  core  of  his  cold 

heart. 
I  care  not  for  hb  frowns  I  We  can  but  die, 
And  he  but  live,  for  him  the  very  worst 
Of  destinies  i  each  day  secures  him  more 
Hb  tempter's. 
J.  Foeeari.    This  is  mere  inranity. 
Afortna.    It  may  be  so;  and  who  nrade 

us  mad? 
Lored.    Let  her  go  on  ;  it  irks  not  me. 
Marina.    That's  fabe ! 
You  came  here  to  enjoy  a  heartless  triumph 
Of  cold  looks  upon  manifold  griefs!  You  came 
To  be  sued  to  in  vain— to  mark  our  tears, 
And  hoard  our  groans — to  gase  upon  the 

wreck 
Which  you  have  nmde  a  prince's  son— my 

husband ; 
In  short,  to  trample  on  the  fallen — an  office 
The  hangman  shrinks  from,    as  all  men 

from  him! 
How  have  you  sped?  We  are  wretched, 

signer,  as 
Your  plots  could  make,    and  vengeanoe 

could  desire  us, 
And  how  feel  you^ 
Lored.    As  rocks. 
Marina.    By  thunder  blasted : 
They  feel  not,but  no  less  are  shiver'd.  Come, 
Foscari ;  now  let  us  go,  and  leave  this  felon. 
The  sole  fit  habitant  of  such  a  cell. 
Which  he  has  peopled  often,  but  ne'er  fitly 
Till  he  himself  shall  brood  in  it  alone. 

Enter  the  Boon. 

J.  Foeeari.    My  father ! 

JDo^e  (^embracing  Asm).  Jacopo !  my  son — 

my  son ! 
J.  Foscari.    My  father  still!  How  long 
it  is  since  I 
Have  heard  thee  name  my  name— o«r  name ! 

Doge.    My  boy ! 
Couldst  thou  but  know — 
J.  Foscari.    I  rarely,  sir,  have  murmur'd. 
Doge.    I  feel  too  much  thou  hast  not. 
Marina.    Boge,  look  there! 

[She  points  to  LoaiDAHO. 
Doge.  I  see  the  man — what  meanst  thou  ? 
Marina.    Caution !  ^ 

Lored.    Being 
The  virtue  which  this  noble  lady  most 
May  practise,  she  doth  well  to  recommend  it. 
Marina.   Wretch!  'tis  no  virtue,  but  the 
policy 
Of  those  who  fain  must  deal  perforce  with 

vice: 
As  such  I  recommend  it,  as  I  would 
To  one  whose  fool  was  on  an  adder^s  path. 
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Doge,  Daughtet,  It  Is  raperflaoiu  1 1  hare 
long 
Known  Loredano. 

Lored.    You  may  know  him  belter. 
Marina,    Yes;  iror«e  he  could  not 
J.  Foscari,    Father,  let  not  these 
Our  parting  hours  be  lost  in  listening  to 
Reprflaches,which  boot  nothing.  Is  it~is  it, 
Indeed,  our  last  of  meetings  r 

Doge.    You  behold 
These  white  hairs  I 

J.  Foecari,  And  I  feel,  besides,  that  mine 
Will  never  be  so  white.  Embrace  me,  father ! 
I  lo?ed  you  erer— never  more  than  now. 
Look  to  my  children — to  your  last  child*s 

children : 
Let  them  be  all  to  you  which  he  was  once. 
And  never  be  to  you  what  I  am  now. 
May  I  not  see  than  also  f 
Marina,    No— not  here, 
J,  Foecari,    They  might    behold  their 

parent  any  where. 
Marina,    I  would  that  they  beheld  their 
father  in 
A  place  which  would  not  mingle  fear  with 

love, 
To  freeze  their  young  blood  in  its  natural 

current. 
They  have,  fed  well,  slept  soft ,  and  knew 

not  that 
Their  sire  was  a  mere  hunted  outlaw.  Well 
I   know  his  fate  may  one  day  be  their 

heritage. 
But  let  it  only  be  their  heritage^ 
And  not  their  present  fee.    Their  senses, 

though 
Alive  to  love,  are  yet  Bwake  to  terror ; 
And  these  vile  damps,  too,  and  yon  Mek 

green  wave 
Which  floats  above  the  place  where  we  now 

stand — 
A  cell  so  far  below  ttie  water's  level, 
Sending  its  pestilence  through  every  crevice. 
Blight  strike  them :  tki9  i$  not  their  atmo> 

sphere, 
However  you  — and  you— and,  most  of  all. 
As  worthiest — you,  sir,  noble  Loredano  I 
If  ay  breathe  it  without  prejudice. 

J.  Foscari,    I  had  not 
Reflected  upon  this,  but  acquiesce. 
I  shall  depart,  then,  without  meeting  them  ? 
Doge.    Mot  so :  they  shall  await  you  in 

my  chamber. 
J.  Foeeari.    And  must  I  leave  them  aU? 
Lored,    You  must. 
J.  Foscari.    Not  one? 
Lored,    They  are  the  state's. 
Marina.     I  thought  they  had  been  mine. 
Lored.  They  are,  in  all  maternal  things. 
Marina.     That  is. 
In  all  things  painful.  If  they'resick,they  will 
Be  left  tome  to  tend  them ;  should  they  die. 
To  me  to  Jiury  and  to  mourn :  but  if 
Thegr  live,  they'll  make  you  toldien,  f  ena- 
ton, 


Slaves,  exilei—whatjfott  will  I  or  tf  they  are 
Females  with  portions,   brides  and  Mbei 

for  nobles ! 
Behold  the  state's  care    for  its  sons  and 
mothers ! 
Lored.    The  hour  approaches,  and  the 

wind  is  fair. 
J.  Foacari.    How  know  yon   that  here, 
where  the  genial  wind 
Ne'er  blows  in  all  its  blustering  freedom? 

Lored.    Twas  so 
When  I  came  here.  The  galley  floats  within 
A  bow-shot  of  the  Riva  di  SchiavonL 
J.  Foscari.    Father  I  I  pray  you  to  pre- 
cede me,  and 
Prepare  my  children  to  behold  their  liather. 
Doge.    Be  firm,  my  son ! 
J.  Foscari,    I  will  do  my  endeavour. 
Marina,    Farewell!  at  least  to  this  de- 
tested dungeon. 
And  him  to  whose  good  offices  yon  owe 
In  part  your  past  imprisonment. 

Lored.    And  present 
Liberation. 

Doge,    He  speaks  truth. 
J.  Foscari,    No  doubt:  but  'tis 
Exchange  of  chains  for  heavier  cfaaias  I 

owe  him. 
He  knows  this ,  or  he  had  not  sought  to 

change  them. 
But  I  reproach  not. 
Lored,    The  time  narrows,  signor. 
J,  Foscari.  Alas !  I  little  thought  to  liag- 
eringly 
To  leave  abodes  like  this:  but  wheal  feel 
That  every  step  I  take,  even  from  this  cell, 
Is  one  away  from  Venice,  I  look  back 
Even  on  these  dull  damp  wails,  and — 
Doge.     Boy!  no  tears. 
Marina.    Let  them  flow  on :  he  wept  not 
on  the  rack 
To  shame  him,  and  they  cannot  shame  iiim 

now. 
They  will  relieve  his  heart— that  too  kind 

heart — 
And  I  will  find  an  hour  to  wipe  away 
Those  tears,  or  add  my  own.  1  could  weep 

now 
But  would  not  gratify  yon  wretch  so  far. 
Let  us  proceed.     Doge,  lead  the  way. 
Lored.  (to  the  Familiar')  The  torch,  there! 
Marina,    Yes,  light  us  on,  as  to  a  funeral 
pyre. 
With  Loredano  mourning  like  an  heir. 
Doge.    My  son,  yon  aro  feeble :  take  this 

hand. 
J.  Foscort.    Alas! 
MuMt  youth  support  itself  on  age,  and  I 
Who  ought  to  be  the  prop  of  yours  T 
Lored,    Take  mine. 

Martaa.    Touch  it  not ,  Foscari ;  twill 
sting  you.    Signer, 
Stand  off*!  be  sure,  tiiatif  a  grasp  of  voars 
Would  raise  na  from  the  gjolt  whereia  we 
^e  pliui§ed. 
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Nerer  a  white  wing,  wetted  by  the  wave, 

Yet  dared  to  soar, 
ETen  when  the  waters  waxM  too  fierce 
to  bniTe. 
Soon  it  thall  be  their  only  fhore. 
And  then,  no  more ! 
Japhei,    The  inn!  the  sun! 
He  riseth,  but  his  better  light  is  gone; 
And  a  black  circle,  bound 

His  glaring  disk  aroond. 
Proclaims  earth's  last  of  summer-days  hath 
shone ! 
The  clouds  return  into  the  hues  of  nirht, 
Save  where  their  braien-coloar*d  edges 

streak 
The  Terge  where  brighter  moms  were 
wont  to  break. 
Nook,    And  lo !  yon  flash  of  light. 
The  distant  thunder's  harbinger,  appears ! 

It  cometh !  hence,  away. 
Leave  to  the  elements  their  enl  prey! 
Hence  to  where  our  all-hallow'd  ark  uproars 
Its  safe  and  wreckless  sides. 
Japhet,    Oh,  father,  stay! 
Leave  not  my  Anah  to  the  swallowing  tides  f 
yoak.  Must  we  not  leave  all  life  to  such? 

Begone! 
Japhet.     Not  I. 
Aoah.    Then  die 
With  them! 
How  dar'st  thou  look  on  that  prophetic  sky. 
And  seek   to  save  what  all  tilings  now 
condemn. 
In  OTerwhelming  unison 

With  just  Jehovah's  wrath? 
Japhet    Can  rage  and  justice  join  in  the 

same  path? 
yoah.   Blasphemer !  dar'st  thou  murmur 

even  now? 
Raphad.    Patriarch,   be  still  a  father! 

smoothe  thy  brow! 

Thy  son,  despite  his  folly,  shall  not  sink ; 

He  knows  not  what  he  say s.yet  shall  not  drink 

With  sobs  the  salt  foam  of  the  swelling 

waters; 

But  be,  when  Passion  passeth,  good  as  thou. 

Nor  perish  lilie  Heaven's  children  with 

Man's  daughters. 
AhoUhamah.  The  Tempest  cometh;  Hea- 
ven and  Earth  unite 
For  the  annihilation  of  all  life. 
Unequal  is  the  strife 
Between  our  strength  and  the  Eternal  Might! 
Samiasa.  But  ours  is  with  thee  2  we  will 

bear  ye  far 
To  some  untroubled  star. 
Where  thou  and  Anah  shall  partake  our  lot: 
And  if  thou  dost  not  weep  for  thy  lost  earth. 
Our  forfeit  Heaven  shall  also  be  forgot. 
Anah.    Oh !  my  dear  father's  tents,   my 
place  of  birth ! 
And  mountains,  land,  and  woods,  when  ye 

are  not, 
Who  shall  dn^  up  rov  tears? 
AultM.    Thy  Spirit- lord. 


Fear  not,  though  we  are  shut  from  Heaven, 

Yet  much  is  onrs,whence  we  can  notbedrivcn. 

Jiopftael.    Rebel !  thy  words  are  wicked, 

as  thy  deeds 
Shall  henceforth  be  but  weak  s  the  flaming 

sword. 
Which  chased  the  first-bom  out  of  Paradise, 
Still  flashes  in  the  angelic  hands. 
AsazieL  It  cannot  slay  us :  threaten  dust 

with  death. 
And  talk  of  weapons  unto  that  which  bleeds! 
What  are  thy  swords  in  our  immortal  eyes? 
Raphael  The  moment  cometh  to  approve 

thy  strength; 
And  learn  at  length 
How   vain   to    war  with  what  thy  God 

commands: 
Thy  former  force  was  in  thy  faith. 

Enter  Mortals,  flying  for  refuge. 

Chorus  of  Mortals, 
The  heavens  and  eaith  are  mingling-- God ! 

oh  God! 
What  have  we  done?  Yet  spare! 
Hark!  even  the  forest-beasts  howl  forth 
their  prayer ! 
The  dragon  crawls  from  out  his  den, 
To  herd  in  terror  innocent  with  men; 
And  the  birds  scream  their  agony  through  air. 
Yet,  yet,  Jehovah!   yet  withdraw  thy  rod 
Of  wrath,  and  pity  thine  own  world's  despair! 
Hear  not  Man  only  but  all  Nature  plead! 
Raphael.     Farewell,    thou    earth!    ye 
wretehed  sons  of  clay, 
I  cannot,  must  not  aid  you.    'TIS  decreed ! 

\Rxit  Raphael. 
Japhet.  Some  clouds  sweep  on,  as  vul- 
tures for  their  prey. 
While  others,  fix'd  as  rocks,  await  the  word 
At  which  their  wrathful  v  iais  shall  be  pour'd. 
No  azure  more  shall  robe  the  firmament. 
Nor  spangled  stars  be  glorious :  Death  hath 

risen : 
In  the  Sun's  place  a  pale  and  ghastly  glare 
Hath  wound  itself  around  the  dying  air. 
Azaadel.    Come,  Anah!  quit  this  chaos- 
founded  prison. 
To  which  the  elements  again  repair. 
To  turn  it  into  what  it  was:  beneath 
The  shelter  of  these  wings  thou  shalt  be  safe. 
As  was  the  eagle's  nestling  once  witliin 
Its  mother's.— Let  the  coming  chaos  chafe 
With  all  its  elements*  Heed  not  their  din! 
A  brighter  world  than  this,  where  thou 

shalt  breathe 
Ethereal  life,  will  we  explore : 
These  darken 'd  clouds  are  not  the  only  skies. 
[Azaziel  and  Samiasa  fly  off,  and  dis^ 
appear  with  Anah    and  Aholibamah. 
Japhet.    They  are  gone !  They  have  dis- 
appear'd  amidst  the  roar 
Of  the  forsaken  world ;  and  never  more. 
Whether  they  live,or  die  with  all  earth's  life, 
Now  near  its  last,  can  aught  restore 
Anah  unto  these  eyes. 
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Senator.    I  memi  not 
To  oppoge  them,  but — 

Mcmmo.    In  Venice  '•'But'*  '0  a  traitor. 
But  me  no  **6ttt«,"  unleM  yon  would  posg  o*er 
The  Bridge  whicli  few  repaes. 

Senator.    I  am  siient. 

Memmo.     Whj 
Thns  hesitate?— The  Ten  have  called  in  aid 
Of  their  deliberation  fiye  and  twenty 
Patriciane  of  the  senate — you  are  one. 
And  I  another ;  and  it  seems  to  me 
Both   honourM  by   the  choice  or  chance 

which  leads  us 
To  mingle  with  a  body  so  august. 

Senator.    Most  true.    I  say  no  more. 

Memmo,     As  we  hope,  signer, 
And  all  may  honestly  (that  is,  all  those 
Of  noble  blood  may)    one  day  hope  to  be 
Decemvir,  it  is  surely  for  the  senate^s 
Chosen  dele^tes  a  school  of  wisdom,  to 
Be  thus  admitted,  though  as  noTices, 
To  view  the  mysteries. 

Senator.    Let  us  view  thems  they, 
Ko  doubt,  are  worth  it. 

Memmo.    Being  worth  our  Htos 
If  we  divulge  them,doubtlegs  they  are  worth 
Something,  at  least  to  you  or  me. 

Senator.     I  sought  not 
A  place  within  the  sanctuary;  but  being 
Chosen,  howeyer  reluctantly  so  chosen, 
I  shall  fulfil  my  office. 

Memmo.     Let  us  not 
Be  latest  in  obeying  the  Ten^s  summons. 

Senator.    All  are  not  met,   but  I  am  of 
your  thought 
So  far— let's  in. 

Memmo.    The  earliest  are  most  welcome 
In  earnest  councils— we  will  not  be  least  so. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  the  Dooa,  Jacopo  FoscAai^oncf  MAanf  A. 

J.  Foacari.    Ah,  father!  though  I  must 
and  will  depart. 
Yet — yet — I  pray  yon  to  obtain  for  me 
That  I  once  more  return  unto  my  home. 
However  remote  the  period.    Let  there  be 
A  point  of  time  as  beacon  to  my  heart. 
With  any  penalty  annexed  they  please, 
But  let  me  still  return. 

Doge.    Son  Jacopo, 
60  and  obey  our  country's  will :  *tis  not 
For  us  to  look  beyond. 

J.  Foacari.     But  still  I  must 
Look  back.    I  pray  yon  think  of  me. 

Doge.    Alas ! 
Yon  ever  were  my  dearest  oflspring,  when 
They  were  more  numerous,  nor  can  be  less  so 
Now  you  are  last;  but  did  the  state  demand 
The  exile  of  the  disinterred  ashes 
Of  your   three  goodly  brothers,  now  in 

earth. 
And  their  desponding  shades  came  flitting 

round 
To  impede  the  act,  I  must  no  lest  obey 
A  duty  paramount  to  etery  duty. 


Marina,    My  hatband !  M  m  on  t  thit 
but  prolongs 
Our  sorrow. 

J.  Foacari.   Butwearenotsummoa'dyel; 
The  galley's  sails  are  not  onfurrdi— who 

knows  ? 
The  wind  may  change. 

Marina.    And  if  it  do,  it  will  not 
Change  their  hearts,  or  your  lot :  the  galley's 

oars 
Will  quickly  clear  the  harbour. 

J.  Foacan.    Oh,  ye  elements  I 
Where  are  your  storms  ? 

Marina.     In  human  breasts.    Alaa  I 
Will  nothing  calm  you? 

J.  Foacari.    Never  vet  did  mariner 
Put  up  to  patron -saint  such  prayers  for 

prosperous 
And  pleasant  breezes,  as  I  call  upon  yon, 
Ye  tutelar  saints  of  my  own  city !  which 
Ye  love  not  with'  more  holy  love  than  I, 
To  lash  up  from  the  deep  the  Adrian  waves, 
And  waken  Auster,  soyereign  of  the  tempest! 
Till  the  sea  dash  me  back  on  my  own  shore 
A  broken  corse  upon  the  barren  Lido, 
Where  I  may  mingle  with  the  sands  which 

skirt 
The  land  I  love,  and  never  shall  see  more! 

Afartno.    And  wish  you    this  with  me 
beside  you? 

J,  Foacari,    No— 
No  —  not  for  thee,  too  good,   too  kind! 

Mayst  thou 
Lire  long  to  be  a  mother  to  those  children 
Thy  fond  fidelity  for  a  time  deprives 
Of  such  support !  But  for  myself  alone. 
May  all  the  winds  of  heaven  howl  down  the 

Gulf, 
And  tear  the  vessel,  till  the  mariners, 
Appall'd,  turn  their  despairing  eyes  on  me. 
As  the  Phenlcians  did  on  Jonah,  then 
Cast  me  out  from  amongst  them,ns  an  offering 
To  appease  the  waves.   The  billow  which 

destroys  me 
Will  be  more  merciful  than  man,andbearme, 
Dead,  but  atiU  bear  me  to  a  natiye  grave. 
From  fisher's  hands  upon  the  desolate  sitraad. 
Which,  of  its  thousand  wrecks,  hath  ae'er 

received 
One  lacerated  like  the  heart  which  then 
Will  be— But  wherefore  breaks  It  not?  why 
live  I? 

Martaa.    To  man  thyself,  I  trust,  with 
time,  to  master 
Such  useless  passion.  Until  now  thou  wert 
A  sufferer,  but  not  a  loud  one:  why. 
What  is  this  to  the  things  thou  hast  borne 

in  silence — 
Imprisonment  and  actual  torture  ? 

J,  Foacari,    Double, 
Triple,and  tenfold  torture!  But  you  are  right 
It  must  bf)  borne.    Father,-  your  blessing. 

Doge,    Would 
It  could  avail  thee !  but  no  less  thou  hast  it 

J.  Foseoft.    Foigi^ 
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nog€.    Wlwlf 

J.  FVMcorl.  I^ poor iMtlieribrii^ birth. 
And  on  for  baviaf  lived,  aad  yoa  joamlf 
(Af  1  forgire  y««)  for  tlie  gift  of  lil^ 
Wliicli  yoa  biMtow^d  apon  hm  ai  mj  sire.  ^ 

ilfariMi.     What  hail  thou  doae? 

J.  Fofcort.    Nottung.    I  cuiiiol  cImum 
Rfjr  neoMirj  with  mach  mto  sorrow  i  Sot 
I  have  iieea  so  hevond  the  eonHouHi  lot 
Chasten*d  and  TisUed,  I  needs  most  tUok 
That  I  was  wiciced.    If  it  he  so,  maj 
What  I  haTeiuideigoae  here  keep  ine  ftrom 
A  like  hereafter. 

Marina.    Fear  noti  thai  '§  referred 
For  yoar  oppressors.     - 

J.  Foteari.    Let  me  hope  not 

MortiM.    Hope  not? 

J.  Foacari.    I  caanot  wish  then  oB  they 
hare  inflicted. 

MwMo.    MI  the  coossnuiate  llendsl  A 
thoasand  fold! 
Majr  the  worm  which  ne*er  dieth  feed  apon 
thmnl 

J.  Foscort.    They  may  repent 

iUcrtna.    And  if  they  do,  HeaTen  will  not 
Accept  the  tardy  peaiteace  of  denmas. 

Enter  an  Officer  and  Gaardf . 

Cjffleer.  Signorl  the  boat  is  at  theshore— 
the  wind 
Is  rising— we  are  ready  to  attewi  voa« 
/.  Foeeari.    And  I  to  be  atlended.  Once 
more,  fother, 
Four  hand ! 
00^    Take  it    Alasl  hofw  thlae  own 

trembles. 
/.    Fo§eari,  No^yon  mistake!  'tis  yaars 
that  shakes,  my  fiUher, 
Farewell! 
Dege.    Farewell!  Is  there  aaghl  elsef 
J.  Fbteari,    No—nothing. 

[7b  ike  Qffieer. 
Lead  me  your  arm,  good  sigaor. 

Qffieer.    Yon  tarn  pale- 
Let  me  support  yoa— paler -ho!  some  aid 

there ! 
Some  w«ter! 

Marina,    Ah,  he  b  dying ! 
/.  Foeeari.    Now,  I'm  rwidy— 
My  eyes  swim  strangely — whereas  the  door  ? 

Bmrina.    Away  1 
Let  me  support  him— my  best  love !  Oh,  God! 
How  faiaUy  beats  this  heart— this  pulse! 

J.  FoMari,    The  light! 
h  it  the  light  ?- 1  am  faint 

^Officer  preeente  kirn  aafk  voter. 
Officer.    He  will  be  better, 
Perhaps,  in  the  air. 

J.  Foeeari.  I  donbt  not  Father-wife— 
Vonr  hands ! 

Marina.     There's   death  in  that  damp 
claouny  grasp. 
Oh  God !— My  Foscari,  how  lare  yo«f 
J.  Foeeari.     Well!  [lieMee. 

OJficer.    He's  gone. 


Marina.    No — no,  he  is  not  dead  { 
There  must  be  Ills  yat  in  that  heart  — ha 

could  not 
Thus  leare  bm. 
Doge.    Daughter! 

Marina.    Hold  thy  peace,  old  maa  t 
I  am  no  daughter  aaw — thoa  hMt  no  sea. 
Oh,  FoscariT 
Cffieei^.    We  arast  lemore  the  body. 
Mortao.     Touch  it  not,   daageoa-aUa- 
creants !  yonr^ase  oflloe 
Eads  with  his  lifs,  aad  goes  not  ^oad 

marder, 
Srea  by  year  apmrderoas  laws.    Learehis 


To  those  who  know  to  hoaour  them. 

QgUcsr.    I  mast 
Inform  the  signory,  and  lean  their  pleasure. 
Dege.    lafoim  the  signory  from  ms,  the 
Doge, 
They  have  ao  fturther  power  apoB  Ihasa 

ashesc 
WhUe  he  lired,  he  was  theirs,  as  tti  a 


Now  he  is  mtae— my  brokea-liearted  boy! 

[£stl  qffUer. 
Marina.    Aad  I  amst  lirel 
Dege.    Yoar  childrea  live,  Mariaa. 
Ahmaa.    My  childrea!  true — they  lire, 
aad  I  mast  lire 
To  bring  them  up  to  serve  the  stale,  and  die 
As  died  thehr  liUher.    Oh!   what  beit  af 

blessings 
Weie  barreaaess  in  Veaioel    Would  my 

mother 
Had  been  so ! 
Dege.    My  unhappy  diildrea ! 
Marina.    What ! 
Fou  feel  it  thea  at  last— yott /—Where  is  now 
The  Stoic  of  the  state? 
Doge  (throwing  hima^dewn  6y  ike  kedff). 

Marina.    Ay,  weep  on! 
I  thought  you  had  no  tears — ^yon  lioarded 

tl^fm 
Until  they  are  uselem ;  but  weep  on !  he  Berer 
Shall  weep  more— aever,  never  more. 

JMer  LoasDAHO  attd  BABBABiao 

Lored.    What's  heref 
Marina.    Ah!  the  devil,  oome  to  insalt 
the  d^A !  Avaunt! 
incarnate  Lucifer!  'tis  holy  grouad. 
A  martyr's  ashes  now  lie  tliere,wliich  make  it 
A  aivBlne.    €let  thee  back  to  thy  place  of 
torment! 
Bark.  Lady,  we  knew  not  of  this  sad  event, 
Bat  pam'd  here  merely  on  our  path  from 
council. 
MurJoa.    Pass  on. 
Lored.    We  sought  the  Doge. 
Marina  (jnnnting  to  tkc  DogCy  who  i» 
eliU  en  ike  gnmnd  69  kie  soa'«6ody). 
He's  busy,  look, 
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About  the  baslneM  you  provided  for  him. 
Are  ye  content? 

Barb,    We  will  not  inteimpt 
A  parentis  torrows. 

Marina     No,  ye  only  make  them. 
Then  leave  them. 

Doge  (rising).    Sin,  I  am  ready. 

Barb.    IVo— not  now. 

Lored.    Vet  *twa8  important 

Doge.    If  'twas  so,  I  can 
Only  repeat— 1  am  ready. 

Barb.     It  shall  not  be 
Jnst  now,though Venice  tottered  o*er  the  deep 
Like  a  frail  vessel.     I  respect  your  griefs. 

Doge.  1  thank  yon.  If  the  tidings  which 
yon  bring 
Are  evil,  yon  may  say  them ;  nothing  further 
Can  touch  me  more  than  him  thou  lookst 

on  there: 
If  they  be  good,  say  on;  yon  need  not /cor 
That  they  can  comfort  me. 

Barb.     I  would  they  could! 

Doge.  I  spoke  not  to  you,  but  to  Loredano. 
He  understands  me. 

Marina.    Ah !  I  thought  it  would  be  so. 

Doge.    What  mean  youY 

Marina.  Lo !  there  is  the  blood  beginning 
To  flow  through  the  dead  lips  of  Foscari— 
The  body  bleeds  in  presence  of  the  assassin. 

[To  Loredano. 
Thou  cowardly  murderer  by  law,  behold 
How  death  itself  bears  witness  to  thy  deeds ! 

Doge.     My  child !  this  is  a  phantasy  of 
grief. 
Bear  hence  the  body.  [To  hi$  Attendantt.] 

Signors,  if  it  please  you, 
Within  an  hour  Til  hear  you. 

[Exeunt  Doge^  Marina^  and  Attendants 
with  the  body.] 
[Manent  Loredano  and  Barharigo, 

Barb,    He  must  not 
Be  troubled  now. 

Lored,    He  said  himself  that  nought 
Could  give  him  trouble  farther. 

Barb.    These  are  words; 
But  grief  is  lonely,  and  the  breaking  in 
Upon  it  barbarous. 

Lored.    Sorrow  preys  upon 
Its  solitude,  and  nothing  more  diverts  it 
From  its  sad  visions  of  the  other  world 
Than  calling  it  at  moments  back  to  this ; 
The  busy  have  no  time  for  tears. 

Barb.    And  therefore 
Yon  would   deprive  this  old  man  of  all 
business? 

Lored.  The  thing's  decreed.  The  Ginnta 
and  the  Ten 
Have  made  it  law :  who  shall  oppoie  that 
law? 

Barb.     Humanity ! 

Lored.    Because  his  son  is  dead? 

Barb.    And  yet  unburicd. 

Lored,    Had  we  known  this  when 
The  act  was  passing,  it  might  have  suspended 
Its  passage,  but  impedes  it  not — once  past. 


Baih,    ril  not  content 

Lored.    Yon  have  consented  to 
All  that's  essential— leave  the  rest  la  me. 

Barb.     Why  press  his  abdicaUoii  now? 

Lored.    The  feelings 
Of  private  passion  may  not  interrupt 
The  public  benefit;  and  what  the  state 
Decides  to-day  must  not  give  way  before 
To-morrow  for  a  natural  accident. 

Barb.    Yon  have  a  son. 

Lored,    I  /lave— and  had  a  fiither. 

Barb.    Still  so  inexorable? 

Lored.     Still. 

Barb.    But  let  him 
Inter  his  son  before  we  press  upon  him 
This  edict 

Lored.    Let  him  call  up  kito  life 
My  sire  and  uncle — I  consent.    Men  may, 
Even  aged  men,  be,  or  appear  to  be. 
Sires  of  a  hundred  sons,  but  cannot  kindle 
An  atom  of  their  ancestors  fitmi  earth. 
The  victims  are  not  equal :  he  has  seen 
His  sons  expire  by  natnral  deaths,  and  I 
My  sires  by  violent  and  mysterious  maladies. 
I  used  no  poison,  bribed  no  subtle  master 
Of  the  destructive  art  of  healing,  to 
Shorten  the  path  to  the  eternal  cure. 
His  sons,  and  he  had  four,  are  dead,  without 
My  dabbling  in  vile  drugs. 

Barb.     And  art  thou  sure 
He  dealt  in  such? 

Lored.    Most  sure. 

Barb.    And  yet  he  seems 
All  openness. 

Lored.    And  so  he  seemM  not  loag 
Ago  to  Carmagnuola. 

Barh.    The  attainted 
And  foreign  traitor? 

Lored.     £ven  so :  when  Ae, 
After  the  very  night  in  which  the  Ten 
(Join'd   with   the  Doge)    decided  his  de- 
struction, 
Met  the  great  Duke  at  daybreak  with  a  jest, 
Demanding  whether  he  should  augur  him 
The  good  day  or  good  night?"  lua Doge- 
ship  answered, 
That  he  in  truth  had  pass'd  •  alglrt  of 
vigil. 

In  which  (he  added  with  a  graclova  tmile) 
There  often  has  been  question  about  you." 
'Twas  true;  the  question  was  the  death 

resolved 
Of  Carmaffuuola,  eight  months  ere  he  died ; 
And  the  old  Doge,  who  knew  him  doomed, 

smiled  on  him 
With  deadly  cozenage,  eight  long  months 

beforehand — 
Eight  months  of  such  hypocrisy  as  is 
Learnt  but  in  eighty  years.    Brave  Car- 
magnuola 
Is  dead ;  so  is  youngFoscart  andhis  brethren 
I  never  tmited  on  them. 

Barb.    Was  Carmagnuola 
Your  friend  ? 

Ijored,  He  was  the  taCqgiunrd  of  tho  city- 
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In  esrl J  life  Its  foe,  bot.  In  hit  manhood, 
lU  saviour  first,  then  victim. 

Barb.    Ah !  that  seoms 
The  penaltjr  of  saving  cities.    He 
Whom  we  now  act  against  not  onlj  saved 
Our  own,  but  added  others  to  her  swajr. 

Lored.    The  Romans  (and  we  ape  tnwm) 
gave  a  crown 
To  liim  who  took  a  citj ;  and  they  gave 
A  crown  to  him  who  saved  a  citixen 
In  battle :  the  rewards  are  equal.    Now, 
If  we  should  measure  forth  the  cities  taken 
By  the  Doge  Foscari,  witii  citixens 
Destroy^  bj  him,    or  through  him,    the 

account 
Were  ^  fearfully   against    him ,    although 

narrow'd 
To  private  havoc,  such  as  between  him 
And  my  dead  father. 

Barb,    Are  you  then  tlius  fix^d  ? 

Lored.     Why,  what  should  change  me  f 

Barb.    That  which  changes  me: 
But  you,  I  know,  are  marble  to  retain 
A  feud.  But  when  all  is  accomplished,  when 
The  old  roan  is  deposed,  his  name  d(*gradcd, 
His  sons  all  dead,  his  family  depressed. 
And  you  and  yours  triumphant,   shall  you 
sleep  ? 

Lored.     More  soundly. 

Barb.  That's  an  error,  and  youll  find  it 
Ere  you  sleep  with  your  fathers. 

Lored.    They  sleep  not 
In  Iheir  accelerated  craves,  nor  will. 
Till  Foscari  fills  his.  Each  night  I  see  them 
Stalk  frowning  round  my  couch,  and,  point- 
ing towards 
l*he  ducal  palace,  marshal  me  to  vengeance. 

Barb.    Fancy's  distemperature !  l^iere  is 
no  passion 
More  spectral  or  fantastical  than  hate ; 
Koi  even  its  opponite.  Love,  so  peoples  air 
With  phantoms,  as  this  madness  of  the  heart. 

Enter  an  Officer. 

Lored.    Where  go  you,  sirrah? 

Officer.    By  the  ducal  order 
To  forward  the  preparatory  rites 
For  the  late  Foscari's  interment. 

Barb.    Their 
Vault  has  been  often  opened  of  late  years. 

liored.  ^will  be  full  soon,  and  may  be 
closed  for  ever. 

Officer.    May  I   pass  on? 

Lored.    You  may. 

Barb.    How  bears  the  Dog^ 
This  last  calamity  ? 

Officer.     With  desperate  firmness. 
In  presence  of  another  he  says  little. 
But  I  perceive  his  lips  move  now  and  then ; 
And  once  or  twice  1  heard  him,  from  the 

adjoining 
Apartment,  mutter  forth  the  words — ^'My 

son ! " 
Scarce  audibly.    I  must  proceed. 

[Ejeit  Officer. 


Barb.    This  stroke 
Will  move  all  Venice  in  his  favour. 

Lored.     Right! 
We  must  be  speedy:  let  us  call  together 
The  delegates  appointed  to  convey 
The  Council's  resolution. 

Rar6.     I  protest. 
Against  it  at  this  moment. 

Lored.    As  yon  please — 
111  take  their  voices  on  it  ne*erthelef>9. 
And  see  whose  most  may  sway  them,  yours 
or  mine. 

[Exeunt  Barbarigo  and  Loredano: 

ACT    V. 

SCENE  L—The  Doge's  Apartment. 

The  Doox  onif  Attendant: 

Attendant.    My  lord,  the   deputation  is 

in  waiting; 

But  add,  that  if  another  hour  would  better 

Accord  with  your  will,  they  will  make  it 

theirs. 

Doge.    To  me  all  hours  are  like.     Let 

them  approach.        [Exit  Attendant, 

An  Officer.     Frince!    I  have  done  your 

bidding. 
Doge.    What  conunand? 
Officer,    A  melancholy  one — to  call  tlio 
attendance 
Of— 
Doge.    True— true — trne:  I  crave  your 
pardon.    1 
Begin  to  fail  in  apprehension,  and 
Wax  very  old— old  almost  as  my  years. 
Till  now  I  fought  them  off,  but  they  begin 
To  overtake  me. 

Enter  the  Deputation^  consisting  of  six  of  the 
i^gnory,  and  the  Chief  of  the  Ten. 

Noble  men,  your  pleasure ! 

Chief  of  the  Ten.    In  the  first  place,  the 
Council  doth  condole 
With  the  Doge  on  his  late  and  prii  ate  grief. 

Doge.    No  more — no  more  of  that. 

Chief  of  the  Ten.     Will  not  the  Duke 
Accept  the  homage  of  respect? 

Doge.    I  do 
Accept  it  as  'tis  given — proceed. 

Chief  of  the  Ten.    ITie  Ten, 
With  a  selected  Giunta  from  the  s^^nte 
Of  twentv-five  of  the  best-born  patricians, 
Having  deliberated  on  the  state 
Of  the  republic,  and  the  o'erwhelniing  cares 
Which,  at  this  moment,  doubly  must  oppress 
Your  years,  so  long  devoted  to  your  country. 
Have  judged  it  fitting,  with  all  reverence. 
Now  to  solicit  from  your  wisdom  (which 
Upon  reflection  must  accord  in  this) 
The  resignation  of  the  ducal  ring. 
Which  you  have  worn  so  long  and  venerably; 
And,  to  prove  that  tliey  are  not  ungrateful  aor 
C«ild  to  your  years  and  services,  they  add 
An  appanage  of  twenty  hundred  golden 
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Dttcals,  to  make  wlifc^wt  boI  ktt  fptadUd 
Than  sImiiM  beeoae  m  torerDigK^  felnal 

Doge.    Did  I  hear  righttyf 

aStf  tf  1k0  Tm.    NeedltajagiriBf 

Doge.    No. — Ato  yoa  done  f 

oS^efikeTen.  I  have  spoken.  Tweniy- 
fonr 
Honn  are  accorded  yoa  to  glre  an  answer. 

Doge.    I  shall  not  need  so  nany  seconds. 

Ckirfrf^Uke  Ten.    We 
Will  now  retire. 

Doge.    Stay!  Four  and  twenty  hoars 
Will  alter  nothhig  which  I  have  to  say. 

Chief  of  the  Ten.    Speak ! 

Doge.    When  I  twice  hefore  reiterated 
My  wiih  to  abdicate,  it  was  refhsed  me  $ 
And  not  alone  refased,  hat  ye  exacted 
An  oath  from  me  that  I  would  never  more 
Renew  this  instance.    I  have  sworn  to  die 
In  full  exertion  of  flie  functions  which 
My  country  callM  me  here  to  exercise, 
Accordinr  to  my  honoar  and  my  conscieace. 
I  caanot  hreak  wnf  oath. 

Chief  of  the  Ten.    Reduce  as  Btt 
To  the  alternative  of  a  decree. 
Instead  of  your  compliance. 

Doge.    Providence 
Prolonn  my  days  to  prove  and  chasten  me; 
But  ve  nave  no  right  to  reproach  my  length 
Of  days,  since  every  hour  has  been  the 

country^s. 
I  am  ready  to  lay  down  my  life  for  her. 
As  I  liave  laid  down  dearer  things  than  life: 
But  for  my  dignity— I  hold  it  of 
The  whole  republic ;  when  the  general  will 
Is  manifest,  then  you  shall  all  be  answered. 

Chief  of  the  Ten.   We  grieve  for  such  an 
answer;  but  it  cannot 
Avail  you  aught. 

Doge.    I  can  submit  to  all  things. 
But  nothing  will  advance ;  no,  not  a  moment. 
What  you  decree— decree. 

Chief  of  the  Ten,  With  this,  then,  must  we 
Return  to  those  who  sent  us? 

Doge.    You  have  heard  me. 
Cftt</  of  the  Ten.    With  all  due  reverence 
we  retire. 

[ISxeunt  the  Deputation  ete. 

Enter  an  Attendant. 

Mtendant.    My  lord. 
The  noble  dame  Marina  craves  an  audience. 
Doge.    My  time  is  hers. 

Enter  Mahina. 

Marina.    My  lord,  if  I  intrude — 
Perhaps  you  fain  would  be  alone  ? 

Doge.    Alone ! 
Alone,  come  all  the  world  around  iu<?,  I 
Am  now  and  evermore.  But  we  will  bi;ar  it. 

Martaia.     We  will ;  and  for  the  sake  of 
those  who  are, 
Endeavour — Oh  my  husband! 

Doge.    Give  it  way; 
I  caanot  comfort  thee. 


BSttrinm.    He  micht  have  lived. 
So  formed  for  geatle  privacy  of  Itfe, 
So  loving,  so  beloved ;  the  native  off 
Another  laad,  and  who  so  blest  aad  hiessiag 
As  my  poor  Foscarif  Nothing  waswaatSag 
Unto  his  happiness  and  mine  save  aal 
To  he  Voaetian. 

Doge.    Or  a  prince^  son. 
MMna.  Yes;  all  thhigs  which  eaudace 
lo  other  mea^ 
Imperfect  happiness  or  Mgh  ambitiaa. 
By  soBM  strange  destiay  to  hiai   proved 

deadly. 
The  conatry  and  the  people  whom  he  loved. 
The  prince  of  whom  he  was  the  elder  hon, 
Aad— 
Doge.    SooB  may  be  a  prince  ao  loager. 
Af artiM.    How  f 

Doge.  They  have  takea  my  aan  f imb  bm, 
and  now  aim 
At  my  too  long  worn  diadem  and  rlag. 
Let  them  resuBW  tfie  gewgaws! 

Marina.    Oh  the  tyrants ! 
In  such  an  hoar  lt>o! 

Doge.    Tls  the  fittest  time: 
Ab  hoar  ago  I  should  have  Iblt  It 

Marina.    Aod 
Will  you  Bot  now  resent  itf— Oh  for  ven- 
geance! 
But  he,  who,  had  he  been  enough  protected. 
Might  have  repaid  protectiea  ia  this  asemeat, 
Cannot  assist  his  father. 

Doge.    Nor  should  do  so 
Agunsthis  country,  had  he  a  thousand  livei 
Instead  of  that— 

Marina.  They  tortured  from  him.  Thu 
May  be  pure  patriotism.  I  am  a  wonus: 
To  me  my  husbaBd  and  my  children  were 
Country  and  home.    I  loved  Ann — ^^how  I 

loved  him! 
I  have  seen  him  pass  through  such  ordeal  ai 
The  old  martyrs  would  have  shrank  from: 

he  is  gone. 
And  I,  who  would  have  givea  my  blood  for 

him. 
Have  nought  to  give  but  tears!  Bat  etald 

I  compass 
The  retribution  of  his  wrongs !— WeU,  wall ; 
I  have  sons  who  shall  be  men. 
Doge.    Your  grief  distracts  yoa. 
Martfia.     I  thought  I  could  have  hone 
it,  when  I  saw  him 
BowM  down  by  such  oppression  ;  yes,  1 

thought 
That  I  would  rather  look  upon  his  corse 
Than  his  prolong^  captivity :   I  am  punished 
For  that  thought  now.     Would  I  were  in 
his  grave! 
Doge.    I  must  loi»k  on  him  once  more. 
Marina.    Come  with  me! 
Doge.    Is  he — 

Marina.  Our  bridal  bed  is  now  his  bier. 
Doge.    And  ho  is  in  his  shroud? 
Afartno.    Come,  come,  old  man ! 

[Eseunt  the  Doge  and  Btarina. 
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BKter  Babiabmo  tmd  LeMOiAMi. 
Barh.  (t»  mm  AnentUmi).    Wlfeere  is  IIm 

D«gef 
AtUmdant.    Thit  inttaiit  reClradI  henee 
Witk  tlM  Ul«flri«iui  lady  hif  Mmli  widow. 

iMeiMtee.    T»  Che  diaariwr  wiMra  the 

body  liet. 
fiorft.    Let  Of  return  then. 
Lured,    Yoa  forget,  yon  cannot 
We  hoTO  the  implicit  order  •f  the  Ohmta 
To  nwnit  their  ooming   here,   and  join 

then  in 
Their  offices  they'll  be  here  loon  after  ns. 
Emih.    And  will  they  preM  their  answer 

on  the  Doge  ? 
Lored.     Twas  hit  own  wlih  that  all 
■honld  be  done  promptly. 
He  amwcrM  fiiiekly,  and  nuu t  to  be  an- 
swered; 
Hie  difnity  it  looked  to,  hit  estate 
Cared  ffsr— what  would  he  moref 

Bmrh.    Die  In  hit  robes. 
He  eonid  not  hare  liTcd  long;  bnt  I  have 
done 

aliest  to  save  his  honovrs,  and  opposed 
I  proposition  to  the  last,  thongh  Tainly. 
Why  would  the  general  Tote  compel  me 
hither  f 
Lorsd. .  HTwas  fit  that  some  one  of  saeh 
different  thoughts 
Fraai  ours  should  be  a  witnem,  left  fdse 

tongues 
Shanld  whisper  that  a  harsh  minority 
Dveaded  to  have  its  acts  beheld  by  others. 
Bath,   And  not  less,  I  must  needs  think, 
for  the  sake 
Of  humbling  mo  for  my  vain  opposition. 
You  are  ingenious,  Loredano,  in 
Your  modes  of  veBg^eance,  nay,  poetical, 
A  Tenr  Ovid  in  the  art  of  Aoltn^; 
*Tis  thus  (although  a  secondary  object. 
Yet  hate  has  microscopic  eyes)  to  you 
I  owe,  by  way  of  foil  to  the  more  aealous, 
This  undesired  association  in 
Yaur  Giunta't  duties. 
liored.    How!— my  Ginntal 
Barb.    Your$  I 
They  speak  your  language,   watch  your 

nod,  approve 
Your  plans,  and  do  your  work.    Are  thfy 
not  yowB? 
Lored.    You  talk  unwarily.  *Twerc  best 
they  hear  not 
lliis  from  you. 

Barb.  Oh !  they'll  hear  as  much  one  day 
From  louder  tongues  than  mine:  they  have 

gone  beyond 
feiven  their  exorbitance  of  power;  and  when 
This  happens  in  the  most  contemnM  and 

abject 
States,  stung  humanity  will  rise  to  check  it 
Ixtrcd,    You  talk  but  idly. 
Barb.    That  remains  for  proof. 
Here  come  our  colleagues. 


MmMCr  hSv  I/l^pvSBISOn  OS  W^WTV. 

Cki^€f^Tm.    IstiieDnkeawaie 
W^e  seek  his  presence  T 
Attemdamt.    He  shall  be  inform^ 

[KsU  Jttemdmt 
Barb.    The  Duke  is  with  his  son. 
Ckufofthe  TVn.    If  it  be  so. 
We  will  remit  him  till  tiie  rites  are  over. 
Lotus  return.  Tis  time  enough  to-morrow. 
Lored.  (luide  to  Barb.}    Now  the  ridk 
man^  hell-fire  noon  your  tongue, 
Unqaench^,iiBfnenciiable!  rtlhaveittoffm 
Ftom  its  vile  babbling  roots,  till  you  shall 

utter 
Nothing  but  sobs  through  blood,  for  this! 

Sage  signers, 
I  pray  ye  be  nothastf.    [i^londfofAeofAers. 
Barb.    But  be  human ! 
Lored.    See,  the  Duke  comes ! 

Alter  ffte  Doon. 

Bo^.    1  have  ohey'd  your  smnmons. 
Chief  of  ike  Ten.    We  come  once  moie 

to  urge  our  past  request 
•  Doge.    And  I  to  answer. 
Chuf  of  iho  Tea.    What? 
Doge.    My  only  answer. 
You  have  heard  it 
GUqf  o/ tfte  Ten.    Hear  you  then  the  last 
decree. 
Definitive  and  absrinte ! 
Doge.    To  the  point- 
To  the  point  I  1  know  of  old  the  ferms  of 

office. 
And  f^tle  preludes  to  strong  acts— Go  on! 
Ch^  of  ike  Ten.  You  are  no  longer  Doge ; 
you  are  released 
From  your  imperial  oath  as  sovereign ; 
Your  ducal  robes  must  be  put  off;  but  for 
Your  services,  the  state  allots  the  appannge 
Already  mentioned  in  our  former  congress. 
Three  days  are  left  you  to  remove  firom 

hence. 
Under  the  penalty  to  see  confiscated 
All  your  own  private  fortune. 

Doge.    That  last  clause, 
I  am  proud  to  say,  would  not  enrich  the 
treasury. 
Chief  of  the  Ten.    Your  answer,  Duke! 
Lored.    Your  answer,  Francis  Foscari ! 
Doge.   If  1  could  have  foreseen  that  my 
old  age 
Was  prtjudicial  to  the  state,  the  chief 
Of  the  republic  never  would  hnve  shown 
Himself  so  far  ungrateful  as  to  place 
His  own  high  dignity  before  his  country ; 
But  this  Hfe  having  been  to  many  years 
Not  useless  to  that  country,  I  would  fain 
Have  consecmted  my  last  moments  to  her. 
But  the  decree  being  rendered,  I  obey. 
Chiffof  the  Ten.    If  you  would  have  the 
three  days  named  extended. 
We  wiiliogly  will  lengthen  them  to  eight, 
As  sign  of  our  esteem. 
Doge.    Not  eight  hours,  signor, 
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Nor  eren  eight  minatet.~-TheTe^  the  dacal 
ring,    [Tdkinff  off  hi$  ring  and  cap. 
And  there  the  ducal  diadem.    And  to 
The  Adriatic*!  free  to  wed  another. 

Chief  of  the  Ten.      Yet  go  not  forth  to 
quickly. 

Doge.    I  am  old,  sir. 
And  even  to  move  hnt  filowljr  mnst  hegin 
To  more  hetimee.  Alethinki  I  see  amongst 

you 
A  face  I  know  not — Senator!  your  name, 
You,  hy  your  garb.  Chief  of  flie  Forty! 

Memmo.    Sig^or, 
I  am  the  son  of  Marco  Memmo. 

Doge.    Ah ! 
Your  father  was  my  friend.— Bat  9on§  and 

fathers ! — 
What,  ho!  my  servants  there! 

Attendant.    My  prince ! 

Doge.    No  prince- 
There  are  the  princes  of  the  prince! 

[Potnttn^  to  the  Ten'a  Deputation. 
Prepare 
To  part  from  hence  upon  the  instant. 

Chief  of  the  Ten.     Why 
So  rashly  ¥  ^twill  give  scandal. 

Doge.    Answer  that;  [To  the  Ten. 

It  is  your  province. — Sirs,  bestir  yourselves : 

[To  the  Servants. 
There  is  one  burthen  which  1  beg  you  bear 
With  care,  although  tis  past  all  farther 

harm— 
But  I  will  look  to  that  myself. 

Barb.    He  means 
The  body  of  his  son. 

Doge.    And  call  Marina» 
My  daughter! 

Enter  Mabiwa. 

Doge.    Get  thee  ready,  we  must  mourn 
Elsewhere. 

Marina.    And  every  where. 

Doge.    True;  but  in  freedom. 
Without  these  jealous  spies  upon  the  great 
Signers,  you  may  depart:  what  would  /on 

more? 
We  are  going:  do  you  fear  that  we  shall  bear 
The  palace  with  usf  Its  old  walls,  ten  times 
As  old  as  I  am,  and  l*m  very  old. 
Have  served  you,  so  have  I,  and  I  and  they 
Could  tell  a  tale;  but  I  invoke  them  not 
To  fall  upon  you !  else  they  would,  as  erst 
The  pillars  of  stone  Dagon^s  temple  on 
The  Israelite  and  his  Philistine  foes. 
Such  power  I  do  believe  there  might  exist 
In  such  a  curse  as  mine,  provoked  by  such 
As  you ;  but  I  curse  not.  Adieu,  good  signers! 
Blay  the  next  duke  be  better  than  the  present! 

Lored.     The  present  duke   is  Paschal 
Malipiero. 

Doge.      Not  till  I  pass  the  threshold  of 
these  doors. 

Lored.    Saint  Mark's  great  bell  is  soon 
about  to  toll 
For  his  inauguration. 


Do^e.    Earth  and  heaven ! 
Ye  will  reverberate  this  peal  9  and  I 
Live  to  hear  this!— the  first  doge  who  e'er 

heard 
Such  sound  for  his  successor !  Happier  he, 
My  attainted  predecessor,  stem  Faliero — 
This  insult  at  the  least  was  spared  him. 

Lored.    What! 
Do  yon  regret  a  traitor? 

Doge.    No— I  merely 
Envy  the  dead. 

Chief  of  the  Ten.  My  lord,  if  you  Indeed 
Are  heat  upon  this  rash  abandonment 
Of  the  state's  palace,  at  the  least  retire 
By  the  private  staircase,  which  coadnct« 

you  towards 
The  landing-place  of  the  canal. 

Doge.    No.    I 
Will  now  descend  the  stairs  by  which  1 

mounted 
'To  sovereignty-  the  Giant's  Stairs,  on  whose 
Broad  eminence  I  was  invested  duke. 
My  services  haT^'e  call'd  me  up  those  steps, 
The  malice  of  my  foes  will  drive  me  dowa 

them. 
There  five  and  thirty  years  ago  was  I 
Instaird,  and  travers^  these  same  halls 

from  which 
I  never  thought  to  be  divorced  except 
A  corse— a  corse,  it  might  be,  fightug  for 

them — 
But  not  push'd  hence  by  fellow-citiMas. 
But,  come;  my  son  and  1  will  go  together- 
He  to  his  grave,  and  I  to  pray  for  mine. 

Chief  of  the  Ten.    What,  thus  in  pnUicf 

Doge.    I  was  publicly 
Elected,  and  so  will  I  be  deposed. 
Marina!  art  thou  willing? 

Marina.     Here's  my  arm? 

Doge.    And  here  my  staff:  thus  proppM 
will   I  go  forth. 

Chiqfofthe  Ten.      It  must  not  be-the 
people  will  perceive  it. 

Doge.    The  people!— There's  no  people, 
you  well  know  it. 
Else  you  dare  not  deal  thus  by  them  or  me. 
There  is  a  populace^  perhaps,  whoee  looks 
May  shame  you ;  but  they  dare  not  grMO 

nor  curse  you. 
Save  with  their  hearts  and  eyee. 

Chief  of  the  Ten.    Yon  speak  in  patiioBy 
Else- 

Doge.    You  have  reason.  I  hare  spokea 
much 
More  than  my  wont:  it  is  a  foible  which 
Was  not  of  mine,  but  more  excuses  yon, 
Inasmuch  as  it  shows  that  I  approach 
A  dotage  which  may  justify  this  deed 
Of  yours,  although  the  law  does  not,nor  will. 
Farewell,  sirs! 

Barb.    You  shall  not  depart  without 
An  escort  fitting  past  and  present  rank. 
We  will  accompany,  with  due  respect, 
The  Doge  unto  his  private  palace.    Say ! 
My  brelhrep,  will  we  not? 


THE     TWO     F08CA 


4T1 


Different  Volee$.    Aj !—  Ay ! 

Doge.    You  tliall  not 
Stir— in  my  •rain,  at  least    I  enterM  here 
As  sorerei^— I  go  ont  as  citizen, 
By  tiie  same  portels,  bat  as  citixen. 
All  these  Tain  ceremonies  are  base  insnits. 
Which  only  ulcemte  the  heart  the  more, 
Applying  poisons  there  as  antidotes. 
Pomp  is  for  princes — I  am  none! — That's 

false, 
1  am,  bnt  only  to  these  gates. — Ah  I 

Lvred,    Hark ! 

[The  great  beU  of  St,  Mark'e  toOe. 

Barb.    The  bell! 

Chief  of  the  Ten.  St.  Marit's,  which  tolls 
for  Uie  election 
or  Malipiero. 

Doge.    Well  1  recognize 
The  sound !  I  heard  it  once,  bnt  once  before, 
And  that  is  fiye  and  thirty  years  ago ; 
Even  then  I  was  not  young. 

Barb.    Sit  down,  my  lord  I 
Yoo  tremble. 

Doge.    *Tis  the  knell  of  my  poor  boy! 
My  heart  aches  bitterly. 

Barb.  I  pray  yon  dt. 

Doge.    No;  my  seat  here  has  been  a 
throne  till  now. 
Harina !  let  as  go. 

Marina,    Most  readily. 

Doge.  (waUcs  a  few  etepe,  then  stops) 
I  feel  athirst — will  no  one  bring  me  here 
A  cup  of  water? 

Bar^.    I~ 

Marina.    And  I — 

Lortd,    And  I — 

[The  Doge  takes  a  geUet  from  the 
hand  of  Lorcdano. 

Doge,    I  take  yours,  Loredano,  from  the 
hand 
Most  fit  for  sach  an  hoar  as  this. 

Lored.    Why  so? 

Doge.      *Tis  said   that    onr   Venetian 
crystal  has 
Such  pure  antipathy  to  poisons,  as 
To  burst  if  aaght  of  venom  touches  it. 
You  bore  tfiis  goblet,  and  it  is  not  broken. 

Lored.    Well,  sir! 

Doge.  Then  it  is  false,  or  yon  are  true. 
For  my  own  part,  I  credit  neither ;  'tis 
Au  idle  legend. 

Marina.    You  talk  wildly,  and 
Had  better  now  be  seated,  nor  as  yet 
Depart.     Ah!  now  you  look  as  looked  my 
husband ! 

Barb.  He  sinks ! — support  hi m ! — quick — 
a  chair— support  him ! 

Doge.    The  bell  tolls  on ! — let's  hence — 
my  brain's  on  fire! 

Barb.    I  do  beseech  you,  lean  upon  us ! 

Doge.    No ! 
A  soTcreign  shonid  die  standing.  My  poor 

boy! 
Off  with  your  arms!-  Tftot  hell! 

[The  Doge  drops  down  and  dies. 


Marina,    My  God!  My  Godt 

Barb,  (to  Lored.'\    Bdhold!  your  work% 

completed  f 
Chief  of  the  Ten.    Is  there  then 
No  aid?  Call  in  assistance! 
Attendant.    'TIS  all  oyer. 
C%tV  of  the  Ten.  If  it  be  so,  at  least  his 
obsequies 
Shall  be  such  as  befits  his  name  and  nation. 
His  rank  and  his  dootion  to  the  duties 
Of  the  realm,  while  his  age  permitted  him 
To    do    himself  and   them   full   justice. 

Brethren, 
Say,  shall  it  not  be  so? 

Barb.    He  has  not  had 
The  misery  to  die  a  subject  where 
He  reign'd :  then  let  hb  funeral  rites  be 
princely. 
Chief  of  the  Ten.  We  are  agreed,  then  t  . 
Allf  except  Loredano,  answer 
Yes. 
Chief  of  the  Ten.  Heaven's  peace  be  with 

him! 
Martna.    Signors,  your  pardon  i  this  Is 
mockery. 
Juggle  no  more  with  that  poor  remnant, 

which, 
A  moment  since,  while  yet  it  had  a  soul 
(A  soul  by  whom  you  have  increased  your 

empire. 
And  made  your  power  as  proud  as  was  his 

You  banish'd  from  his  palace,  and  tore  down 
From  his  high  place  with  such  relentless 

coldness ; 
And  now,  when  he  can  neither  know  these 

honours. 
Nor  would  accept  them  if  he  could,  you, 

signors, 
Purpose,  with  idle  and  snperflnous  pomp, 
To  make  a  pageant  overwhat  you  trampled. 
A  princely  funeral  will  be  your  reproach. 
And  not  his  honour. 

Chief  of  the  Ten.    Lady,  we  revoke  not 
Our  purposes  so  readily. 

Marina.    I  know  it. 
As  far  as  touches  torturing  the  living. 
I  thought  the  dead  had  been  beyond  even 

you. 
Though  (some,  no   donbt,)  consign'd    to 

powers  which  may 
Resemble  that  you  exercise  on  earth. 
Leave  him  to  me;  you  would  have  done 

so  for 
His  dregs  of  life,  which  you  have  kindly 

shortened : 
It  is  my  last  of  duties,  and  may  prove 
A  dreary  comfort  in  my  desolation. 
Grief  is  fantastical,  anil  loves  the  dead. 
And  the  apparel  of  the  grave. 
Chief  of  the  Ten.    Do  you 
Protend  still  to  tliis  office? 

Martfia.    I  do,  signer. 
Though    his    possessions   have    been    all 

consumed 
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!■  the  0tate*fl  seiTice,  1  haTeidll  mj  dowry, 
WhirJi  AM  be  cMueemted  to  hii  ritee,     ' 
And  thote  of—     [Ske  iHipi  wUk  agitatum. 
Chief  €f  Ute  Tm.    Bett  rataia  il  for  year 

diildrcn. 
Manma.  Ay,  they  ne  fttherleee,  I  thank 

yon. 
Od^tf  tkeTm.    We 
Guaot  comply  with  your  request  Hieielfet 
Shall  be  ezpoted  with  woated  |Hiai|i,  and 

foUow'd 
Uato  their  home  hw  the  new  Doge,  not  elad 
Ai  Dofj^e^  bat  ■imply  ai  a  senator. 
Marina,  1  hare  heard  of  mnrdeven,  who 
haTe  interr*d 
Their  frictimt ;  but  ne'er  heard,  ontil  this 

hoar. 
Of  to  much  splendonr  in  hypocrisy 
0*er  those  they  slew.  IHre  heard  of  widows* 


Alas !  I  have  shod  some — always  thanks  to 

you  I 
IVo  heard  of  keir$  in   sables — ^yon  have 

left  none 
To  the  deceased,  so  yon  would  act  the  part 


Of  such.    WeU,  iim,  yoai  will  be  done! 

M  one  day, 
1  trust,  HeaTea's  will  be  done  tool 

Od^  tf  ike  Tern.    Know  you,  lady. 
To  whom  ye  speak,  and  perils  of  such  speech? 
Afartrnk    I  know  the  former  bettear  than 
yourselves  { 
The  latter— like  yourselves;  aud  can  face 

both. 
Wish  you  more  funerals  f 

Barb,    Heed  not  her  rash  words  | 
Her  circumstances  must  eicuse  her  bearing. 
Chi^  tf  the  T9m.   We  will  not  note  them 

down, 
fiorfr.    (turukig    to   Loreiinne,    wke  i$ 
writing  upon  hie  tabkUi) 
What  art  thou  writing. 
With  such  an  earnest  brew,    upon  tby 
tabletof 
Lored.  (painting  to  the  Dogffe  kodff 
That  Ac  has  paid  me! 
C%iV  of  the  Ten.     What  debt  did  he 

owe  you? 
Lored,    A  long  and  Just  one;  Natare's 
debt  and  nuns.  [Cartola  /o8i. 


SARDANAPALUS, 


A     TRAOBDY. 


TO 

THE    ILLUSTRIOUS    OOTHB. 

A  Btrangcr  presumes  to  offer  the  homage  of 
a  Uierarff  vassal  to  his  liege-lord,  the  first 
of  existing  writers,  who  has  created  the 
literature  of  his  own  eountnf  and  illustrated 
thaU  of  Europe,  The  unworthy  production 
which  the  author  ventures  to  inscribe  to  him 
is  eutiUed  Sakdah apalv*. 


PREFACR 

In  publishing^  the  I'mgediM  of  Sardana- 
palus^  'and  of  The  Two  Boseari,  I  Imve  only 
to  re[»eat  that  they  were  not  composed  with 
the  most  remote  \iew  to  the  stage. 

On  the  attempt  ninde  by  the  Managers 
in  a  former  instance,  the  public  opinion 
has  been  already  expressed. 

Witii  regard  to  my  own  pri?ate  feelings, 
as  it  seems  that  they  are  to  stand  for  no- 
tfaiog,  I  shall  say  nothing. 


For  th«  historical  foundation  of  the  com- 
positions in  question,  the  reader  is  referred 
to  the  Notes. 

The  Author  has  in  one  instance  attcQipted 
to  preserve,  and  in  the  other  to  approach 
the  unities ;  conceiving  that  with  any 
very  distant  departure  from  them,  there 
may  be  poetry,  but  can  be  no  drama.  He 
is  aware  of  the  unpopularity  of  this  notion 
in  present  £nfflish  literature ;  but  it  is  not 
a  system  of  his  own,  being  merely  an  opi- 
nion, which,  not  very  long  ago,  was  the 
law  of  literature  throughout  the  world, 
and  is  still  so  in  the  more  civilised  parts 
of  it  But  **Nous  avons  changi$  tont  cela," 
and  are  reaping  the  advantages  of  the  change. 
The  writer  is  far  from  conceiving  that  any 
thing  he  can  adduce  by  personal  precept 
or  example  can  at  all  approach  his  regular, 
or  even  irregular,  predecessors :  he  is  merely 
giving  a  reason  why  he  preferred  tlie  more 
regular  formation  of  a  structure,  however 
feeble,  to  an  entire  abandonment  of  all  rules 
whatsoever.  Where  he  has  failed,  the  fai- 
lure is  in  the  architect, — and  not  in  the  art. 


DRAMATIS 

MEN. 

SiuiAif  APA&vs,  King  ofNiniveh  and  Assyria, 

Arbacbs,  the  Mede  who  aspired  to  the  Throne, 

Bblbsks,  a  Chaldean  and  Soothsayer, 

SALBMBims,  the  King's  Brother-in-law, 

Altada,  an  Assyrian  Officer  of  the  Palace. 

Pakia. 

Zambs. 

Sncao. 

Balba. 


PERSONyE. 

WOMEN. 

Zarifta,  the  ifueen, 

MvaaaA,  an  Ionian  fenude  Slave,  and  the 

Favourite  of  Sarbanapai^us. 
fVomen  composing  the  Harem  of  Sabbaba- 

PALUS,  Guards,  Attendants,  Chaldeaf, 

Priests,  Medes. 

Scene — a   Hall   in  the  Royal   Palace  of 

Nineveh. 


ACT    L 

SCEISR  /.  --A  Hall  in  the  Palace. 

Salemencs  (^solus).   Hb  hath  wrongM  his 
queen,  but  still  he  is  her  lord ; 
He  hath  wrongM  my  sister,  still  he  is  my 

brother ; 
He  hath  wrong*d  his  people,  still  he  is  their 

sovereign, 
And  I  must  be  bis  friend  as  well  as  subject: 
must  not  perish  thus.    I  will  not  see 


The  blood  of  Mmrod  and  Semiramis 
Sink  in   the  earth,  and  thirteen  hundred 

years 
Of  empire  ending  like  a  shepherd^s  tale; 
He  must  be  mused.  In  his  effeminate  heart 
There  Is   a   careless  courage  which  cor 

ruption 
Has  not  all  quenchM,  and  latent  eneigies, 
Represt  by  circnmstanccbnt  not  destroyed — 
SteepM,  but  not  drowned,  in  deep  volup- 
tuousness. 
If  born  a  peasant,  he  had  been  a  wum 
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To  have  reached  an  empire ;  to  aa  empire 

born, 
He  will  bequeath  none;  nothing  bat  a  name, 
Which  hii  sons  wUl  not  prize  in  heritage :— 
Yet,  net  all  lost,  even  yet  he  may  redeem 
His  sloth  and  shame,  by  only  being  that 
liVhich  he  should  be,  as  easily  as  the  thing 
He  should  not  be  and  is.    Were  it  less  toil 
To  sway  his  nations  than  consume  his  life? 
To  head  an  army  than  to  rule  a  harem  f 
He  sweats  in  palling  pleasures,dalli  hit  soul. 
And  saps  bin  goodly  strength,  in  toils  which 

yield  not 
Health  like  the  chase,  nor  glory  like  the 

war — 
He  must  be  roused.  Alas !  there  is  no  sound 
[Sound  of  soft  music  heard  from  within. 
To  rouse  him  short  of  thunder.     Hark! 

the  lute. 
The    lyre,    the   timbrel;    the  lascivious 

tinklings 
Of  lulling  instruments,  the  softening  voices 
Of  women,  and  of  beings  less  than  women. 
Must  chime  in  to  the  echo  of  his  revel. 
While  the  great  king  of  all  we  know  of 

earth 
Lolls  crowned  with  roses,  and  his  diadem 
Lies  negligently  by  to  be  caught  up 
By  the  first  manly  hand  which  dares  to 

snatch  it 
Lo,  where  they  come !  already  I  perceive 
The  reeking  odours  of  the  perfumed  trains, 
And  see  the  bright  gems  of  the  glittering 

girls, 
Wlio  are  his  comrades  and  his  council,  flash 
Along  the  gallery,  and  amidst  the  damsels. 
As  femininely  garb 'd,  and  scarce  less  female, 
The  grandson  of  Scmiramis,  the  man-queen. 
He  comes !   Shall  I  await  him  ?  yes,  and 

front  him. 
And  tell  liim  what  all  good  men  tell  each 

other. 
Speaking   of  him  and  his.    They  come, 

the  slaves. 
Led  by  the  monarch  subject  to  his  slaves. 

SCEI\-K  IL—  Enter  SARDAiVAP.%Lrs  effeminate- 
ly dresMcd,  his  Ihad  crowned  vith  Flow- 
ers^ and  hie  Robe  negligently  flowing^ 
attended  by  a  Train  of  14 'omen  and  jfoung 
Slaves. 

Sardanapalus  (^speaking  to  »ome  of  his 

Attendants). 
Let  the  pa^  ilion  over  the  Euphrates 
Be  garlanded,  and  lit,  and  furnished  forth 
For  an  enpecial  banquet;  at  the  hour 
Of  midnight  we  will  sup  there:  tee  nought 

wanting 
And  bid  the  galley  be  prepared.   There  is 
A  cooling  breeze  which  crisps  the  broad 

clear  river: 
We  will  embark  anon.    Fair  nvrnpht,  who 

deign 
To  share  the  toft  hoars  of  Sardanapalat, 


Well  meet  again  in  that  the  sweetest  hour. 
When  we  shaU  gather  like  the  stars  above  us. 
And  you  will  fonn  a  heaven  at  bright  as 

theirs ; 
Till  then,  let  each  be  mistress  of  her  time, 
And  thou,  my  own  Ionian  Myrrha,  choose. 
Wilt  thou  along  with  them  or  me? 
Myrrha.     My  lord— 
Sard.    My  lord!  my  life,  whyanswerest 
thou  so  coldly? 
It  is  the  carse  of  kings  to  be  to  answered. 
Rule  thy  own  hours,   thou  rnlest  mine- 
say,  wouidst  tliou 
Accompany  our  guests,  or  charm  away 
The  moments  from  me? 
Myrrha.    The  king^s  chf»ice  it  mine. 
Sard.     I   pray   tlioe   say   not   to:    ray 
chiefest  joy 
It  to  contribute  to  thine  every  with. 
I  do  not  dare  to  breathe  my  own  desire, 
Lett  it  thould  clash  with  thine ;  for  then 

art  still 
Too  prompt  to  sacrifice  thy  thoughts  for 
others. 
Myrrha.    1   would  remain:  I   have  no 
happinett 
Save  in  beholding  thine;  yet — 

Sard.    Yet,  what  ybt? 
Thy  own  tweet  will  thall  be  the  only  barrier 
Which  ever  rises  betwixt  thee  and  me. 
Myrrha.      I    think    the    pretent    it   the 
wonted  hour 
Of  conncil;  it  were  better  I  retire. 
Sal.  (comes  forward  and  says^  The  Ionian 

slave  says  well,  let  her  retire. 
Sard.  Who  answers !  How  now,  brother? 
SaL    ITie  quccn\s  brot^r, 
And  your  most  faithful  vassal,  royal  lord. 
Sard.  ((Addressing  his  train)    As   I   have 
said,  let  all  dispose  their  hours 
Till  midnight,  when  again  we  pray  year 
presence.  \The  court  retiring. 

(To  Myrrha,  who  is  going.)     Myrrha!  I 

thought  thou  wonldtt  rcaiaiB. 
Myrrha.     Great  king, 
Thou  didst  n(»t  say  so. 

Sard.    But  thou  lookedst  it; 
I  know  each  glance  of  those  Ionic  eyet, 
Which  said  thou  wouidst  not  leave  me. 
Myrrha.     Sire!  your  brother — 
Sal.  His  consorfs  brother,  minion  of  Ionia! 
How  darest  thou  name  me  and  not  blnsh  ? 

Sard.     \ot  blush! 
Thou   hast  no  more  eyet  than  heart  to 

make  her  crimson 
Like  to  the  dying  day  on  Caucatat, 
Where  tunset   tints  the  snow  with   roty 

thadowt. 
And  then  reproach  her  with   thine  own 

cold  blindnett. 
Which  will  not  see  it.  What,  in  tears,  my 
Myrrha? 
Sal.    Let  them  flow  on;    the  weept  for 
more  than  one. 
And  it  herself  the  csnte  of  bitterer  tears. 
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Surd,    Caned  be  be  wbo  canied  thoie 

teari  to  flow! 
SaL  Carte  not  tbyself— millions  do  that 

already. 
Sard,    Thoa  dott  forget  tbee:  make  me 
not  remember 
1  am  a  monarch. 

Sal.    Would  thoa  eoaldst! 
Myrrha.    My  sovereign, 
I  pray,  and  thoa  too,  prince,  permit  my 
absence. 
Sard.  Since  it  mast  be  so,  and  this  charl 
has  checkM 
Thy  gentle  spirit,  go ;  bat  recollect 
That  we  mast  forthwith  meet:  I  had  rather 

lose 
An  empire  than  thy  presence. 

[EHt  Mp-rha. 
Sal,    It  may  be, 
Thoa  wilt  lose  both,  and  both  for  ever! 

Sard,    Brother, 
I  can  at  least  command  myself,  who  listen 
To  langaage  sach  as  this;  yet  urge  me  not 
Beyond  my  easy  natnre. 

Sal,    'Tis  beyond 
Thnt  easy,  far  too  easy,  idle  aatare. 
Which  I  woaid  arge   thee.     Oh   that  I 

could  rouse  thee! 
Thoagh  *twere  against  myself. 

Sard,    By  the  god  Baal! 
The  man  would  make  me  tyrant. 

Sal,    So  thoa  art. 
Thinkst  thou  there  is  no  tyranny  but  that 
Of  blood  and  chains?  The  despotism  of  vice  _ 
The  weakness  and  the  wickedness  of  luxury. 
The  negligence^ — the  apathy— the  evils 
Of  sensual   sloth — produce  tea  thousand 

tyrants. 
Whose  delegated  cruelty  surpasses 
Tlie  worst  acts  of  one  energetic  master. 
However  harsh  and  hard  in  his  own  bearing. 
The  false  and  fond  examples  of  thy  lusts 
Corrupt  no  less  than  they  oppress,  and  sap 
In  the  same  moment  all  thy  pageant  power 
And  those  who  should  sustain  it;  so  tlmt 

whether 
A  foreign  foe  invade,  or  civil  broil 
Distract  within,  both  will  alike  prove  fatal: 
The  first  thy  subjects  have  no  heart  to 

conquer; 
The  last   they  rather  would  assist  than 
vanquish. 
Sard,  Why  what  makes  thee  the  mouth- 
piece of  the  people  ? 
Sal.  Forgiveness  of  the  queen  my  sister's 
wrongs ; 
A  natural  love  unto  my  infant  nephews; 
Faith  to  the  k  ing.a  faith  he  may  need  shortly, 
In  more  than  wonl^;  respect  forNimrod's  line; 
Also,  another  thing  thou  knowest  not. 
Sard,     Whafs  that? 
Sal.    To  thee  an  unknown  word. 
Sard,    Yet  speak  it, 
I  love  to  learn. 
Sal,    Virtue* 


Sard.    Not  know  the  word ! 
Never  was  word  yet  rung  so  In  my 
Worse  than  the  rabble's  shont,  or  splitting 

trumpet ; 
Pve  heard  thy  sister  talk  of  nothing  else. 
Sal,   To  change  the  irksome  theme,  then, 

hear  of  vice. 
Sard.    From  whom? 
SaL   £ven  ftrom  the  winds,  if  thou  eoaldst 
listen 
Unto  the  echoes  of  the  nation's  voice. 
Sard,      Come,    Vva   indulgent   as   thim 
knowest,  patient 
As  thou  hast  often  proved—  speak  cat,  what 
moves  thee? 
Sal.    Thy  peril. 
Sard,    Say  on. 

Sal.    Thus,  then:  all  the  nations. 
For  they  are  many,  whom  thy  father  left 
In  heritage,  are  loud  in  wrath  against  thee. 
Sard.  'Gainst  me/ What  would  the  slaves? 
Sal.    A  king. 
Sard.    And  what 
Am  I  then? 

Sal.    In  their  eyes  a  nothing;  but 
In  mine  a  man  who  might  be  something  still. 
Sard.   The  railing  drunkards !  why,  what 
would  they  have  ? 
Have  they  not  peace  and  plenty? 

Sal.     or  the  first, 
More  than  is  glorious ;  of  the  last  far  less 
Than  the  king  recks  of. 

Sard,     Whose  then  is  the  crime. 
But  the  false  satraps,  who  provide  no  better? 
Sal,    And  somewhat  in  the  monarch  who 
ne^er  looks 
Beyond  his  palace-walls,  or  if  he  stirs 
Beyond  them,   'tis  but  to  some  mountain- 

palaee. 
Till  summer-heats  wear  down.  O  glorious 

Baal! 
Who  built  up  this  vast  empire,  and  wert 

made 
A  god,  or  at  the  leas^shinest  like  a  god 
Through  the  long  centuries  of  thy  renown, 
This,  thy  presumed  descendant,  ne'er  beheld 
As  king  the  kingdoms  thou  didst  leave  as 

hero, 
Won  with  thy  blood,  and  toil,  and  time, 

and  peril! 
For  what?  to  furnish  imposts  for  a  revel. 
Or  multiplied  extortions  for  a  minion. 
Sard,    I  understand  thee— thoa  woaldst 
have  me  go 
Forth  as  a  conqueror.    By  all  the  stars 
Which  the  Chaldeans  read!   the  restless 

slaves 
Deserve  that  I  should  curse  them  with  their 

wishes, 
And  lead  them  forth  to  glory. 

Sal.     Wherefore  not? 
Scmiramis—a  woman  only— led 
These  our  Assyrians  to  the  solar  shores 
Of  Ciianges. 
Sard,  Tis  most  true.  And  how  retom'd? 
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Sal.  WbT,likeamaii— ahero;!Niflled,1mt 
Not  TanqaiihM.    With  bat  twentj  gniirdf, 

■he  made 
Good  her  retreat  to  Bactria. 

Sard.    And  how  many 
Left  the  behind  in  India  to  the  Tnltaretf 
Sal,    Our  annak  say  not 
Sard.    Then  I  wili  My  for  them— 
That  she  had  better  woven  within  her  palace 
Some  twenty  garments,  than  with  twenty 

gnards 
Have  fled  to  Bactria,  leaving  to  the  ravens, 
And  wolves,    and  meo— the  fiercer  of  tlie 

three. 
Her  myriads  of  fond  subjects.   Is  tkis  glory? 
Then  let  me  live  in  ignominy  ever. 
Sal,     All   warlike  spirits  have  not  the 
same  fate. 
Semiramis,  the  glorious  parent  of 
A  hundred   kings,  although  she  faiPd  in^ 

India, 
Brought    Persia,  Media,   Bactria,    to  the 

realm 
Which  she  once  swayed— and  thou  mighttt 
sway. 
Sard,    I  sway  them — 
She  but  subdued  them. 

Sal.    It  may  be  ere  long 
lliat  they  will  need  her  sword  more  than 
your  sceptre. 
Sard.  There  was  a  certain  Bacchus,  was 
there  not? 
iVe  heard  my  Greek  girls  speak  of  soch — 

they  say 
He  was  a  god,  that  Is,  a  Grecian  god. 
An  idol  foreign  to  Assyrians  worship. 
Who  conquered  this  same  golden  realm  of 

Ind 
Thou   prafst   of,    where  Semlnmis  was 
vanquished. 
Sal,    I  have  heard  of  such  a  man ;  and 
thou  percelv*st 
That  he  is  deem'd  a  god  for  what  he  did. 
Sard,    And  in  hid.  godship  I  will  honour 
him — 
Not  much  as  man.  What,  ho!  miv  cupbearer! 
Sal.    What  means  the  king  f 
Sard.    To  worship  your  new  god 
And  ancient  conqueror.   Some  wine,  I  say. 

iiinter  Cupbearer, 

Sard,  (addre»Ming  the  Cupbearer^ 
Bring  me  the  golden  goblet  tfiick  with  gems, 
Which  bears  the  name  of  Nimrod's  chalice. 
Hence! 
\  Fill  full,  and  bear  it  quickly. 

[Rsit  Cupbearer, 
Sal,    Is  this  moment 
A  fitting  one  for  the  resumption  of 
Thy  yet  unslept-off  revels  V 

Re-enter  Cupbearer,  mtk  wjiie. 

Sard,  (taking  He  eup  from  Aim)    Noble 
kinsman. 
If  these  barbarian  Greeks  of  the  far  shorei 


And  skirts  of  these  our  realme  lie  aot, 

this  Bacchus 
ConquerM  the  whole  of  India,  did  he  not? 
Sal,  He  did,and  thence  was  deem*d  a  deity. 
Sard,    Not  so :  —  of  all  his  conquests  a 

few  columns. 
Which  may  be  his,  and  might  be  iniae,  if  I 
Thought  them  worth  purchase  and  coo- 

veyanco,  are 
The  landmarks  of  the  seas  of  gore  heshfd, 
The  realms  he  wasted ,  and  the  hearts  he 

broke. 
But  here,  here  in  this  goblet  is  his  title 
To  immortality— the  immortal  grape 
From  which  he  first  expressed  the  soul,  aad 


[den 


e 


To  gladden  that  of  man,  as  some  atonement 
For  the  victorious  mischiefs  he  had  done. 
Had  it  not  been  for  this,  he  would  have  been 
A  mortal  still  in  name  as  in  hiif  grave; 
And,  like  my  ancestor  Semiramis, 
A  sort  of  semi -glorious  human '  monster. 
Here's  that  which  deified  him—  let  it  now 
Humanise  thee;  my  surly,  chiding  brother. 
Pledge  me  to  the  Greek  god ! 

Sal.    For  all  thy  realms 
I  would  not  so  blaspheme  our  countfy^ 
creed. 
Sard,    That  is  to  fay,  thou  thinkest  him 
a  hero. 
That  he  shed  blood  by  oceans ;  and  bo  god. 
Because  he  turnM  a  fruit  to  an  enehantaieat, 
Which  cheers  the  sad,reviTee  the  oId,iBspires 
The  young,  makes  Weariness  forget  his  toil. 
And  Fear  her  danger;  opens  a  new  world 
When  tills,  the  present,  palls.  Well,  then, 

/  pledge  thee 
And  him  as  a  tnie  man,  who  did  his  utmost 
In  good  or  evil  to  surprise  mankind. 

[Drtnit. 

Sal,  Wilt  thou  resume  a  revel  at  this  hour? 

Sard,    And  if  I  did ,   *twere  better  than 

a  trophv. 

Being  bought  without  a  tear.  But  that  is  not 

My  present  purpose:    since  thou  wilt  net 

pledge  me. 
Continue  what  thou  pleasest. 
(To  the  C«|i6earer)  Boy,  retire. 

[JRxtt  Cttpaeorcf. 
Sal.    I  would  but  have  recalPd  thee  from 
thy  dream: 
Better  by  me  awakenM  than  rebellion. 
Sard.    Who  should  rebel  ?  or  why  f  what 
caupe?  pretext? 
I  am  the  lawful  king,  descended  from 
A  race  of  kings  who  knew  no  predecessors. 
What  have  1  done  to  thee,  or  in  the  people. 
Hut  thou  shouldst  rail,  or  they  rise  up 
against  me? 
Sal.    Of  what  thou  hast  done  ta  me ,  I 

speak  not 
Sard.    But 
Thou    thinkst   that  I  liave  wrongVI  the 
queen :  is*t  not  so  ? 
Sat.    Think!  Thou  bast  wrong*d  her! 
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Hard,    PitieBce,  prince,  wad  bear^ie. 
She  has  all  power  and  splendoar  of  her 

■tation. 
Respect,  the  tutehige  of  Assyria^  heirs. 
The  homage  and  the  appanage  of  sove- 
reignty. 
I  married  her  as  monarchs  wed — for  state, 
And  loTcd  her  as  most  husbands  love  their 

wives. 
If  she  or  thou  snpposedst  1  could  link  me 
Like  a  Chaldean  peasant  to  his  mate. 
Ye  knew  nor  me,  normonarchs,  nor  mankind. 
Sai,    I  pray  ttiee,  change  the  theme ;  my 

blood  disdains 
Complaint,  and  Salemeoes*  sbter  seeks  not 
Reluctant  love  even  from  Assyria's  lord ! 
Nor  would  she  deign  to   accept  divided 

passion 
With  foreign  strumpets  and  Ionian  slaves. 
The  queen  is  silent. 
Sard.    And  why  not  her  brother  f 
Sal.  1  only  echo  thee  the  voice  of  empires, 
Which  he  who  long  neglects  not  long  will 

govern. 
Sard.    The  ungrateful  and  ungracious 

slaves!  they  murmur 
Because  I  have  not  shed  their  blood,  nor 

led  them 
To  dry  Into  the  desert's  dust  by  myriads. 
Or  whiten  with  their  bones  the  banks  of 

Ganges; 
Kor  decimated  them  with  savage  laws. 
Nor  sweated  them  to  build  up  pyramids, 
Or  Babylonian  walls. 

Sal.    Yet  these  are  trophies 
More  worthy  of  a  people  and  their  prince 
Than  songs,  and  lutes,  andr feasts,  and 

concubines. 
And    lavished   treasures,   and    contemned 

virtues. 
Sard.  Kow,for  my  trophies  I  have  founded 

cities: 
There's  Tarsus  and  Anchialns,  both  built 
In  one  day  ^what  could  that  blood-loving 

beldame, 
My  martial  gran  dam,  chaste  Semiramis, 
Do  more,  except  destroy  them  Y 

Sal.    'TIS  most  true : 
I  own  thy  merit  in  those  founded  cities, 
Built  for  a  whim,  recorded  with  a  verse 
Which  shames  both  them  and  thee  to  coming 

aees. 
Sard,    shame  me !  By  Baal ,  the  cities, 

though  well  built. 
Are  not  more  goodly  than  the  verse!  Say 

what 
Thou  wilt  'gainst  me^my  mode  of  life  or  rule. 
But  nothing  'gainst  the  truth  of  that  brief 

record. 
Why,  those  few  lines  contain  the  history 
Of  all  things  human ;  hear — ^^Sardanapalus 
The  kinf^,  and  son  of  Anaryndaraxes, 
In  one  day  built  Anchiiilus  and  Tarsus. 
Eat,  drink,  and  love ;  the  rest's  not  worth 

a  fillip." 


SaL    A  worthy  moral,  and  a  wise  In- 
scription, 
For  a  king  to  put  up  before  his  subjects! 
Sard.    Oh,  thou  wouldst  have  me  doubt- 
less set  up  edicts — 
*^Obey  the  king  contribute  to  his  treasure — 
Recruit  his  phalanx— spill  your  blood  al 

bidding  — 
Fall  down  and  worship,  or  get  up  and  toil.** 
Or  thus — **Sardanapalus  on  this  spot 
Slew  fifty  thousand  of  his  enemies. 
These  are  their  sepulchres,  and  this  his 

trophy." 
I  leave  such  things  to  eonqueron ;  enough 
For  me,  if  I  can  make  my  subjects  feel 
The  weight  of  human  misery  less,  and  glide 
Ungroaning  to  the  tomb  ;  1  take  no  licence 
Which  I  deny  to  them.     We  all  are  men. 
Sal.     Thy  sires  have  been  revered  as 

gods- 
Sard.    In  dust 
And  death,  where  they  are  neither  gods 

nor  men. 
Talk  not  of  such  to  me !  the  worms  are  gods; 
At  least  they  banqueted  upon  your  gods, 
And  died  for  lack  of  further  nutriment. 
Those  gods  were   merely  men;    look  to 

their  Issue— « 
1  feel  a  thousand  mortal  things  about  me. 
But  nothing  godlike,  unless  it  may  be 
The  thing  which  you  condenm,a  disposition 
To  love  and  to  be  merciful,  to  pardon 
The  follies  of  my  species,aud  (that's  human) 
To  be  indulgent  to  my  own. 

Sal.    Alas] 
The  doom  of  Nineveh  is  seal'd. — Woe — woe 
To  the  unrivall'd  city ! 
Sard.    What  dost  dread? 
SaL    Thou  art  guarded  by  thy  foes :  In 
a  few  hours 
Tlie  tempest  may  break  out  which  over- 
whelms thee. 
And  thine  and  mine;  and  in  another  day 
What  ff  shall  be  the  past  of  Belus'  race. 
Sard.     What  must  we  dread  ? 
Sal.    Ambitions  treachery. 
Which  has  environ'd    thee  with  snares; 

but  yet 
There  is  resource:  empower  me  with  thy 

signet 
To  quell  the  machinations,  and  I  lay 
The  heads  of  thy  chief  foes  before  thy  feet. 
Sard.    The  heads — how  many! 
Sal.    Must  I  stay  to  number 
When  even  thine  own's  in  peril  Y  Let  me  go  ; 
Give  me  thy  signet— trust  me  with  the  rest. 
Sard.    I  will  trust  no  man  with  unli- 
mited lives. 
When  we  take  those  from  others,  we  nor  know 
What  we  have  taken,  nor  the  thing  we 
give. 
Sal.    Wouldst  thou  not  take  their  lives 

who  seek  for  thine  Y 
Sard.    That's  a  hard  question. — llut«  I 
answer  Yes. 
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Cannot  tfi«  thing  be  done  without?    Who 

are  they 
Whom   thou   empeetett?  —  Let  them   be 
arrested. 
Sal.    I  would  thou  wonidit  not  ask  me ; 
the  next  moment 
Will  send  my  answer  through  thy  bab- 
bling troop 
Of  paTamours,and  thence  fly  o^er  the  palace, 
Even  to  the  city,  and  so  bafHe  all. — 
Trust  me. 

Sard,    Thou  knowest  I  have  done  to  ever; 
Take  thou  the  signet.        [Gives  the  Signet, 
Sal,    I  have  one  more  request. 
Sard.     Name  it 

Sal,^  That  thou  this  night  forbear  the 
banquet 
In  the  pavilion  over  the  Euphrates. 
Sard.    Forbear  the  banquet  I  Not  for  all 
the  plotters 
That  ever  shook  a  kingdom  !  Let  them  come. 
And  do  their  worst:  I  shall  not  blench  for 

them; 

Nor  rise  the  sooner;  nor  forbear  the  goblet ; 

Nor  crown  me  with  a  single  rose  the  less; 

Nor  lose  one  joyous  hour. — I  fear  them  not. 

Sal.    But  thou  would^t  arm  thee,  wouldst 

thou  not,  if  needful? 
Sard.     Perhaps.     I  have  the  goodliest 
armour,  and 
A  sword  of  such  a  temper ;  and  a  bow 
And  javelin,  which  might  furnish  Nimrod 

forth: 
A  little  heavy,  but  yet  not  unwieldy. 
And  now  I  think  on't ,  *tis  long  since  Fve 

used  them, 
Even  in  the  chase.    Hast  ever  teen  them, 
brother? 
Sal,    Is  this  a  time  for  such  fantastic 
trifling?— 
If  need  be,  wut  thou  wear  them? 

Sard.     Will  I  not?— 
Oh !  if  it  must  be  so,  and  these  rash  slaves 
Will  not  be  ruled  with  less,   Fll  use  the 

sword 
Till  they  shall  wish  it  turned  into  a  distaff. 
SaL    They  say ,  thy  sceptre  *s  tum*d  to 

that  already. 
Sard.    That's  false!  but  let  them  say  so: 
the  old  Greeks, 
or  whom  our  captives  often  sing,  related 
The  same  of  their  chief  hero,  Hercules, 
Because  he  loved  a  Lydian  queen :  thou  seest 
The  populace  of  all  the  nations  seiie 
Each    calumny  they    can    to  sink    their 
sovereigns. 
Sal.  They  did  not  speak  thus  of  thy  fathers. 
Sard.    No; 
They  dared  not.    They  were  kept  to  toil 

and  combat. 
And  never  changed  their  chains  but  for 

tlicir  armour: 
Now  they  have  peaco  and  pastime,  and  the 

licence 
To  revel  and  to  rail ;  it  irks  me  not. 


I  wonU  not  give  the  smile  of  o«e  fklr  girl 
For  an  the  popular  breath  that  e*er  divided 
A  name  from  nothing.     What  are  the  rank 

tongues 
Of  this  vile  herd,   grown  insolent  with 

feeding. 
That  I  should  prise  their  noisy  praisot  or 

dread 
Their  noisome  clamour? 

Sal.    You  have  said  they  are  men  | 
As  such  their  hearts  are  something. 

Sard.    So  my  dogs*  are ; 
And  better,  as  more  faithful :— but,  proceed: 
Thou  hast   my   signet:— since   they  are 

tumultuous. 
Let  them  be  tenper'd;  yet  not  roughly,  till 
Necessity  enforce  it    I  hate  all  pain. 
Given  or  received;  we  have  enough  within  us, 
The  meanest  vassal  as  the  loftiest  monarch. 
Not  to  add  to  each  other's  natural  burthen 
Of  mortal  misery,  but  rather  lessen, 
By  mild  reciprocal  alleviation, 
'I'he  fatal  penalties  imposed  on  life; 
But  this  they  know  not,or  they  will  not  know. 
I  have,  by  Baal  |  done  all  I  could  to  soothe 

them: 
I  made  no  wars,  I  added  no  new  imposts, 
I  interfered  not  with  their  civic  lives, 
I  let  them  pass  their  days  as  best  might 

suit  them. 
Passing  my  own  as  suited  me. 

Sal.  Thou  stopp'st 
Short  of  the  duties  of  a  king ;  and  therefore 
They  say  thou  art  unfit  to  be  a  monarch. 
Sard.  They  lie. — Unhappily,  I  am  unfit 
To  be  aught  save  a  monarch ;  else  for  me, 
The  meanest  Mode  might  be  the  king  instead. 
Sal.    There  is  one  Mede,  at  least,  who 

seeks  to  be  so. 
Sard.  What  meanst  thou?— 'tis  thy  secret; 

thou  desirest 
Few  questions,  and  I'm  not  of  curious  nature. 
Take  the  fit  steps;  and  since  necessity 
Requires,  I  sanction  and  support  thee.  Ne'er 
Was  man  who  more  desired  to  rule  in  peace 
The  peaceful  only ;  if  they  rouse  me,  better 
They  had  conjured  up  stem  Nimrod  from 

his  ashes, 
''The  mighty  hunter.**    I  will  turn  these 

realms 
To  one  wide  desert-chase  of  brutes,who  were. 
But  would  no  more,  by  their  own  choice, 

be  human. 
What  they  have  found  me,  they  belie ;  that 

which 
They  yet  may  find  me— shall  defy  their 

wish 
To  speak  it  worse;  and  let  them  thank 

themselves. 
SaL    Then  thou  at  last  canst  feel? 
Sard.    Feel !  who  feels  not 
Ingratitude? 

SaL    I  will  not  pause  to  answer 
With  words,  but  deeds.    Keep  thou  awake 

that  energy 
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Which  sleep!  at  timea,  bat  it  not  dead 

within  thee. 
And  thou  mayst  yet  be  glorioua  in  thy  reign, 
As  powerful  in  thy  realm.    Farewell ! 

[Exit  Salemenes, 
Sard,  (solus).    Farewell! 
lle^s  gone ;  and  on  his  finger  bears  my  signet, 
Which  is  to  him  a  sceptre.    He  is  stem 
As  I  am  heedless;  and  the  slaves  deserve 
To  feel  a  master.  What  may  be  the  danger, 
1  know  not: — he  hath  found  it,   let  him 

quell  it. 
Must  I  consume  my  life— this  little  life— 
In  guarding  against  all  may  make  it  less? 
It  is  not  worth  so  much !  It  were  to  die 
Before  my  hour,  to  Hire  in  dread  of  death. 
Tracing  revolt;  suspecting  all  about  me. 
Because  they  are  near;  and  all  who  are 

remote, 
Because  they  are  far.  But  if  it  should  be  se- 
lf they  should  sweep  me  off  from  earth 

and  empire. 
Why,  what  is  earth  or  empire  of  the  earth? 
I  have  loved,   and  lived,  and  multiplied 

my  image; 
To  die  is  no  less  natural  than  those — 
Acts  of  this  clay !  'Tis  true  I  have  not  shed 
Blood,  as  I  might  have  done,  in  oceans,  till 
My  name  became  the  synonyme  of  death — 
A  terror  and  a  trophy.     But  for  this 
I  feel  no  penitence;  my  life  is  love: 
If  I  must  shed  blood,  it  shall  be  by  force. 
Till  now  no  drop  from  an  Assyrian  vein 
Hath  flow'd  for  me,  nor  hath  the  smallest 

coin 
Of  Nineveh*s  vast  treasures  e^erbeen  lavished 
On  objects  which  could  cost  her  tons  a  tear : 
If  then  they  hate  me,  'tis  because  I  hate  not ; 
If  they  rebel,  it  is  because  I  oppress  not. 
Oh,  men !  ye  must  be  ruled  with  scythes, 

not  sceptres, 
And  mow'd  down  like  the  grass,  else  all 

we  reap 
Is  rank  abundance,  and  a  rotten  harvest 
Of  discontents  infecting  the  fair  soil, 
Making  a  desert  of  fertility.— 
Ill  think  no  more.— Within  there,  ho ! 

Enter   an  Jttendant 

Sard.    Slave,  tell 
The  Ionian  Myrrfaa  we  would  crave  her 
presence. 
Attendant.    King,  she  is  here. 

MvaBHA  enters. 

Sard,  (apart  to  Attendant)    Away ! 
(Addressing  Myrrha)  Beautiful  being ! 
Thou  dost  almost  anticipate  my  heart ; 
It  throbb'd  for  thee,  and  here  thou  comest: 

let  me 
Deem  that  some  unknown  influence,  some 

sweet  oracle, 
Communicates  between  us,  though  unseen, 
In  absence,  and  attracts  us  t4i  each  other. 

Myrrha,     There  doth. 


Aiiirff.  I  know  there  doth,  but  not  its  lUUBo; 
What  is  it  ? 

Myrrha.    In  my  natlTo  land  a  Clod, 
And  in  my  heart  a  feeling  like  a  C}od% 
Exalted  ;  yet  I  own  'tis  only  mortal. 
For  what  I  feel  is  humble,  and  yet  happy-^ 
That  is,  it  would  be  happy ;  but — 

[Myrrha  pauscM. 
Sard.    There  comes 
For  ever  something  between  us  and  what 
We  deem  our  happiness :  let  me  remove 
The  barrier  which  that  hesitating  aceeni 
Proclaims  to  tliine,  and  mine  is  seal'd. 
.    Myrrha.     My  lord! — 
Sard.    My   lord— my  king — sire — sove- 
reign! thus  it  is— 
For  ever  thus,  addressed  with  awe.  I  neVr 
Can  see  a  smile,   unless  in   some  broad 

banquet's 
Intoxicating  glare,  when  the  buffoons 
Have  gorged  themselves  up  to  equality. 
Or  I  have  quaff'd  me  down  to  their  abase- 
ment. 
Myrrha,  I  can  hear  all  these  things,  these 

names. 
Lord— king —sire— monarch — nay,time  was 

I  prised  them. 
That  is,  I  suffer'd  them — from  slaves  and 

nobles  ; 
Bat  when  they  falter  from  the  lips  I  love, 
The  lips  which  have  been  press'd  to  mine, 

a  chill 
Comes  o'er  my  heart,  a  cold  sense  of  the 

falsehood 
Of  this  my  station,  which  represses  feeling 
In  those  for  whom  I  have  felt  most,  and 

makes  me 
Wish  that  I  could  lay  down  the  dull  tiara, 
And  share  a  cottage  on  the  Caucasus 
With  thee,  and  wear  no  crowns  but  those 
of  flowers. 
Myrrha.     Would  that  we  could  ! 
Sard.     And  dost  thou  feel  this?— Why? 
Myrrha.  Then  thou  wouldst  know  what 

thou  canst  never,  know. 
Sard.    And  that  is — 
Myrrha.    The  true  value  of  a  heart; 
At  least  a  woman's. 

Sard.    I  have  proved  a  thousand — 
A  thousand,  and  a  thousand. 
Myrrha.     Hearts  ? 
Sard.    I  think  so. 
Myrrha.    Not  one  I  the  time  may  come 

thou  mayst. 
Sard.     It  will. 
Hear,  Myrrha;  Salemenes  has  declared— 
Or  why  or  how  he  hath  divined  it,  Belns, 
Who  founded  our  great  realm,  knows  more 

than  I— 
But  Salemenes  hath  declared  my  throne 
In  peril. 

Myrrha.    He  did  well. 
Sard.    And  sayst  thou  so? 
Thon  whom  he  spurn 'd  so  harshly,  and 
now  dared 
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Drive  from  oar  pretence  with  his  tftvige 

jeerf. 
And  made  thee  weep  and  binshf 

Mprhm,    1  fhonld  do  both 
More  freqnentlj,  and  he  did  well  to  call  me 
Back  to  my  dntj.  lint  thou  tpakett  of  peril — 
Peril  to  thee— 

Sard.    Ay,  from  dark  ploti  and  tnares 
From  Mcdet — and  discontented  troops  and 

nations. 
1  know  not  what — a  labyrinth  of  things  ~ 
A  mase  of  mattered  threats  and  mysteries: 
Then   know«t   the  man— it  is  his  nsnal 

custom. 
But  he  is  honest.    Come,  we'll  think  no 

more  on't — 
Bot  of  the  midnight-festival. 

Myrrha.    *Tis  time 
To  think  of  anght  save  festivals.    Thou 

hast  not 
Spum'd  his  sage  cantions? 
Sard,     What !— and  dost  thou  fear? 
Mprha.     Fear!— Tm  a  Greek,  and  how 
should  I  fear  death? 
A  slave,  and  wherefore  should  I  dread  my 
freedom? 
Sard.    Then  wherefore  dost  thou  turn  so 

pale? 
Myrrha.     I  love. 

Sard.    And  do  not  I  ?  I  love  thee  far- 
far  more 
Than  either  the  brief  life  or  the  wide  realm. 
Which,   it  may  be,  are  menaced;— yet  I 
blench  not. 
Myrrha.     That  means  thou  Invest  nor 
«  thyself  nor  me ; 
For  he  who  loves  another  loves  himself. 
Even  for  that  other's  sake.  This  is  too  rash: 
Kingdoms  and  lives  are  not  to  be  so  lost. 
Sard.    Lost! -why,  who  is  the  aspiring 
chief  who  dared 
Assume  to  win  them  ? 

Myrrha.    Who  is  he  should  drea4 
To  try  so  much?  When  he  who  is  their  ruler 
Forgets  himself,  will  they  remember  him? 
Sard.    Myrrha ! 

Myrrha.    Frown  not  upon  me :  you  have 
smiled 
Too  often  on  me  not  to  make  those  frowns 
Bitterer  to  bear  than  any  punii^hment 
Which  they  may  angur. — King,  I  am  your 

subject ! 
Blaster,  I  am  your  slave!    Man,   I  have 

loved  you ! — 
Loved  you,    I  know  not  by  what  fatal 

weakness. 
Although   a    Greek,    and  bom  a  foe  to 

monarchs — 
A  slave,  and  hating  fetters—an  Ionian, 
And,  therefore,  when  I  love  a  stranger,  more 
Degraded  by  that  passion  than  by  chains! 
Still  I  have  loved  you.    If  that  love  were 

strong 
Enough  to  overcome  all  former  nature. 
Shall  it  not  claim  tlie  privilege  tt  save  you  ? 


Sard.    S&ve  me,  my  beauty!  Thon  art 
very  fair. 
And  what   I  seek    of  thee  It   love -not 
safety. 
Myrrha.  And  without  love  where  dwells 

security? 
Sard.    I  iPMk  of  woman's  love. 
Myrrha.    The  very  first 
Of  human  life  must  spring  fiwm  wnmaa^ 

breast. 
Your  first  small   words  are   tan^l  yoa 

from  her  lips. 
Your  first  tears  quench'd  by  her,  and  yoor 

last  sighs 
Too  often  breathed  out  in  a  woman's  heariar. 
When  men  have  shrunk  from  the  ignoble 

care 
Of  watching  the  last  hour  of  him  who  led 
them. 
Sard.   My  eloquent  Ionian !  then  speakst 
music. 
The  very  chorus  of  the  tragic  song 
I  have  heard  thee  talk  of  as  the  favourite 

pastime 
Of  thy  far  father-land.    Nay,  weep  not— 
calm  thee. 
Myrrha.    I  weep  not. — But  I  pray  thee, 
do  not  speak 
About  my  fathers  or  their  land. 

Sard.    Yet  oft 
Thou  speakest  of  them. 

Myrrha.    True— true:  constant  thought 
Will  overflow  in  words  unconsciously ; 
But  when    another  speaks  of  Greece,   it 
wounds  me. 
Sard.     Well,  then,   how  wonldst  thon 

•oee  me,  as  thon  saidst? 
Myrrha.    By  teaching  thee  to  save  thy- 
self, and  not 
Thyself  alone,  but  these  vast  realms,  from  all 
The  rage  of  the  worst  war — the  war  of 
brethren. 
Sard.  Why,  child,  I  loathe  all  war,  and 
warriors; 
I  live  in  peace  and  pleasure :  what  ean  nuui 
Do  more? 

Myrrha.  Alas!  my  lord,  with  common  bmb 
There  needs  too  oft  the  show  of  war  to  keep 
The  substance  of  sweet  peace;  and  for  a 

king, 
'TIS  sometimes  better  to  be  fear'd  than 
loved. 
Sard.    And  I  have  ne^'er  sought  but  for 

the  last. 
Myrrha.    And  now  art  neither. 
Sard,    Dost  thou  say  so,  Myrrha? 
Myrrha,    I  speak  of  civic  popular  love^ 
9df  love, 
Whidi  means  that  men  are  kept  in  awe  and 

law. 
Yet  not  oppress'd— at  least  tiiey  must  not 

think  so ; 
Or  if  they  think  so,  deem  It  necessary. 
To  ward  off  worse  oppression,  their  own 
passions. 
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A  king  of  feattt,  and  flowen,  and  wine,  and 

revel, 
And  love,and  mirth,  was  never  king  of  gloiy. 
Sard,     Glory !  what*!  that  ? 
Myrrha.    Ask  of  the  godt  thy  fathers. 
Sard.    They  cannot  answer;  when  the 
priests  speak  for  them, 
Tis  for  some  small  addition  to  the  temple. 
Myrrha.     Look  to  the  annals  of  thine 

empire^s  founders. 
Sard.     They  are  so  blotted  o'er  with 
blood,  I  cannot. 
Bat  what  wouldst  have?  the  empire  has 

been  founded. 
I  cannot  go  on  multiplying  empires. 
Myrrha.    Preserve  thine  own. 
Sard.    At  least  I  will  e^joy  it. 
Come,  Myrrha,  let  us  on  to  the  Euphrates ; 
The  hour  invites,  the  galley  is  prepared. 
And  the  pavilion,  deckM  for  our  return, 
In  fit  adornment  for  the  evening-banquet, 
Shall  blaxe  with  beauty  and  with  light, 

until 
It  seems  unto  the  stars  which  are  above  us 
Itself  an  opposite  star ;  and  we  will  sil 
Crown'd  with  fresh  flowers  like — 
Myrrha,     Victims, 
Sard.     No,  like  sovereigns. 
The  shepherd-kings  of  patriarchal  times, 
Who  knew  no  brighter  gems  than  summer- 
wreaths. 
And  none  but  tearless  triumplis.  Let  as  on. 

Enter  Pahia. 

Pama.    May  the  king  live  for  ever ! 

Sard.    Not  an  hour 
Longer  than  he  can  love.    How  my  soul 

hates 
This  language,  which  makes  life  itself  a  lie. 
Flattering  dust  with  eternity.  Well,  Pania! 
Be  brief. 

Pania.    I  am  charged  by  Salemenes  to 
Reiterate  his  prayer  unto  the  kinff. 
That  for  this  day,  at  least,  ho  will  not  quit 
The  palace:  when  the  general  returns. 
He  will  adduce  such  reasons  as  will  warrant 
His  daring,  and  perhaps  obtain  the  pardon 
Of  his  presumption. 

Sard.     What!  am  I  then  coopM? 
Already  captive  V  can  I  not  even  breathe 
The  breath  of  heaven?  Tell  princeSaleraenes, 
Were  all  Assyria  raging  round  the  walls 
In  mutinous  myriads,  I  would  still  g^  forth. 

Pania.    I  must  obey,  and  yet— 

Myrrha.    Oh,  monarch,  listen! 
How  many  a  dav  and  moon  thou  hast  reclined 
Within  thesepalace- walls  in  silken  dalliance. 
And    never   shown  thee  to   thy   people's 

longing; 
Leaving  thy  subjects'  eyes  nngratified. 
The  satraps  uncontroird,  the  gods  an  wor- 
shipped, 
And  all  thingv  in  the  anarchy  of  sloth. 
Till  all ,  saie  evil,  slnmber'd  through  the 
realm! 


And  wilt  thou  not  now  tarry  for  a  day, 
A-day  which  may  redeem  thee?  Wilt  thou  not 
Yield  to  the  few  still  faithful  a  few  hours. 
For  them,  for  thee,  for  thy  past  fathers'  race, 
And  for  thy  sons'  inheritance? 

Pania,    *Tis  true! 
From  the  deep  urgency  with  which  the 

prince 
Despatch'd  me  to  your  sacred  presence,  I 
Must  dare  to  add  my  feeble  voice  to  that 
Which  now  has  spoken. 

Sard.    No,  it  must  not  be. 

Myrrha.    For  the  sake  of  thy  realm  \ 

Sard.    Away ! 

Pania.    For  that 
Of  all  thy  faithful  subjects,  who  will  rally 
Round  thee  and  thine. 

Sard,    These  are  mere  phantasies; 
There  is  no  peril :— tis  a  sullen  scheme 
Of  Salemenes,  to  approve  his  zeal. 
And  show  himself  more  necessary  to  us. 

Myrrha.  By  all  that's  good  and  glorious, 
take  this  counsel. 

Sard,    Business  to-morrow. 

Myrrha,    Ay,  or  death  to-night. 

Sard.    Why,  let  it  come,   then,   unex- 
pectedly, 
'Midst  joy  and  gentleness,and  mirth  and  love; 
So  let  me  fall  like  the  piuck'd  rose!— far 

better 
Thus  than  be  wither'd. 

Myrrha,    Then  thou  wilt  not  yield. 
Even  for  the  sake  of  all  that  ever  stirr'd 
A  monarch  into  action,  to  forego 
A  trifling  revel? 

Sard.    No. 

Myrrha,    Then  yield  for  mine  f 
For  my  sake! 

Sara.    Thine,  my  Myrrha? 

Myrrha,    T'u  the  first 
Boon  which  I  e'er  ask'd  Assyria's  king. 

Sard,     That's  true;  and,  wer't  my  king- 
dom, must  be  granted. 
Well,  for  thy  sake,  I  yield  me.  Pania,  hence! 
Thou  hearst  me. 

Pania,     And  obey.  [Exit  Pania, 

Sard.    I  marvel  at  thee. 
What  is  thy  motive,  Myrrha,  thus  to  urge  me? 

Myrrha.     Thy  safety ;  and  the  certainty 
that  nought 
Could  nrgo  the  prince,  thy  kinsman,   to 

require 
Thus  much  from  thee,  but  some  impending 
danger. 

Sard.    And  if  I  do  not  dread   it,  why 
shouldst  thou? 

Myrrha,    Because  thou  dost  not  fear,  I 
fear  for  thee, 

Sard.     To-morrow  thou   wilt  smile  at 
these  vain  fancies. 

Myrrha.    If  the  worst  come,  I  shall  bo 
where  none  weep. 
And  that  is  better  than  the  power  to  smile. 
And  thou? 

Sard.    I  shall  be  king,  as  heretofore. 
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Mprha,    Where  V 

Sard,  With  Baal,  NImrod  and  Semf  mills, 
Sole  in  Astyria,  or  with  them  elsewhere. 
Fate  made  me  what  I  am-  may  make  me 

nothing — 
But  either  that  or  nothlBg  most  I  be  t 
1  will  not  Hire  degraded. 

Myrrka.    Hadst  thon  felt 
Thai  always,  none  would  e?er  dare  degrade 

thee. 
Sard.    And  who  will  do  so  now? 
Myrrha,    Dost  thon  snspect  none? 
Sard.  Sui|iect!-tliat*s  a  spy's  office.  Oh! 

we  lose 
Ten  thonsand  precious  moments  In  rain 

words, 
And  Tainer  fears.  Within  there !  Ye  ^ves, 

deck 
The  hall  of  Nimrod  for  the  erening-rerel : 
If  I  must  make  a  prison  of  our  palace. 
At  least  we^U  wear  onr  fetters  jocundly ; 
If  the  Euphrates  lie  forbid  us,  and 
The    summer-dwelling  on    its   beauteous 

border. 
Here  we  are  still  nnmenaced.    Ho!  within 

there!  [Exit  Sardanapalu9, 

Myrrha,  (sola')  Why  do  I  Ioto  this  man? 

My  country's  daarhters 
LoTe  none  but  heroes.  But  liiaire  no  country! 
The  slave  hath  lost  all  save  her  bonds. 

I  love  him; 
And  that 's  the  heaviest  link  of  the  long 

chain— 
To  love  whom  we  esteem  not    Be  it  so  s 
The  hour  is  coming  when  hell  need  all  love. 
And  find  none.   To  fall  from  him  now  were 

hater 
Than  to  have  stabb'd  him  on  his  throne 

when  highest 
Would  have  been  noble  in  my  country's 

creed; 
1  was  not  made  for  either.  Could  I  save  him, 
I  should  not  love  him  better,   but  myself; 
And  1  have  need  of  the  last,  for  I  have  fallen 
la  my  own  thoughts,  by  loving  this  soft 

stranger: 
And    yet    methinka   I    love   him    more, 

perceiving 
That  he  is  hated  of  his  own  barbarians. 
The  natural  foes  of  all  the  blood  of  Greece. 
Could  I  but  wake  a  single  thought  like 

those 
Which  even  the  Phrygians  felt,  when  bat- 
tling long 
Twist  Ilimi  and  the  sea,  within  his  heart. 
He  would  tread  down  the  barbarous  crowds, 

and  triumph. 
He  loves  me,  and  I  love  him ;  the  slave  loves 
Her  BMster,  and  would  free  him  frons  his 

vices. 
If  net,  I  have  a  means  of  freedom  still. 
And  if  I  cannot  teach  him  how  t*  reign. 
May  show  him  how  alone  a  king  can  leave 
His  throne.    I  must  not  lose  him  f^om  wkj 

ilght.  [Esii. 
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SCENS  L-Tk9  PortaM  of  tk9 

the  Putate, 
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Beletea.  (»olu$)    The   sun    roes  down: 

melliinks  he  sets  more  slowly. 
Taking  his  last  look  of  Assyria's  empire. 
How  rad  he  glares  amongst  those  deepening 

clouds. 
Like  the  blood  he  predicts.  Iff  not  in  vain. 
Thou  sun  that  sinkest,  and  ye  stan  whick 

rise, 
I  have  outwatch'd  ye,  reading  ray  by  ray 
The  edicts  of  your  orbs,  which  nuakoTiaM 

tremble 
For  what  he  brings  the  nadons,  *tb  tiM 

furthest 
Hour  of  Assyria's  years.  And  yet  how  calai! 
An  earthquake  should  announce  so  great  a 

lall- 
A  summer's  sun  discloses  it    Yon  dbk. 
To  the  star-read  Chaldean,  bears  npon 
Its  everlasting  page  the  end  of  what 
Seem'd  everlasting;  but  oh !  thou  true  sunt 
The  burning  oracle  of  all  that  lire. 
As  fountain  of  all  life,  and  symbol  of 
Him  who  bestows  it,  wherefore  doat  tfm 

limit 
Thy  lore  unto  calamity?  Why  not 
Unfold  the  rise  of  days  more  worthy  thiae 
All-glorious  burst  from  ocean?  why  not  dart 
A  b^m  of  hope  athwart  the  future's  yean. 
As  of  wrath  U»  its  days?  Hear  mel  oht 

hear  me! 
I  am  thy  worshipper,thy  priest,  thy  servant-. 
1  have  gased  on  thee  at  thy  rise  and  lallt 
And  bow'd  my  head  beneath  thy  mid-day 

beams. 
When  my  eye  dared  not  meet  thee.  I  have 

watch'd 
For  thee,  and  after  thee,  and  pray'd  tothce. 
And  sacrificed  to  thee,  and  read,  aad  fcar'd 

thee, 
Andask'dof  thee,  and  thon  hast  aiiawer'd* 

bat 
Only  to  thus  nrocht   while  I  speak,  he 

sinks- 
Is  gone— and  leaves  his  beanty,    aot  his 

knowledge, 
To  the  delighted  west,  which  revels  in 
Its  hues  of  dving  glory.    Yet  what  is 
Death,  so  it  be  glorious?  Tis  a  sunaeti 
And  mortab  may  be  happy  to  reseoible 
The  gods  but  in  decay. 

Enter  AaaAOBs,  6f  on  Inner  door. 

jtrhae€9,    Beleses,  why 
So  rapt  in  thy  devotions?  Dost  than  stand 
Gaiing  ta  trace  tinr  disappearing  gad 
Into  seme  realm  of  nndiscover'd  day? 
Our  business  is  with  night— tin  cone. 

Bsissss.    Bat  not 
Ckme. 

iMorcs.    Let  It  roll  on— we  are  ready 
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Befetf*.    Yet. 
Won  Id  it  were  orer  I 

Arbaeea.    Does  the  Prophet  donbi^ 
To  whom  the  very  stars  riiine  irictory  9 

Beleaes.    I  do  not  doubt  of  rictorj—hnt 
the  Tictor. 

Jrhmets.  Well,  let  thy  science  settle 
that.  Meantime, 
I  haye  prepared  as  many  glittering  spears 
As  will  out-sparkle  our  allies--your  planets. 
There  is  no  more  to  thwart  as.  The  she-king. 
That  less  than  woman,  is  eren  now  upon 
The  waters  with  his  female  mates.    The 

order 
Is  Issued  for  the  feast  in  the  pay il  ion. 
The  first  oup  which  he  drains  will  be  the  last 
gaaffVl  by  the  line  of  Nimrod. 

Bde$es.    'Twas  a  brave  one. 

Afk€U€9,    And  Is  a  weak  one— Us  worn 
out— well  mend  it. 

B^eaet.    Art  sure  of  that? 

JrbaeeM.    Its  founder  was  a  hunter — 
I  am  a  soldier — ^what  is  there  to  fear  f 

Bele9€9,    The  soldier. 

Jrkacea,  And  the  priest,  it  DUiy  be ;  but 
If  you   thought  thus,  or  think,  why  not 

retain 
Yonr  king  of  concubines?  why  stir  me  up? 
Whjr  spur  mie  to  this  enterprise?  your  own 
No  lesa  than  mine? 

Bde§e9.    Look  to  the  sky? 

JrhaeeM.    I  look. 

Seleses.    What  seesi  thou? 

Arhoect,    A  fair  summer^e  twilight,  and 
The  gathering  of  the  stars. 

Be&ses.    And  midst  them,  mari[ 
Yon  earliest,  and  the  brightest,  which  so 

quirers. 
As  it  would  quit  its  place  in  the  blue  ether. 

Arhaef.    Well  ? 

Bdet9,    *Tis  thy  natal  ruler— thy  birtb- 
planet. 

Arbaee$  (touching  hit  tcoMaftO* 
My  star  is  in  this  scabbard :  when  it  shines, 
It  shall  out-danle  comets.    Let  us  think 
Of  what  is  to  be  done  to  justify 
Thy  planets  and  their  portents.  When  we 

conquer. 
They  shall  hare  temples — ay,  and  priests— 

and  thou 
Shalt  be  the  pontiff  of— what  gods  thou  wilt ; 
For  I  observe  that  they  are  ever  just, 
And  own  the  bravest  for  tiie  most  devout 

BdeM€9.    Ay,  and  the  most  devout  tw 
brave  — thou  hast  not 
Seen  me  turn  back  from  battle. 

ArbaecB.    No ;  I  own  thee 
As  firm  in  fight  as  Babylonia's  captain. 
As  skilful  in  Ghaldea's  worship;  now. 
Will  it  but  please  thee  t»  forget  the  priest. 
And  be  the  warrior? 

BcletCM.     Why  not  both? 

Arhacc9.    llie  better; 
And  yet  it  almost  shames  me.  we»hallhavo 
So  little  to  effect,    litis  woman's  warfare 


Degrades  the  very   etrnqvaor.    To  have 

pluck'd 
A  bold  and  bloody  despot  ftom  his  throne. 
And  grappled  with  him,  clashing  steel  with 

steel. 
That  were  heroic  or  to  win  or  full ; 
But  to  upraise  my  sword  against  this  ellli- 

worm. 
And  hear  him  whine.  It  may  be— 

Belesea,    Do  not  deem  it: 
He  has  that  in  him  which  may  make  you 

strife  yet; 
And  were  he  all  yon  think,  his  guards  are 

hardy. 
And  headed  by  the  cool,  stem  Salenenee . 
Arbacta,    Theyll  not  resist 
Btiesea.    Why  not?  they  are  soldiers. 
Arhaeea.    True, 
And  therefore  need  a  soldier  to  command 
them. 
Bdetes.    That  Salemenei  Is. 
Arbacei,    But  not  their  king. 
Besides,  he  hates  the  effeminate  thlag  that 

governs. 
For  the  queen's  sake,  his  sister.  Mark  you  not 
He  keeps  aloof  from  all  the  reveb? 

Beleseg,    But 
Not  from  the  council—there  he  b  ever 
constant 
Arbaeet,  And  ever  thwarted  ;  what  would 
you  have  more 
To  make  a  rebel  out  of?  A  fool  reining. 
His  blood  dislionour'd,and  himself  dbdaln'd; 
Why,  it  is  Ait  revenge  we  work  for. 

Beicfet .    Could 
He  but  be  brought  to  think  sos   this  I 
doubt  of. 
ArbaecM.    What  if  we  sonnd  him  ? 
Bele$e9,    Yes — if  the  time  served. 

Enter  Balba. 

Bolea.  Satraps!  the  king  commands  your 
presence  at 
The  feast  to-night 

Bdesea,    To  hear  is  to  obey. 
In  the  pavilion? 
Balca,    No ;  here  In  the  palace. 
ArbaccH.    How!  in   the  priaee?  it  was 

not  thus  order'd. 
Batea.    It  is  so  order'd  now. 
Arbaeea,    And  why? 
Balea.    I  know  not 
May  I  retire? 
Arbaeea,    Stay. 

BdescM  (to  Arbaeea  mMe).    Hush !   let 
him  go  his  way. 
(Alternately  to  Bolea.)    Yes ,  Balea,  thank 

the  monarch,  kiss  the  hem 
Of  his  imperial  robe,  and  say,  his  slaves 
Will  take  the  crums  he  deigns  to  scatter  from 
His  royal  table  at  the  hour—  was't  midnight? 
Balea,    It  was;  the  place,  the  Hall  of 
Nimrod.    Lords, 
I  humble  me  before  you  and  depart. 

[Bxit  Bal€a, 
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Jrbaeea.    I  like  not  this  iame  radden 

change  of  place 
There  is  some  mystery;  vherefore  should 

he  change  it? 
Belcsca.    Doth  he  not  change  a  thoasand 

times  a  day? 
Sloth  is  of  all  things  the  most  fanciful— 
And  moTes  more  parasangs  in  its  intents 
Than  generals  in  their  marches,  when  they 

seek 
To  IcaTO  their  foe  at  fiinlt— Why  dost  thou 

muse? 
Arbaces.    He  loTed  that  gay  psTilioo— 

it  was  OTer 
His  summer-dotage. 

Belcsca,    And  he  lored  his  queen — 
And  thrice  a  thousand  harlotry  hesides — 
And  he  has  lo\cd  all  things  hy  turns,  except 
Wisdom  and  glory. 

Arhaces.    Still — I  like  it  not. 
If  he  has  changed— why  so  must  we:  the 

attack 
Were  easy  in  the  isolated  bower, 
Beset  with  drowsy  guards  and  drunken 

courtiers ; 
But  in  the  Hall  of  Nimrod— 

Belesea,    Is  it  so? 
Melhought  the  haughty  soldier  feared  to 

mount 
A  throne  too  easily ;  does  it  disappoint  thee 
To  find  there  is  a  slipperier  step  or  two 
Than  what  was  counted  on  ? 

ArhaceB.     When  the  hour  comes, 
Thou  shalt  perceive  how  far  I  fear  or  no. 
Thou  hast  seen  my  life  at  stake — and  gaily 

played  for: 
But  here  is  more  upon  the  die — a  kingdom. 
Bdt8e9,    I  have  foretold  already- thou 

wilt  win  it: 
Then  on,  and  prosper. 

Arbacea.    Now,  were  I  a  soothsayer, 
I  would  have  boded  so  much  to  myself. 
But  be  the  stars  obeyed — I  cannot  quarrel 
With  them,  nor  their  interpreter.     Who's 

here? 

Enter  Salbsbibs. 

Sal    Satimps! 

Belcaes,    My  prince! 

Sal,    Well  met— I  sought  ye  both. 
But  elsewhere  than  the  palace. 

Arhaccs.     Wherefore  so? 

Sal.    'Tis  not  the  hour. 

Arhacea.    The  hour^what  hour  ? 

Sal.    Ofmidni{^t. 

Jicleses.    Midnight,  my  lord! 

Sal    What,  are  you  not  invited? 

Belesea.    Oh !  yes — ^we  had  forgotten. 

Sal.    Is  it  usual 
Thus  to  forget  a  sovereign's  invitation  ? 

Arbacea.    Why — we  but  now  received  it. 

Sal.    Then  why  here  ? 

Arbacea.    On  duty. 

Sal.    On  what  duty  ? 

Bclcaea.    On  the  state's. 


We  hare  the  privilege  Co  appioedi  the 

presence, 
But  found  the  monarch  absent 

Sal.    And  I  too  • 

Am  upon  dutv. 

Arbacea.    May  we  crave  its  purport? 
Sal.    To  arrest  two   traitors.    Guards! 
within  there! 

Enter  Ouarda. 

Sal.  (eantinuing)    Satraps, 
Your  swords. 
Beleaea.  (delivering  kia)  My  Lord,  beheld 

my  scimitar. 
Arbacea.  (drawing  hia  aword)  Take  mine. 
Sal.  (advancing)    I  will. 
Arbacea.    But  in  your  heart  the  blade— 
The  hilt  quits  not  this  hand. 

Sal.  (drawing)  How !  dost  thou  brave  me? 
Tis  well — this  saves  a  trial  and  false  mercy. 
Soldiers,  hew  down  the  rebel ! 

Arbacea.    Soldiers!  Ay — 
Alone  jfou  dare  not. 

Sal.    Alone !  foolish  slave— 
What  is  there  in  thee  that  a 

shrink  from 
Of  open  force?  We  dread  thy  treasoa,  not 
Thy  strength :  thy  tooth  is  nought  without 

its  venom — 
The  serpent's,  not  the  lion's.  Cut  him  down. 
Beleaea  (interpoaing).    Arbaces!  are  you 
mad?  Have  1  not  rendcr'd 
My  sword?  Then  trust  like  me  our  tore- 
reign's  justice. 
Arbacea.    No  —  I   will  sooner  tmit  the 
stars  thou  prat'st  of 
And  this  slight  arm,  and  die  a  king  at  least 
Of  my  own  breath  and  body— so  far  that 
None  else  shall  chain  them. 

Sal.  (to  the  Guard  a)  You  hear  fttm^andae. 
Take  him  not- kill. 

[The  Guarda  attack  Arhaeta^  who 
defenda    himaelf   valiamthf   mnd 
dcjteroualy  till  they  waver, 
Sal.    Is  It  even  so ;  and  must 
I  do  the  hangman's  office?  Recreaali!  tee 
How  you  should  fell  a  traitor. 

[Stdemenea  attaek9  Jf^meea. 

Enter  Sabdarapalvs  and  7V«itfi.' 

I 

Sard.    Hold  your  hands — 
Upon  your  lives,   I  say.    What,  deaf  or 

drunken  ? 
My  sword !  Oh  fool,  I  wear  no  sword :  here, 

fellow. 
Give  me  thy  weapon.  [To  a  Gumrd. 

[Sardanapalua  anatchca  a  aword  from  one 
of  the  aoldiera,  and  makea  betw^em  the 
combat anta  ^  they  aeparatc 
Sard.     In  my  very  palace ! 
What  hinders  me  from  cleaving  yon  in  twain. 
Audacious  brawlers? 
Beleaea.    Sire,  your  justice. 
Sal.    Or— 
Your  weakness. 
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Sard,  (rtdtinff  the  iword)    Hov  9 
SaJ.    Strike !  so  the  blow's  repeated 
Upon  yon  traitor .  whom  yoo  spare  amomenl, 
I  trust,  for  tortare-  I*oi  content. 

Sard.     What  -  him ! 
Who  dares  assail  Arbaoetf 
Sal.    I! 
Sard.    Indeed ! 
Prince,  you  forget  yoarself.    Upon  what 
warrant  ¥ 
Sal.  (^showing  the  ngnef)    Thine. 
Arhace»  {confused).    The  king's  I 
Sal.    Yes !  and  let  the  king  confirm  it 
Sard.    I  parted  not  from  this  for  such 

a  purpose. 
SaL  You  parted  with  it  for  your  safety — ^I 
Employ'd  it  for  the  best.  Pronounce  in  person. 
Here  I  am  but  your  slave^-a  moment  past 
I  was  your  representatire. 

Sard.    Then  sheathe 
Your  swords. 

[Arbaces  and  Stdemenes  return  their 
swords  to  the  seahhards. 
SaL  Mine's  sheathed :  I  pray  yon  sheathe 
not  yours; 
*Tb  the  sole  sceptre  left  you  now  with  safety. 
Sard.    A  heavy  one ;  the  hilt,  too,  hurts 
my  hand. 
(TV  a  Guard).    Here,   fellow,   take  thy 

weapon  back.    Well,  sirs. 
What  doth  this  mean  ? 
Beleses.    The  prince  must  answer  that. 
Sol.    TruA  upon  my  part,  treason  upon 

theirs. 
Sard.    Treason ~ Arbaces!  treachery  and 
Belrses! 
That  were  an  union  I  will  not  believe. 
Ureses.    Where  is  the  proof? 
Sal.    1*11  answer  that,  if  once 
The  king  demands  your  fellow- traitor's 
sword. 
Arbaees  {to  Saiemenes').    A  sword  which 
hath  been  drawn  as  oft  as  thine 
Against  his  foes. 

Sal.    And  now  against  his  brother. 
And  in  an  hour  or  so  against  himself. 
Sard.    That  is  not  possible:    he  dared 
not;  no— 
No— I'll  not  hear  of  such  things.    These 

Tain  bickerings 
Are  spawn'd  in  courts  by  base  intrigues 

and  baser 
Hirelings,  who  live  by  lies  on  good  men's 

Ityes. 
Yon  must  have  been  deceived,  my  brother. 

Sal.     First 
Let  him  deliver  up  his  weapon,  and 
Proclaim  himself  your  subject  by  that  duty. 
And  1  will  answer  all. 

Sard.     Why,  if  I  thought  so— 
But  no,  it  cannot  be ;  the  Mede  Arbaces — 
The  trusty ,  rough,  true  soldier — the  best 

captain 
Of  all  who  discipline  our  nations— No, 
ril  not  insult  him  thus,  to  bid  him  render 


The  scimitar  to  me  he  nerer  yielded 
Unto  our  enemies.  Chief,  keep  your  weapon. 
Sai.  {delivering  back  the  signet)  Monaich, 

take  back  your  signet. 
Sard.    No,  retain  it; 
But  use  it  with  more  moderation. 

Sal.    Sire, 
I  used  it  for  your  honour,  and  restore  k 
Because  I  cannot  keep  it  with  my  own. 
Bestow  it  on  Arbaces. 
Sard,    So  I  should  i 
He  never  ask'd  it. 

Sal.    Doubt  not,  ho  will  have  It 
Without  that  hollow  semblance  of  respect. 
Beleses.  I  know  not  what  hath  prejudiced 
the  prince 
So  strongly  'gainst  two  subjects,  than  whom 

none 
Have  been  more  sealons  for  Assyria's  weal. 
Sal.  Peace,  ftictious  priest  and  futhlese 
soldier!  thou 
Unit'st  in  thy  own  person  the  worst  vices 
Of  the  most  dangerous  orders  of  mankind. 
Keep    thy    smooth    words    and  juggling 

homilies 
For    those    who    know   thee    not.     Thy 

fellow's  sin 
Is,  at  the  least,  a  bold  one,  and  not  temper'd 
By  the  tricks  taught  thee  in  Chaldoa. 

Beleses.    Hear  him, 
My  liege— the  son  of  Belus!  he  blasphemes 
The  worship  of  the  land  which  bows  the  knee 
Before  your  fathers. 

Sard.    Oh!  for  that  I  pray  you 
Let  him  have  absolution.    I  dispense  with 
llie  worship  of  dead  men ;  feeling  that  I 
Am  mortal,  and  believing  that  the  race 
From  whence  I  sprung  are  — what  I  see 
them— ashes. 
Beleees.    King!  Do  not  deem  so:  they 
are  with  the  stars, 
And— 
Sard.    You  shall  jofai  them  there  ere  they 
will  rise, 
If  yon  preach  farther.— Why ,  this  is  rank 
treason. 
Sal.    My  Lord! 

Sard.    To  school  me  in  the  worship  of 
Assyria's  idols!  Let  him  be  released— 
Give  him  his  sword. 

Sal.    My  lord,  and  king,  and  brother, 
I  pray  ye  pause. 

Sard.    Yes,  and  be  sermonized. 
And  dinn'd,  and  deafen'd  with  dead  men 

and  Baal, 
And  all  Chaldea's  starry  mysteries. 
Beleses.     Monarch!  respect  them. 
Sard.    Oh !  for  that — I  love  them ; 
I  love  to  watch  them  in  the  deep  blue  vault, 
And  to  compare  them  with  my  Myrrha's  eyes; 
I  love  to  see  their  rays  redoubled  in 
The  tremulous  silver  of  Euphrates' wave, 
As  the  light  breeze  of  midnight  crisps  the 

broad 
And  rolling  watcr,sighing  through  the  sedges 
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Which  ftrlnge  Utkuikii  Wl  whellierlli^ 

miij  be 
^<»4t,  aa  fome  lay,  or  tho  abodei  of  ^odt, 
As  othcri  hold ,  or  limply  lamps  of  night, 
Worlds,  or  the  lights  of  worlds,  I  know  nor 

care  not. 
There^s  something  sweet  in  mj  ancertainty 
I  would  not  change  for  year  Chaldean  lore; 
Besides,  1  know  of  these  all  clay  can  know 
Of  aught  aboTo  it  or  below  it  ^nothing. 
1 860  their  brilliancy  and  feel  their  beauty— 
When  they  shine  on  my  grave  I  shall  know 

neither. 
BdcBes,    For  neither^  sire,  say  belter. 
Sard.    I  will  wait. 
If  it  so  please  you,pontiir,for  that  knowledge. 
In  the  mean  time  leceiTe  your  sword,  and 

know 
That  I  prefer  your  senrice  militant 
Unto  your  miiusti^— not  loving  either. 
Sal,  (tuide^    His  lusts  have  made  him 

mad.    Then  must  I  save  him 
8pite  of  hloiself. 

Sard.    Please  yon  to  hear  me.  Satraps ! 
And  chiefly  thou,    my  priest,  because  I 

doubt  thee 
More  than  the  soldier,  and  would  doubt 

thee  all 
Wert  thou  not  half  a  warrior :  let  us  part 
In  peace— ni  not  say  pardon— which  must  be 
Earned  by  the  guilty;    this  111  not  pro- 

Bouaee  ye. 
Although  upon  this  breath  of  mine  depends 
Yonr  own ;  and,  deadlier  for  ye,  on  my  fears. 
But  fear  not— for  that  I  am  soft,Qot  fearful — 
And  so  live  on.    Were  I  the  thing  some 

think  me, 
Yonr  heads  would  bow  be  dripping  the  last 

drops 
Of  their  attainted  ^re  from  the  high  gates 
Of  this  our  palace  into  the  dry  dust. 
Their  only  portion  of  the  coveted  kingdom 
They  would  be  crowned  to  reign  o^er — let 

that  pass. 
As  I  have  said,  I  will  not  deem  yo  guilty, 
Nor  doom  ye  guiltless.     Albeit,  better  men 
Than  ve  or  I  stand  ready  to  arraign  you ; 
And  shouM  I  leave  your  fate  to  sterner 

And  proofs  of  all  kinds,  I  might  sacrifice 
Two  men ,  who ,  whatsoever  uey  now  are, 

were 
Once  honest    Ye  are  ftree,  sirs. 
ArhaeeM.    Sire,  this  clemency— 
Beie9e$  (intemtpting  him).    Is  worthy 
of  yourself ;  and,  atthongh  innocent, 
We  thank- 
Sard.    Priest!  keep  your  thanksgiviags 
for  Bolus; 
Uis  offspHnof  needs  none. 
Bcle$€9.    out,  being  innocent- 
Sard.    Be  silent — unilt  is  loud.    If  ye 
are  loyal. 
Ye  are  injured  men,  and  should  bo  sad, 
not  graiefal. 


BeUeee*    8o  we  shoiild  be ,  weae  faaCke 
always  done 
Bj  earthly  power  omnipotent;  but  Inaocence 
Must    oft   reoeiTe    her    right  as  a  BMro 
favour. 
Sard.  That*s  a  ^ood  sentence  for  a  hoauly. 
Though  not  for  this  occasion.  Prithee  keep  il 
To  plead  thy  sovereign's  cause  before  his 
people. 
Beletes.    I  trust  there  is  no  canse. 
Sard.    No  catue,  perhaps; 
But  many  causers: — if  ye  meet  with  such 
In  the  exorcise  of  your  inquisitive  fonctiea 
On  earth,  or  should  you  read  of  it  in  heaven 
In  some  mysterious  twinkle  of  the  stars. 
Which  are  yonr  chronicles,  I  pray  vounstc, 
That  there  are  worse  things  betwixt  earth 

and  heaven 
Than  him  who  ruleth  many  and  slays  Boae; 
And,hating  not  himself,^  loves  his  fellows 
Enough  to  spare  even  those  who  would  not 

spare  him. 
Were    they    once    masters  —  but    that^ 

doubtfuL    Satraps  I 
Your  swords  and  persons  are  at  liberty 
To  use  them  as  ye  will — but  from  this  hour 
I  have  no  call  for  either.    Salemenes ! 
Follow  me. 

[Exeuni  Sardam^aluey  yofflmfaci, 
and  the  Train,  kamimg^  Jrhaeee 
and  BeUeee, 
Jrbaeee,    Beleses ! 
Bele$et.    yow,  what  think  you? 
Arhae€9,    That  we  are  lost. 
fie(€«cs.    lliat  we  haye  won  the  kiugdom. 
Arbaccs,    What  f  thus  suspected  —  with 
the  sword  slung  o'er  ui 
But  by  a  single  hair,  and  that  still  wuTcriag 
To  be  blown  down  by  his  imperiooa  breath, 
Which  spared  us— why,  I  know  uuC 

Belcsea,    Seek  not  why  ; 
But  let  us  profit  by  the  intervul. 
The  hour  is  stUL  our  own — our  power  the 

same— 
The  night  the  saoie  wedestiued.  He  hath 

changed 
Nothing,  except  our  ignorance  of  uU 
Suspicion  into  such  a  certainty 
As.  must  make  madness  of  ddigr. 
Arbaec8,     And  yet — 
Bdete:    What,  doubtin|^  still  I 
Arbace*.    He  spared  our  liTrt     uay^morft. 
Saved  them  from  Salemeaea. 

JBeleses.     And  how  long 
WiU  he  so  spare?  till  the  first  druakea 
minute. 
Arbaeee.    Or  sober,  rather.  Yet  he  did  it 
nobly; 
Gave  royally  what  wu  had  fofffoitad 
Basely— 

BeUtee,    Say  bravely. 
ArbaeeM,    Soroowhat  of  both  perhaps. 
But  it  has  touched  me,  aad,  whatever  betide, 
1  will  no  further  on. 
Hs<eses.    And  lose  the  world  I 
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Arhaee9,  Lom  asy  things  eicepC  mf  own 

esteem. 
Bdetea.    I  blnahtluit  we  alMHild  owe  ddr 
lires  to  0aoh 
A  king  of  diitafft ! 

Jrhaet9,    Bnl  no  lew  we  owe  fhem  \ 
Ami  I  ihoald  blath  far  more  to  take  the 
grantor**  I 
Belesea.    Thou  mayit  endare  whateVr 
thou  wilt,  the  ttare 
Hare  written  otherwise. 

jMaeew.    Thongh  thej  caiae  down, 
And  marshaird  mo  the  waj  in  all  their 

hvlgbtnets, 
I  woald  not  follow. 

Bde$e9,    This  is  weaknetf — ^worse 
Thaa  a  ecared  beldam*f  dreaming  of  the 

dead. 
And  waking  in  the  dailc.— Go  to— go  to. 
j4rbaee9,  Methoaght  he  lookM  like  Kimrod 
as  he  spoke, 
Eren  as  the  prond  imperial  statue  stands 
Looking  the  monarch  of  the  kings  around  it, 
And  ewajs,  while  thej  but  ornament,  the 
temple. 
Bde8€M,    I  told  you  that  you  had  loo 
much  despised  him. 
And  that  there  was  some  royalty  within  him. 
What  then  ?  he  if  the  nobler  foe, 

Arhaeei,    But  we 
The  meaner : — Would  he  had  not  spared  oi ! 

Bele9e$.    So— 
Woaldst  thou  be  sacrificed  thuf  readily  ? 
JrhtueM,    No— but  it  had  beea  better  to 
haTe  died 
Hum  Uto  ungrateful. 

BHeaei.    Oh,  the  souls  of  some  men ! 
Thoa  wouldst  digest  what  some  call  treason, 

and 
Fooli  treachery  —  and,  behold,   upon  the 

fuddea. 
Because,  Isr  something  or  for  nothing,  this 
Rash  rereller  steps,  ostentatiously, 
*Twizt  thee  and  Salemencs,  thou  art  tum*d 
Into — what  shall  I  say  ?— Sardanapalus  I 
I  know  no  name  more  ignominious. 

Arhaee:    But 
Ao  hour  ago ,  Vho  dared  to  term  me  such 
Had  held  his  life  but  lightly- a*  it  is, 
I  must  forgive  you,  eren  as  he  forgare  us — 
Semiramis  herself  would  not  have  done  it 
fie{e«et.    No  the  queen  liked  no  tharen 
of  the  kingdom. 
Not  eren  a  husband. 
Arhaeta,    I  must  serve  him  truly— 
fiefeset.    And  humbly  ? 
Jrhaees.  No,  sir,  proudly — being  honest. 
I  shall  be  nearer  thrones  than  you  to  hearen ; 
Aad  if  not  quite  so  haughty,   yet  more 

lofty. 
Tou  may  do  your  own  deeming— you  hare 

codes. 
And  mysteries,  and  corollaries  of 
Right  and  wrong,  which  I  lack  for  my 
direction-, 


And  must  pursue  Iml  what  a  plala  heart 

teaches. 
And  now  you  know  me. 

Beleaca,     Have  you  finish*d9 

Jrbaeea,    Ves — 
With  you. 

Beletei.  And  would,perliaps,betfay  as  well 
As  quit  me  f 

Arhaeea,    That* s  a  sacerdotal  thought. 
And  not  a  soldier's. 

Befesef .    Be  it  what  you  will  - 
Truce   with    these   wranglings,   and  but 
hear  me. 

Arhaeea,    No  — 
There  is  moro  peril  in  your  subtle  spirit 
Than  in  a  phalanx. 

Beleaea.    If  it  must  be  so— 
I'll  on  alone. 

Arbacea,    Alone ! 

Bdeaea,    Thrones  hold  bat  one^ 

Arbacea.    But  this  is  filPd. 

Bdeaea.    With  worse  than  vacancy— 
A  despised  monardi.  Look  to  it,  Arbaeet: 
1  have  still  aided ,  cherished ,  loved ,  and 

urged  you; 
Was  willing  even  to  serve  you,  in  the  hope 
To  serve  and  save  Assyria.    Heaven  itself 
SeemM   to  consent,  and  all   events  were 

friendly. 
Even  to  the  last,  till  that  your  spirit  ihmnk 
Into  a  shallow  softness;  but  now,  rather 
Than  see  my  country  languish,  I  will  be 
Her  saviour  or  the  victim  of  her  tyrant. 
Or  one  or  both,  for  sometimes  both  are  one  t 
And  if  I  win,  Arbaces  is  my  servant. 

Arbacea.     Your  servant! 

BeUaea.    Why  not?  better  than  be  slave, 
Thejpaniofi'd  slave  of  ahe  Sardanapalus. 

Enter  Pahia. 

Panto.    My  lords,  I  bear  an  order  from 
the  kinff. 

Arbaeea.    It  is  obeyM  ei^  spoken. 

Bdeaea.    Notwithstanding, 
Let's  hear  it. 

Pania.    Forthwith,  ou  this  very  night. 
Repair  to  your  respectite  satrapies 
Of  Babylon  and  Media. 

Bdeaea,    With  our  troops  ? 

Pania.    My  order  is  unto  the  satraps  and 
Their  household-train. 

Arbaeea,    But — 

Bdeaea.    It  must  be  obeyM; 
Say,  we  depart 

Pania,    My  order  it  to  see  you 
Depart,  and  not  to  bear  your  answer. 

Beleaea  (aaide).    Ay! 
Well,  sir,  we  will  accompany  you  hence. 

Ponio.    I  will  retire  to  marshal  forth 
the  guard 
Of  honour  which  befits  your  rank,  and  wait 
Your  leisure,  so  that  it  the  hour  exceeds  not 

[Bsii  Pania. 

Bdeaea.    New  then  obey ! 

Arbaeea.    Doubtless. 
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Befcf et.    Yet,  to  the  gates 
That  grate  the  palace «  which  b  now  our 

priton, 
No  farther. 

Arhaccs.    Thou   haat  harp*d   the  truth 
indeed ! 
The  realm  ittelf,  in  all  its  wide  extension, 
Yawns  dungeons  at   each   step  for   thee 
and  me. 

Bele$e8,    Grayes ! 

Arhaces.    If  I  thought  so,  tfalf  good  iword 
should  dig 
One  more  than  mine. 

Rclesca,    It  shall  have  work  enough  i 
Let  me  hope  hetter  than  thou  augurest ; 
At  present  let  us  hence  as  best  we  may. 
Thou  dost  agree  with  me  in  understanding 
Tliis  order  as  a  sentence? 

Arhaces.     Why,  what  other 
Interpretation  should  it  bear?  it  is 
The  very  policy  of  orient-monarchs — 
Pardon  and  poison— favours  and  a  sword — 
A  distant  voyage,  and  an  eternal  sleep. 
How  many  satraps  in  his  father^s  time — 
For  he  I  own  is,  or  at  least  wasy  bloodless — 

Beleses.    But  will  not,  can  not  be  so  now. 

Arhaces.    I  doubt  it. 
How  many  satraps  hare  I  seen  set  out 
In  his  sirens  day  for  mighty  Tice-royalties, 
Whose  tombs  are  on  their  path!  I  know 

not  how. 
But  they  all  sickened  by  the  way,  it  was 
So  long  and  heavy. 

BelescM.    Let  us  but  regain 
The  free  air  of  the  city,   and  we'll  shorten 
The  journey. 

Athact8.  'Twill  be  shortened  at  the  gates, 
It  may  J>e. 

Bclesea.    No ;  they  hardly  will  risk  that. 
They  mean  us  to  die  privately,  but  not 
Within  the  palace  or  the  city-walls. 
Where  we  are  known  and  may  have  partisans: 
If  they  had  meant  to  slay  us  here,  we  were 
Ko  longer  with  the  living.     Let  us  hence. 

Arhaces.    If  I  but  thought  he   did  not 
mean  my  life— 

Beleses.    Fool !  hence — what  else  should 
despotism  alarm'd 
Mean  ?  Let  us  but  rejoin  our  troops ,  and 
march. 

Arhaces,    Towards  our  provinces? 

Beleses.    No;  towards  your  kingdom. 
There^s  time,  Ihere^s  heart,  and  hope,  and 

power,  and  means, 
Which  their  half-measures  leave  us  in  full 

scope. — 
Away! 

Arhaces.  And  I,  even  yet  repenting,  must 
Relapse  to  guilt ! 

Beleses.    Self-defence  is  a  virtue, 
Sole  bulwark  of  all  right    Away,  I  say! 
Let's  leave  this  place,  the  air  grows  thick 

and  choking. 
And  the  walls  have  a  scent  of  night-shade; 
hence! 


Let  at  not  leave  them  time  for  farther 

council. 
Our  quiek  departure  proves  our  civic  seal$ 
Our  quick  departure  hinders  oorgood  escort. 
The  worthy  Paaia,  from  anticipating 
The  orders  of  some  parasangs  from  hencef 
Nay, there's  no  other  choice  but -hence  J  say. 
[Exit  with  Arhaces,  wko  /ofloms 
reluctantly. 

Enter  Sardanapalvs  and  SALsnans. 

Sard,  Well,  all  is  remedied,  and  withont 
bloodshed. 
That  worst  of  mockeries  of  a  remedy ; 
We  are  now  secure  by  these  men's  enle. 

Sal,    Yes, 
As  he  who  treads  on  flowers  is  from  the  addsr 
Twined  round  their  roots. 
Sard,    Why,  what  wouldst  have  me  dst 
Sal,    Undo  what  you  have  done. 
Sard.    Revoke  my  pardon? 
Sal,  Replace  the  crown  now  tottering  on 

your  temples. 
Sard.     That  were  tyrannical. 
Sal.    But  sure. 

Sard,    We  are  so.  ^ 

What  danger   can  they  work   upon  the 
frontier? 
Sal,  They  are  not  there  yet— never  should 
they  be  so. 
Were  I  well  listen'd  to. 

Sard,    Nay,  I  have  listen'd 
Impartially  to  thee  —  why  not  to  then? 

Sal,  Yon  may  know  that  hereafter ;  as  it  is, 
I  take  my  leave,  to  order  forth  the  guard. 
Sard,  And  you  will  join  us  at  the  hanqnetl 
Sal.    Sire, 
Dispense  with  me— I  am  no  wassailer: 
Command    me   in    all    service    save  the 
Bacchant's. 
Sard.  Nay,but  'tis  fit  to  revel  now  and  thca. 
Sal.    And   fit  that  some  should  watch 
for  those  who  revel 
Too  oft    Am  I  permitted  to  depart? 
Sard.    Yes— Stay  a  moment,  my  good 
Salemenes, 
My  brother,  my  best  subject,  better  prince 
Than  I  am  king.    You  shcmld  have  beea 

the  monarch. 
And  I — I  know  not  what,  and  care  not; bat 
lliink  not  I  am  insensible  to  all 
Thine  honest  wisdom,  and  thy  rough,  yet 

kind, 
Though  oft  reproving ,    sufferance  of  my 

follies. 
If  I  have  spared  these  men   against  thy 

counsel. 
That  is,  their  lives— it  is  not  that  I  doubt 
The  advice  was  sound;  but,  let  tl^m  live: 

we  will  not 
Cavil  about  their  lives —so  let  them  mead 

them. 
Their  banishment  will  leave  me  still  sound 

sleep. 
Which  their  death  had  not  left  me. 
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Sal.    Thua  70a  run 
The  risk  to  sleep  for  ever,  to  lave  traitors — 
A  moment^s  pang  now  changed  for  years  of 

crime. 
Still  let  them  be  made  quiet. 

Sard.    Tempt  me  not : 
Mjr  word  is  past 

SaL    But  it  may  be  recalled. 

Sard.    Tis  royal. 

Sai.    And  should  therefore  be  decisive. 
This  half-indulgence  of  an  exile  serves 
But  to  provoke — a  pardon  should  be  full, 
Or  it  is  none. 

Sard.    And  who  persuaded  me 
After  I  had  repealed  them,  or,  at  least. 
Only  dismiss^  them  from  our  presence,  who 
Urged  me  to  send  them  to  their  satrapies? 

Sal.    True;  that  I  had  forgotten;   that 
is,  sire. 
If  they  e*er  reach  their  satrapies — why,  then. 
Reprove  me  more  fur  my  advice. 

Sard.    And  if 
They  do  not  reach  them—look  to  it!— in 

safety. 
In  safety,  mark  me— and  security — 
Look  to  thine  own. 

Sal.     Permit  me  to  depart ; 
Their  sqfcty  shall  be  cared  for. 

Sard.    Get  thee  hence,  then ; 
And,  prithee,  think  more   gently  of  thy 
brother. 

Sal.    Sire ,  I  shall  ever  duly  serve  my 
sovereign.  [Exit  Salcmenet. 

Sard,  (solus)    That  man  is  of  a  temper 
too  severe: 
Hard  but  as  lofty  as  the  rock,  and  free 
FroiH  all  the  taints  of  common  earth,  while  I 
Am  softer  clay,  impregnated  with  flowers. 
But  as  our  mould  is,  must  the  produce  be. 
If  I  have  err^d  this  time,  'tis  on  the  side 
Where  error  sits  most  lightly  on  that  sense, 
I  know  not  what  to  call  it ;  but  it  reckons 
With  me  ofttimes  for  pain ,  and  sometimes 

pleasure; 
A  spirit  which  seems  placed  about  my  heart 
To  court  its  throbs,not  quicken  them,and  ask 
Questions  which   mortal  never   dared  to 

ask  me, 
Nor  Baal,  though  an  oracular  deity — 
Albeit  his  marble-face  majestical 
Frowns  as  the  shadows  of  the  evening  dim 
His  brows  to  changed  expressioUftill  at  times 
I  think  the  statue  looks  in  act  to  speak. 
Away  with  these  vain  thoughts,  I  will  be 

joyous — 
And  here  comes  Joy^s  true  herald. 

Enter  Myrbha. 

Mprha.    King!  the  sky 
Is  overcast,  and  musters  muttering  thunder, 
In  clouds  that  seem  approaching  fast,  and 

show 
In  forked  flatthes  a  commanding  tempest. 
Will  you  then  quit  the  palace? 

Sard.    Tempest,  sayst  thou! 


Myrrha.    Aj^  my  good  lord. 

Sard.    For  my  own  part,  I  should  be 
Not  ill  content  to  vary  the  smooth  scene. 
And  watch  the  warring  elements ;  but  this 
Would  little  suit  the  silken  garments  and 
Smooth  faces  of  our  festive  friends.    Say, 

Myrrha, 
Art  thou  of  those  who  dread  the  roar  of 
clouds  ? 

Myrrha.    In  my  own  country  we  respect 
their  voices 
Af  auguries  of  Jove. 

Sard.    Jove — ay,  your  Baal — 
Ours  also  has  a  property  in  thunder. 
And  ever  and  anon  some  falling  bolt 
Proves  his  divinity,  and  yet  sometimes 
Strikes  his  own  altars. 

Myrrha.    Tliat  were  a  dread  omen. 

•Ssrcf.    Yes— for  tlie  priests.     Well ,  we 
will  not  go  forth 
Beyond  the  palace- walls  to-night,  but  make 
Our  feast  within. 

Myrrha.    Now,  Jove  be  praised !  that  he 
Hath  heard  the  prayer  thou  wouldst  not 

hear.  The  gods 
Are  kinder  to  thee  than  thou  to  thyself. 
And  fla«h  this  storm  between  thee  and  thy 

foes. 
To  shield  thee  from  them. 

Sard.    Child,  if  there  be  peril, 
Methinks  it  is  the  same  within  these  walls 
As  on  the  river's  brink. 

Myrrha.    Not  so,  these  walls 
Are  high  and  strong,  and  guarded.  Treason 

has 
To  penetrate  through  many  a  winding  way. 
And  massy  portal !  but  in  the  pavilion 
There  is  no  bulwark. 

Sard.    No,  nor  in  the  palace. 
Nor  in  the  fortress,  nor  upon  the  top 
Of  cloud-fenced  Caucasus,  where  the  eagle 

sits 
Nested  in  pathless  clefts,  if  treachery  be : 
Even  as  the  arrow  finds  the  airy  king. 
The  steel  will  reach  the  earthly.    But  be 

calm: 
The  men,  or  innocent  or  guilty,  are 
Banished,  and  far  upon  their  way. 

Myrrha.    They  live,  then? 

Sard.    So  sanguinary?  Thou! 

Myrrha.    I  would  not  shrink 
From  just  infliction  of  due  punishment 
On  those  who  seek  your  life:  wer't  otherwise, 
I  should  not  merit  mine.  Besides,  you  heard 
The  princely  Salemenes. 

Sard.    This  is  strange ; 
The    gentle    and    the   austere    are    both 

against  me, 
And  urge  me  to  revenge. 

Myrrha.    Tis  a  Greek  viitoe. 

Sard.    But  not  a  kingly  one  —  TU  none 
on't;  or. 
If  ever  I  indulge  iii  %  it  shall  be 
With  kings— my  equals. 
I     Myrrha.    These  men  sought  to  bt  ao. 

fa 


400 


SAIIDANAPALUS. 


Sard.    Myrrhs,  thU  U  too  femlniRe,  and 

spriBgt 
From  fear— 
Mffrrha.    For  yon. 
Sard.    No  matter — ftill  *tis  fear. 
I  have  obserred  your  lez ,  once  roased  lo 

wrath, 
Are  timidly  Tindlctive  to  a  pitch 
Of  perieverance,  which  I  would  irot  copy. 
I  thought  yon  were  exempt  from  thif ,  at 

from 
The  childish  helplcMneft  of  Asian  women. 
Myrrha,    My  lord ,   I  am  no  boaster  of 

my  love. 
Nor  of  my  attributes ;  I  have  shared  your 

splendour. 
And  will  partake  your  fortunes.  You  may 

lire 
To  find  one  slave  more  true  than  subject 

myriads; 
But  this  the  fi^s  avert  I  I  am  content 
To  be  beloved  on  trust  for  what  I  feel. 
Rather  than  prove  it  to  you  in  your  griefs, 
Which  might  not  yield  to  any  cares  of  mine. 
Sard.    Griefs  cannot  come  where  perfect 

love  exists, 
Except  to  heighten  it,  and  vanish  from 
That  which  it  could  not  scare  away.  Let*s  in— 
The  hour  approaches,  and  we  must  prepare 
To  meet  the  invited  guests  who  grace  our 

feast  [Exeunt. 

ACT   m. 

SCENE  L—Tke  HaU  of  the  PtOaee  iUvmi- 

nated — SAanAWAPALus  and  hit  Gue$t9  at 

Tahle — A  Storm  without^  and  Thunder  oecor- 

aionaUy  heard  during  the  Banquet. 

Sard.    Fill  full !  Why  this  is  as  it  should 

be:  here 

Is  my  true  realm,amidst  bright  eyes  and  faces 

Happy  as  fair!  Here  sorrow  cannot  reach. 

Zames.    Nor  elsewhere— where  the  Icing 

is,  pleasure  sparlcFes. 
Sard.    Is  not  this  better  now  than  Nim- 
rod's  huntings, 
Or  my  wild  grandam's  chase  in  search  of 

kingdoms 
She  could  not  keep  when  conquered  ? 

Mtada.    Mighty  though 
They  were,  as  all  thy  royal  line  have  been, 
Yet  none  of  those  who  went  before  have 

rfeach'd 
Tho  acro^  of  Sardanapalus,  who 
Hat  placed  his  joy  in  peace— the  sole  true 
glory. 
Sard.    And  pleasure,  good  Altada,  to 
which  glory- 
Is  but  the  patfi.  What  is  it  that  we  seek  ? 
Enjoyment !  We  have  cut  the  way  shorf  to  It, 
And  not  gone  tracking  it  through  Human 

ashes. 
Making  a  grave  with  every  footitef. 
*    icf .    No ; 


All  hearts  are  happy ,  and  all  voices  bless 
The  king  of  peace,  who  holds  a  world  in 
jubilee. 
Sard.    Art  sure  of  that?  I  have  heard 
otherwise ; 
Some  say  that  there  be  traitors. 

Zameg.     Traitors  they 
Who  dare  to  say  so!— Tis  impossible. 
What  cause? 
Sard.    What    cause?    true, —  fill   thf 
goblet  up ; 
We  will  not  think  of  them :  there  are  none 

such. 
Or  if  there  be,  they  are  gone. 

Altada.    Guests,  to  my  pledge! 
Down  on  your  knees,  and  drink  a  measure  to 
The  safety  of  the  king— the  monarch,  say  If 
The  god  Sardanapalus ! 

[Zame8  and  the  Crueete  kneel  ^  and 

exclaim — 
Mightier  than 
His  father  Baal,  the  god  Sardanapalus! 
[It  thundere  a$  they  kneel;  tome 
start  up  in  confuaiam. 
Zamee.    Why  do  ye  rise,  my  friends?  In 
that  strong  peal 
His  father -gods  consented. 

Myrrha,    Menaced,  rather. 
King,  wilt  thou  bear  this  mad  impiety? 
Sard.    Impiety?— nay,  if  the  sires  who 
reign'd 
Before  me  can  be  gods,  Fll  not  disgrace 
Their  lineage.  But  arise,  my  pious  friend*. 
Hoard  your   devotion   for   the  thunderer 

there: 
I  seek  but  to  be  loved,  not  worshipped. 

Altada.    Both— 
Both  you  must  ever  be  by  all  true  subjects. 
Sard.    Methinks  the  thunders  still  in- 
crease: it  is 
An  awful  night. 

Myrrha.    Oh  yes,  for  those  who  have 
No  palace  to  protect  their  worship|fers. 
Sard.    That*s  true,    my  Myrrha;  and 
could  I  convert 
My  realm   to  one  wide  shelter    for  the 

wretched, 
rd  do  it. 

Myrrha.  Thou*rt  no  god,  then,  net  to  be 
Able  to  work  a  will  so  good  and  general, 
As  thy  wish  would  imply. 

Sard.    And  your  gods,  then. 
Who  can,  and  do  not  ? 

Myrrha.    Do  not  speak  of  that. 
Lest  we  provoke  them. 

Sard.    True,  they  love  not  censure 
Better  than  mortals.    Friends,  a  thought 

has  struck  me  i 
Were  there  no  temples,  would  there,  think 

ye,  be 
Air-worshippers — that  is,  when  it  is  angry, 
And  pelting  as  even  now  ? 

Myrrha.    The  Persian  prays 
Upon  his  mountain. 
Sard.    Yes,  when  the  son  shines. 


SARDAMAFAItUa 


481 


M^rrka.    And  I  would  ask  If  thii  your 
palace  were 
Unroofd  and  desolate,  how  many  flatterers 
Would  lick  the  dust  ia  which  the  king  lay 
low? 

Altada,  The  fair  Ionian  is  too  sarcastic 
Upon  a  nation  whom  she  knows  not  well ; 
The  Assyrians  know  no  pleasure  but  their 

king*s. 
And  homaffo  is  their  pride. 

Sard,    ^ay«  pardon,  guests. 
The  fair  Greek's  readiness  of  speech. 

Aliada.    Pardon!  sire: 
We  honour  her  of  all  things  next  to.  thee; 
Hark!  what  was  that? 

Zame».    Thai!  nothing  but  the  jar 
Of  distani  portals  shaken  by  the  wind. 

Altada.    It  sounded  like  the  clash  of — 
hark  again ! 

7kttme§,  The  big  rain  pattering  on  the  roof. 

Sard.    No  more. 
Myrrha,  my  love ,  hast  thou  thy  shell  in 

order? 
Sing  me  a  song  of  Sappho,  her,  thou  knowst, 
Who  in  thy  country  tlirew — 

Enter  Pinia,  with  his  sword  and  garmentg 
bloody,  and  disordered.    The  GucstM  rite  in 

confusion. 

Panla  (to  the  gtiards).  Look  to  the  portals; 
And  with  your  best  speed   to   the  wall 

without 
Your  arms !  To  arms !  The  king's  in  danger. 

Monarch ! 
Excuse  this  haste, — 'tis  faith. 

Sard.    Speak  on. 

Pania.    It  is 
AsSalenenes  fear'd ;  the  faithless  satraps — 

Sard.    You   are  wounded  —  give    some 
wine.    Take  breath,  good  Pania. 

Pania.  Tis  nothing — a  mere  flesh-wound, 
1  am  worn 
More  with  my  speed  to  warn  my  soTereign, 
Than  hurt  in  his  defence. 

Mfrrha.     Well,  sir,  the  rebels. 

Pania.    Soon  as    Arbaces   and  Beleses 
reach'd 
Their  stations  in  the  city,  they  refused 
To  march:  and  on  my  attempt  to  use  the 

power 
Which  I  was  delegated  with,  they  call'd 
Upon  their  troop8,who  rose  in  fierce  defiance. 

Myrrha.     All? 

Pania.    Too  many. 

Sard,    Spare  not  of  thy  free  speech 
To  spare  mine  ears  the  truth. 

Pania.    My  own  slight  guard 
Were  faithful-and  what's  left  of  it  is  still  so. 

Myrrha.  And  are  these  all  the  force  ftill 
faithful? 

Pania.     No — 
The  Bactrians,  now  led  on  by  Salemenei, 
Who  eren  then  was  on  his  w^y,  still  urged 
Ily  strong  suspicion  of  tlie  Median  chiefs. 
Are  numerous,  and  make  strong  head  against 


The  rebels,   fighting  Inch  by  inch*    mnd 

forming 
An  orb  arouad  the  palace,  where  they  mean 
To  centre  all  their  force,  and  save  the  king. 
(06  hesitatesj^    1  am  charged  to-~ 
Myrrha,    'TIS  no  time  for  hesitation. 
Pania.    Prince  Salemeaes  doth  implore 
the  king 
To  arm  himself,  although  but  for  a  moment, 
And  show  himself  unto  the  soldiers:  his 
Sole  presence  in  this  instant  might  do  more 
Than  hoata  can  do  In  his  behalf. 

Sard.    What,  ho! 
My  armour  there. 

Myrrha.    And  wilt  thou? 
Sard.    WUl  I  not? 
Ho,  therel^But  seek  not  for  the  buckler ;  'tis 
Too  heuTy :— a  light  cuirass  and  my  sword. 
Where  are  the  rebels? 

Pania,    Scarce  a  furlong's  length 
From  the  outward  wall  the  fiercest  conflict 
rages. 
.Sard,  iKea  1  may  charge  on  horseback. 
Sfero,  bo! 
Order  ray  horse  out — There  is  space  enongh 
Etcu  in  our  courts,  and  by  the  outer  gate, 
To  marshal  half  the  horsemen  of  Arabia. 

[Exit  Sfero  for  the  armour. 
Myrrha.    How  I  do  love  thee ! 
Stu-d,    I  ne'er  doubted  it. 
Myrrha,    But  now  1  know  thee. 
Sard,  (to  his  jittendani}  Bring  down  my 
spear,  too. — 
Where's  SaleoMBos? 

Pania.    Where  a  soldier  should  be, 
In  the  thick  of  th«  fight 

Sard,    Then  hasten  to  him— Is 
The  path  still  open,  and  commnnlcation 
Left  'twist  the  palace  and  the  phalanx? 

Pania,    rTwas 
When  I  late  left  him,  and  I  hare  no  fear: 
Our  troops  were  steady,  and  the  phalanx 
form'd. 
Sard,    Tell  him  to  spare  his  person  for 
the  present. 
And  that  I  will  not  spare  my  own— and  say, 
I  come. 
Pania,  There's  rictory  in  the  very  word. 

[Esit  Pania. 
Sard,  Altada— Zames— forth  and  arm  ye! 
There 
Is  all  in  readiness  in  the  armoury. 
See  that  the  women  are  bestow'd  in  safety 
In  the  remote  apartments:  let  a  guard 
Be  set  before  them,  with  strict  charge  to  quit 
The  post  but  with  their  liTes-— command  it, 

Zames. 
Altada,  arm  yourself,  and  return  here ; 
Your  post  is  near  our  person. 

[Exeunt  Zames,  Altmda,  and  aU  save 
Myrrha, 


Enter 


and  others   with  the  Kings 
Arms. 


Sferw,    King!  your  armour. 
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Sard,  (^anrtlng  Almteff)  GWe  me  the 
ciiinuf— ««* :  pij  baldric;  now 
My  tword :  I  had  forrot  the  helm,  where 

is  it? 
That*!  well— no,  ^is  too  heavy:  yon  mis- 
take, too — 
It  was  not  this  I  meant,  but  that  which  bears 
A  diadem  aronnd  it. 

Sfero,    Sire,  1  deem*d 
That  too  conspicuous  from  the  precious 

stones 
To  risk  yonr  sacred  brow  beneath— and, 

trust  me, 
This  is  of  better  metal,   though  lest  rich. 
Sard,    You  deem'd !  Are  you  too  tum'd 
a  rebel V  Fellow! 
Your  part  is  to  obey:  retnm,  and— no ^ 
It  is  too  late— I  will  go  forth  without  it 
Sfero.    At  least  wear  this. 
Sard.     Wear  Caucasus!  why,  'tit 
A  mountain  on  my  temples. 
Sfero.    Sire,  the  meanest 
Soldier  goes  not  forth  thus  exposed  to  battle. 
All  men  will  recognize  you— for  the  storm 
lias  ceased,  and  Uie  moon  breaks  forth  in 
her  brightness. 
)Saftf .  I  go  forth  to  be  recognised,  and  thus 
Shall  be  so  sooner.    Now— my  spear!  I^m 
arm*d. 
[In  fl^oing  »top9  Bhort,  and  turns  to  Sfero, 
Sfero— I  had  forgotten— bring  the  mirror. 
•Syero.     The  mirror,  sire? 
Sard.    Yes,  sir,  of  polished  brass. 
Brought  fn»m  tlie  spoils  of  India — but  be 
speedy.  [Ksit  Sfero. 

Myrrha,  retire  unto  a  place  of  safety. 
\¥hy  went  yon  not  forth  with  the  other 
damsels? 
Mprha,    Because  my  place  is  here. 
Sard.    And  when  I  am  gone— 
Myrrha,    I  follow. 
Sard,     You!  to  battle? 
Myrrha.    If  it  were  so, 
Twere  not  the  first  Greek  girl  had  trod  the 

path. 
I  will  await  here  yonr  return, 

Sard.    The  place 
Is  spacious,  and  the  first  to  be  songlit  out. 
If  they  prevail ;  and,  if  it  should  be  so, 
And  1  return  not — 

Myrrha.    Still,  we  meet  again. 
Sard.     How? 

Myrrha^    In   the  spot  where   all   must 
meet  at  last- 
In  Hades !  if  there  be,  as  I  believe, 
A  shore  beyond  the  Styx ;  and  if  there  be  not. 
In  ashes. 

Sard.    Barest  thou  so  much? 
Myrrha.    I  dare  all  things. 
Except  survive  what  I  have  loved,  to  be 
A  rebeFs  booty :  forth,  and  do  your  bravest 

Re'Cnter  Sfero  with  the  mirror. 

Sard.  (looking  at  himself )  This  cuirass  fits 
me  well,  the  baldric  better. 


i 
And  the  helm  not  at  all.  Methinka,  I  Mem 
[Flings  away  the  hehnet  after  trying 

it  again. 
Passing  well  in  these  toys;  and  sow  to 

prove  them. 
Altada!  Whereas  Altada? 

Sfero,     Waiting,  sire. 
Without:  he  has  your  shield  in  midiaess. 
Sard,    True ;   1  forget  he  ii  my  shield- 
bearer 
By  right  of  blood,  derived  from  age  to  age. 
Myrrha  embrace  me;  yet  once  more — once 

more— 
Love  UM,  whate*er  betide.  My  chief  est  glory 
Shall  be  to  make  me  worthier  of  your  love. 
Myrrka.    Go  forth,  and  conquer! 

[Exeunt  Sardanapalu*  and  S^ert. 

Now,  I  am  alone. 
All  are  gone  forth,  and  of  that  all  how  few 
Perhaps  retnm.  Let  him  but  vanquish,  and 
Me  perish!  If  he  vanquish  not,  I  peridi; 
For  I  will  not  outlive  him.  He  has  wound 
About  ray  heart,  I  know  not  how  nor  why. 
Not   for   that  he    is  king;    for  now  his 

kingdom 
Rocks  underneath  hu  throne,  and  the  earth 

yawns 
To  yield  him  no  more  of  it  than  a  grave; 
And  yet  I  love  him  more.  Oh,  mighty  Jove! 
Forgive  this  monstrous  love  for  a  barbariaa, 
Whoknows  not  of  Olympus:  y  es,  I  love  hiai 
Now,  now,  far  more  than— Hark— to  the 

war-shout! 
Methinks  it  nears  me.    If  it  should  be  so, 
[She  draws  forth  a  small  vial. 
This  cunning  Colcliian  poison,  which  mj 

father 
Learned  to  compound  on  Enxine  shores,  aid 

taught  me 
How  to  preserve,  shall  free  me!    It  had 

freed  me 
Long  ere  this  hour,  but  that  I  loved,  until 
I  half  forgot  I  was  a  slave:— where  all 
Are  slaves  save  one,  and  proud  of  servitude. 
So  tlicy  are  served  in  turn  by  somethuig 

lower 
In  the  degree  of  bondage,  we  forget 
That  shackles  worn  like  omamente  no  less 
Are  chains.     Again  that  shout!  and  now 

the  clash 
Of  arms— and  now— and  now — 

Enter  Altada. 

Mtada.    Ho,  Sfero,  ho! 
Myrrha,    He  is  not  here ;  what  woaldsi 
tliou  with  him?  How 
Goes  on  the  conflict? 
Altada,    Bubiously  and  fieieely. 
Myrrha,    And  the  king? 
Mtada.    Like  a  king.  I  nsust  find  Sfero, 
And  bring  him  a  new  spear  and  his  own 

helmet 
He  fights  till  BOW  bare-beaded,  and  by  fitf 
Too  much  exposed.  The  toidiera  knew  his 
face. 
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And  Ihc  foe  too;  tnd  In  the  moon's  broad 

liffht, 
His  silk  tinra  nod  his  flowing^  hair 
Make  him  a  mark  too  royal.    ETory  arrow 
Id  pointed  at  the  fair  hair  and  fair  features, 
And  the  bnmd  fillet  which  crowns  both. 

Myrrha.    Ye  gods. 
Who  fulmine  o'er  my  fathers'  land,  protect 

him!      / 
Were  you  sent  by  the  king? 

AUada,    By  Salemenes, 
Who  sent  me  privily  upon  this  charge, 
Witfaont    the  knowledge   of  the  careless 

soToreign. 
The  king!  the  king  fights  aii  he  rerels!  ho! 
What,  Sfero !  I  will  seek  the  armoury. 
He  most  be  there.  [Rsit  Miada. 

Myrha,     ^is  no  dishonour — no~- 
1'is  no  dishonour  to  have  loved  this  man. 
I  almost  wish  now,  what  I  nerer  wish*d 
Before,  that  he  were  Grecian.    If  Alcides 
Were  shamed  in  wearing  Lydian  Omphale's 
She-garb,  and  wielding  her  vile  distalf ; 

surely 
He,  who  springs  up  a  Hercules  at  once, 
Nnrscd  in  efleminate  arts  from  youth  to 

manhood. 
And  rushes  from  the  banquet  to  the  battle, 
Ah  though  it  were  a  bed  of  lore,  deserves 
I'liat  a  Greek  girl  should  be  his  paramour, 
And  a  Greek  bard  hisminstrel,  a  Greek  tomb 
His  monument.    How  goes  the  strife,  sir? 

Enter  an  Officer, 

Officer.    Lost, 
Lost  almost  past  recovery.  ZamesI  Wliere 
Is  Zamc'S? 

Myrrka.  Posted  with  the  guard  appointed 
To  M  atch  before  the  apartment  of  the  women. 

[Kxit  Officer, 
Myrrha,     Hc*s  gone;   and  told  no  more 

than  that  all's  lost ! 
What  need  have  I  to  know  more?  In  those 

words. 
Those  little  words,  a  kingdom  and  a  king, 
A  line  of  tliirteen  ages,  and  the  lives 
Of  thousands,  and  the  Turtuno  of  all  left 
With  life,  are  merged :  and  I,   too,   with 

the  grent. 
Like  a  small  bubble  breaking  with  the  wave 
Which  bore  it,  shall  be  nothlngi:'iAl  the 

least  \nt 

My  fale  is  in  my  keeping:  no  proud  victor 
Shall  count  me  with  his  spoils. 

Enter  Pa^ia. 

Pania.    Away  with  mc, 
j^Iyrrlm,  without  delay ;  we  must  not  lose 
A  moment— all  that's  left  us  now. 

Murrha.     The  king? 

Pania.     Sent  me  here   to  conduct  yon 
hence,  beyond 
The  river,  by  a  secret  passage. 

Mtirrka.     Then 
He  lives — 


Ptmia.  And  chargedme  to  fecnreyour  life. 
And  beg  you  to  live  on  for  his  sake,  till 
He  can  rejoin  yon. 

Myrrha.     Will  he  then  give  way  ? 

Pania.    Not  till  the  last.    Still,  still  ho 
does  whate'er 
Despair  can  do ;  and  step  by  step  disputes 
The  very  palace. 

Myrrka.    They  are  here,  then :— ay , 
Their  shouts  come   ringing   through  the 

ancient  halls, 
Xerer  profaned  by  rebel  echoes  till 
This  fatal  night  Farewell,  Assyria's  line ! 
Farewell  to  idl  of  Nimrod !  Even  the  name 
Is  now  no  more. 

Pmmia.    Away  with  me^away ! 

Myrrka.  No;  I'll  die  here!— Away,  and 
tell  your  king 
I  loTod  him  to  tho  last. 

Enter  SaadanapaIiUS  and  SAibBMB^ns  with 
Soldicn.  Pa!«ia  quitM  Myabha,  and  ranges 
himself  with  them. 

Sard.    Since  it  is  thns. 
We'll  die  where  we  were  bom— in  onr  own 

halls. 
Serry    your  ranks-— stand   firm.     I  have 

despatched 
A  trusty  satrap  for  the  guard  of  Zames, 
All  fresh  and  faithful ;  they'll  be  here  anon. 
All  is  not  over.— Pania,  look  to  Myrrha. 
[Pania  returns  towards  Myrrha. 
Sal,    We  have  breathing  time :   yet  one 
more  charge,  my  friends- 
One  for  Assyria ! 

Sard.    Rather  say  for  Bactria ! 
My  faithful  Bactrians,  I  will  henceforth  be 
King  of  your  nation,  and  we'll  hold  together 
This  realm  as  province. 
Sal.    Hark!  they  come —they  come. 

Enter  Bxlbses  and  Abiacbs  with  the  Rebels. 

Arhaees.    Set  on,  we  have  them  in  the 

toil.    Charge!  Charge! 
Seleses.    On !  on !— Heaven  fights  for  us 
and  with  ns.^On ! 
[They  charge  the  King  and  Salemenes 
with  their  Troops^  who  defend  them- 
selves  till  the  arrival  of  Zames  with 
the  Guard  htfore  tncntioncd.   The  Re- 
bels are  then  driven  off,  and  pursued 
by  Salemenes^  etc.  As  the  King  it  going 
to  join  the  pursuit,  Uelests  crosses  him. 
Belescs.   Ho!  tyrant— /will  end  this  war. 
Sard.    Even  so. 
My  warlike  priest,  and  precious  prophet,  and 
Grateful  and  trusty  subject: — ^yii-ld,  1  pray 

thee. 
I  would  resorre  thee  for  a  fitter  doom. 
Rather  than  dip  my  hands  in  holy  blood. 
Beleses.    Thine  honr  is  come. 
Sard.    No,  thine.— I've  lately  read. 
Though  but  a  young  astrologer,  the  stars; 
And  ranging  round  the  lodiac,  foaad  thy 
fate 
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In  the  flgn  of  theScorploii,  whick  proclatmf 
That  thoa  wilt  now  be  cruahM. 
Bele»e9.    Bat  not  hj  thee. 

[7%esf  fight;  Bele$e9  i$  wounded  and 
ditarmed, 
Sard,  (rmMtng  hi$  tward  to  despatch  him 
eselaime—') 
Now  call  upon  thy  planeti,  will  they  shoot 
From  the  tky  to  preter?e  their  eeer  and 
credit? 
[A  party  of  Rehels  enter  and  reecue 
Beleaes,  They  aetaU  the  Kimg,  «A#, 
in  turn^  ie  rescued  by  a  party  of 
hU  Soldiers,  who  drive  the  Behele  q^. 
The  villain  was  a  prophet  after  all. 
Upon  them — ho !  there— Tictory  it  onrf. 

[Rxit  in  pursuit, 

Myrrha  (to  Pania').  Purtue!  Why«tand«t 

thou  here,  and  lenTett  the  ranlu 

Of  fellow-foldiers  conquering  without  thee  ? 

Pania,    The  king*!  command  waa  not  to 

quit  thee. 
Myrrha,     Mel 
Think  not  of  me — a  tingle  foldier^s  arm 
Must  not  be  wanting  now.  1  ask  no  guard, 
1  need  no  guard :  what,  with  a  world  at  utake, 
Keep  watch  upon  a  woman?  Hence,  I  lay, 
Or  thou  art  shamed !  Nay,  then,  /  will  go 

forth, 
A  feeble  female,  'midst  their  deiperate  itrlfe, 
And  bid  thee  guard  me  there — where  thoa 

shouldft  shield 
Thy  sovereign.  [Fait  Myrrha, 

Pania,    Yet  stay,  damsel  I  She  is  gone. 
If  aught  of  ill  betide  her,  better  I 
'  Had  lost  my  life.    Sardanapalnt  holds  her 
Far  dearer  than  his  kingdom,  yet  he  fights 
For  that  too;  and  can  f  do  less  than  him. 
Who  never  fleshed  a  scimitar  till  now  ? 
Myrriia,  return,  and  I  obey  you,  though 
In  disobedience  to  the  monarch. 

[Exit  Pania, 

Enter  Altava,  and  SFsao  "by  an  opposite  door. 

Altada,    Myrrha ! 
What,  gone?  yet  she  was  here  when  the 

fight  raged. 
And  Pania  also.    Can  aught  have  befallen 
them? 
Sfero,    I  saw  both  safe,  when  late  the 
rebels  fled: 
Thev  probably  are  but  retired  to  make 
Their  way  back  to  the  harem. 

^foifa.    If  the  king 
Prove  victor,  as  it  seems  even  now  he  must. 
And  miss  his  own  Ionian,  we  are  doomM 
To  worse  than  captive  rebels. 
Sfero,    Let  us  trace  them; 
She  cannot  be  fled  far;  and,  found,  she 

makes 
A  richer  prise  to  our  soft  sovereign 
Than  his  recovered  kingdom. 

jiltada,    Baal  himself 
Ne*er  fought  nmn  fiercely  to  win  empire, 
than 


His  silken  son  to  save  It  i  he  deflao 

All  augury  of  foes  or  friends;  and  like 
The  close  and  sultry  summer's  day,  which 

bodes 
A  twilight-tempest,  bursts  forth  ia  such 

thunder 
As  sweeps  the  air  and  delngee  the  earth. 
The  man^s  inscrutable. 

Sfero:    Not  more  than  others. 
Ail  are  the  sons  of  circumstance ;  away— 
Let's  seek  the  slave  out,  or  prepare  to  be 
Tortured  for  his  infatuation,  and 
Coademn-d  without  a  crime.  [Kjrcanf. 

Enter  SALsanxas  and  Soldiers, 

Sal,    The  triumph  ia 
Flattering:  they  are  beaten  backward  from 

the  palace. 
And  we  have  opened  regular  access 
To  the  troops  stationed  on  the  otlier  side 
Euphrates,  who  may  still  be  true;  aaj, 

must  be, 
When  they  hear  of  our  victory.  But  where 
Is  the  chief  victor?  where's  the  king? 

Enter  Sardanapalus,   rum    suis,  and 

MvRBflA. 

Sard.    Here,  brother. 
SaL    Unhurt,  I  hope. 
Sard.    Not  quite ;  but  let  it  puss. 
We've  cleared  the  palace— 

Sal,    And,  I  trust,  the  city. 
Our  numbers  gather;  and  I  have  ordered 

onward 
A  cloud  of  Parthians,  hitherto  reserved. 
All  fresh  and  fiery,  to  be  ponr'd  upon  them 
In  their  retreat,  which  soon  will  be  a  flighL 
Sard.     It  is  already,    or  at  least  they 
march'd 
Faster     than    I    could    follow    with  my 

Bactrlans, 
Who  spared  no  speed.     I  am  spent;  give 
me  a  seat. 
Sal,    There  stands  the  throne,  sire. 
Sard,    Tis  no  place  to  rest  on. 
For  mind  nor  body :  let  me  have  ■  eourh, 

[They  place  m 
A  peasant's  stool,  I  care  not  whats  so^i 
I  breathe  more  freely. 

Sal..   This  great  hour  haa  proved 
Thejirightestand  most  glorious  of  your  life. 
Sard.    And  tlie  most  tiresome.     Where's 
I -my  cup-bearer? 
Bring  me  some  water. 

SaL  isaUling)  Tis  the  first  time  he 
Ever  had  such  an  order:  even  I, 
Your  most  austere  of  counsellors,  would  now 
Suggest  a  purpler  beverage. 
Sard.    Blood -doubtless. 
But  there's  enough  of  that  shed ;  um  for  winf , 
I  have  lenm'd  to-night  the  prica  of  the 

pure  element: 
Thrice  have  I  draak  of  it,  and  thrice  renew'd, 
With  greater  strength  than  the  grape  ever 
gave  me. 
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if  J  charge  «poii  the  rehelf .     Whereli  the 

soldier 
Who  gave  me  water  in  hU  helmet? 

One  of  the  GnariU.    Slain,  aire ! 
An  arrow  pierced  hi*  brain,  while,  scattering 
I'he  last  drops  from  his  helm,  he  stood  in  act 
To  place  it  on  his  brows. 

Sard,    Slain!  unrewarded! 
And  slain  to  serve  mj  thirst  t  that^f  hard, 

poor  slave ! 
ilad  he  bat  lived,   I  would  have  gorged 

him  with 
Gold :  all  tlie  gold  of  earth  could  ne'er  repay 
The  pleasure  of  that  draught;  for  I  was 

parched 
As  I  am  now.    [They  bring  water — he  drinka. 

I  live  again— from  henceforth 
The  goblet  I  reserve  for  hours  of  love, 
Unt  war  on  water. 

Sal.    And  that  bandage,  sire, 
Which  girds  your  arm? 

Sard,    A  scratch  from  brave  Beleses. 

Myrrha,    Oh  !  he  is  wounded ! 

Sard,    Not  too  much  of  that; 
And  yet  it  feels  a  little  stiff  and  painful, 
\ow  1  am  cooler. 

Myrrha.    You  have  bound  it  with~ 

Sard,  'llie  fillet  of  my  diadem :  the  first 
time 
That  ornament  was  ever  aught  to  me 
Save  an  incumbrance. 

Myrrha  (Jo  the  Mtendanti).     Summon 
spcMlily 
A  leech  of  the  most  skilful :  pray,  retire ; 
I  will  unbind  your  wound  and  tend  it 

Sard.     Do  so. 
For  now  it  throbs  sufficiently :  but  what 
Knowst  thou  of  wounds?  yet  wherefore  do 

I  ask? 
Knowst  thou,  my  brother,  where  I  lighted  on 
This  minion? 

Sal.    Herding  with  the  other  females, 
Like  frightened  antelopes. 

Sard.    No:  like  the  dam 
Of  the  young  lion,  femininelv  raging, 
(And  femininely  meaneth  furiously. 
Because  all  passions  in  excess  are  female) 
Against  the  hunter  flying  with  her  cub. 
She  urged  on  with  her  voice  and  gesture  and 
Her  floating  hair  and  flashing   eyes  the 

soldiers 
In  the  pursuit. 

Sal.    Indeed ! 

Sard.    You  see,  this  night 
Made  warriors  of  more  than  me.    I  paused 
To  look  upon  her,  and  her  kindled  cheek ; 
Her  large  black  eyes,  that  flashed  through 

her  long  hair 
As  it  stream^  o*er  her;  her  blue  veins  that 

rose 
Along   her   roost  transparent   brow;   her 

nostril 
Dilated  from  its  synmietry;  her  lips 
Apart;   her  voice  that  clove  through  all 
the  din, 


As  a  Inte^  pieiceth  thvovgh  the  eymbaTs 

clash, 
Jarr'd  bnt  not  drowuM  by  the  loud  bat- 
tling; her 
Waved  arms,    more  dasaling  with  their 

own-bom  whiteness 
Than  tlie  steel  her  hand  held,  which  she 

caught  up 
From  a  dead   soldier's  grasp;  all    these 

things  made 
Her  seem  unto  the  troops  a  prophetess 
Of  victory,  or  Victory  herself. 
Come  down  to  hail  us  hers. 

Sal.  (ande)  This  is  too  much: 
Again  the  love-fit*s  on  him,  and  alFs  lost. 
Unless  we  turn  his  thoughts. 

(Aloud.^    But  pray  thee,  sire. 
Think  of  your  wound — ^yon  said  even  now 
Uwas  painful. 
Suril.    That* s  true,  too ;  but  I  must  not 

think  of  it. 
SaL    I  have  looked  to  all  things  needful, 
and  will  now 
Receive  reports  of  progress  made  in  such 
Orders  as  I  had  given,  and  then  return 
To  hear  your  further  pleasure. 
Sard.    Be  it  so. 
Std,  (in  retiring)  Myrrha! 
Myrrha.    Prince ! 

Sal,    You  have  shown  a  soul  to-night, 
Which,    were  he  not  my  suter*s  lord— 

But  now 
I  have  no  time:  thou  lov'ft  the  king? 

Myrrha.    I  love 
Sardanapa|tas. 
Sal.     But  wouldst  have  him  king  still  ? 
Myrrha.  I  would  not  have  him  less  than 

what  he  should  be. 
Sal.    Well,  then,  to  have  him  king,  and 
yours,  and  all 
He  should,  or  should  not  be ;  to  have  him  live. 
Let  him  not  sink  back  into  luxury. 
You  have  more  power  upon  his  spirit  thaa 
Wisdom    within    these    walls,    or   fierce 

rebellion 
Raging  without:  look  well  that  he  relapse 
not. 
Myrrha.    There  needed  not  the  voice  of 
Salemenes 
To  urge  me  on  to  this:  I  will  not  fail. 
All  that  a  woman's  weakness  can— 

Sal.    Is  power 
Omnipotent  o'er  such  a  heart  as  his ; 
Exert  it  wisely.  [Exit  Salemenet. 

Sard.    Myrrha !  what,  at  whispers 
With  my  stem  brother?  I  shall  soon  be 
jealous. 
Myrrha  (smilingy  Yon  have  cause,  sire; 
for  on  the  earth  Uiere  breathes  not 
A  man  more  worthy  of  a  woman^  love — 
A  soldier's  trust — a  subject's  reverence— 
A  king's  esteem— the  whole  world's  admi- 
ration ! 
Sard.    Praise  him,  bnt  not  fo  wamly. 
I  most  not 
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Hesr  thote  fweet  II  pa  grow  eloqaent  in 

aught 
That  throwg  me  into  shade ;  yet  you  speak 
tmth. 
Myrrha,    And  now  retire,  to  have  your 
wound  look*d  to. 
Pray  lean  on  me. 
Sard.    Yes,  loye!  but  not  from  pain. 

[fixeufit  omnea, 

ACT    IV. 

SCENE  /.— Sardanapalvs  discovered  sleep- 
ing upon  a  couchj  and  occasionally  dis- 
turbed in  his  slumbers,  with  Mtrbha 
watching, 

Myrrha.     I  have  stolen  upon  his  rest, 

if  re«t  it  be. 
Which  thus  convulses   slnmber:  shall  I 

wake  him? 
No,  he  seems  calmer.  Oh,  thou  God  of  quiet ! 
Whose  reign  is  u^er  seal'd  eyelids  and  soft 

dreams. 
Or  deep,  deep  sleep,  so  as  to  be  unfathomM, 
Look  like  thy  brother,  Death— so  still— so 

stirless— 
For  then  we  are  happiest,  as  it  may  be,  we 
Are  happiest  of  all  within  the  realm 
Of  thy  stem,  silent,  and  unwakening  twin. 
Again  he  moves — again  the  play  of  pain 
Shoots  o^er  his  features,  as  the  sudden  gust 
Cri§ps  the  reluctant  lake  that  lay  so  calm 
Beneath  the  mountain-shadow ;  or  the  blast 
Ruffles  the  autumn-leaves,   that  drooping 

cling 
Faintly  and    motionless    to    their    lo^ed 

boughs. 
I  must  awake  him— yet  not  yet:  who  knows 
From  what  I  rouse  him?  It  seems  pain; 

but  if 
I  quicken  him  to  heavier  pain?  The  fever 
Of  this  tumultuous  night,  the  grief  too  of 
His  wound,  though  slight,  may  cause  all 

this,  and  shake 
Me  more  to  see  than  him  to  suffer.    No: 
Let  Nature  use  her  own  maternal  means. 
And  1  await  to  second  not  disturb  her. 
Sard,  (awakening^  Not  so— although  ye 

multiplied  the  stars. 
And  gave  them  to  me  as  a  realm  to  share 
From  you  and  with  you !  I  would  not  so 

purchase 
Tlie  empire  of  eternity.    Hence — hence — 
Old  hunter  of  the  earliest  brutes !  and  ye, 
Who  hunted  fellow-creatures  as  if  brutes ; 
Once  bloody  mortals — and  now  bloodier 

idols. 
If  your  priests  lie  not!  And  thou,  ghastly 

beldame ! 
Dripping  with  dusky  gore,  and  trampling  on 
The  carcasses  of  Inde-  away !  away ! 
Where  am  1?  Where  the  spectres?  Where— 

No— tliat 
Is  no  false  phantom :  I  should  know  it  'midst 


All  that  the  dead  dare  gloomily  nise  np 
From  their  black  gulf  to  daunt  the  living. 
Mjrrrha! 
Myrrha.    Alas!  thou  art  pale,    and  on 
thy  brow  the  drops 
Gather  like  night-dew.  My  beloved,  huA— 
Calm  thee.    Thy  speech  seems  of  another 

world. 
And  thou  art  loved  of  tliis.  Be  of  good  cheer; 
All  will  go  well. 

Sard.    Thy  hand— BO^'tU  thy  hand; 
Tis  flesh;  grasp — clasp— yet  closer,  till 

I  feel 
Myself  that  which  I  was. 

Myrrha.    At  least  know  me 
For  what  I  am,  and  ever  must  be— thine. 
Sard.    I  know  it  now.    I  know  this  life 
again. 
Ah,  Myrrha !  I  have  been  where  we  shall  be. 
Myrrha.    My  lord! 

Sard.     Tve  been   i*  the    grave— where 
worms  are  lords. 
And  kings  are — But  I  did  not  deem  it  so; 
I  thought  *twas  nothing. 

Myrrha.    So  it  is;  except 
Unto  the  timid,  who  anticipate 
That  which  may  never  be. 
Sard.    Oh,  MjTrha!  if 
Sleep  shows  such  things,  what  may  not 
death  disclose? 
Myrrha.  I  know  no  evil  death  can  show, 
which  life 
Has  not  already  shown  to  those  who  live 
Embodied  longest.    If  there  be  indeed 
A  shore,  where  mind  survives,  Uwill  be  as 

mind 
All  unincorporate :  or  if  there  flits 
A  shadow  of  this  cumbrous  clog  of  clay. 
Which  stalks,  methinks,  between  our  sonli 

and  heaven, 
And  fetters  us  to  eartli—  at  least  tlie  phantom. 
Whatever  it  have  to  fear,  will  not  fear  death. 
Sard.    I  fear  it  not ;  but  I  havo  felt- 
have  seen  — 
A  legion  of  the  dead. 

Myrrha.    And  so  have  I. 
The  dust  we  tread  upon  was  once  alive. 
And  wretched.     But  proceed :    what  hast 

thou  seen? 
Speak  it,  'twill  lighten  thy  dimmed  niad. 
Sard.    Methought—  i 

Myrrha.    Vet  pause,  thou  Vft  tired — in 
pain— exhausted;  all 
Which  can  impair  both  strength  and  spirit: 

seek 
Rather  to  sleep  again. 

Sard.    Not  now — I  would  not 
Dream ;  though  I  know  it  now  to  be  a  dream 
What  1  have  dreamt:— and  canst  thoa  bear 
to  hear  it? 
Myrrha.    I  can  bear  all  thingi,  dreams 
of  life  or  death. 
Which  I  participate  with  yo«,  ia  aembiince 
Or  full  reality. 
Sard.    And  this  looked  real. 
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I  tell  jon :  after  that  these  eyes  were  open, 
I  eaw  them  in  their  flight -for  then  they  fled. 
Myrrha,    Say  on. 

Sard.    I  saw,  that  is,  I  dreamM  myself 
Here — here— even  where  we  are,  guests  as 

we  were. 
Myself  a  host  thatdeem'd  himself  but  gnest, 
Willing  to  equal  all  in  social  freedom ; 
But,  on  my  right  hand  and  my  left,  instead 
Of    thee    and   Zames,   and   onr   customed 

meeting. 
Was  ranged  on  my  left  hand  a  haughty,  dark. 
And  deadly  face — I  could  not  recognize  it. 
Yet  I  had  seen  it,  though  I  knew  not  where; 
The  features  were  a  giant^s,  and  the  eye 
Was  still,  yet  lighted ;  his  long  locks  curPd 

down 
On  his  vast  bust,  whence  a  huge  quiver  rose 
With  shaft-heads  featherM  from  the  eaglets 

That  peeped  up  bristling  through  his  ser- 
pent-hair. 
I  invited  him  to  fill  the  cup  which  stood 
Between  us,  but  he  answered  not — I  fiU'd  it  — 
He  took  it  not,  but  stared  upon  roe,  till 
I  trembled  at  the  fix'd  glare  of  his  eyes 
I  frown'd  upon  him  as  a  king  should  frown  - 
He   frown'd  not  in  his   turn,   but  looked 

upon  me 
With  the  same  aspect,  which  appallM  me 

more. 
Because  it  changed  not,  and  I  tum*d  for 

refuge 
To  milder  guests,  and  sought  them  on  the 

right. 
Where  thou  wert  wont  to  be.    But — 

[He  pauset. 
Myrrha.    Wliat  instead? 
Sard.    In  thy  own  chair — thy  own  place 
in  the  banquet — 
I  flought  thy  sweet  face  in  the  circle— but 
IiMteul— a  gray-hair'd,  withered,   bloody- 
eyed, 
And  bloody-handed,  ghastly,  ghostly  thing, 
Female  in  garb,  andcrownM  upon  the  brow, 
FurrowM  with  years,  yet  sneering  with  the 

passion 
Of  vengeance,  leering  too  with  that  of  lust, 
Sate: — my  veins  curdled. 
Myrrha.    Is  this  all? 
Sard.     Upon 
Her  right  hand— her  lank,  bird-like  right 

hand— stood 
A  goblet,  bubbling  o'er  with  blood;  and  on 
Her  loft,  another,  fiU'd  with -what  I  saw 

not. 

But  turuM  from  it  and  her.    But  all  along 

The  table  sate  a  range  of  crowned  wretehes, 

Of  various  aspects,  but  of  one  expression. 

Myrrha.    And  felt  you  not  this  a  mere 

▼ision  ? 
Sard.    No : 
It  was  so  palpable,  I  could  have  touched 

them.  « 

I  turn'd  from  one  faea  to  anothar,  in 


The  hope  to  find  at  last  one  which  I  knew 
£re  I  saw  theirs :  but  no~nlI  turn'd  upon  me. 
And  stared,  but  neither  ate  nor  drank,  but 

stared. 
Till  I  grew  stone,  as  they  seem'd  half  to  be. 
Yet  breathing  stone,  for  1  felt  life  in  them. 
And  life  in  me:  there  was  a  horrid  kind 
Of  sympathy  between  us,  as  if  they 
Had  lost  a  part  of  death  to  come  to  me, 
And  I  the  half  of  life  to  sit  by  them. 
We  were  ui  an  existence  all  apart 
From  heaven  or  eartli — And  rather  let  me  see 
Death  all  than  such  a  being! 
Myrrha.     And  the  end? 
Sard.  At  last  I  sate  marble  as  they,  when 

rose 
The  hunter,  and  the  crew;    and  smiling 

on  nie— 
Yes,  the  enlarged  but  noble  aspect  of 
The  hunter  smiled  upon  me — I  eihould  say. 
His  lips,  for  his  eyes  moved  not— and  the 

woman^s 
Thin  lips  relaxed  to  something  like  a  smile. 
Both  rose,  and  the  crowned  figures  on  each 

hand 
Rose  als(»,  as  if  aping  their  chief  shades — 
Mere  mimics  even  in  death — but  I  sate  still: 
A  desperate  courage  crept  through  every 

limb, 
And  at  the  last  I  fearM  them  not^   but 

laughed 
Full  in  their  phantom-faces.    But  then  — 

then 
The  hunter  laid  his  hand  on  mine:  I  took  it. 
And  graspM  it  -  but  it  melted  from  my  own. 
While  he  too  vanished,  and  left  nothing  but 
The  memory  of  a  hero,  for  he  Iook*d  so. 
Myrrha.      And    was:    the   ancestor    of 

heroes,  too. 
And  thine  no  less. 

Sard.    Ay,  Myrrha,  but  the  woman. 
The  female  who  remaiuM,  she  flew  upon  me, 
And  burnt  my  lips  up  with  her  noisome 

kisses. 
And,  flinging  down  the  goblets  on  each  hand, 
Methought  their  poisons  flowM  around  us, 

till 
Each  formed  a  hideous  river.  Still  she  clung ; 
The  other  phantoms,  like  a  row  of  statues. 
Stood  dull  as  in  our  temples;  but  she  still 
Embraced  me,  while  I  shrunk  from  her, 

as  if. 
In  lieu  of  her  remote  descendant,  I 
Had  been  the  son  who  slew  her  for  her  incest. 
Then— then   a  chaos  of  ail-loathsome  things 
Throng'd  thick  and  shapeless:  I  was  dead, 

yet  feeling — 
Buried,    and   raised  again— consumed   by 

worms. 
Purged  by  the  flames,  and  wither'd  in  the  air! 
I  can  fix  nothing  further  of  my  thoughte. 
Save  diat  I  long'd  for  thee,  and  sought 

for  thee. 
In  all  these  agonies,  and  woke  and  found 

thee. 
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Biprka,    So  dialft  Uioii  fiod  me  erer  al 
UiT  fide, 
Here  and  hereafter,  if  the  laf t  may  be. 
Bat  think  not  of  thete  things— the  mere 

creations 
Of  late  eyents  acting  apon  a  frame 
Unnsed  to  toil,  jet  oyer-wronght  liy  toil 
Such  as  might  try  the  sternest 

Sard,    1  am  better. 
Now  that  I  see  thee  onee  more,  wkat  wa»  ieen 
Seems  nothing. 

Enter  Salbmbnbs. 

Sal.  Is  the  king  so  soon  awake  ? 

Sard,    Yes,  brother,  and  I  wonld  1  had 
not  slept ; 
For  all  the  predecessors  of  our  line 
Rose  up,methought,to  drag  me  down  to  them. 
My  fatlier  was  amongst  them,  too ;  but  he, 
I  know  not  why,  kept  from  me,  leaving  me 
Between  the  hunter- founder  of  our  race. 
And  her,  the  homicide  and  husband-killer, 
Whom  you  call  glorious. 

Sal.    So  I  term  you  also. 
Now  jou  have  shown  a  spirit  like  to  hers. 
By  day-break  I  propose  that  we  set  forth. 
And  charge  once  more  the  rebel- crew,  who 

still 
Keep  gathering  head,  repulsed,  but   not 
quite  queird. 

Sard.    How  wears  the  night? 

Sal.    There  yet  remain  some  hours 
Of  darkness :  use  them  for  your  further  rest. 

Sard,    No,  not  to-night,  if  'tis  not  gone: 
methought 
I  passM  hours  in  that  vision. 

Myrrha,    Scarcely  one ; 
I  wateh*d  by  you :  it  was  a  heavy  hour, 
But  an  hour  only. 

Sard.    Let  us  then  hold  council; 
To-morrow  we  set  forth. 

Sal.    But  ere  that  time, 
I  had  a  grace  to  seek. 

Sard.    Tis  granted. 

Sal,    Hear  it 
£re  you  reply  too  readily ;  and  'tis 
For  your  ear  only. 

Myrrha.    Prince,  I  take  my  leave. 

[Exit  Myrrha, 

Sal.    That  slave  deserves  her  freedom. 

Sard.    Freedom  only? 
That  slave  deserves  to  share  a  throne. 

Sal.    Your  patience — 
Tis  not  yet  vacant,  and  'tis  of  its  partner 
I  come  to  speak  with  you. 

Sard.    Howl  of  the  queen? 

Sal.    Even  so.     I  judged  it  fitting  for 
their  safety. 
That,  ere  the  dawn,  she  sets  forth  with  her 

children 
For  Paphlagonia,  where  our  kinsDumCotta 
Governs ;  and  there  at  all  events  secure 
My  nephews  and  your  sons  their  lives,  and 

with  them 
Their  just  pretensions  to  the  crown,  in  case  ^ 


Sard.    I  perish— as   it  probables   well 
thought— 
Let  them  set  forth  with  a  sure  escort 

Sal,    That 
Is  all  provided,  and  the  gaUey  ready 
To  drop  down  the  Euphrates;  bat  ere  they 
Depart,  will  you  not  see— 

Sard,    My  sons?  It  may 
Unman  my  heart,  and  the  poor  boys  will 

weep; 
And  what  can  I  reply  to  comfort  thet^i. 
Save  with  some  hollow  hopes,  and  ill-won 

smiles  ? 
You  know  1  cannot  feign. 

Sal.    But  you  can  feel; 
At  least,  I  trust  so :  in  a  word,  the  qneen 
Requests  to  see  you  ere  you  part—  for  ever. 

Sard,    Unto  what  end?  what  purpose? 
I  will  grant 
Aught— all  that  she  can  ask— bat  such  a 
meeting. 

Sal.    You    know,    or  ought    to    know, 
enough  of  women, 
Since  you  have  studied  them  so  steadily, 
That  what  thev  ask  in  aught  that  touches  on 
The  heart,  is  dearer  to  their  feelings  or 
Their  fancy,  than  the  whole  external  world. 
I  think  as  you  do  of  my  sister's  wish ; 
But  'twas  her  wish  —  she  is  my  sister— yea 
Her  husband— will  you  grant  it? 

Sard.    'Twill  be  useless: 
But  let  her  come. 

Sal.    I  ffo.  [Esii  Salemenei. 

Sard,     We  have  lived  asunder 
Too  long  to  meet  again— and  now  to  meet! 
Have  I  not  cares  enow,  and  pangs  enow, 
To  bear  alone,  that  we  must  mingle  sorrows, 
Who  have  ceased  to  mingle  love  ? 

Re-enter  Salbmbhbs  and  ZAMiarA. 

Sal.    My  sister!  Courage: 
Shame  not  our  blood  wiui  trenabliag,  bat 

remember 
From  whence  we  sprung.     The  qaeea  is 
present,  vire. 
Zarina.    I  pray  thee,  brother,  leoTO  me. 
Sal    Since  you  ask  it     [Exit  SaUmtnif. 
Zarina.    Alone  with  him!  How  many  a 
year  has  past. 
Though  we  are  still  so  young,  siaee  wa 

have  met. 
Which  1  have  worn  in  widowhood  of  heart 
He   loved   me  not:    yet   he   soenu  little 

changed  — 
Chang^  to  me  only— woald  the  chaage 

were  mutual ! 
He  speaks  not -scarce  regards  no— not  a 

word — 
Nor  look — ^yet  he  wa$  soft  of  voice  and  aspect. 
Indifferent,  not  austere.    My  lord ! 
Sard,    Zarina  I 

Zarina.  Ko,  not  Zarina  -  do  not  say  Zariaa. 
That  tone— that  word  —  aaaihilate  tag 

years,^ 
And  things  vhiah  auika  then  longer. 
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Sard,    Tis  too  late 
To  think  of  thefe  pact  dreaoM.    Let^s  not 

reproach  — 
That  is,  reproach  me  not — for  the  faat  time — 
Zarina,  And  JirH,  I  nc^er  reproach*dyou. 
Sard,    *Tii  most  true ; 
And  that  reproof  comes  heavier  on  my  heart 
Than — But  our  hearts  are  not  in  our  own 
power. 
Zarina,    Nor  hands ;  hnt  I  gaTO  hoth. 
Sard,    Your  brother  said. 
It  was  jonr  will  to  see  me,  ere  you  went 
From  Mneveh  with~(l/e  hentatcs,) 
Zarina,    Our  children :  it  is  true, 
I  wished  to  thank  you  that  you  hare  not 

diTided 
My  heart  from  all  that's  left  it  now  to  Ioto— 
Those  who  are  yours  and  mine,  who  look 

like   you, 
And  look  upon  me  as  you  looked  upon  me 
Once— But  they  have  not  changed. 

Sard,    Nor  ever  will. 
I  fain  would  have  them  dutiful. 

Zarina.     I  cherish 
Those  infants,  not  alone  from  the  blind  love 
Of  a  fond  mother,  but  as  a  fond  woman. 
They  are  now  the  only  tie  between  us. 

Sard,    Deem  not 
I  have  not  done  you  justice :  rather  make 

them 
Resemble  your  own  line,  than  their  own  sire. 
1  trust  them  with  vou — to  you :  fit  them  for 
A  throne,  or,  if  that  be  denied— You  have 

heard 
Of  this  night's  tumults? 

Zarina,    I  had  half  forgotten. 
And  could  have  welcomed  any  grief,  save 

yours, 
Which  gave  me  to  behold  your  face  again. 
Sard.  The  throno — I  say  it  not  in  fear — 
but  'tis 
In  peril ;  they  perliaps  may  never  mount  it : 
But  let  them  not  for  this  lose  sight  of  it. 
I   will   dare    all    things    to   bequeath  it 

them; 
But  if  1  fail,  then  they  must  win  it  back 
Bravely-  and,  won,  wear  it  wisely,  not  as  I 
Have  wasted  down  my  royalty. 

Zarina,    They  ne'er 
Shall  know  from  me  of  aught  but  what  may 

honour 
Their  fither's  memory. 

Sard,    Rather  let  them  hear 
The  truth  from  yon  than  from  a  trampling 

world. 
If.  they  be  in  adversity,  they'll  learn 
Too  soon  the  scorn  of  crowds  for  crownless 

princes. 
And  find  that  all  their  father's  fins  are 

tlieirs. 
My  boys!— I   could  liave  bone  it  were  I 
childless. 
Zarina,    Oh !  do  not  tay  fo-  do  not  poi- 
son all 
My  peace  left,  by  anwishing  that  thou  wcrt 


Aflither.  If  thou  conquorMt,th«^  shall  relkn. 
And  honour  him  who  tavdl  ue  realm  for 

them. 
So  little  cared  Ibr  as  his  own ;  and  if— 
Sard,    Tis  lost,  all  earth  will  cry  out, 
thank  your  fkther! 
And  they  will  swell  the  echo  with  a  curse. 
Zarina,    That  they  shall  never  do ;  but 
rather  honour 
The  name  of  him,  who,  dying  like  a  king, 
in  his  last  hours  did  more  for  his  own 

memory. 
Than  many  monarchs  in  a  length  of  days. 
Which  date  the  flight  of  time,  but  make 
no  annah. 
Sard,     Our  annals  draw  perchance  unto 
their  close; 
But  at  the  least,  whate'er  the  past,  their  end 
Shall  be  like  their  beginning— memorable. 
Zarina,    Yet,  be  not  rash— be  careful  of 
your  life, 
Live  but  for  those  who  love. 
Sard,    And  who  are  theyf 
A  slave,  who  loves  fk«m  passion— Fll  not  say 
Ambition — she  has  seen  thrones  shake,  and 

loves ; 
A  few  friends,  who  have  revell'd  till  we  are 
As  one,  for  they  are  nothing  if  I  fall ; 
A  brother  I  have  injured  -  children  whom 
I  have  neglected,  and  a  spouse — 
Tkirina,     Who  loves. 
Sard,    And  pardons? 
Zarina.    I  have  never  thought  of  this. 
And  cannot  pardon  till  I  have  condemn'd. 
Sard.    My  wife! 

Zarina.    Now  blessings  on  thee  fSor  that 

word! 

1  never  thought  to  hear  it  more— from  thee. 

Sard.     Oh !   thon  wilt  hear  it  from  my 

subjects.     Yes  — 

These  slaves,  whom  I  have  nurtured,  pam- 

per'd,  fed. 
And  swoln  with  peace,  and  gorged  with 

plenty,  till 
They  reign  themselves — all  monarchs   in 

their  mansions— 
Now  swarm  forth  in  rebellion,  and  demand 
His  death,  who  made  their  lives  a  jubilee; 
While  the  few  upon  whom  I  have  no  claim 
Arc  faithful !  This  is  true,  yet  monstrous. 

Zarina,     Tis 
Perhaps  too  natural;  for  benefits 
Turn  poison  in  bad  minds. 

Sard,    And  good  ones  make 
Good  out  of  evil.    Happier  than  the  bee. 
Which    hivek    not    but    from   wholesome 
flowers. 
Zarina,    Then  reap 
The  honey,  nor  inquire  whence  'tis  derived. 
Be  satisfied— you  are  not  all  abandon'd. 
Sard.    My  life  insures  me  that    How 
long,  bethink  you. 
Were  not  I  yet  a  king,  should  I  he  mortal? 
That  is,  where  mortals  ore,  not  where  they 
mnst  be. 
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^kirlna.    1  know  not    Bat  yet  live  for 

my— that  if. 
Your  children's  eakc ! 

Sard,    My  gentle,  wronged  Zarina! 
I  am  the  very  slave  of  rircumstance 
And  impnlse  -  bomo  away  with  every  breath! 
Misplaced  upon  the  throne— misplaced  in 

life. 
I  know  not  what  I  could  have  been,  but  feel 
I  am  not  what  I  should  be — let  it  end. 
But  take  this  with  thee:  if  I  was  not  fonn'd 
To  prize  a  love  like  thine,  a  mind  like  thine, 
Nor  dote  even  on  thy  beauty— as  I've  doted 
On  lesser  charms,  for  no  cause  save  that 

such 
Devotion  was  a  duty,  and  I  hated 
All  that  look'd  like  a  chain  for  me  or  others 
(This  even  rebellion  must  avouch) ;  yet  hear 
These  words,  perhaps  among  my  last— that 

none 
E'er  valued  more  thy  virtues,  though  he 

knew  not 
To  profit  by  them— as  the  miner  lights 
Upon  a  vein  of  virgin-ore,  discovering 
That  which  avails  him  nothing:  he  hath 

found  it. 
But  His  not  his — but  some  superior's,  who 
Placed  him  to  dig,  but  not  divide  the  wealth 
Which  sparkles  at  his  feet;  nor  dare  he  lift 
Nor  poise  it,  but  must  grovel  on  upturning 
The  sullen  earth. 

Zarina.     Oh !  if  thou  hast  at  length 
Discovered  that  my  love  is  worth  esteem, 
I  ask  no  more  -  but  let  us  hence  together. 
And  i— let  me  say  we — shall  yet  be  happy. 
Assyria  is  not  all  the  earth- well  And 
A  world  out  of  our  own — and  be  more  blest 
Than  I  have  ever  been,  or  thou,  with  all 
An  empire  to  indulge  thee. 

Enter  Salbubnbs. 

Sal,    I  must  part  ye — 
The  moments,  which  most  not  be  lost,  are 
passing. 

Zarina,     Inhuman   brother!  wilt    thou 
thus  weigh  out 
Instants  so  high  and  blest? 

Sal,    Blest! 

Zarina,    He  hath  been 
So  gentle  with  me  that  I  cannot  think 
Of  quitting. 

Sal,    So— this  feminine  farewell 
Ends  as  such  partings  end,  in  no  departure. 
I  thought  as  much,  and  yielded  against  all 
My  better  bodings.    But  it  must  aot  be. 

Zarina,     Not  oe? 

Sal.    Remain,  and  perish — 

Zarina,     With  my  husband— 

Sal.    And  children. 

Zarina,     Alas ! 

Sal.^     Hoar  me,  sister,  like 
My  sister:  — all's  prepared  to  make  your 

safety 
Certain,  and  of  the  boys  too,  our  last  hopes. 
*Tis  not  a  single  question  of  mere  feeling, 


Though  that  were  mach— baft  *tls  a  poinft 

of  state: 
The  rebels  would  do  mure  to  seise  upon 
The  offspring  of  their  sovereign,  and  to 
crush — 
Zarina     Ah  !  do  not  name  it. 
SaL     Well,  then,  mark  me:  when 
They  are  safe  beyond  the  Median's  grasp, 

the  rebels 
Have  miss'd  their  chief  aim— the  extinc- 
tion of 
Tlie  line  of  Nimrod.  Though  the  present  king 
Fall,  his  sons  live  for  victtiry  and  vengeance. 
Zarina.    But  could  not  I  remain,  alone? 
Sal,    What!  leave 
Your  children,  with  two  parents  and  yet 

orphans  — 
In  a  strange  land — bo  young,  lo  distant? 

Zarina,     No — 
My  heart  will  break. 

Sal.    Now  you  know  all-  decide. 
Sard.  Zarina.  he  hath  spoken  well,  and  we 
Muiit  yield  awhile  to  this  neccfisity. 
Remaining  here.you  may  lose  all;  departing, 
You  save  the  better  part  of  what  is  left 
To  both  of  us,  and  to  such  loyal  hearts 
As  yet  beat  in  these  kingdoms. 
Sal.     The  time  presses. 
Sard,    Go,  tlien.  If  e*er  we  meet  again, 
perhaps 
I  may  be  worthier  of  you- and,  if  not, 
Remember   that    my    faults,   though  not 

atoned  for. 
Are  ended.    Yet,  I  dread  thy  nature  will 
Grieve  more  above  the  blighted  name  and 

ashes 
Which  once  were  mightiest  in  Assyria— 

than—  ' 

But  I  grow  womanish  again,  and  must  not; 
I  must  learn  sternness  now.  My  sins  have  all 
Been  of  the  softer  order — hide  thy  tears — 
I  do  not  bid  thee  not  to  sh(;d  them — 'twere 
Easier  to  stop  Euphrates  at  its  toarce 
Tlian  one  tear  of  a  true  and  tender  heart- 
But  let  me  not  behold  them ;  they  unman  me 
Here  when  I  had  re-mann'd  myself.  My 

brother, 
Lead  her  away. 

Zarina,    Oh,  God!  I  never  fhaU 
Behold  him  more! 
Sal.  (^striving  to  conduct  her")  Nay,  lisler, 

I  must  be  obey'd. 
Tkiiina,  I  must  remain— away!  yon  shall 
not  hold  me. 
What,  shall  he  die  alone? — 7  live  alone? 
Sal,  He  shall  not  f/te a/one;  but  lonely  yoa 
Have  lived  for  years. 

Zarina,    That's  false !  I  know  he  lived. 
And  lived  upon  his  image — let  me  go ! 
Sal.   (^conducting  her   off  the  etage") 
Nay,  then,  I  mast  ose  some  fralemal  ffnrce. 
Which  you  will  pardon. 

Zarina.    Never.    Help  me!  Oh! 
Sardanapalus,  wilt  thou  that  behold  me 
Tom  from  thee? 
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Sal,    Nay— tiien  all  Is  lost  again. 
If  that  this  moment  is  not  gain'd. 

Xarina.    Mj  brain  tarns — 
My  eyes  fail  — where  is  he?       [Shefatntt, 

Sard,  {advancing}  No — set  her  down — 
She^s  dead  -  and  yon  have  slain  her. 

Sal.    Tis  the  mere 
Faintness  of  o^er-wroag:ht  passion :  in  the  air 
She  will  recover.  Pray,  keep  back.— [i^«idc.] 

I  must 
Avail  myself  of  this  sole  moment  to 
Bear  her  to  where  her  children  are  embark^, 
1*  the  royal  galley  on  the  riyer. 

\Salemcnc8  bears  her  off. 

Sard,  (solus)  This,  too— 
And  this  too  mnst  I  sufTer— I,  who  never 
Inflicted  pnrnpsely  on  hnman  hearts 
A  voluntary  pang!  But  that  is  false- 
She  loved  me,    and  I  loved  her.     Fatal 

passitm ! 
Why  dost  thou  not  expire  at  once  in  hearts 
Which  thon  hast  lighted  up  at  once?  Zarina! 
I  must  pay  dearly  for  the  desolation 
Mow  brought  upon  thee.  Had  I  never  loved 
But  thee,  I  should  have  been  an  unopposed 
Monarch  of  honouring  nations.    To   what 

gulfs 
A  single  deviation  from  the  track 
Of  hnman  duties  leads  even  those  who  claim 
The  homage  of  mankind  as  their  bom  duo. 
And  find  it,  till  they  forfeit  it  themselves ! 

Enter  Myrrha. 

Sard.     You  here!  Who  calPd  yon? 

Myrrha,    No  one  — but  I  heard 
Far  off  a  voice  of  wail  and  lamentation, 
And  thought— 

Sard.  It  forms  no  portion  of  your  daties 
To  enter  here  till  sought  for. 

Myrrha.     Though  I  might. 
Perhaps,  recal  some  softer  words  of  yours 
(Although  they  too  were  chiding) ,  which 

reproved  mc, 
Because  I  ever  dreaded  to  intrude; 
Resisting  my  own  wish  and  your  injunction 
To  heed  no  time  nor  presence,  but  approach 

you 
UncallM  for:  I  retire. 

Sard,    Yet,  stay — being  here. 
I  pray  yon  pardon  me:  events  have  soared  me 
Till  I  wax  peevish — heed  it  not:  I  shall 
Soon  be  myself  again. 

Myrrha,    I  wait  with  patience. 
What  I  shall  see  with  pleasure. 

Sard,    Scarce  a  moment 
Before  your  entrance  in  this  hall,  Zarina, 
Queen  of  Assyria,  departed  hence. 

Myrrha,    Ah ! 

Sard.    Wherefore  do  you  start? 

Myrrha.     Did  1  do  so? 

Sard,  *Twas  well  you  enter*d  by  another 
portal, 
Elso  you  had  met.     That  |iang  at  least  is 
spared  her! 

Myrrha.    I  know  io  f«el  for  her. 


Sard.    That  is  too  nrach,  ' 

And  beyond  natnre  -  ^is  nor  mntnal, 
Nor  poiisible.    You  cannot  pity  her. 
Nor  she  aught  bat  — 

Myrrha.     Despise  the  favorite  slave? 
Not  more  than  1  have  ever  scom*d  myaelf. 
Sard.    ScomM !  what,  to  be  the  envy  of 
your  sex. 
And  lord  it  o'^er  the  heart  of  the  world^s  lord? 
Myrrha.    Were  you  the  lord  of  twice  ten 
thousand  worlds — 
As  you  are  like  to  lose  the  one  you  sway'd — 
I  did  abase  myself  as  much  in  being 
Your  paramour,   as  though  you  were  m 

peasant— 
Nay,  more,  if  that  the  peasant  were  %  Greek. 
Sard,    Yon  talk  it  well— 
Myrrha.     And  truly. 
Sard.     In  the  hour 
Of  man's  adversity  all  things  grow  daring 
Against  the  falling;  but  as  I  am  not 
Quite  fallen,   nor  now  disposed  to  bear 

reproaches, 
Perhaps  because  I  merit  them  too  often. 
Let  us  then  part  while  peace   is  still  be- 
tween us. 
Myrrha.    Part ! 

Sard.    Have  not  all  past  human  beings 
parted. 
And  must  not  all  the  present  one  day  part? 
Myrrha.    Why  ? 

Sard.    For  your  safety,   which  I  will 
have  look'd  to. 
With  a  strong  escort  to  your  native  land ; 
And  snch  gifts,  as,  if  you  hare  not  been  all 
A  queen,  shall  make  your  dowry  worth  a 
kingdom. 
Myrrha.    I  pray  yon  talk  not  thus. 
Sard.    The  queen  is  gone :       ^ 
You  need  not  shame  to  follow.  I  would  fall 
Alone — I  seek  no  partners  but  in  pleasure. 
Myrrha.    And  I  no  pleasure  but  in  part- 
ing not. 
Yon  shall  not  force  mo  from  you. 

Sard.    Think  well  of  it- 
It  soon  may  be  too  late. 
Myrrha.     So  let  it  be ; 
For  then  you  cannot  separate  me  from  you. 
Sard.    And  Mill  not;  but  I  thought  you 

wish'd  it 
Myrrha.    I ! 

Sard.    You  spoke  of  yoilr  abasement. 
Myrrha.     And  I  feel  it 
Deeply  —  more  deeply  than  all  things  but 
love. 
Sard.    Then  fly  from  it. 
Myrrha.    Twill  not  rcral'the  past— 
^M'ill  not  restore  my  honour,  nor  my  heart. 
No  -  here  I  stand  or  fall.  If  that  you  conquer, 
1  live  to  joy  in  your  great  triumph  ;  should 
Tour  lot  be  diflcrent.  111  not  weep,  but 

share  it. 
You  did  not  doubt  mc  a  few  hours  ago. 
Sard.    Your  courage  never-* nor  your 
love  till  now ; 
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And  none  could  make  mo  doubt  il  nre 

yourtelf. 
ThoM  wordf — 
Mjprrha.    Were  words.    I  pray  yon,  lei 

the  proofs 
Be  in  the  past  acts  you  were  pleased  to  praise 
This  very  night,  and  in  my  farther  l>earing, 
Beside,  wherever  yon  are  l>ome  by  fate. 
Sard,    I  am  content;  and,  trusting  in 

my  cause. 
Think  we  may  yet  be  victors,  and  return 
To  peace  —  the  only  victory  I  covet 
To  me  war  is  no  glory— conquest  no 
Renown.    To  be   forced    thus  to   uphold 

my  right. 
Sits  heavier  on  my  heart  than  all  the  wrongs 
These  men   would   bow  me  down   with. 

Never,  never 
Can  I  forget  this  night,  even  should  I  live 
To  add  it  to  the  memoir  of  others. 
I  thought  to  have  made  mine  inoffensive  rule 
An  era  of  sweet  peace  'midst  bloody  annals, 
A  green  spot  amidst  desert  centuries. 
On  which  the  future  would  turn  back  and 

smile. 
And  cultivate,  or  sigh  when  it  could  not 
Recal  Sardanapalus*  golden  reign. 
I  thought  to  have  made  my  realm  a  paradise. 
And  every  moon  an  epoch  of  new  pleasures. 
I  took  the  rabble's  shouts  for  love— the  breath 
Of  friends  for  truth— the  lips  of  woman  for 
My  only  guerdon—  so  they  are,  my  Myrrha: 

rHe  kisses  her. 
Kiss  me.    Now  let  them  take  my  realm 

and  life ! 
They  shall  have  both,  but  never  thee ! 

Myrrha.    No,  never! 
Man  may  despoil  his  brother  man  of  all 
That's  great  or  glittering:  kingdoms  fall — 

hosts  yMd  — 
Friends  fail— slaves  fly — and  all  betray — 

and,  more 
Than  all,  the  most  indebted— but  a  heart 
That  loTes  without  self-love!  Tis  here— 

now  prove  it. 

Enter  Salbiuubs. 

Sal.  I  sought  yon.— How !  she  here  again? 

Sard,    Return  not 
Now  to  reproof:  methinks  your  aspect  speaks 
Of  higher  matter  than  a  woman's  presence. 

Sal,    The  only  woman  whom  it  much 
imports  me 
At  such  a  moment  now  is  safe  in  absence— 
The  queen's  embark'd. 

Sard,    And  well  ?  say  that  much. 

Sal.  Yes. 
Her  transient  weakness  has  past  o'er ;  at  least, 
It  settled  into  tearless  silence :  her 
Pale  face  and  glittering  eye,  after  a  glance 
Upon  her  sleeping  children,  were  still  fix'd 
Upon  the  palace-towers  as  the  swift  gallev 
Stole  down  the  hurrying  stream  beneath 

the  starlight; 
Bat  tbo  said  nothing. 


Sard,    Would  I  felt  no  more 
Than  she  has  said^ 

Sal,    Tis  now  too  late  to  feel ! 
Your  feelings  cannot  cancel  a  sole  pang ; 
To  change  them ,  my  advices  bring  sure 

tidings 
That  the  rebellious  Modes  and  Chaldeet, 

marshall'd 
By  their  two  leaders,  are  already  up 
In  arms  again;  and,  serrying  their  ranks, 
Prepare  to  attack:  they  have  apparently. 
Been  join'd  by  other  satraps. 

Sard,    What!  more  rebels? 
Let  us  be  first,  then. 

Sal,  That  were  hardly  prudent 
Now,  though  it  was  our  first  intention.  If 
By  noon  to-morrow  we  are  join'd  by  those 
I've  sent  for  by  sure  messengers,  we  shall  be 
In  strength  enough  to  venture  an  attack, 
Ay,and  pursuit  too;  but  till  then,  my  voice 
Is  to  await  the  onset 

Sard,     I  detest 
That  waiting ;  though  it  seems  ao  safe  to 

fight 
Behind  high  walls,  and  hurl  down  foes  into 
Deep  fosses,    or  behold  them   sprawl  oa 

spikes 
Strew'd  to  receive  them,  still  I  like  it  not— 
My  soul  seems  lukewarm  ;  but  when  I  set 

on  them. 
Though  they  were  piled  on  mountains,  1 

would  have 
A  pluck  at  them,  or  perish  in  hot  blood! — 
Let  me  then  charge! 
Sal.    You  talk  like  a  young  soldier. 
Sard.  I  am  no  8oldier,but  a  man :  speak  aot 
Of  soldiership,  I  loathe  tlie  word,  and  those 
Who  pride  themselves  upon  it ;  but  direct  me 
Where  I  may  pour  upon  them. 

Sal.    You  must  spare 
To  expose  your  life  too  hastily;  'tb  not 
Like  mine  or  any  other  subjecfk  breath : 
The  whole  war  turns  upon  it — ^with  it;  this 
Alone  creates  it,kindles,and  may  qneach  it— 
Prolong  it— end  it. 

Sard.    Then  let  us  end  both  f 
'Twere  better  thus,  perhaps,  than  prolong 

either; 
I'm  sick  of  one,  perchance  of  both. 

[A  trvaqtet  satauU  vitftont. 
Sal.    Hark! 
Sard.    Let  us 
Reply,  not  listen. 

Sal.    And  your  wound? 
Sard.     'TIS  bound— 
Tis  heal'd- 1  had  foigotten  it.    Aw^ ! 
A  leech's  lancet  would  have  scratchHl  bm 

deeper ; 
The  slave   that  gave  It   might  be  well 

ashamed 
To  have  struck  so  weakly. 

StU.    Now,  may  none  this  Imhut 
Strike  with  a  better  aim ! 

Sard,    Ay,  if  we  conquer ; 
Bat  if  aai,  th^  will  ooly  kavo  to  ma 
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Bk  they  might  have  spared  their  king. 
Upon  them ! 

[IViMipe^  9ound9  again, 
/.    I  am  with  yoa. 

rd.    Ho,  mj  arms!  again,  my  arms! 

[Rseunt, 

ACT    V. 

ViVI?  I.-'Tke  same  HaU  of  the  Palace. 

MTaaHA  and  Balba. 

\frrha    (^al  a  window}.     The  day  at 

la«t  has  broken.     What  a  night 
I  ushered  it !  How  beautiful  in  heaven ! 
igh  varied  with  a  transitory  storm, 
i  beautiful  in  that  variety! 
hideous  upon  earth !  where  peace  and 

hope, 
love  and   revel ,    in   an  hour  were 
tram  pi  (*d 
luman  passions  to  a  human  chaos, 
yet  resolvt'd  to  separate  elements. — 
warring  still!  And  can  the  sun  so  rise, 
right,  so  rolling  back  the  clouds  into 
mrs  more  lovely  than  the  unclouded  sky, 
1  golden  pinnacles,  and  snowy  moun- 
tains, 
billows  purpler  than  the  ocean's,making 
?aven  a  glorious  mockery  of  the  earth, 
Ike,  wo  almost  deem  it  permanent, 
eeting ,  we  can  scarcely  call  it  aught 
>nd  a  vision,  His  so  transiently 
:er*d  along  the  eternal  vault:  and  yet 
elU  upon  the  soul,  and  soothes  the  soul, 
blends  itself  into  the  soul,  until 
i^e  and  sunset  form  the  haunted  epoch 
nrrow  and  of  love;   which  they  who 

mark  not, 
w  not  the  realms  where  those  twin-genii 
o  chasten  and  who  purify  our  hearts, 
lat  we  would  not  change  their  sweet 

rebukes 
ill  the  boisterous  joys  that  ever  shook 
air  with  clamour)  build  the  palaces 
re   their    fond    votaries    repose    and 

breathe 
[|y ;— but  in  that  brief  cool  calm  inhale 
igh  of  heaven  to  enable  them  to  bear 
rest  of  common,  heavy,  human  hours, 
dream  them  through  in  placid  suffer- 
ance; 
igh  seemingly  employed  like  all  the 

rest 
tiling  breathers  in  allotted  tasks 
lin  or  pleasure,firo  names  for  one  feeling, 
:h  our  internal,  restless  agony 
Id  vary  in  the  sound,  although  the  sense 
les  our  highest  efforts  to  be  happy. 
ha.    You  muse  right  calmly ;  and  can 

you  so  watch 
sunrise  which  may  be  our  last? 
rrr^a.     It  is 
efore  that  I  so  watch  it,  and  reproach 


Those  e}res,wliich  never  may  behold  it  more, 
For  having  looked  upon  it  oft,  too  oft. 
Without  the  reverence  and  the  rapture  dne 
To  that  which  keepe  all  earUi  from  being 

as  fraaiie 
As  I  am  in  this  form.  Come,  look  npon  it. 
The  Chaldee*s  god,whieh,  when  I  gaxe  npon, 
I  grow  almost  a  convert  to  your  Baal. 
Balea.    As  now  he  reigns  in  heaven,  lo 

once  on  earth 
He  swav*d. 
Myrrha,     He  sways  it   now  far  more, 

then;  never 
Had  earthly  monarch  half  the  peace  and 

gi««7 
Which  centres  in  a  single  ray  of  hli. 

BaUa,    Surely  he  is  a  god  ! 

Myrrha,    So  we  Greeks  deem  too; 
And  yet  I  sometimes  think  that  gorgeous  orb 
Must  rather  be  the  abode  of  ^ds  than  one 
Of  the  immortal  sovereigns.  Now  he  breakf 
Through  all  the  clouds,  and  fills  my  eyee 

with  light 
That  shuts  the  world  out.  I  can  look  no  more. 

Balea,    Hark !  heard  you  not  a  sound  f 

Myrrha.     \o,  *twas  mere  fancy ; 
They  battle  it  beyond  tlie  wall,  and  not 
As  in  late  midnight-conflict  in  the  very 
Chamber! :  the  palace  has  become  a  fortress 
Since  that  insidious  hour;  and  here  within 
The  very  centre,  girded  by  vast  courts 
And  regal  halls  of  pyramid  proportions. 
Which  must  be  carried  one  by  one  before 
They  penetrate  to  where  they  then  arrived. 
We  are  a«  much  shut  in  even  from  the  sound 
Of  peril  as  from  glory. 

Balea.     Rut  they  reachM 
Thus  far  before. 

Myrrha.     Yes,  by  surprise,  and  Were 
Beat  back  by  valour  ;  now  at  once  we  have 
Courage  and  vigilance  to  guard  us. 

Balea.     May  they 
Prosper ! 

Myrrha.  That  is  the  prayer  of  many,  and 
The  dread  of  more :  it  is  an  anxious  hour ; 
I  strive  to  keep  it  from  my  thoughts.  Alas! 
How  vainly ! 

Balea.    It  is  said  the  king*s  demcanonr 
In  the  late  action  scarcely  more  appall'd 
The  rebels  than  astonishM  his  true  subjects. 

Myrrha.  Tis  easy  to  astonish  or  appal 
The  vulgar  mass  which  moulds  a  horde 

of  slaves : 
But  he  did  bravely. 

Balea,    Slew  he  not  Beleses? 
I  heard  the  soldiers  say  he  struck  him  down. 

Myrrha,    The  wretch  was  overthrown, 
but  rescued  to 
Triumph,  perhaps,  o^eronewho  vanquished 

him 
In  fight,  as  he  had  spared  him  in  his  peril. 
And  Dy  that  heedless  pity  risked  •  crown. 

Balea,    Hark ! 

Myrrha.    You    are    right;    some    steps 
approach,  but  slowly. 
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Enter  Soldier»,  hearing  mSALBMBVEEs  waundr- 

cd,   with  a  broken   Javelin  in  hia  Side; 

they  teat  him  upon  one  of  the   Couchet 

which  furnish  the  Jpartment, 

Myrrha.     Oh,  Jove ! 

Balea,    Then  all  U  oyer. 

Sal.    That  ii  false. 
Hew  down  the  slave  who  says  so,  if  a  soldier. 

Myrrha.    Spare  hi[n>-he*s  none:  a  mere 
court-butterfly, 
That  flutters  in  the  pageant  of  a  monarch. 

Sal.    Let  liim  live  on«  then. 

Myrrha.     So  wilt  thoa,  I  trust. 

Sal.    I  fain  would   Hto  this  hour  out, 
and  the  event, 
But  doubt  it.  Wherefore  did  ye  bear  me  here? 

Soldier.     By  the  king's  order.  When  the 
javelin  Btruck  yon. 
You   fell   and   fainted;    'twas   his    strict 

command 
To  1»car  you  t(»  this  hall. 

Std.    'Twa8  not  ill  done: 
For,  seeming  s<iain  in  that  cold  dizzy  trance, 
The  sight  might  shake  our  soldiers— but— 

Ui8  vain. 
I  feel  it  ebbing! 

Myrrha.     Let  me  see  the  wound; 
I  am  not  quite  skilless :  in  ray  native  land 
rris  part  of  our  instructitm.     War  being 

constant. 
We  atp  nerved  to  look  on  such  things. 

Solaier.     Best  extract 
The  javelin. 

Myrrha,    Hold !  no,  no,  it  cannot  be. 

Sal.    I  am  sped,  then! 

Myrrha.    With  the  blood  that  fast  must 
follow 
The  extracted  weapon,  I  do  fear  thy  life. 

Sal,    And  I  not  death.     Where  was  the 
king  when  you 
Conveyed  me  from  the  spot  where  I  was 
stricken  ? 

Soldier.    Upon  the  same   ground,    and 
encouraging 
With  voice  and  gesture  the  dispirited  troops 
Who  had  seen  yon  fall,  and  faiter'd  back. 

Sal.     Whom  heard  ye 
Named  next  to  the  command  i 

Soldier.    I  did  not  hear. 

Sal.    Fly,  then,  and  tell  him,  'twas  my 
last  request 
That  Zames  take  my  post  until  the  junction. 
So  hoped  for,  yet  delay'd,  of  Ofratanes, 
Satrap  of  Susa.  Leave  me  here:  our  troops 
Are  not  so  numerous  as  to  spare  your  absence. 

Soldier.    But,  prince— 

SfU.    Hence,  1  say !  Here's  a  courtier  and 
A  woman,  the  best  chamber-company. 
As  you  would  not  permit  me  to  expire 
Upon  the  field.  Til  have  no  idle  soldiers 
About  my  sick-couch.    Hence !  and  do  my 
bidding !  [Kxeunt  the  Soldiera. 

Myrrha.    Gallant  and  glorious    spirit! 
must  the  earth 
So  soon  resign  thee? 


Sal.    Gentle  Myrrha,  *tis 
The  end  I  would  have  chosen,  had  I  flared 
The  monarch  or  the  monarchy  by  this  | 
As  'tis,  1  have  not  outlived  them. 

Myrrha.    You  wax  paler. 

Sal.  Your  hand;  this  broken  weapon 
but  prolongs 
My  pangs ,  without  sustaining  life  enough 
To  make  me  useful :  I  would  draw  it  forth 
And  my  life  with  it,  could  I  but  hear  how 
The  fight  goes. 

Enter  Sabdahapalus  ondf  Soldiera. 

Sard.    My  best  brother ! 

Sal.    And  the  battle 
Is  lost? 

Sard,  (despondinf^ly)  You  see  me  here. 

Sal.    I'd  rather  see  you  thus  ! 

[He  draws  out  the  weapon  from  the 
woundy  and  dies. 

Sard.    And  thus  I  will  be  seen ;  unless 
the  succour. 
The  last  frail  reed  of  our  beleaguer'd  hopes, 
Arrive  with  Ofratanes. 

Myrrha.    Did  you  not 
Receive  a  token  from  your  dying  brother, 
Appointing  Zames  chief? 

Sard.    1  did. 

Myrrha.    Where's  Zames? 

Sard.     Dead. 

Myrrha.    And  Altada? 

Sard.     Dying. 

Myrrha.    Pania?  Sfero? 

Sard.    Pania  yet  lives ;  but  Sfero't  fled, 
or  captive. 
I  am  alone. 

Myrrha.    And  is  all  lost? 

Sard.     Our  walls. 
Though  thinly  mann'd,  may  still  hold  out 

against 
Their  present  force,or  aught  save  treachery: 
But  i'  the  field- 

Myrrha.    I  thought  'twas  the  intent 
Of  Salemenes  not  to  risk  a  sally 
'Till  ye  were  strengthen'd  by  the  expected 
succours. 

Sard.    I  over-ruled  him. 

Myrrha.     Well ,  the  fault's  a  brave  one. 

Sard.  But  fatal.  Oh,  my  brother !  I  would 

These  realms,  of  which  thou  wert  the  orna- 
ment. 
The  sword  and  shield,  the  sole-redeeming 

honour. 
To  call  back— But  I  will  not  weep  for  thee; 
Thou  shalt  be  mourn'd  for  as  thou  wonldst 

be  mourn'd. 
It  griev^  me  most  that  thou  cooldst  quit 

this  life 
Believing  that  I  could  survive  what  thoa 
Hast  died  for— our  long  royalty  of  race. 
If  I  redeem  it,  I  will  give  thee  blood 
Of  thou8ands,tears  of  millions,  for  atonement 
(The  tears  of  all  the  good  are  thine  already). 
If  not,  we  meet  again  flOOB,  if  the  spirit 
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Within  as  lires  beyond : — thoa  readett  mine. 
And  dost  me  justice  now.  Let  me  once  clasp 
Tliat  yet  wann  hand,  and  fold  that  throlh- 
less  heart  [£fn&races  the  body. 

To  this  which  beats  so  bitterly.  Now,  beur 
The  body  hpnce. 
Soldier.    Where? 
Sard,    To  my  proper  chamber. 
Place  it  beneath  my  canopy,  as  though 
The  Icing  lay  there:  when  this  is  done,  we  will 
Speak  further  of  the  rites  due  to  such  ashes. 
[Exeunt  Soldier$  tnth  the  body  of 
Salemenea. 

Enter  Paria. 

Sard.    Well,  Pania !  have  you  placed  the 
guards,  and  issued 
The  orders  fix'd  on? 
Pania.    Sire,  I  have  obeyed, 
Sard.    And  do  the  soldiers  keep  their 

hearts  up? 
Pania.    Sire  ? 

Sard.    Vm  answerM !  When  a  king  asks 
twice,  and  has 
A  question  as  an  answer  to  his  question, 
It  is  a  portent.  What,  they  are  dishearten^? 
Pania.    The  death  of  Salemenes»   and 
the  shouts 
Of  the  exulting  rebels  on  his  fall, 
Have  made  them— 
Sard.    Rage — not  droop— it  should  lunre 
been. 
We^U  find  the  means  to  route  theoL 

Pania.    Such  a  loss 
Might  sadden  even  a  victory. 

Sard.    Alas ! 
Who  can  so  feel  it  as  I  feel  ?  but  yet. 
Though  coopM  within  these  walls,  they  are 

strong,  and  we 
Have  those  without  will  break  their  way 

through  hosts. 
To  make  their  sovereign's  dwelling  what 

it  was— 
A  palace;  not  a  prison  nor  a  fortress. 

£!nter  on  0//{cer,  hastily, 

Sard.    Thy  face  seems  ominous.  Speak ! 
Officer.     I  dare  not 
Sard.    Dare  not? 
While  millions  dare  revolt  with  sword  in 

hand! 
That's  strange.    I   pray  thee  break  that 

loyal  silence 
Which  loathes  to  shock  its  sovereign ;  we 

can  hear 
Worse  than  thou  hast  to  tell. 
Pania.     Proceed,  thou  hearest. 
Officer.    The  wall  which   skirted  near 
the  river's  brink 
If  thrown  down  by  tlie  sudden  inundation 
Ofthe£uphrates,which  now  rolling,  swoln 
From  the  enormous  mountains  where  it  rises. 
By  the  late  rains  ofthat  tempestuous  region, 
O'erfloods  its  banks,  and  hath  destroyed  the 
bulwark. 


Pania.    That  *s  a  black  angniy!  it  has 
been  said 
For  ages,  ''That  the  city  neVr  should  yield 
To  man,  until  the  river  grew  its  foe.*' 
Sard.    I  can  forgive  tlie  omen,  not  the 
ravage. 
How  much  is  swept  down  of  the  wall? 

Officer.    About 
Some  twenty  stadii. 

Sard.    And  all  this  is  left 
Penious  to  the  assailants ? 
Officer.    For  the  present 
The  river's  fury  must  impede  the  assault ; 
But  when  he  shrinks  into  his  wonted  channel. 
And  may    be  cross'd  by  the  accustom'd 

barks. 
The  palace  is  their  own. 

Sard.    That  shall  be  never. 
Though  men,  and  gods,  and  elements,  and 

omens. 
Have  risen  up  'gainst  one  who  ne'er  pro- 
voked them, 
My  fathers'  house  shall  never  be  a  cave 
For  wolves  to  horde  and  howl  in. 

Pania.     W  ith  your  sanction 
I  will  proceed  to  the  spot,  and  take  such 

measures 
For  the  assurance  of  the  vacant  fpace 
As  time  and  means  permit. 
Sard.    About  it  straight, 
And  brinp  me  back,  as  speedily  as  ftill 
And  fair  investigation  may  permit. 
Report  of  the  true  state  of  this  irruption 
Of  waters. 

[Exeunt  Pania  and  the  Officer, 
Myrrha.    Thus  the  very  waves  rise  up 
Against  you. 

Sard.    They  are  not  my  subjects,  girl, 
And  may  be  pardoned ,  since  they  can't  be 
punished. 
Myrrha.    I  joy  to  see  this  portent  shakei 

you  not. 
Sard.    I  am  pa»t  the  fear  of  portents ! 
they  can  tell  me 
Nothing  I  have  not  told  myself  since  mid- 
night: 
Despair  anticipates  such  things. 
Myrrha.     Despair ! 

Sard.    \o ;  not  despair  precisely.  When 
we  know 
All  that  can  come,  and  how  to  meet  it,  our 
Resolves,  if  firm,  may  merit  a  more  noble 
Word  than  this  is  to  give  it  utterance. 
But  what  arc  words  to  us  ?  we  have  well 

nigh  done 
With  them  and  all  things. 

Myrrha.    Save  one  deed — the  last 
And  greatest  to  all  mortals;   crowning-act 
Of  all  that  was— or  is — or  is  to  be — 
The  only  thing  common  to  all  mankind, 
So  diflferent  in  their  births,  tongues,  texei, 

natures. 
Hues,  features,  climes,  times,  feelingi, 

intellects. 
Without  one  point  of  onion  save  in  tiiif, 
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To  which  we  tend ,  tow  which  weVe  horn, 

and  thread 
The  labyrinth  of  myf tery,  called  life. 
Sard.    Our  clew  being  well  nigh  woand 

out,  let  *f  be  cheerful. 
They  who  hare  nothing  more  to  fear  may 

well 
Indnlffe  a  smile  nt  that  which  once  appalPd; 
As  children  at  ditcorer'd  bugbeart. 

Re-enter  Pania. 

Pania,    *Tis  , 

As  was  reported :  I  Iuito  orderM  there 
A  double  guard,  withdrawing  from  the  wall 
Where  it  was  strongest  the  required  addition 
To  watch   the  breach   occasion^  by  the 
waters. 
Sard.    You  hare  done  your  duty  faith- 
fully and  aa 
My  worthy  Pania !  further  ties  between  us 
Draw  near  a  close.  I  pray  you  take  this  key : 

[Gives  a  key. 
It  opens  to  a  seeret  chamber,  placed 
Behind  the  couch  in  my  own  chamber  (now 
Pressed  by  a  nobler  weight  than  e*er  it  bore  — 
Though  a  long  line  of  sovereigns  haTelain 

down 
Along  its  golden  frame— as  bearing  for 
A  time  what  late  was  Salemenes) ;  search 
The  secret  covert  to  which  this  will  lead  you; 
*Tis  full  of  treasure ;  take  it  for  yourself 
And  your  companions:   there*s  enough  to 

load  ye. 
Though  ye  be  many.    Let  the  slaves  be 

freed,  too; 
And  all  the  Inmates  of  the  palace,  of 
Whatever  sex,  now  quit  it  in  an  hour. 
Thence  launch  the  regal  barks,  once  formed 

for  pleasure. 
And  now  to  serve  for  safety,  and  embark. 
The  river  *s  broad  and  swoln,  and  oncom- 

roanded 
(More  potent  than  akiog)  by  thete besiegers. 
Fly  I  and  be  happy! 

Pama,    Under  your  protection  I 
80  you  accompany  your  faithful  guard. 
Sard,    No,  Pania !  that  must  not  be ;  get 
thee  hence. 
And  leave  me  to  my  fiUe. 

Ponia.    *Tis  the  first  time 
I  ever  disobey M:  but  now— 

Sard,    So  all  men 
Dare  beard  me  now ,  and  Insolence  within 
Apes  Treason  from  without?  Question  no 

further; 
*Tis  my  command,  my  latt  command.  Wilt 

thou 
Oppose  it?  thou! 
Pania,    Bntyet— not  yet. 
Sard.    Well,  then. 
Swear  that  yon  will  obey  when  I  shall  give 
The  si^al. 

Panto.    With  a  heavy  but  true  heart, 
I  promise. 
Sard.    Tit  enough.    Now  order  here 


Fkggota,  plne-nntt,  and  wither'd  leavea, 

and  such 
Things  as  catch  fire  and  hlaio  with  one 

sole  spark ; 
Bring  cedar,  too,  and  precious  drugs,  and 

spices. 
And  might V  planks,  to  nourish  a  tall  pile; 
Bring  frankincense  and  myrrh,  too,  for  it  b 
For  a  great  sacrifice  I  build  the  pyre| 
And  heap  them  round  yon  throne* 
Pania.     My  lord ! 
Sard,    I  have  said  it, 
And  you  have  Bwom, 

Pania,    And  could  keep  my  ffldth 
Without  a  vow.  [Rxii  Puma, 

Myrrka,    What  mean  youf 
Sard,    You  shall  know 
Anon  — what  the  whole  earth  shall  ne*er 
forget. 

PAinA ,  returning"  with  a  Heratd, 

Pania,    My  king,  in  going  forth  npos 
my  duty. 
This  herald  has  been  brought  before  nw, 

craving 
An  audience. 
Sard,    Let  him  apeak. 
Herald.    The  King  Arbaces— 
Sard.    What,   crowned   already f— Bat, 

proceed. 
Hertdd.    Beleses, 
The  anointed  high-priest — 

Sard,    Of  what  god,  or  demon  f 
With  new  kings  rise  new  altars.  But,proeeed; 
You  are  sent  to  prate  your  master*s  will, 

and  not 
Reply  to  mine. 
Herald.    And  Satrap  Ofrataaes— 
Sard.    Why,  he  is  ourt. 
Herald  {thawing  a  ring).    Be  sure  thai 
he  is  now 
In  the  camp  of  the  conquerors;  behold 
His  signet-ring. 

Sard.    Tishls.    A  worthT  triad ! 
Poor  Salemenes !  thou  hast  died  in  time 
To  see  one  treachery  the  less :  this  man 
Was  thy  true  friend  and  my  most  trailed 

subject 
Proceed! 
Herald,    They  offer  thee  thy  life,  and 
freedom 
Of  choice  to  single  out  a  residence 
In  any  of  the  further  provincee. 
Guarded  and  watched ,  but  not  coBfiaad  la 

person. 
Where  Uiou  shalt  pass  thy  daya  in  pcwe ; 

but  on 
Condition  that  the  three  yomg  pvfaieet  an 
Given  up  as  hostages. 
Sard.  (ironieaO^,  Thegeneromi  victon! 
Herald.    I  wait  the  answer. 
Sard.    Answer?  slave!  How  lonr 
Have  slaves  decided  on  the  doom  of  aiags? 
Herald,    Since  they  were  free. 
Sard,    MottthpiaceafwOiajr! 
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Thoa  at  the  least  ilialt  learn  the  penalty 
Of  treason,  though  its  proxy  only.    Fania! 
liot  his  head  be  thrown  fiDm  our  walls  within 
The  rebels'  lines,  his  carcass  down  the  river. 
Away  with  him ! 

[Pania  and  the  OuartU  9eizing  him, 

Pania,    I  nerer  yet  obeyM 
Your  orders  with  more  pleasure  than  the 

present. 
Hence  with  him,soldiers !  do  not  soil  this  hall 
Of  royalty  with  treasonable  gore; 
Pnt  him  to  rest  without. 

Herald,    A  single  word  i 
My  office,  king,  is  sacred. 

Sard,    And  what  's  mine? 
VbBt  thou  shouldst  come  and  dare  to  ask 

of  me 
To  lay  it  down? 

Herald,    I  but  obeyM  my  ciders. 
At  the  same  peril  if  refused,  as  now 
IncurrM  by  my  obedience. 

Sard,    So,  there  are 
New  monarchs   of  an  honr^   growth  as 

despotic 
As  sovereigns  swathed  in  purple ,  and  en- 
throned 
From  birth  to  manhood! 

Herald,    My  life  waits  your  breath. 
Yours  (I  speak  humbly)  —  but  it  may  be— 

yours 
May  also  be  in  danger  scarce  less  imminent: 
Would  it  then  suit  the  last  hours  of  a  line 
Such  as  is  that  of  Mimrod,  to  destroy 
A  peaceful  herald,  unarmed,  in  his  office; 
And  violate  not  only  all  that  man 
Holds  sacred  between  man  and  man_but  that 
More  holy  tie  which  links  us  with  the  gods? 

Sard,    He's  right.  ~  Let  him  go  free.  — 
My  life's  last  act 
Shall  not  be  one  of  wrath.  Here,  fellow,  take 
[Givea  him  a  golden  cup  from  a 
UMe  near. 
This  ffolden  goblet,  let  It  hold  your  wlae, 
And  uink  of  me;  or  melt  it  into  ingots. 
And  think  of  nodiing  but  their  weight  and 
value. 

Hwrald,    1  thank  yon  doubly  for  my  life, 
and  this 
Most  gorgeous  gift,  which  tenders  it  more 

precious. 
Bat  must  I  bear  no  answer  ? 

Sard,    Yes,— I  ask 
An  hour's  truce  to  consider. 

Herald.    But  an  hour's? 

Sard.    An  hour's:  if  at  the  eipiratlon  of 
That  time  your  masters  hear  no  farther 

from  me. 
They  are  to  deem  that  I  reject  their  terms. 
And  act  befittingly. 

Herald,    I  shall  not  fail 
To  be  a  faithful  legate  of  your  pleasure. 

Sard,    And,  hark!  a  word  more. 

Herald,    I  shall  not  forget  it, 
Whate'er  it  be. 

Sard,    Conunend  me  to  Beleiei ; 


And  tell  him,  ere  a  year  eapire*  I  summon 
Him  hence  to  meet  me. 
Herald.    Where? 
Sard,    At  Babylon. 
At  least  from  Uience  he  will  depart  to 
meet  me. 
Herald*    I  shall  obey  you  to  the  letter. 

[Exit  Herald 
Sard.    Pania  I— 
Now,  my  good  Pania!— quick!  with  what 
I  orderM. 
Pania.  My  lord,— the  toldlen  are  already 
charged. 
And,  see !  they  enter. 

[Soldier9  enter ^  and  form  a  Pttt  aboai 
the  Throne, 
Sard.    Higher,  my  good  soldiers, 
And  thicker  yet ;  and  see  that  the  foundation 
Be  such  as  will  not  speedily  exhaust 
its  own  too  subtle  flame ;  nor  yet  be  quench'd 
With  aught  officious  aid  would  bring  to 

quell  it. 
Let  the  throne  form  the  sore  of  It;  I  would 

not 
Leave  that,   save   fraught   with   fire  on- 

quenchable. 
To  the  new  comers.  Frame  the  whole  as  If 
*Twere  to  enkindle  the  strong  tower  of  our 
Inveterate  enemies.  Now  it  l^ars  an  aspect! 
How  say  you,  Pania,  will  this  pile  suffice 
For  a  king's  obsequies? 

Pania.    Ay,  for  a  kingdom V. 
I  understand  you  now. 
Sard,    And  blame  me? 
Panto.    No— 
Let  me  but  fire  the  pile  and  share  It  with  you. 
Myrrha.    That  duty  's  mine. 
Pania,    A  woman's! 
Myrrha.     Tis  the  soldier^s 
Part  to  die  for  his  sovereign,  and  why  not 
The  woman's  with  her  lover? 
Pania,    Tis  most  strange! 
Myrrha,    But  not  so  rare,  my  Pania,  as 
thou  think'st  it. 
In  flie  mean  time,  live  thou.— Fhrewell ! 

the  pile 
Is  ready. 

Pania.     I  should   shame  to  leave  my 
sovereign 
With  but  a  single  female  to  partake 
His  death. 

Sard,    Too  many  far  have  heralded 
Me  to  the  dust  already.    Get  thee  hence  \ 
Enrich  thee. 
Pania,    And  live  wretched ! 
Sard,    Think  upon 
Thy  vow ;— *tis  sacred  and  irrevocable. 
Pania,    Since  it  is  so,  farewell. 
Sard.    Search  wdl  m^  chamber. 
Feel  no  remorse  at  bearing  off  tlie  gold  ; 
Remember,  what  you  leave  you  leave  the 

slaves 
Who  slew  me :  and  when  you  have  borne 

away 
All  safe  off  to  your  boats,  blow  one  long  blast 
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Upon  the  trumpet  u  you  qoit  the  palace. 
The  rirer^ti  hrink  is  too  remote,  its  stream 
Too  loud  at  present  to  permit  the  echo 
To  rearh  distinctly  from  its  hank.    Then 

fly,- 

And  as  you  sail,  turn  back ;  hut  still  keep  on 
Your  way  along  the  Euphrates :  if  you  reach 
The  land  of  Paphlagonia,  where  the  queen 
Is  safe  with  my  three  sons  in  Cottars  court. 
Say  what  you  saw  at  parting,  and  request 
That  she  remember  what  I  $aid  at  one 
Parting  more  mournful  Mtili. 
Pania.     That  roval  hand  ! 

ft 

lict  me  then  once  more  press  it  to  my  lips; 
And  these  poor  soldiers  who  throng  round 


yo"i 


and 


Would  fain  die  with  you ! 

[The  Soldiers  and  Pania  throng  round 

Aim,  kissing  his  hand  and  the  hem 

of  his  robe. 
Sard.    My  best!  my  last  friends! 
Lefs  not  unman  each  other— part  at  once: 
All  forewells  should  be  sudden,  when  for 

ever. 
Else  they  make  an  eternity  of  moments. 
And  clog  the  last  sad  lands  of  life  with 

tears. 
Hence,  and  be  happy :  trust  me,  I  am  not 
A~ou>  to  be  pitied;  or  far  more  for  what 
Is  past  than  present;— for  the  future,  Uis 
In  the  hands  of  the  deities,  if  such , 
There  be :  I  shall  know  soon.     Farewell  — 

farewell. 

[Kxcunt  Pania  and  the  Soldiers. 
Myrrha.    lliese  men  were  honest!  it  is 

comfort  still 
That  our  last  looks  shall  be  on  loving  faces. 
Sard.    And  lovely  onei,  my  beautiful! — 

but  hear  me! 
If  at  this  moment,  for  we  now  are  on 
The  brink,  thou  feelst  an  inward  shrinking 

from 
This  leap  through  flame  into  the  future, 

say  it: 
I  shall  not  love  thee  leM ;  nay,  perhaps  more, 
For  yielding  to  thy  nature ;  and  there's  time 
ITet  for  thee  to  escape  hence. 

Myrrha.    Shall  I  light 

One  of  the  torches  which  lie  heapM  beneath 

The  cver>buming  lamp  that  burns  without. 

Before  Baal's  shrine,  in  the  adjoining  hall? 

Sard.    Do  so.     Is  that  thy  answer? 

Myrrha.    Thou  shalt  see.    [Exit  Myrrha. 

Sard,  (solus)    She*s  firm.    My  fathers! 

whom  I  will  rejoin. 
It  may  be,  purified  by  death  from  some 
Of  the  gross  stains  of  too  material  being, 
I  would  not  leave  your  ancient  first  abode 
To  the  defilement  of  usurping  bondmen ; 
If  I  have  not  kept  your  inheritance 
As  ye  bequeath^  it,  this  bright  part  of  it, 
Your  treasure,  your  abode,  yonr  sacred 

relics 
Off  arms,    and  records,  monamentt,   and 

spoils. 


In  which  they  would  have  rereird,  I  bear 

with  me 
To  yon  in  that  absorbing  element. 
Which  most  personifies  the  soul  as  leaving 
The  least  of  matter  unconsnmed  before  ^ 
Its  fiery  workings:  — and  the  light  of  this 
Most  royal  of  funereal  pyres  shall  be 
Not  a  mere  pillar  form'd  of  cloud  and  flame, 
A  beacon  in  the  horizon  for  a  day. 
And  then  a  mount  of  ashes,   but  a  light 
To  lesson  ngef,  rebel  nations,  and 
Voluptuous  princes.      Time  shall  qaeacfa 

full  many 
A  people's  records,  and  a  hero's  acts ; 
Sweep  empire  after  empire,  like  this  first 
Of  empires,  into  nothing ;  but  even  then 
Shall  spare  this  deed  of  mine,  and  hold 

it  up 
A  problem  few  dare  imitate,  and  none 
Despise -hut,  it  may  be,  avoid  the  life 
Which  led  to  such  a  consummation. 

MvKRUA  returns  with  a  lighted  Torch  in  one 
Hand,  and  a  Cup  in  the  other. 

Myrrha.    Lo ! 
IVelit  the  lamp  which  lights  us  to  the  stars. 

Sard.     And  the  cup? 

Myrrha.     Tis  my  country "s  custom  to 
Make  a  libation  to  the  gods. 

Sard.     And  mine 
To  make  libations  amongst  men.    I've  not 
Forgot  the  custom ;  and  although  alone. 
Will  drain  one  draught  in  memory  of  many 
A  joyous  banquet  past. 

[Sardanapalus  takes  the  eup^  and  after 
drinking  and  tinkling  the  reversed 
cup,  as  a  drop  falls,  exdainu — 
And  this  libation 
Is  for  the  excellent  Beleses. 

Myrrha.    Why 
Dwells  thy  mind  ratfier  upon  that  nuin'sname 
Than  on  hit  matn^  in  villany? 

Sard.    The  other 
Is  a  mere  soldier,  a  mere  tool,  b  kind 
Of  human  sword  in  a  friend's  hand;  the 

other 
Is  master-mover  of  hit  warlike  puppet  t 
But  1  dismiss  them  from  my  miad^ — Yet 

pause. 
My  Myrrha !  dost  thou  truly  follow  me. 
Freely  and  fearlessly? 

Myrrha.    And  dost  thou  think 
A  Greek  girl  dare  not  do  for  love,  that  which 
An  Indian  widow  braves  for  custom f 

Sard.    Then 
We  but  await  the  signal. 

Myrrha.     It  is  long 
In  sounding. 

Sard.   Now,  farewell ;  one  latt  embrace. 

Myrrha.      Embrace,   but  not    the  latt; 
there  is  one  more. 

Sard,    True,  the  commingling  fire  will 
mix  our  athet. 

Myrrha.  And  pure  at  it  ray  love  to  tliee, 
thall  they. 
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Forged  from  the  droit  of  earth,  and  earthly 

passion, 
Mix  pale  with  thine.     A  lingle  thought 

yet  irks  me. 
Sard.    Say  it. 
Myrrha.     It  is  that  no  kind  hand  will 

gather 
The  dast  of  both  into  one  am. 

Sard.    The  better: 
Rather  let  them  be  borne  abroad  npon 
The  winds  of  heaTcn,  and  scattered  into  air, 
Than  be  polluted  more  by  human  hands 
Of  slaves  and   traitors;   in   this   blazing 

palace. 
And  its  enormous  walls  of  reeking  mfai, 
Mfe  leave  a  nobler  monument  than  Egypt 
Hath  piled  in  her  brick-mountains,   o'er 

dead  kings. 
Or   ktfie,   for   none  know  whather  those 

proud  piles 
Be  for  their  monarch,  or  their  oz-god  Apis : 
So  much  for  monuments  that  hare  Hnrgottea 
Their  very  rei^rd ! 
Myrrha.    Then  farewell,  thou  earth ! 


And  loveliest  spot  of  earth!  farewell  Ionia! 
Be  thou  still  free  and  beautiful,  and  far 
Aloof  from  desolation !  My  last  prayer 
Was  for  thee,  my  last  thoughts,  save  one, 
were  of  thee ! 
Sard.    And  that? 
Myrrha.    Is  yours. 

[The  tnunpet  of  Pania  sound!*  vdtkinU. 
Sard.    Hark! 
Myrrha.    A'otr  / 
Sard.    Adieu,  Assyria! 
I  loved  thee  well,  my  own,  my  fathersUand, 
And  better  as  my  country  than  my  kingdom. 
I  satiated  thee  with  peace  and  joys ;  and  this 
Is  my  reward!  and  now  I  owe  thee  nothing. 
Not  even  a  grave.         [He  mounts  the  pile. 

Now,  Myrrha! 
Myrrha.    Art  thou  ready? 
Sard.    As  the  torch  in  thy  grasp. 

[Myrrha  fire*  the  pile. 
Myrrha.    ^Tis  fired!   I  come. 

[/is  Myrrha  springs  forward  to  throw 
hirsclf  into  the  flames,  the  Curtain 
falls. 
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A9M1BBBS    THIS 


PRE  PACK 

Tee  following  drama  is  taken  entirely 
from  the  ^*'Cterman''s  Tale^  Kruitsner,'* 
published  many  years  affo  in  ^Lee*s  Can- 
terbury Tales;*  written  ^I  believe)  by  two 
sisters,  of  whom  one  furnished  only  this 
etory  and  another, ,  both  of  which  are  con- 
aidered  superior  to  the  remainder  of  the 
collection.  I  have  adopted  the  characters, 
plan,  and  even  the  language,  of  maay 
parts  of  this  story.  Some  of  the  characters 
are  modified  or  altered,  a  few  of  the  names 
changed,  and  one  character  (Ida  of  Stra- 
lenheim)  added  by  myself:  but  in  the  rest 
the  original  is  chiefly  followed.  When  I 
was  young  (about  fourteen,  I  think)  I  first 
read  this  tale,  which  made  a  deep  impres- 
sion upon  me;  and  may,  indeed,  be  said 
to  contain  the  germ  of  much  that  I  have 
since  written.  I  am  not  sure  that  it  ever 
was  very  popular ;  or  at  any  rate  its  popu- 
larity has  since  been  eclipsed  by  that  of 
other  great  writers  in  the  same  department. 


But  I  have  generally  found  that  those  who 
had  read  it,  agreed  with  me  in  their  esti- 
mate of  the  singular  power  of  mind  and 
conception  which  it  developes.  I  should 
also  add  conception^  ratlier  than  execution  ; 
for  the  story  might,  perhaps,  have  been 
more  developed  with  greater  advantage. 
Amongst  those  whose  opinions  agreed  with 
mine  upon  this  story,  I  could  mention  some 
very  high  names;  but  it  is  not  necessary, 
nor  indeed  of  any  use ;  for  every  6ne  must 
jvdge  according  to  their  own  feelings.  -I 
merely  refer  the  reader  to  the  original  story, 
that  he  may  see  to  what  extent  f  have  bor- 
rowed from  it ;  and  am  not  unwilling  that 
he  should  find  much  greater  pleasure  in 
perusing  it  than  the  drama  which  is  founded 
npon  its  contents. 

I  had  begun  a  drama  upon  this  tale  so 
far  back  as  1815  (the  first  I  ever  attempted, 
except  one  at  thirteen  years  old,  called 
'^  Ulric  and  Hvina,"  which  I  had  sense  enough 
to  bum) ,  and  had  nearly  completed  an  act, 
when  I  was  intermpted  by  circumstances. 
This  is  somewhere  amongst  my  papers  in 
England;  but  as  it  has  not  been  found,  I 
have  re-written  the  first,  and  added  the 
subsequent  acts. 

The  whole  is  neither  intended,  nor  in 
any  shape  adapted,  for  the  stage. 

Fehruaryf  i8is. 
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DRAMATIS   PBRSONiEk 


MEN. 

WmifiKB. 

Ulric. 

Stralenhkui. 

Idbwstkik. 

Gabob. 

Fritz. 

Hknriok. 

Eric 

Arnhbui. 

Mbistbr. 

Rudolph. 

LVDVIO. 


WOfilEN. 

JOBBPHlim. 

Ida  Stbaumubm. 


Scene — partly  on  the  frontier  off  SiJetk, 
and  partljr  in  Siegendorf-Caatle,  near 
Prague. 

Time — the  close  off  the  thirty  yeart*  war. 


ACT    L 

SCENE  l—Tlke  HaU  of  a  decayed  Ptdace 
near  a  tmaU  Town  on  the  northern  frontier 
of  Silesia — the  JSight  tempestuoua. 

Wsrurb  and  Josbphiivb  hi$  wife. 

Josephine.    Mj  love,  be  calmer! 
Werner.    1  am  calm. 
Josephine.    To  mc — 
Yes,  but  not  to  thyself:  thy  pace  is  hurried, 
And  no  one  vallcs  a  chamber  like  to  ouni 
With  steps  like  thine  when  his  heart  is  at 

rest. 
Were  it  a  garden,  I  should  deem  thee  happy. 
And  stepping  with  the  bee  from  flower  to 

flower; 
But  here! 

Werner.    Tis  chill;   the  fapeetry  lets 
through 
The  wind  to  which  it  wares  t  my  blood  is 
froaen. 
Josephine.    Ah,  no! 
Werner  (smtVtn/^).    Why!  wonldsl  thou 

have  it  so? 
Josephine.    I  would 
Have  it  a  health fol  currenl 

Werner,    Let  it  flow 
Until  *tis  spilt  or  checked— how  soon,  I 
care  not. 
Josephine.  And  am  I  nothing  in  thy  heart? 
Werner.    AU-Hdl.  ' 

Josephine.     Then  canst  thou  wish  for 

that  which  must  break  mine  ? 
Werner  (approaching  her  slowly).  But  for 
tAee  I  had  been— no  matter  what. 
But  much  of  good  and  eril ;  what  1  am. 
Thou  knowest;   what  I  might  or  should 

have  been. 
Thou  knowest  not:  but  still  I  love  thee,  nor 
Shall  au^t  divide  us. 

[Werner  waUcs  on  abruptly^  and  then 
approaches  Josephine. 

The  storm  of  the  night. 
Perhaps,  aflects  me;  IVn  a  thing  of  feelings, 
And  have  of  late  been  tickly,  as,  alas! 


Thou  knowst  by  sufferings  more  than  mlae, 

my  love! 
In  watching  me. 

Josephine.    To  see  thee  well  is  mnch — 
To  see  thee  happy — 

Werner.     Where  hast  thou  seen  soch? 
Let  me  be  wretched  with  the  rest ! 

Josephine.     But  think 
How  many  in  this  hour  of  tempest  shiver 
Beneath  the  biting  wind  and  heavy  rain, 
Whose  every  drop  bows  them  down  nearer 

earth, 
Which   hath  no  chamber   for  them  save 

beneath 
Her  surface. 
Werner.    And  that's  not  the  wont:  who 
cares 
For  chambers  ?  rest  is  all.     The  wretches 

whom 
Thou  namest— ay,  the  wind  howls  round 

them,  and 
The  dull  and  dropping  rain  saps  in  their 

bones 
The  creeping  marrow.  I  have  been  a  soldier, 
A  hunter,  and  a  traveller,  and  am 
A  beggar,  and  should  know  the  thing  tfcoa 
talk'st  of. 
Josephine.  And  art  thon  not  nowshelteiM 

from  them  all? 
Werner,    Yes.    And  from  these  alone. 
Josephine.    And  that  is  something. 
Werner.    True — to  a  peasant. 
Josephine.    Should  the  nobly  bom 
Be  thankless  for  that  refuge  which  their 

habits 
Of  early  delicacy  render  more 
Needful  than  to  the  peasant,  when  the  ebh 
Of  fortune  leaves  them  on  the  shoals  of  life? 
M^emer.    It  is  not  that,    thou  knowst  it 
is  not;  we 
Have  borne  all  this,  Pll  nol  say  patiently, 
Except  in  thee~but  we  have  bane  it. 
Josephine.    Well? 

Werner.  Something  bejroad  o«r  nulward 
sufferings  (thongn 
These  were  enoogh  to  gnmw  into  mu  aanb) 
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Hath  stang  me  oft,  and,  more  tban  ever,  now. 
When,  but  for  this  untoward  siclcnetf,  wliich 
Seized  me  upon  this  desolate  frontier,  and 
Hath  wasted  not  alone  my  strength,    but 

means. 
And  leaves  us, — no!  this  is  beyond  me!  — 

but 
For   tiiis  I  had  been  liappy — thou   been 

happy— 
The  splendour  of  my  rank  sustained— my 

name— 
My  father^s  name— been  still  upheld ;  and, 

more 
Than  those— 

JoMcphine  (ahrupily).  My  son— onr  son— 

our  IJlric, 
Been  claspM  again  in  these  long  empty  arms, 
And  all  a  mo  therms  hunger  satisfied. 
Twelve  years!  he  was  but  eight  then: — 

beautiful' 
He  was,  and  beautiful  he  must  be  now. 
My  lllric!  my  adored! 

H'tmer,    1  have  been  fnll  oft 
The  chase  of  fortune;  now  she  hath  o^ertaben 
My  spirit  where  it  cannot  turn  at  bay, — 
Sick,  poor,  and  lonely. 
Joiephine,    Lonely!  my  dear  husband? 
Werner.  Or  worse— involving  all  I  love, 

in  this 
Far  worse  than  solitude.  Alone^  1  had  died, 
And  all  been  over  in  a  nameless  grave. 
Jaeephinc,    And  I  had  not  outlived  thee; 

but  pray  take 
Comfort!    We  have  struggled,  long;    and 

they  who  strive 
With  fortune  win  or  weary  her  at  last, 
So  that  they  find  the  goal,  or  cease  to  feel 
Further.  Take  comfort,— we  shall  find  onr 

boy. 
iremer.    We  were  in  sight  of  him,  of 

every  thing 
Which  could  bring  comfensation  for  past 

sorrow— 
And  to  be  baffled  thus ! 
Joeepkine.    We  are  not  baffled. 
Werner,    Are  we  not  pennyless  ? 
Jaeephine.    We  ne^r  were  wealthy. 
Werner.    But  I  was  bom  to  wealth,  and 

rank,  and  power; 
EiyoyM  them,  loved  them,  and,  alas!  ab- 
used them. 
And  forfeited  them  by  my  father^s  wrath, 
In  my  oVr-fervent  youth;  but  for  the  abuse 
Long  sufferings  have  atoned.    My  father's 

death 
Left  the  path  open,  yet  not  without  snares. 
This  cold  and  creeping  kinsman,  who  so 

long 
Kept  his  eye  on  me,  as  the  snake  upon 
The  fluttering  bird,  hath  ere  this  time  out- 

slept  me, 
Become  the  master  of  my  rights,  and  lord 
Of  that  which  lifts  him  up  to  princes  in 
Dominion  and  domain. 
Jo$epkim9.    Who  knows?  our  ton 


May  have retumM  back  to  his  grandstre,  and 
Even  now  uphold  thy  rights  for  thee? 

Werner,     Tiri  hopelens. 
Since  his  strange  disappearance  from  i^y 

father^s, 
£ntailing,  as  it  were,  my  sins  upon 
Himself,  no  tidings  have  reveaFd  his  course. 
I  parted  with  him  to  his  grandsire,  on 
The  promise  that  his  anger  would  stop  ohort 
Of  the  third  generation,  but  Heaven  seems 
To  claim  her  stem  prerogative,  and  visit 
Upon  my  boy  his  father^s  faults  and  follies. 
JoMephine,    I  must  hope  better  still, — at 

least  we  have  yet 
Baffled  the  long  pursuit  of  Stralcnheim. 
Werner.     We  should  have  done,  but  far 

this  fatal  sickness. 
More  fatal  than  a  mortal  malady, 
Because  it  takes  not  life,  but  life*s  sole  solace: 
Even  now  I  feel  my  spirit  girt  about 
By  the  snares  of  this  avaricious  fiend; — 
How  do  I  know  he  hath  not  tracked  us  here? 
Jotephine.    He  does  not  know  thy  person  f 

and  his  spies. 
Who  so  long  watch'd  thee,  have  been  left 

at  Hamburgh. 
Our  unexpected  journey,  and  this  change 
Of  name,  leaves  all  discovery  far  behind: 
None  hold  us  here  for  aught  save  what  we 


Werner.  Save  what  we  seem!  save  what 
we  are — sick  beggars. 
Even  to  our  veiy  hopes.— Ha!  hat 

Josephine.    Alas ! 
That  bitter  laugh! 

Werner,  Who  would  read  in  this  form 
The  high  soul  of  the  son  of  a  long  line? 
Who,  in  this  garb,  the  heir  of  princely  lands? 
Who,  in  this  sunken,  sickly  eye,  the  pride 
Of  rank  and  ancestry  ?  in  this  worn  cheek. 
And  famine-hollow'd  brow,  the  lord  of  hallsy 
Which  daily  feast  a  thousand  vassals? 

Josephine.    Yon 
PonderM  not  thus  upon  these  worldly  things. 
My  Werner!  when  yon  deign'd  to  choose 

for  bride   . 
The  foreign  daughter  of  a  wandering  exile. 

Werner.      An  exile's  daughter  with  an 

outcast  son 

Were  a  fit  marriage ;  but  I  still  had  hopei 

To  lift  thee  to  the  state  we  both  were  born  for. 

Your  father's  house  was  noble,    though 

decay'd. 
And  worthy  by  its  birth  to  match  with  oan. 

Josephine.    Your  father  did  not  think  so, 
though  *twas  noble; 
But  had  my  birth  been  all  my  claim  to  match 
With  thee,  I  should  have  deem'd  it  what  it  is. 

Werner.  And  what  is  that  in  thine  eyes? 

Josephine.    All  which  it 
Has  done  in  our  behalf,— nothing. 

Werner.     How, — nothing  ? 

Josephine.    Or  worse;  for  it  has  been  a 
canker  in 
Thy  heart  fron  the  beglnaiag ;  bat  for  thii, 
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We  had  not  felt  onr  poyertjr,  or  ai 
Millions  of  myriads  feel  it,  cheerfully; 
But  f(»rthet(e  phantoms  of  thy  feudal  fathers, 
Thou  mi^rhtst  have  earned    thj  bread  as 

thousands  earn  it; 
Or,  if  that  seem   too  humble,    tried   by 

commerce, 
Or  other  civic  means,  to  amend  thy  fortunes. 
Werner  (iranicaily').    And  been  an  Han- 

seatic  burgher  ?  Excellent ! 
Jotephine.     Whatever  thou  oiightst  have 

been,  to  me  thou  art. 
What  no  state,  high  or  low,  can  ever  change. 
My  hearths  iirnt  choice;— which  chose  thee, 

knowing  neither 
Thy  birth,  thy  hopes,  thy  pride;   nought, 

save  thy  sorrows: 
While  they  last,  let  me  comfort  or  divide 

them; 
When  they  end,  let  mine  end  with  them, 

or  thee! 
Werner.    My  better  angel !  such  I  have 

ever  found  thee; 
This  rashness,  or  this  weakness  of  my  temper, 
Ne^r  raised  a  thought  to  injure  thee  or  thine. 
Thou  did  it  not  mar  my  fortunes :  my  own 

nature 
In  youth  was  such  as  to  unmake  an  empire, 
Had  such  been  my  inheritance ;  but  now. 
Chastened,  subdued,  out-worn,  and  taught 

to  know 
Myself,— to  lose  this  for  our  son  and  thee! 
Trust  me,  when,  in  my  two-and-twentieth 

spring 
My  father  barred  me  from  my  father^s  house. 
The  last  sole  scion  of  a  thousand  sires 
l^or  I  was  then  the  last) ,  it  hurt  me  less 
Than  to  behold  my  boy  and  my  boj*s  mother 
Excluded  in  their  innocence  from  what 
My  faults  deserved  exclusion :  although  then 
My  passions  were  all  living  serpents,  and 
Twined  like  the  Grorgon^s  round  me. 

[A  knocking  t«  heard, 
Josephine,    Hark! 
Werner.    A  knocking! 
Josephine.    Who  can  it  be  at  this  lone 

hour?  we  have 
Few  visitors. 

Werner.    And  poverty  hath  none. 
Save  thoee  who  come  to  make  it  poorer  still. 
Well,  I  am  prepared. 

[Werner  puts  his  hand  into  his  bosom 

as  if  to  search  for  some  weapon, 
Josephine.    Oh !  do  not  look  so.     I 
Will  to  the  door,  it  cannot  be  of  import 
In  this  lone  spot  of  wintry  desolation — 
The  werj  desert  saves  man  from  mankind. 

[She  goes  to  the  door. 

Enter  Idbhstbiit. 

Idenst.    A  fair  good  evening  to  my  ffkirer 
hostess 
And  worthy — what's  your  namOt  my  friend? 

Werner,    Are  you 
Not  afraid  to  demand  it? 


Idenst.    Not  afraid  ? 
Egad !  I  am  afraid.    You  look  ••  if 
1  ask'd  for  something  better  than  your  i 
By  the  face  you  put  on  it. 

Werner.     Better,  sir! 

Idenst.  Better  or  worse,  like  matrimony, 
what 
Shall  I  say  more?  You  have  been  a  guest 

this  month 
Here  in  the  Prince's  palace— (to  be  sure. 
His  Highness  had  resigned  it  to  the  ghosts 
And  rats  these  twelve  years— but  *tit  still 

a  palace)  — 
I  say  you  have  been  our  lodger,  and  as  yet 
We  do  not  know  your  name. 

Werner.    My  name  is  Werner. 

Idenst,    A  goodly  nande,  a  very  worthy 
name 
As  e*er  was  gilt  upon  a  trader*!  board; 
I  have  a  cousin  in  the  lazaretto 
Of  Hamburgh,  who  has  got  a  wife  who  bore 
The  same.    He  is  an  officer  of  trust. 
Surgeon's  assistant  (hoping  to  be  surgeon), 
And  has  done  miracles  i'  the  way  of  business. 
Perhaps  you  are  related  to  my  relative  ? 

Werner,    To  yours? 

Josephine,  Oh, yes;  we  are,  but  distantly. 

[Aside  to  Werner. 
Cannot  you  humour  the  dull  goaslp  till 
We  learn  his  purpose? 

Idenst.    Well,  I'kn  glad  of  that; 
I   thought   so   all    along;    tiich  nataral 

yearnings 
Play'd  round  my  heart— blood  it  not  water, 

cousin ; 
And  so  let's  have  some  wine,  and  drink  unto 
Our  better  acquaintance :  relativea  shovld  be 
Friends. 

U  '^emer.  You  appear  to  have  drank  eaoogh 
already. 
And  if  you  had  not,  Tve  no  wine  to  offer, 
Else  it  were  yours ;  but  this  yon  know,  or 

should  know: 
You  see  I  am  poor  and  sick,  and  will  not  see 
That  1  would  be  alone;  but  to  your  business! 
What  brinies  you  here? 

Idenst.  Why,  what  should  brin^  me  here? 

Werner.     1  know  not,   though  I  think 
that  I  could  guess 
That  which  will  send  you  hence. 

Josephine  (^asidc^.  Patience,  dear  Werner! 

Idenst,  You  don't  know  what  has  happen- 
ed, then? 

Josephine,    How  should  we? 

Idenst,    The  river  has  o'erfloVd. 

Josephine,    Alas!  we  have  known 
That  to  our  sorrow,  for  these  five  days ;  since 
It  keeps  us  here. 

Idenst.    But  what  you  douH  know  i«, 
Hiat  a  great  personage,  who  fkin  would  cram 
Against  the  stream,  and  three  poatillioai* 

wishet. 
Is  drown'd  below  the  ford,  with  five  post- 

hones. 
A  monkey,  and  a  mattiff*  and  •  valot 
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Josephine,  Poor  creataret  I  are  yon  sure? 

idenst.    Yea,  of  the  monkey. 
And  the  valet»  and  the  cattle ;  but  an  yet 
We  know  nut  if  his  Excellency  'a  dead 
Or  bo;  your  noblemen  are  hard  ti>  drown, 
As  it  it  fit  that  men  in  officre  should  be ; 
But,  what  is  certainjs,  that  he  has  swallowM 
Enough  of  the  Oder  to    have   burst  two 

peasants ; 
And]oow  a  Saxon  and  Hungarian  traveller. 
Who,  at  their  proper  peril,  snatchM  him  from 
The  whirling  river,  have  sent  on  to  crave 
A  lodging,  or  a  grave,  according  as 
It  may  turn  out  with  the  live  or  dead  body. 

Josephine.    And  where  will  you  reoeive 
him?  here,  1  hope, 
If  we  can  be  of  service— say  the  word. 

Idenst,     Here?  no;  but  in  the  Prince's 
own  apartment. 
As  fits  a  noble  guest:  *tis  damp,  no  doubt, 
Not  having  been  inhabited  these  twelve 

years ; 
But  then  he  comes  from  a  much  damper  place, 
So  scarcely  will  catch  cold  in^  if  he  be 
Still  liable  to  cold  — and  if  not,  why 
He*U  be  worse  lodged  to-morrow ;  neverthe- 
less, 
I  have  ordered  fire  and  all  appliances 
To  be  got  ready  for  the  wont — that  is, 
In  case  he  should  survive. 

Josephine.     Poor  gentleman ! 
I  hope  he  will,  with  all  my  heart. 

Werner,    Intendant, 
Have  you  not  learned  his  name?   My  Jo- 
sephine, [Aside  to  his  wife. 
Retire,  HI  sift  this  fool.      [Exit  Josephine, 

Idenst,     His  name?  oh  Lord ! 
Who  knows  if  he  hath  now  a  name  or  no ; 
^ris  time  enough  to  ask  it  when  he*s  able 
To  give  an  answer,  or  if  not,  to  put 
His  heir's  upon  his  epitaph.     Methought 
J«ftoowyoa  chid  me  for  demanding  names? 

ITenier.    True,  tme,  I  did  io;  yon  say 
well  and  wisely. 

Enter  Gabob. 

€rahor.    If  I  intrude,  I  crave— 
Idenst.    Oh,  no  intrusion ! 
This  is  the  palace ;  this  a  stranger  like 
Yourself;  1  pray  you  make  yoarself  at  hoBM : 
But  Where's  hi8Excellency,andhow  fares  he? 
Go^r.     Wetly  and  wearily,  but  out  of 
peril; 
He  paused  to  cliange  hb  garments  in  aeottage 
(Wliere  I  doiTd  mine  for  these,  and  came 

on  hither). 
And  has  almost  recover'd  from  his  drenching. 
He  will  be  here  anon. 

Idenst,    What  ho,  there !  bustte ! 
WiHioot  there,  Hermap,  Weilburg,  Patw, 
Conrad! 
[Crives  directions  to  difertnt  ser- 
vants who  enter. 
A  nobleman  sleeps  here  to  night>-see  that 
All  is  in  order  in  the  danuuk-chamber — 


Keep  up  the  stove—  I  will  myself  to  the 

cellar  — 
AndMadame  Idenstein(my  consort,stranger,) 
Shall  fnmish  forth  the  bed -apparel;   for. 
To  say  the  truth,  they  are  marvellous  scant 

of  this 
Within  the   palace -precincts,    since   his 

Highness 
Left  it  some  doien  years  ago.    And  then 
His  Excellency  will  sup,  doubtless? 

Gabor.    Faith ! 
I  cannot  tell ;  but  I  should  think  the  pillow 
Would  please  him  better  than  the  table  after 
His  soaking  in  your  river:  but  for  fear 
Your  Yiands  should  be  thrown  away,  1  mean 
To  sup  myself,  and  have  a  friend  without 
Who  will  do  honour  to  your  good  cheer  with 
A  traveller's  appetite. 

Idenst,    But  are  you  sure 
His  Excellency — but  his  name,  what  is  itf 

Gabor,    I  do  not  know. 

Idenst,    And  yet  you  saved  his  life. 

Gabor,    I  help'd  my  friend  to  do  so. 

Idenst,    Well,«  thafto  strange. 
To  save  a  man's  life  whom  you  do  not  know. 

Gdbor,    Not  so;    for  there  are  some  I 
know  so  well 
I  scarce  should  give  myself  the  trouble. 

Idenst.    Pray, 
Good  friend,  and  who  may  yon  be? 

Gabor.    By  my  family, 
Hungarian. 

Idenst.    Whieh  is  caird? 

Crobor,    it  matters  little. 

Idenst,  inside)  I  think  that  all  the  world 
are  grown  anonymous. 
Since  no  one  cares  to  tell  me  what  he's  call'd  I 
Pray,  has  his  Excellency  a  large  suite? 

Gabor.    Sufficient. 

Idenst.    How  many  ? 

Gabor.    I  did  not  count  them. 
We  came  up  by  mere  accident,  and  Just 
In  time  to  drag  him  through  his  carriage- 
window. 

Idenst.    Well,  what  would  I  give  to  save 
agreat  Bun! 
No  doubt  you'll  have  a  iwinging  snai  at 
recompense. 

Gofter.    Perhaps. 

Mensit.  Now,  how  much  do  you  reckon  oaf 

Gabor,  I  have  not  yet  put  up  myself  to  sale: 
Ib  the  inean  time,  ray  best  reward  would  be 
A  glass  of  your  Ilockhehiier,  a  green  glasa, 
Wreathed  with  rich  grapes  and  Bacchanal 

devices, 
O'erfiowlag  irith  the  oldest  of  your  vintage ; 
For  wMdh  I  promise  yon,  ia  case  yon  e'er 
iUa  haaard  of  being  drowa'd  (altliongh 

I  own 
It  aeams,  of  all  deaths,  the  least  likely  for 

you), 
I'll  pnll  yon  out  for  nothing.    Qnick ,  my 

friend. 
And  think,  for  every  bumper  1  shall  quaff* 
A  ware  the  lets  may  roll  abovo  yamr  head. 
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UenH.  (oMe)  I  don't  nineh  like  this 
fellow— cloie  and  dry 
He  teemt ,  two  thiiigi  which  iiait  me  not ; 

howeyer. 
Wine  he  fhall  have ;  if  thnt  nnlocki  him  not, 
I  thall  not  sleep  to-night  for  curiomtj. 

[Exit  IdcRgtein, 

Gdbor  (to  ir^emer).    Thit  matter  of  the 
ceremonief  it 
The  intendant  of  the  palace,  I  preeomef 
*Ti0  a  fine  building,  but  decay M. 

H'emer.    The  apartment 
Designed  for  him  yon  rescued  will  be  found 
In  fitter  order  for  a  sickly  guest. 

Gabor.  I  wonder  then  you  occupied  it  not. 
For  you  seem  delicate  in  health. 

H'emer  {jjuicH'if),  Sir! 

Gabor.    Pray 
Excuse  me:  have  I  said  aught  to  offend  yon? 

W^cmer,    Nothing :  but  we  are  strangers 
to  each  other. 

Gabor.    And  that* s  the  reason  I  would 
hare  us  less  so : 
1  thought  our  bustling  host  without  had 

said 
Yon  were  a  chance-  and  passing-guest,  the 

counterpart 
Of  me  and  my  companions. 

Werner.    Very  true. 

Gabor.    Then ,  as  we  noTor  met  before, 
and  ncTer, 
It  may  be,  may  again  encounter,  why, 
I  thought  to  cheer  up  this  old  dungeon  here 
(At  least  to  me)  by  asking  you  to  share 
The  fare  of  my  companions  and  myself. 

IVemer,  Pray,  pardon  me ;  my  health — 

Gdbor.    Even  as  yon  please. 
I  haTO  been  a  soldier,  and  perhaps  am  blunt 
In  bearing. 

Werner.    I  have  also  serred,  and  can 
Requite  a  soldier's  greeting. 

Gabor.    In  what  serricer 
The  Imperial  f 

Werner  (^iitckly,  and  then  hUerrupiing^ 
Atjn#e(f).  I  commanded — no — ^I  mean 
I  ierred;  but  it  is  many  years  ago. 
When  first  Bohemia  raised  her  banner  'gainst 
The  Austrian. 

Ga6or.    Well,  that's  over  now,  and  peace 
Has  tam'd  some  thoosand  gallant  hearts 

adrift 
To  Uto  as  they  best  may ;  and,  to  aay  tnth, 
Some  take  the  shortest 

Werner.    What  is  that? 

Gabor.    Whato'er 
They  lay  their  hands  oa.    All  Silesia  aad 
Lnsatia's  woods  are  tenanted  by  hands 
Of  the  late  troops,  who  lery  on  the  country 
Their  maintenanoe:  the  Chatelains  mast  keep 
llieir  castle-walls— beyond  them  'tis  bat 

doubtful 
Trarel  for  your  rich  Count  or  full-blown 

Baron. 
My  comfort  is  that,  wander  where  I  may, 
I've  little  left  to  lose  now. 


Werner.    Aad  I — nothing. 

Gabor.  That's  harder  still.  Yoa  i^  yon 
were  a  soldier. 

Werner.    I  was. 

Gabor.  You  look  one  still.  All  soldiers  are 
Or  should  be  comrades,e¥en  though  eaemiea. 
Our  swords  when  drawn  mn«t  cross. 


engines  aim 
(While  leveird)  at  each  other's  hearto; 

but  when 
A  trace,  a  peace,  or  what  yon  will,  remits 
The  steel  into  ito  scabbard,  and  lets  sleep 
The  spark  which  lights  the  matchlock,  we 

are  brethren. 
Yon  are  poor  and  sickly  —  I  am  not  rich 

but  healthy ; 
I  want  for  nothing  which  I  cannot  want; 
You  seem  de?oid  of  this — wilt  share  it? 

[Gabor  ptiUe  out  hie  purte.     i 
Werner.     Who  ^ 

Told  you  I  was  a  begaarf 

Gabor.     You  yourself. 
In  sayina  you  were  a  soldier  during  peace- 
time. 
Werner  (looking  at  him  with  euepieiem). 
You  know  me  not? 

Gabor.    I  know  no  man,  not  erea 
Myself:  how  should  I  then  know  one  I  ae^ 
Beheld  till  half  an  hour  since? 

Werner.    Sir,  I  thank  yon. 
Your  offer  's  noble  were  it  to  a  friend. 
And  not  unkind  as  to  an  unknown  stranger. 
Though  scarcely  prudent;    but  no  less  I 

thank  you. 
I  am  a  beggar  in  all  save  his  trade. 
And  when  I  beg  of  any  one  it  shall  be 
Of  him  who  was  the  first  to  offer  what 
Few  can  obtain  by  asking.    Pardon  me. 

[Exit  Werner. 

Gabor  (tolas).    A  goodly  fellow  by  his 

looks,  though  worn. 

As  most  good  fellows  are,by  pain  or  ploasaie, 

Which  tear  life  out  of  us  before  onr  timet 

I  scarce  know  which  most  quickly;  bat 

he  seems 
To  haye  seen  better  days,  as  who  has  not 
Who    has    seen    yesterday  ?  —  Bat   here 

approaches 
Our  sage  intendant, with  the  wine  ;  homvntf 
For  the  enp's  sake,   I'll  bear  the  ca^ 
bearer. 

Alter  iDBasrani. 

/(least.    Til  here!  the  sapeiaaeahua! 

twenty  years 
Of  age,  if  'tis  a  day. 

QiAor.    Which  epoch  makea 
Young  women  and  old  wiae,  aad  *tlt  gfMt 

pity 
Of  two  such  ezcelleat  things,  iaereaae  of 

years, 
Whieh  still  improTos  the  onoy  should  qpeil 

the  other. 
FUl  Inll-Here'i  to  onr  hoftess-yoar  fidr 

wife.  [TUbet  the  gUui. 
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Uen$t  Fair!- Welt,  I  tnut your  tette  ia 
wine  it  equal 
To  that  you  thew  for  beantj;bnl  I  pledge  jou 
Nererthelesa. 

Cktbor.    Is  not  the  lorely  wonum 
I  met  in  the  adjacent  hall,  who,  with 
An  air,  and  port,  and  eye,  which  would 

have  better 
BeeeemM  this  palace  in  iti  brighteft  days 
(Though  in  a  garb  adapted  to  its  present 
Abandonment),  retumM  my  salutatioa— 
Is  not  the  same  your  spouse? 

iden»t,    I  would  she  were! 
But  you^re  mistaken -that's  the  stranger^ 
wife. 

Qidnir,    And  by  her  aspect  she  arfght  be 
a  prince's : 
Though  time  hath  touched  her  too,   she 

still  retains 
Much  beauty,  and  more  majesty. 

Identt,    And  that 
Is  more  thu  lean  say  for  Bladame  Idenstein, 
At  least  in  beauty:  as  for  majestv, 
She  has  some  of  its  properties  which  might 
Be  spared— but  never  mind! 

Gabor,    I  don't    But  who 
May  be  this  stranger.  He  too  hath  a  bearing 
Above  his  outward  fortunes. 

IdensL    There  I  differ. 
He's  poor  as  Job,  and  not  so  patient;  but 
Who  he  may  be,  or  what,  or  aucht  of  him, 
Eicept  his  name  (and  that  1  only  leam'd 
To-night),  I  know  not 

Gabor.    But  how  came  he  here? 

Mentt.    In  a  most  miserable  old  caleche. 
About  a  month  since,  and  immediately 
Fell  sick,  almost  to  death.  He  should  have 
died. 

Odbw.    Tender  and  true!— but  whyf 

Mcfwt    Why,  what  is  life 
Without  a  living  f  He  has  not  a  stiver. 

Gabor.    In  that  case,  I  much  wonder  that 
a  person 
Of  your  apparent  prudence  should  admit 
Guests  so  forlorn  into  this  noble  mansion. 

idetut.    That's  true;  but  pity,  as  you 

know,  does  make 

One's  heart  commit  these  follies;  and  besides. 

They  had  some  valuables  left  at  that  time, 

Which  paid  their  way  up  to  the   present 

hour, 
And  so  1  thought  they  might  as  well  be 

lodged 
Here  as  at  the  small  tavern ,  and  I  gave 

them 
The  run  of  some  of  the  oldest  palace-rooms. 
They  served  to  air  them,  at  the  least  as  long 
Aa  they  could  pigr  for  fire-wood. 

Gabor.    Poor  souls! 

Idaut.    Ay, 
Exceeding  poor. 

Gabor.    And  yet  uuused  to  poverty, 
If  I  mistake  not.  Whither  were  they  going? 

U€H9t.    O!  Heaven  knows  where,  nnlcis 
to  Heaven  itself. 


Some  days  ago  that  lookM  the  likeliest 

journey 
For  Werner. 

Gabor.    Werner!  1  have  heard  the  name, 
But  it  may  be  a  foign'd  one. 

Iden$t.  Like  enough! 
But  hark !  a  noise  of  wheels  and  voices,  and 
A  blase  of  torrhes  from  without  As  sure 
As  destiny,  his  Excellency  's  come. 
I  must  be  at  my  post:  will  you  not  join  me. 
To  help  him  from  his  carriage,  and  preseat 
Your  humble  duty  at  the  door? 

Gabor.    I  dragg'd  him 
From  out  that  carriage  when   he  would 

have  given 
His  barony  or  county  to  repel 
The  rushing  river  from  his  gurgling  throat. 
He  has  valets  now  enough :  they  stMNl  aloof 

then 
Shaking  their  dripping  ears  upon  the  shore. 
All   roaring,  ^^HelpT"  but  offering  none; 

and  as 
For  dutff  (as  you  call  it)  I  did  mine  f Aeu, 
Now  do  youra.   Hence,  and  bow  and  cringe 

him  here! 
identt.    I  cringe  I— but  I  shall  lose  the 

opportunity- 
Plague  take  it!  he'll  be  here,  aud  I  not  there! 

[Bsit  Idenetein,  haetily. 

Re-euter  Wnaasm. 

Werner  (to  Ataueff ).  I  heard  a  nolfe  of 
wheels  and  voices.    How 
All  sounds  now  jar  me ! 

(Percetvtiig^  Gabor)  Still  here!  Is  he  not 
A  spy  of  my  pursuer's?  His  frank  offer, 
So  suddenly,  and  to  a  stranger,  wore 
The  aspect  of  a  secret  enemy; 
For  friends  are  slow  at  such. 

Gabor.    You  seem  rapt. 
And  yet  the  time  is  not  akin  to  thought. 
These  old  walls  will  be  noisy  soon.    The 

Baron, 
Or  Count  (or  whatsoe'er  this  half-drown'd 

noble 
May  be),  for  whom  this  desolate  village,  and 
Its  lone  inhabitants,  show  more  respect 
Than  did  the  elements,  is  come. 

Idenet.  (^withoul)    This  way— 
This  way,  your  Excellency:  —  have  a  care, 
The  staircase  is  a  little  gloomy,  and 
Somewhat  decay'd ;  but  if  we  had  expected 
So  high  a  guest — pray  take  my  aTm,my  lord ! 

Enter  Stbalbnuxim,  Ibbn stbin,  and  Atlend- 
ante,  partly  hie  own,  and  partly  retainers 
of  the  ifofliatn,  of  which  Idehstbui  ie 
Intendant, 

Stralenh.    Ill  rest  me  here  a  moment 

Idenet.  {to  the  eervanta)   Ho!  a  chair! 
Instantly,  knaves! 

[Stralenheim  eita  down. 

Werner  (aaide).    Tie  he! 

Stralenh.    I'm  better  now. 
Who  are  these  straagen  ? 
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Idetut.    Fleut  j«n,  my  |^od  lord. 
One  Miyf  he  is  no  stranger. 

Werner  {aloud  and  hastilyyiVhomyn  that? 

[Tkey  look  at  him  v4th  Murprise. 

Idenit,    Why,  no  one  fpokc  of  you,  or  to 

you ! — bnt 

Hereof  one  hii  Excellency  raay  be  pleased 

To  recognise.  [Poiniinf^  to  Crabor. 

Gahor.     I  seek  not  to  distnrb 
His  noble  memory. 

Stralenh.    I  apprehend 
This  is  one  of  the  strangers  to  whose  aid 
I  owe  my  rescue.    Is  not  that  the  other? 

[Pointing  to  Werner. 
BIy  state,  when  1  was  succour^,  most  excuse 
My  uncertainty  to  whom  I  owe  so  much. 
Identt,    He!  — no,  my  Lord!  he  rather 
wants  for  rescne 
Than  can  afford  it.    ^is  a  poor  sick  man, 
Trarel-tired,  and  lately  risen  from  a  bed 
From  whence  he  never  drenm'd  to  rise. 

Stralenh.     Methought 
That  there  were  two. 

Gabor,  There  were,  in  company; 
But,  in  the  service  rendered  to  your  lordship, 
I  needs  must  say  bnt  one,  and  he  is  absent 
The  chief  part  of  whatever  aid  was  render^, 
Was  hit:  it  was  his  fortune  to  be  first. 
My  will  was  not  inferior,  but  his  strength 
And  youth  outstripped  me;    therefore  do 

not  waste 
Your  tbaaks  on  me.  I  was  but  a  glad  tecmid 
Unto  a  nobler  principal. 
Stralenh.     Where  is  he? 
An  Attendant.    My  Lord ,  he  tarried  in 
tlM  cottage,  where 
Your  Exoellency  rested  for  an  hour. 
And  said  he  would  be  here  to-morrow. 

Stralenh.     Till 
That  hour  arrives ,  I  can  bnt  offer  thanks. 
And  then — 

Gabor.  I  seek  no  more,  and  scarce  deserve 
So   much.     My    comrade  may  speak   for 
himself. 
Stralenh.     ifxing  hit  eyes  upon  Jremer, 
then  tuide^    It  cannot  be !  and  yet 
he  must  be  looked  to. 
*Tis  twenty  years  since  I  beheld  him  with 
These  eves;  and,  though  my  agents  still 

have  kept 
Thcire  on  him,  policy  has  held  aloof 
My  own  from  his,  not  to  alarm  him  into 
Suspicion  of  my  plan.     Why  did  I  leave 
At  Hamburgh  those  who  would  have  made 

assurance 
If  this  be  he  or  no?  I  thought,  ere  now. 
To  have  been  lord  of  Siegendorf,  and  parted 
In  haste,  though  even  the  elements  appear 
To  fiffht  against  me,  and  this  sudden  flood 
May  keep  nfe  prisoner  here  till  — 

\He  pauaet  and  looke  at  Werner^  then 
re9ume9. 

This  man  must 
Be  watch'd.    If  it  is  he ,  he  is  so  changed, 
His  father,  rising  tron  his  grave  again. 


Would  pafthim  by  nnkaown.  I  most  be  vary; 
An  error  would  spoil  all. 

Identt.    Your  Lordship  seems 
Pensive.  Will  it  not  please  yon  to  pass  oaf 
Stralenh.    Tis  past  fatigue  which  gives 
my  weigh'd-down  spirit 
An  outward  show  of  thought.  I  will  to  rest 
Identt.  The  Princess  chamber  is  prepared, 
with  all 
The  very  furniture  the  Prince  ased  when 
Last  here,  in  its  full  splendour. 

(^Atide).    Somewhat  tatter'd. 
And  devilish  damp ,    but  fine  enougli  by 

torchlight ; 
And  that^s  enough  for  your  right  noble  blood 
Of  twenty  quarterings  upon  a  hatchment ; 
So  let  their  bearer  sleep  *neath  something 

like  one  r 

Now,  a^  he  one  day  will  for  ever  He.  il 

Stralenh   (rising,  and  turning  to  Grofrsr)    " 
Good  night,  good  people!  Sir,  I  trust  to- 
morrow 
Will  find  me  apter  to  requite  your  eervice. 
In  the  meantime,  I  crave  your  company 
A  moment  in  my  chamber. 
Gabor.    I  attend  you. 
Stralenh.  (After  a  few  ttept,  pauttt,  and 

callt  Werner')    Friend! 
Werner.    Sir! 

Identt.  Sir!  Lord— oh.  Lord!  Why  dont 
you  say 
His  Lordship,  or  his  Excel leacy  ?  Pray, 
My  Lord,   excuse  this  poor  man^s  want  of 

breeding: 
He  hath  not  bera  accustom'd  to  admission 
To  such  a  presence. 
Stralenh.  (to  Identt.')  Peace,  intendaat! 
Identt.     Oh ! 
I  am  dumb. 
Straletih.  (to  Werner)    Have  yov  been 

long  here? 
Werner.    Long  ? 
Stralenh.     I  sought 
An  answer,  not  an  echo. 

Werner.    You  may  seek 
Both  from  the  walls.  1  am  not  used  to  answer 
Those  whom  I  know  not. 

Stralenh.    Indeed!  ne>r  the  lets 
You  might  reply  with  courtesy ,  to  what 
Is  ask'd  in  kindness. 

Werner.     When  1  know  it  snch, 
I  will  requite—  that  b,  reply — in  nnisoa. 
Stralenh.    The  intendant  said ,  you  had 
been  detained  by  sickness — 
If  I  could  aid  yon— journeying  the  same  way? 
Werner  (quickly).    I  am  not  jonmeyiag 

the  same  way. 
Stralenh^    How  know  ye 
That,  ere  you  know  my  route? 

Werner.    Because  there  is 
But  one  way  that  the  rich  and  poortenst  tread 
Together.    Yon  diverged  horn  that  dread 

path 
Sone  hours  ago,  and  I  toBM  daya;  heaco- 
forth 


W  B  R  N  E  B. 


511 


Onr  roadf  nmst  lie  ••aiMler,tlioagh  thejr  tendl 
AU.  to  one  home. 

Stralenh,    Yoar  language  10  above 
Yoar  ttation. 

nemer  (bitterly),    !■  it  ? 

Stralenh.    Or,  at  least,  beyond 
Yoor  garb. 

li'emer.  Tit  well  that  it  if  not  beneath  it, 
Afl  sometimes  happens  to  the  better-clad. 
But,  in  a  word,  what  would  you  with  me? 

SlraUnh,  {jiartled)     1? 

Werner.    Yes— you !  Yon  know  me  not, 
and  question  me, 
And  wonder  that  I  answer  not-- not  knowing 
My  inquisitor.  Explain  what  you  would  have. 
And  then  1*11  sasti^fy  yourself,  or  me. 

Siralenh.  1  knew  not  that  you  had  reasons 
for  reserve. 

IFemer.    Many  have  such  s  — Have  you 
none? 

Stralenh,    None  which  can 
Interest  a  mere  stranger. 

Hemer,    Then  forgive 
The  same  unknown  and  humble  stranger,  if 
He  wishes  to  remain  so  to  the  man 
Who  can  have  nought  in  comm«in  with  him. 

Stralenh.    Sir, 
I  will  not  balk   your   humour,    though 

untoward : 
I  only  meant  you  service — but,  good  night! 
latemlant,  show  the  way  I  (to  Otdfor)  Sir, 
you  will  with  me? 
[Kxeunt  StraUnheim  and  AttendantM^ 
Identtein  and  Gabor. 

Werner  (solus) .  *Tis  he !  I  am  taken  in 
the  toils.  Before 
I  quitted  HBmburgh,Giulio,hb  late  steward. 
Informed  me,  that  he  had  obtained  an  order 
From  Brandenburgh*s  elector,  for  the  arrest 
Of  Kruitzner  (such  the  name  I  then  bore), 

when 
I  came  upon  the  frontier ;  the  free  city 
Alone  preserved  my  freedom — till  I  left 
Its  walls— fool  that!  was  to  quit  them  1  But 
I  deemM  this  humble  garb,and  route  obscure, 
Mad  baffled  the  slow  hounds  in  their  pursuit 
V^hat^s  to  be  done?  He  knows  me  not  by 

person; 
Nor  could  aught,  save  the  eye  of  apprehen- 
sion, 
Have  recognised  him,  after  twenty  years. 
We  met  so  rarely  and  so  coldly  in 
Our  youth.  Bat  those  about  him !  Now  I  can 
Divine  the  firankness  of  the  Hungarian,  who. 
No  doubt ,  is  a  mere  tool  and  spy  of  Stra- 

lenheim^s 
To  sound  and  to  secure  me.  Without  means ! 
Sick,    poor — begirt  too  with  the  flooding 

rivers, 
liBkiassable  even  to  the  wealthy,  with 
Ail  the  appliances  which  purchase  modes 
Of  overpowering  peril  with  men^s  lives,— 
How  can  I  hope?  An  hour  ago  methought 
My  state  beyond  despair ;  and  now,  *tis  such, 
TIm  past  seems  paradise.    Another  day. 


And  I^  deteeted,— OB  the  very  eve 
Of  honours,  rights,  and  my  inheritance, 
When  a  few  drops  of  gold  might  save  me  still 
In  favouring  an  escape. 

Bnter  Idekstbui  and  Fbitz  in  eonoeraaHon. 

FritM.    Immediately. 
Idenat.    I  tell  yon,  'tis  impossibla 
Frit%.    It  must 
Be  tried,  however ;  and  if  one  express 
Fail,  you  must  send  on  others,  till  the  answer 
Arrives   from  Frankfort,    from   the  com- 
mandant 
Idenst.    I  will  do  what  I  can. 
Frtt;s.    And  recollect 
To  spare  no  trouble ;  you  will  be  repaid 
Tenfold. 

Idenst,    The  Bar«»n  is  retired  to  rest? 
Fritz.    He  hath  thrown  himself  into  an 
easy  chair 
Beside  the  fire,  and  slumbers;    and  haa 

order'd  pN 

He  may  not  be  disturbed  until  eleven. 
When  he  will  take  himself  to  bed. 

Idenst.    Before 

An  hour  is  past  111  do  my  best  to  serve  him. 

Fritz.    Remember!  [Exit  Fritz. 

Idenst.    The  devil  take  these  great  men ! 

they 

Think  all  things  made  for  them.  Now  here 

must  1 
Rouse   up  some  half  a  doaen   shivering 

vassals 
From  their  scant  pallets,  and,  at  peril  of 
Their  lives,  despatch  them  o'er  the  river 

towards 
Frankfort    Methinks  the  Baron's  own  ex- 
perience 
Some  hours  ago  mi^t  teach  him  fellow- 
feeling  : 
But  no,  *H'e  must"  and  there's  an  end.  How 

now? 
Are  yon  there.  Mynheer  Werner? 

Jl'emer.    You  have  left 
Your  noble  guest  right  quickly. 

IdenMt.    Yes— he's  dozing. 
And  seems  to  like  that  none  should  sleep 

besides. 
Here  is  a  packet  for  the  comnmndant 
Of  Frankfort,  at  all  risks  and  all  expenses; 
But  I  must  not  lose  time :  Crood  night ! 

[Exit  Idenstoin. 
Werner.    "To  Frankfort ! " 
So,  so,  it  thickens !  Ay,  "the  commandant** 
This  tallies  well  with  all  the  prior  steps 
Of  this  cool  calculating  fiend,  who  walks 
Between  me  and  my  father's  house.     No 

doubt 
He  writes  for  a  detachment  to  convey  me 
Into  some  secret  fortress. — Sooner  than 
This  [Werner  looks  around,  and  snatches 
up  a  knife  lying  on  a  table  in  a  recess. 
Now  I  am  master  of  mvself  at  least. 
Hark,— footsteps !    How  do  I  know  that 
Sttalenheim 
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Will  wait  for  eren  the  Aow  of  tiuit  utiiorit j 
Whicli  if  to  OTorfhadow  Qflnrpatinn  ? 
That  he  lOfpeetfl  me  ^  certain.    I^  alone; 
He  with  a  nomeroni  train;  I  wealc;  he 

strong 
In  gold,  in  namheri,  rank,  authority; 
I  namelett,  or  involTing  in  mj  name 
Dettniction,  tili  I  reach  roj  own  domain ; 
He  fnli-blown  with  his  titles,  which  impose 
Still  further  on  these  obscure  petty  burghers 
Than  thej  could  do  elsewhere.  Harlc !  nearer 

sUll! 
Ill  to  the  secret  passage,  which  communi- 
cates 
With  the  — No!  all  is  iileot— 'twas  my 

funcy ! — 
Still  as  the  breathless  interral  between 
The  flash  and  thunder:— I  must  hush  my 

soul 
Amidst  iU  perils.    Yet  I  will  retire. 
To  see  if  still  be  unexplored  the  passage 
I  wot  of:  it  will  senre  me  as  a  den 
Of  sectecy  for  some  hours,  at  the  woiit. 

[If^emer  draw   a  patmd  amd  €xit^ 
elating  it  after  him, 

Bnter  Gabob  ami  JosarauiB. 

Gabar.    Where  is  your  husband  f 
Jotephine.    Here^  I  thought:  I  left  him 
Not  long  since  in  his  chamber.    But  these 

rooms 
Have  many  outlets,  and  he  may  be  gone 
To  accompany  the  intendant. 
Gabor,    Baron  Stralenheim 
Put  many  questions  to  the  intendant  on 
The  subject  of  your  lord,  and,  to  be  plain, 
I  have  my  doubts  if  he  means  well. 

Jotephine.    Alas ! 
What  can  there  be  in  common  with  the 

proud 
And    wealthy   Baron    and    the   unknown 
Werner  f 
Gahor.    That  you  know  best. 
Joecphine.    Or,  if  it  were  so,  how 
Come  you  to  stir  yoorself  in  his  behalf, 
Rather  than  that  of  him  whose  life  you 
saved? 
Oabar.  I  help*d  to  save  him,  as  in  peril ; 
but 
I  did  not  pledge  myself  to  serve  him  in 
Oppression.  I  know  well  these  nobles,  and 
Their  thousand  modes  of  trampling  on  the 

poor. 
I  have  proved  them;  and  my  spirit  boils 

up  when 
I  find  them  practising  against  the  weak  :— 
This  is  my  onlr  motive. 

Josephine.    It  would  be 
Not  easy  to  persuade  my  consort  of 
Your  good  intentions. 

Gabor,    Is  he  so  suspicions  f 
Jo9cphine,    He  was  not  once;  bat  time 
and  troubles  have 
Made  him  what  you  beheld. 
Go6or.    I^  sorry  for  it 


Suspicion  Is  a  heavy  annour,  aad 
With  its  own  weight  impedea  more 

protects. 
Good  night.    I  trust  to  meet  with  him  at 

daybreak.  [Ksit 

Re-enter  InsiiSTBiif  and  aome 

JosBPHiiiB  rettres  i^  the  MialL 

Firet  PeaMont,    But  if  I*m  drowaMT 

MeMt,    Why,  yonUl  be  well  paid  fort. 
And  have  risked  more  than  drowning  for  as 

much, 
I  doubt  not. 

Second    Peaeamt.     But  our   wItm  aad 
families  f 

Identt,    Cannot  be  worse  off  than  they 
are,  and  wbkj 
Be  better. 

7^'rd  PcfMOfit.  I  have  neither,  and  will 
venture. 

idenet.    That**  right.    A  gallant  caries 
and  fit  to  be 
A  soldier.    1*11  promote  you  to  the  ranks 
In  the  Prince's  body-guard — if  you  succeedt 
And  you  shall  have  besides  in  sparkling  coin 
Two  thalers. 

T%ird  Peasant,    No  moref 

Edenet,    Out  upon  your  avarice! 
Can  that  low  vice  alloy  so  much  ambitloaf 
I  tell  thee,  fellow,  that  two  thalera  in 
Small  change  will  subdivide  into  a  treasare. 
Do  not  five  hundred  thousand  heroes  daily 
Risk  lives  and  souls  for  the  tithe  af  ant 

thaler  T 
When  had  yoa  half  the  snmt 

Third  Peasant,    Never — but  ne*er 
The  less  1  must  have  three. 

Idenet,    Have  you  forgot 
Whose  vassal  you  were  bom,  knave  f 

nird  Peaeani,    No-  the  Prince's, 
And  not  the  stranger's. 

Idcnst,    Sirrah !  in  the  Prince^ 
Absence,  I'm  sovereign ;  and  the  Baron  is 
My  intimate  connexion  u-'*Consin  Idenstein! 
(Quoth  he)  you'll  order  out  a  dosen  villains." 
And  so,  you  villains,  troop^march — march, 

I  say : 
And  if  a  single  dog's  ear  of  this  packet 
Be  sprinkled  by  the  Oder— look  to  it! 
For  every  page  of  paper,  shall  a  hide 
Of  yours  be  stretch'd  as  parchment  on  a 

drum. 
Like  Ziska's  skin,  to  beat  alarm  to  all 
Refractonr  vassals,  who  can  not  effect 
Impossibilities— Away,  ye  earth- woims! 

[Exit,  driving  ikem  oni, 

Joeephine  (eeming  forwoard),  I  fida  would 
shun  these  scenes,  too  oft  repeated, 
Of  fendal  trranny  o'er  petty  Tictiou; 
I  cannot  aid,  aad  will  not  witness  aach. 
Even  here,  in  this  remote,  vnnamed,  dull 

spot. 
The  dinraiest  in  the  districi*^  map,  caiit 
The  insolence  of  wealth  in  poverty 
O'er  MOMtUBg  poorer  fliU-tiiaprideof  rank 
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In  servitade,    o*ei  tomething  itill  more 

•en  lie; 
And  vice  in  misery  affecting  ftill 
A  tattered  splendour.  What  a  state  of  being! 
In  Tuscany,  my  own  dear  sunny  land. 
Our  nobles  were  but  citizens  and  merchants. 
Like  Cosmo.     We  had  evils,  but  not  such 
As  these;    and  our  all-ripe  and  gushing 

valleys 
Made  poverty  more  cheerful,where  each  herb 
Was  in  itself  a  meal,  and  every  vine 
Rained,    as  it  were,  the  beverage  which 

makes  glad 
The  heart  of  man;  and  the  ne'er unfelt sun 
(But  rarely  clouded,  and,    when  clouded, 

leaving 
His  warmth  behind  in  memorv  of  his  beams) 
Makes  the  worn  mantle,  and  the  thin  robe, 

less 
Oppressive   than    an    emperor's    jewell'd 

purple. 
But,  here !  the  despots  of  the  north  appear 
To  imitate  the  ice-wind  of  their  clime, 
Searching   the   shivering  vassal   through 

his  rags. 
To  wring  his  soul— as  the  bleak  elements 
His   form.    And  'tis  to  be  amongst  these 

sovereigns 
My  husband  pants !  and  such  his  pride  of 

birth- 
That  twenty  j^ears  of  usage,  sueh  as  no 
Father,  born  in  a  humble  state,  could  nerve 
His  soul  to  persecute  a  son  withal. 
Hath  changed  no  atom  of  his  early  nature; 
But  I,  born  nobly  also,  from  my  father's 
Kindness  was  taught   a  different  lesson. 

Father! 
May   thy   long-tried  and   now   rewarded 

spirit 
Look  down  on  us  and  our  so  long  desired 
Ulric !  I  love  my  son,  as  thou  didst  me ! 
What's  that?  Thou,  Werner!  can  it  be f 

and  thus. 

Enter  WnmiiaB  hoitily,  with  the  knife  in  hie 
hand,  by  the  eecret  panuel^  which  he  eloeee 
hurriedly  after  him. 

Werner  (not  at  firet  reeognieinr  her). 
Discovered!  then  I'll  stab  -  (reeo^istn^  Aer) 

Ah!  Josephine, 
Why  art  thou  not  at  rest? 

Joeephine.    What  rest  ?  My  God ! 
What  doth  this  mean  ? 

tf^emer    (ehowing  a  rmdeoM).      Here's 
gM-'gold,  Josephine, 
Will  rescue  us  from  this  detested  dungeon. 
Joeephine.  And  how  obtain'd^—that  knife! 
iVemer.    Tis  bloodies— 3fet. 
Away — we  most  to  our  chamber. 
Joeephine.    But  whence  comest  thoa? 
M^emer.  Ask  not!  but  let  us  think  where 
we  shall  go— 
This — this  will  make  as  way — (jdunoing 
thegoid)-- 

rufit 


Joeq^ine.    1  dare  not  think  thee  guilty 

of  dishonour. 
Werner.,    Dishonour! 
Josephine.    I  have  said  ii. 
Werner.    Let  us  hence  t 
'TIS  the  last  night,  I  trust,  that  we  need 
pass  here. 
Joeephine.    And  not  the  worst,  I  hope. 
Werner,    Hope!  I  make  sure. 
But  let  us  to  our  chamber. 

Josephine.    Yet  one  question — 
What  hast  thou  done? 

Werner  (fiercely).  Left  one  thing  undang, 

which 

Had  made  all  well :  let  me  not  think  of  it! 

Away ! 

Joeephine.    Alas,  that  I  should  doubt  of 

thee!  [RxemU. 


ACT    II. 

SCENE  L-^A  IlaU  in  the  same  Palace. 

Enter  iDavsTanr  and  Others. 

Idenst.      Fine  doings!    goodly    doings! 
honest  doings! 
A  baron  pillaged  in  a  prince's  palace ! 
Where,  till  this  hour,  such  a  sin  ne'er  was 
heard  of. 
Fritz.    It  hardly  could,  unless  the  rate 
dospoird 
The  mice  of  a  few  shreds  of  tapestry. 
Idenst.    Oh !  that  I  e'er  should  live  to 
see  this  day ! 
The  honour  of  our  city's  gone  for  ever. 
Fritz.    Well,  but  now  to  discover  the 
delinquent : 
The  Baron  is  determined  not  to  lose 
This  sum  without  a  search. 
Idenst.    And  so  am  I. 
Fritz.    But  whom  do  yon  suspect? 
Idenst.    Suspect!  all  people 
Without  -within — above*- below — Heaven 
help  me! 
Fritz.    Is  there  no  other  entrance  to  the 

chamber? 
Idenst,    None  whatsoever. 
Fritz.    Are  you  sure  of  that? 
Idenst.  Certain.  I  have  lived  and  served 
here  since  my  birth. 
And  if  there  were  such,  most  have  heard 
of  such,  ' 

Or  seen  it 

Frtts.    Then  it  must  be  tome  one  who 
Had  access  to  the  antechamber. 
Idenst.    Doubtless. 

Fritz.    The  man  call'd  Werner  *8  poor! 
Idenst.,   Poor  as  a  miser. 
But  lodged  so  far  off,  in  tfie  other  wing. 
By  which  there's  no  communication  with 
The  Baron's  chamber,  that  it  can't  be  het 
Besides,  I  bade  him  ''good  night "  in  the  hall. 
Almost  a  mile  off,  and  which  only  leads 
To  hii  own  apartiBeat,  abont  the  taaw  tme 
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When  this  burglarious,  larcenous  felony 
Appears  to  have  been  committed. 

Fritz.    There's  another— 
The  iftranger  - 
,     Idetut.    The  Hungarian? 

fVits.    He  who  h^p^d 
To  fish  the  Baron  from  the  Oder. 

Idcnst.     Mot 
Unlikely,  lint,  hold— might  it  not  have  been 
One  of  the  suite  ? 

Fritz.    How?  We,  Sir! 

Idenst.    No— not  you. 
Hut  some  of  the  inferior  knaves.    Yoa  saj 
The  Baron  was  asleep  in  the  g^reat  chair — 
The  velvet  chair — in  his  embroidered  night- 
gown; 
His  toilet  spread  before  him,  and  upon  it 
A  cabinet  with  letters,  papers,  and 
Several  rouleaux  of  gold ;  of  which  one  only 
Has  disappear^:  — the  door  unbolted,  with 
No  difficult  access  to  any. 

Fritz.     Good  Sir, 
Be  not  so  quick  ;  the  honour  of  the  corps, 
Which    forms    the  Baron's    household,  's 

unimpeach'd. 
From  steward  to  scullion,  save  in  the  fair 

way 
Of  peculation ;  such  as  in  accompts, 
Weights,  meaciures,  larder,  cellar,  buttery. 
Where  all  men  take  their  prey ;  as  also  m 
Postage  of  letters,  gathering  of  rents. 
Purveying  feasts,  and  understanding  with 
The  honest  trades  who  furnish  noble  masters: 
But  for  your  petty,    picking,   downright 

thievery. 
We  scorn  it  as  we  do  board-wages:  then 
Had  one  of  our  folks  done  it,  he  would  not 
Have  been  so  poor  a  spirit  as  to  hazard 
His  neck  for  one  rouleau,  but  have  swoopM 

all; 
Also  the  cabinet,  if  portable. 

Idenst.    There  is  some  sense  in  that— 

Fritz.    No,  Sir;  be  sure 
*Twaf  none  of  our  corps ;  but  some  petty, 

trivial 
Picker  and  stealer,  without  art  or  gcnins. 
The  only  question  is— Wlioelseconld  have 
Access,  save  the  Hungarian  and  yourself? 

Idenst,    Yon  don't  mean  me  ? 

Fritz.    No,  Sir;  1  honour  more 
Your  talents — 

Idenst.    And  my  principles,  I  hope. 

Fritz.     Of  course.     But  to  the  point: 
What's  to  be  done? 

Idenst,  Nothing— but  there's  a  good  deal 
to  be  said. 
Well  offer  a  reward;  move  heaven  and 

earth, 
And  the  police  (though  there's  none  nearer 

than 
Frankfort) ;  post  notices  in  manuscript 
(For  we've  no  printer) ;  and  set  by  my  clerk 
To  read  them  (for  few  can,  save  he  and  1). 
Well  send  out  villains  to  strip  beggars,  and 
Search  empty  pockets ;  abo,  to  arrest 


All  gipsies,    and  Ill-clothed   and  fallov 

people. 
Prisoners  well  have  at  least,  If  not  the 

culprit ; 
And  for  the  Baron's  gold— if  *tis  not  fMind, 
At  least  he  shall  have  the  full  satitffactioa 
Of  melting  twice  its  substance  ia  the  raising 
I'he  ghost  of  this  rouleau.  Here's  aldiyny 
For  your  Lord's  losses ! 

Fritz.    He  hath  found  a  better. 

Idenst.    Where? 

Fritz.    In  a  most  immense  inheritance. 
Hie   late   Count  Siegendorf,    hii    distant 

kinsman. 
Is  dead  near  Prague,  in  his  cattle,  and  ray 

Lord 
Is  on  his  way  to  take  possession. 

Idenst.    Was  there  no  heir? 

Fritz.    Oh,  yes ;  but  he  has  ditappear'd 
Long  from  the  worlds  eye,  and  perhaps 

the  world. 
A  prodigal  son,  beneath  his  father's  baa 
For  the  last  twenty  years ;  for  whom  his  sirs 
Refused  to  kill  the  fatted  calf;  attd,therefiire, 
If  living,  he  must  chew  the  husks  still.  Bat 
The  Baron  would  find  means  to  silence  hira. 
Were  he  to  re-appear :  he's  politic. 
And  has  much  influence  with  a   certain 
court. 

Idenst.    He's  fortunate. 

Fritz.    ^TIb  true,  there  is  a  grandfaa. 
Whom  the  late  Count  reclalm'd  fram  hif 

son's  hands, 
And  educated  as  his  heir ;  hot  then 
His  birth  is  doubtful. 

Idenst.    How  so? 

Fritz.  His  sire  made 
A  left-handJove,iniprudent  sort  of  marriage, 
With  an  Italian  exile's  dark-eyed  daughter: 
Noble,  they  say,  too;  but  no  match  fbrsvch 
A  house  as  SiegendorTs.  The  grandsire  ill 
Could  brook  the  alliance ;  and  could  neler 

be  brought 
To  see  the  parents,  though  he  took  the  en. 

Idenst.  If  he's  a  lad  of  mettle,  he  may  vet 
Dispute  your  claim,  and  weare  a  web  that 

may 
Puxzle  your  Baron  to  unravel. 

Fritz.     Why, 
For  mettle,  he  has  quite  enough ;  they  Sij, 
He  forms  a  happy  mixture  of  his  eire 
And  gnm<'*i'c'*  qualities, — imnetnoai  as 
The  former,  and  deep  as  the  latter;  hat 
Tlie  strangest  is,  that  he  too  disappear^ 
Some  months  ago. 

Idenst.    The  devil  he  did ! 

Fritz.    Whr,  yes ; 
It  must  have  oeen  at  his  mggestloD,  at 
An  hour  so  critical  as  was  tfie  era 
Of  the  old  nmn's  death,  iHiose  heart  waa 
broken  bv  it. 

Idenst.    Was  there  no  cante  attiga'd? 

Fritz.    Plenty,  no  doubt. 
And  none  perhaps  the  true  one.  Some  a  verr'd 
It  was  to  seek  his  paroats;  tooM,  becaase 
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file  old  man  held  hlfl  •pirtt  In  to  ftrictly 
(But  that  GOuld  fcarce  bo,  for  he  doted  on 

him); 
A  third  believed  he  wiihM  to  serre  in  war, 
Bat  peace  being  made  soon  after  his  de- 
parture, 
Ho  might  have  since  leturnM,  were  that 

the  motiTe; 
A  fourth  set  charitably  have  surmised, 
As  there  was  something  strange  and  my- 
stic in  him, 
That  in  the  wild  exuberance  of  his  nature. 
He  had  join'd  the  black  bands,  who  lay 

waste  Lusatia, 
The  mountains  of  Bohemia  and  Silesia, 
Since  the  last  years  of  war  had  dwindled 

into 
A  kind  of  general  condottiero-system 
Of  bandit-warfare;  each  troop  with  its  chief. 
And  all  against  mankind. 

Idenst,    That  cannot  be. 
A  young  heir,  bred  to  wealth  and  luxury. 
To  risk  his  life  and  honours  with  disbanded 
Soldiers  and  desperadoes ! 

Fritz,    Heaven  best  knows! 
But  there  are  human  natures  so  allied 
Unto  the  savage  love  of  enterprise. 
That  they  will  seek  for  peril  as  a  pleasure. 
iVe  heard  that  nothing  can  reclaim  your 

Indian, 
Or  tame  the  tiffer,  though  their  infancy 
Were  fed  on  milk  and  honey.     After  all, 
Your  Wallenstein,  your  Tilly  and  Gustavus, 
Your  Bonier,    and  your  Torstenson  and 

Weimar, 
Were  but  tlie  same  thing  upon  a  grand  seale; 
And  now  that  they  are  gone,  and  peace 

proclaimed, 
Th^y  who  would  follow  the  same  pastime 

must 
Pursue  it  on  their  own  aceount  Here  comes 
Hie  Baron,  and  the  Saxon  stranger,  who 
Was  his  chief  aid  in  yesterday's  escape. 
But  did  not  leave  the  cottage  by  the  Oder 
Until  this  morning. 

Enter  SraALBiiRaix  and  Uleio. 

Straleuk.    Since  you  have  refused 
All  compensation,  gentle  stranger,  save 
Inadequate  thanks,  you  almost  check  even 

them. 
Making  me  feel  the  worthlessness  of  words. 
And  blush  at  my  own  barren  gratitude, 
Th^  seem  so  niggardly,  compared  with 

what 
Your  courteous  courage  did  in  my  behalf. 
Ulric.    I  pray  you  press  the  tnenw  no 

further. 
Stralenh,    But 
Can  I  not  serve  you?  You  are  young,  and  of 
That  mould  which  throws  out  heroes;  fair 

in  favour; 
Brave,  I  know,  by  mylivinenowtosayso, 
Aady  doubtlessly,  with  sudi  a  form  and 

heart. 


Would  look  into  the  fiery  eyes  of  war^ 

As  ardently  for  glory  as  you  dared 

An  obscure  death   to   save  an    anknava 

stranger 
In  an  as  perilous  but  opposite  element. 
Yon  are  made  for  the  service :  I  have  serve^  • 
Have  rank  by  birth  and  soldiership,  and 

friends. 
Who  shall  be  yours.  Tis  true,  this  panib 

of  peace 
Favours  such  views  at  present  scantily; 
But  'twill  not  last,  men's  spirits  are  tod 

stirring; 
And,  after  thirty  years  of  conflict,  peace 
Is  but  a  petty  war,  as  the  times  show  us 
In  every  forest,  or  a  mere  arm'd  truee. 
War  will  reclaim  his  own;  and,   in  the 

meantime. 
You  might  obtain  a  post,  which   would 

ensure 
A  hi^er  soon,  and,  by  my  influence,  fail  not 
To  rise.  I  speak  of  Brandcnburgh,  wherein 
I  stand  well  with  the  elector;  in  Bohemia, 
Like  ^ou,  I  am  a  stranger,  anid  we  are  now 
Upon  its  frontier. 

Ulric.    You  perceive  my  garb 
Is  Saxon,  and  of  course  my  service  due 
To  my  own  sovereign.    If  1  must  decline 
Your  offer,  'tis  with  the  same  feeling  whieh 
Induced  it. 

Stralenh.^  Why,  this  is  mere  usury  I 
I  owe  my  life  to  you,  and  you  refuse 
The  acquittance  of  the  intereiit  of  the  debt, 
To  heap  more  obligations  on  me,  till 
I  bow  beneath  them. 

Ulric,    You  shall  say  so  when 
I  claim  the  payment. 

Stralenh,  WeU,  Sir,  since  you  will  not— 
You  are  nobly  bom? 

Uhrie.    I've  heard  my  kinsmen  say  so. 

Stralenh,    Your  actions  show  ft.    Might 
I  ask  your  name? 

Ulric,    Ulric. 

Stralenh.    Your  house's? 

Ulric,    When  I'm  worthy  of  it, 
I'll  answer  you. 

Strglemh.    (aeide')     Most    probably    an 
Austnan, 
Whom  these  unsettled  times  forbid  to  boast 
His  lineage  on  these  wild  and  dangerous 

frontiers. 
Where  the  name  of  his  country  is  nbhorr'd. 
[Aloud  to  Frits  and  IdenMtein, 
So,  Sirs!  how  have  ye  sped  in  your  re- 
searches? 

IdenH.  Indifferent  weU,  your  Excellency. 

Stralenh,    Then 
I  am  to  deem  the  plunderer  is  caught? 

Idemt,    Humph!— no^  exactly. 

Straienh.    Or  at  least  suspected? 

Idenst,  Oh !  for  that  matter,  very  much 
suspected. 

Stralenh.    Who  may  he  be? 

Idenet,    Why,  don't  you  know,  my  Lord? 

Straktth.  Howihouldl?  IwaslMailoef. 
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idefut.    Aid  to 
Wfis  i,  and  tliBt*t  the  caaM  1  know  no  more 
Than  dom  jour  Excellency. 

Stralenk,    Dolt ! 

Idenwt.    Why,  if 
■Yonr  Lordthip,  being  robb*d,  don*l  recognise 
The  rogne ;  how  shonld  I,  not  being  robbed, 

identify 
The  thief  among  §o  manyf   In  the  crowd. 
May  it  please  your  Excellency,  yonr  thief 

looks 
Exactly  like  the  rest,  or  rather  betters 
*Tiii  only  at  the  bar  and  in  the  dnngeon 
That  wise  men  know  yonr  felon  by  his 

features; 
But  ril  engage,  that  if  seen  there  bnt  once, 
Whether  he  be  found  criminal  or  no, 
His  face  shall  be  so. 

Stralenk,  (to  Fritz)   Prithee,  Friti,  in- 
form me 
What  hath  been  done  to  trace  the  fellow  f 

Fritz,    Faith! 
My  Lord,  not  much  as  yet,  except  con jectnre. 

Siralenk.      Besides    the  loss   (which,  I 
must  own,  affects  me 
Just  now  materially),  I  needs  would  find 
The  yillain  oat  of  public  motives;  for 
So  dexterous  a  spoiler,  who  could  creep 
Through  mr    attendants,    and    to  many 

peopled 
And  lighted  chambers,  on  my  rest,  and 

snatch 
The  gold  before  my  ecarce  closed  eyes, 

would  soon 
Leave  bare  your  borough,  Sir  Litendant! 

Identt.    Trae ; 
If  there  went  aught  to  carry  off,  my  Lord. 

r/rte.     What  is  all  thisf 

Straienh,  You  joined  us  but  this  morning. 
And  have  not  heard  that  I  was  robb*d  last 
niijht. 

Vlric.    Some  rumour  of  it  reachM  me  as 
I  passed 
The  enter  chambers  of  the  palace,  but 
I  know  no  further. 

Stralenh,    It  is  a  strange  basinets: 
The  intendant  can  inform  yon  of  Uie  fiuts. 

Ideiut.    Most  willingly.    Toa  see — 

Strahnk.  (impatientlyy   Defer  yonr  tale, 
nil  certain  of  the  hearer^  patience. 

Idemt.    That 
Can  only  be  approved  by  proofs.  Toa  see 

Stralwh,   (again  interrupting  AtN^   and 
addreMiing  Uhie) 
In  short,  I  was  asleep  apon  a  chair. 
My  cabinet  before  me,  with  some  gold 
Upon  it  (more  than  I  much  like  to  lose, 
Thongh  in  part  onlv) :  someingenioas  person 
Contrived  to  glide  through  all  my  own 

attendants, 
Besides  those  of  the  place,  and  bore  away 
An  hundred  golden  ducats,  which  to  find 
I  would  be  fain,  and  there^s  an  end ;  perhaps 
Toa  (as  I  still  am  rather  faint)  would  add 
T9  jttUndMjH  great  obligatioB  thia, 


Thongh  slighter,  yet  not  alight,  t0  aid 

these  men 
(Who  seem  but  lukewarm)  inreeoveriagitf 
Utrie,    Most  willingly,  and  withoot  lose 

of  time  — 
(To  Identtein).    Come  hither,  Mvaheer! 

identt.    But  so  much  haste  boiMa 
Right  little  speed,  and— 

Ulric.    Standing  motionlese. 
None ;  so  let's  march,  well  talk  an  we  go  ea. 
Idcnut,     But — 
Ulrie.     Show   the   spot,   and    then  111 

answer  yon. 
Fritz.    1  will.  Sir,  with  hia  Exmllew7> 

leave. 
Strmienh.    Do  to,  and  take  yon  old  an 

with  you. 
Fritz.  Hence ! 
Ulrie.  Come  on,  old  oracle,  eipoand  thj 

riddle ! 

[Exit  with  Idenetein  and  Fritt. 
Stndenk.   (mHus)    A  stalwart,    actiTS, 

soldier-looking  stripling. 
Handsome  as  Hercules  ere  his  first  labour, 
And  with  a  brow  of  thought  beyond  his  yean 
When  in  repose,  till  his  eye  kindles  ap 
In  answering  years.  I  wish  I  could  engage 

him; 
I  have  need  of  some  such  spirits  near  me  new, 
For  this  inheritance  is  worth  a  straggle. 
And  though  I  am  not  the  man  to  yield 

without  one. 
Neither  are  they  who  now  rise  up  between  aw 
And  my  desire.    The  Boy ,  they  say,  >  a 

bold  one; 
Bat  he  hath  play*d  the  truant  in  some  hoar 
Of  freakish  folly,  leaving  fortune  to 
Champion  hb  claims:    that's   well.    The 

fatuer,  whom 
For  years  Tve  tracked ,  as  does  the  blood- 

hoond,  never 
In  sight,  but  constantly  in  scent,  had  pat  me 
To  fault,  bat  here  I  have  him,  and  thatli 

better. 
It  must  be  Ae  /  All  circumstance  pvoelaims  It; 
And  careless  voices,  knowing  not  thecaam 
Of  my  inquiries,  still  confirm  it— Yes! 
The  man,  his  bearing,  and  the  mystaiy 
Of  hb  arrival  aad  the  time ;  the  aecenatieo, 
The  intendant  gave  (for  I  have  net  hdidld 

her) 
Of  his  wife's  dignified  bat  foreign  aapeet: 
Besides  the  antipathy  with  which  we  met. 
As  makes  and  liont  ahrink  back  fkmn  aadi 

other 
By  secret  instinct  that  both  mnit  he  foes 
Deadly, without  being  natural  prey  to  either; 
All — all — confirm  it  to  my  mind :  however. 
Well  grapple,  ne'erthelem.  In  a  few  hoars 
The  oraer  comes  firom  Frankfort,  If  diem 

waters 
Rise  not  the  higher(and  the  weather  favean 
Their  qaick  abatement),  and  TU  have  him 

mfe 
Within  a  dnngeon,  when  he 


Bia  rwl  BrtatBurf  iwiih(  and 

ham  done. 
Should  he  prora  other  than  1 1 

robbery 
(Sate  for  the  actuRl  loti),   h 
He'f    poor,    MnA    llul'a    raa; 

italinovii. 
And  that*!  defenceleMr — tnia 

or  ^ill ,  bat  whit  hath  ha 
Were  he  n  m*n  iadiRereiit  t 
In  other  bearing*,  I  ihonld 
The  iDcnlpslion  on  the  H( 
Hath  (omething  which  I  lik 
Of  all  around,  except  the 
The  Prince'a  honiehold  a 


ll 

m 


Mekron 
-I    haTi 


Enter  GU 
Priel 
Oobor.     Ai  tha«e  wb 
where,  when  thx,j 
Have  tnpp'd  and  alDinber'd, 

And  yoQ,  my  Lordf 

SlraUiik.     Better  in  retl  than  pwMi 
Mine  inn  ii  like  to  cMt  me  dear. 

Gabar.     I  heard 
or  yomr  late  ioMi  bat  til  K  trifle  to 
One  of  your  order. 

Siraltnk.    Yoa  would  hardly  think  ao. 
Were  the  lot*  your*. 

Go&M-.    I  never  had  w  mnch 
(At  once)  in  my  whole  life,  and 

Fiido  daelde.  Bnt  I  came  here  to 
Voor  conrien  are   tum'd   back- 

ontttript  them, 
la  my  retnm. 

AroInO.     Yon  1— Why  T 

GiAor.     I  went  at  diy-braak. 
To  watch  for  the  abateinent  of  the  riTsr, 
Ai  bring  anrinai  to  reaume  nj  jiinrney. 
Tonr  Hieatengeis  wen  alleh«ck  VI  likem^Ml^ 
And,  eeeing  the  cam  hopeloH,  I  await 

Utrattnk.     Would  the  doge  were  in  it  I 
Vlhj  did  they  not,   at  least,  attempt  the 

panagef 
I  order'd  thii  at  all  rijki. 

Gator.     Conid  yoa  order 
The  Oder  to  diride,  8>  Hncei  did 
The  BcdSeB(M»rcely  redder  than  the  flood 
Orthetwoln  ■treani),andbeobe7'd,  perbap* 
They  micht  have  ventnred. 

StralaJt.     I  mn«t  aee  to  iti 
The  kaarei!  the  ilaveil  — bnt  |hey  ahali 
•mart  for  tbi«.     [Exit  StraUnieiwi. 

Oabor.    (wtiu)     There  ao"   my  noble, 
fendal,  •elf-will'd  baron! 
Epilnme  of  wiial  braTe  chiTalry 
Tin  preni  cheialiera  of  the  good  eld  time* 
Have  left  aa.  Veitcrday  be  would  have  giTrn 
Hia  iHda  (if  be  hath  aaj),  aad.  ilUl  dww. 
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.  Ay II thought ao I  yonhnTeMtw 
parent.    I  Mve  lo«t  alike 
c^  '  and  son,  and  itand  alitno. 
|  =  J      Bntatayl 

S  M£      'emtr  ruAei  o>l  of  the  dtasiber, 
tfto  Utrie).     Follow  hfan  not, 
^  .^i  atorm  of  paaiion 
I  «  t  tbOQ  that,  were  It  well 
S      "i. 

nother, 
fyflrttactihallBM 

C'b  ^  month,  bnl 
-  u     .  9  ?f  fr-£n<!h  with 


How  more  than  all  i  *^a~ 

A  mother'!  thank*  I — a  uother'a  tean  of  Joy  I 
This  ia  indeed  thy  work  .'—At  ancb  an  honr, 

too. 
He  come*  not  only  a*  ■  aoa  but  asTioar. 

VIrie.  If*nchioyawaitme4tmnatdonbla 
What  I  now  feel,  and  liRhtoa.hemmy  hwit, 
A  part  of  the  long  debt  of  dnty,  not 
Of  lore  (for  that  wo*  ae'er  withheld)  — 

Thia  lonr  dein'  waa  not  my  faalt 

Joiephnte.     I  know  it, 
Bntcannot  think  of  lorraw  nnv,  and  donbt 
If  I  e'er  felt  it,  ti*  «o  daailed  from 
My  memory,  by  thi*  obliviooa  tnUMpoit! — 

fiKfer  Wmum. 

Ifcraer.    What  have  we  here ,    more 
atraagenl 

jMtphine.     Nil  t 
Look  npon  him !  What  do  yon  cee  t 

WenuT.     A  itripling. 
For  the  flrtt  time— 

Vlrle  (famlinf ).  For  twelve  l«Bg  yean, 
my  father! 

Wtn^.     Oh,  Ood! 

Joirpkint.     He  f^Dta  I 

H'Enur.     No- 1  am  better  now- 
Ulric!  (fi>6rae«i  Aia.) 

UlHe.     Hy  father,  SlegendDrf! 

Wemtr.  (i(artiV)  Hnahl  boy— 
The  walk  may  hear  that  name! 

Vine.     What  then? 

H'eraer.     Why,  then- 
Bat  we  will  talk  of  that  anon.  Remember. 
ImnatbeknownharebntaaWener.  Coma! 
Come  to  my  arma  again  I  Why.thnn  leefcatall 
Idwnldbnfebeca,  udvaaw 
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Itfentt.    And  fo  j) 

Waf  1,  and  lhal*t  the  cum  1  know  no  ttand 
Than  doef  jour  Excellency.  Ironld 

Stralenh.    Dolt ! 
Idenwt.    Why,  if 
•Yoor  Lordthip,  being  robb*d,  dnie  not  I 
The  rogue;  how  thonld  I,  no^that  npon  my 

identify 
The  thief  among  §o  mandlmenwithaneye 
May  it  please  yourExottvil  at  firft  glance, 
looks  y  eenred  me  far  more 

Exactly  like  the  rer" 

^Titf  onlv  at  the  hi  anght ;  and  ofttimet  in 
That  wife  menr^princely  halls  of— (111  not 

featn^hem, 
But  rU  enahat  'tis  perilont),  bnti'  the  pomp 
Whether  Ire's  feudal  mansion,  I  lookM  back 
His  faco^hemian  monntains  many  a  sunset, 
Strt/ipt  ta  see  another  day  go  down 

ee  and  me,  with  thoae  hnge  hills 
between  us. 
jey  shall  not  part  us  more. 
Werner,    I  know  not  that. 
Are  you  aware  my  father  is  no  more  Y 
Vlrie.  Oh  HeaTens  t  1  left  him  in  a  green 
old  age, 
And  looking  like  the  oak,  worn,  but  still 

steady 
Amidst  the  elements,  whilst  younger  trees 
Fell  fast  around  him.    *Twas  scarce  three 
months  since. 
Wtmer,    Why  did  you  leare  him  f 
Jo9epkine  (  embracing  Ulrie  ).    Can  you 
ask  that  question  f 
b  he  not  here  ? 

Werner.  True;  he  hath  sought  his  parents. 
And  found  them;    but,  oh!  Aov,  and  in 
what  state  I 
Uhrie.    All  shall  be  hetterM.    What  we 
haTo  to  do 
Is  to  proceed,  and  to  assert  our  rights. 
Or  rather  yours ;  for  1  wave  all,  unless 
Your  father  has  disposed  in  such  a  sort 
Of  his  broad  lands  as  to  make  mine  the 

foremost. 
So  that  I  must  prefer  my  claim  for  form: 
But  I  trust  better,  and  that  all  is  yours. 
Werner.  Have  you  not  hoard  of  Stralen- 

heim? 
Ulrie,    I  saved 
His  life  but  yesterday :  he*8  here. 

Werner,    You  saved 
The  serpent  who  will  sting  ui  all ! 

Ulrie,    You  speak 
Riddles :  what  is  this  Stralenheim  to  us  ? 
Werner,    Every  thing.  One  who  claims 
our  fathers'  lands  i 
Our  distant  kinsman,  and  our  nearest  foe. 
Ulrie,    I  never  heard  his  name  till  now. 
The  Count, 
Indeed,  spoke  sometimes  of  a  kinsman,  who. 
If  his  own  line  should  fail,might  be  remotely 
Involved  in  the  succession ;  but  his  titles 
Were  never  named  beforeme ;  and  what  then? 
His  right  must  yield  to  ours. 


Werner.    Ay,  If  at  Pragae: 
But  here  he  is  all  powerful :  and  liii  ipwaJ 
Snares  for  thy  faAer,  which,  if  hitmrto 
He  hath  escaped  them,  is  by  fortaae,  act 
By  favour. 

Ulrie,    Doth  he  personally  know  ye«Y 
Werner.    No;  but  he  gneteot  ahrewdly 
at  my  person. 
As  he  betray'd  last  night;  and  I,  periiapi, 
But  owe  my  temporary  liberty 
To  his  uncertainty. 

Ulrie,    I  think  you  wrong  him 
(Excuse  me  for  the  phrase);  but  StralenhelB 
Is  not  what  yon  prejudge  him,  or,  if  so. 
He  owes  me  something  both  for  past  and 

present; 
I  saved  his  life,  he  therefore  trnate  in  met 
He  hath  been  plundered  too,  since  he  cams 

hither ;  ( 

Is  sick;  a  stranger;  and  as  such  not  mm 
Able  to  trace  the  villain  who  hath  robb'd 

him; 
I  have  pledged  myself  to  do  so;  and  the 

business 
Which  brought  me  here  wae  chiefly  thiti 

but  1 
Have  found,  in  searching  for  another's  drssi, 
My  own  whole  treasure— you,  my  parealif 

Werner,  (agitatedly)    Who 
Taught  yon  to  mouth  tiiat  name  of  ^Mllaiat* 

Ulrie,     What 
More  noble  name  belongs  to  common  thieveil 
If^emer.    Who  taught  yoa  than  tobmd 
an  unknown  being 
With  an  infernal  stigma? 
Ulrie.    My  own  feelings 
Taught  me  to  name  a  rnflian  from  his  dceda 
Werner,  Who  taught  you,  long-aongfct, 
and  ill-found  boy !  that 
It  would  be  safe  for  my  own  son  to  insult  met 
Ulrie.    I  named  a  villain.  What  b  there 
in  common 
With  such  a  being  and  my  fktherf 

Werner.    Every  thing! 
That  ruffian  is  thy  father! 
Josephine.    Oh,  my  son ! 
Believe  him  not  —  and  yet !  —  (Jhr  esire 
faltera.) 
Ulrie.  (Starts,  looks  eamesHy  at  Werner, 
and  then  says  slowly)    And    yoa 
avow  it? 
Werner.    Ulrie !  before  yoa  dare  deepise 
your  father. 
Learn    to  divine  and  Judge   Ide  aetioat. 

Voung^ 
Ra»h,  new  to  life,  and  rear'd  in  laxary*»lap. 
Is  it  for  you  to  measure  passion^  force. 
Or  misery's  temptation?  Wait — (not  leng, 
It  cometh  like  the  night ,  and  quickly)--- 

Wait !— 
Wait  till,  like  me,  yoar  hopes  ate  blight- 

ed-tiU 
Sorrow  and  shame  are  handnwids  of  year 

cabin; 
FWmiae  and  poreciy  yoar  gaeals  at  tehb; 
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Dmpatr  jmn  bed-Mlow— then  Hm,  bnt  not 
IVoni  sleep ,   and  judge !  Should  that  day 

e*er  arriTe — 
Should  yon  tee  then  the  lerpent,  who  hath 

Goird 
Himteir  around  all  that  it  dear  and  noble 
Of  you  and  yonrt ,  lie  tlnmbering  in  your 

path, 
With  but  kia  folds  between  your  ttept  and 

happinoMi, 
When  ^e,  who  liTOt  but  to  tear  from  yon 

name, 
Lands,  life  itself,  lies  at  your  mercy,  with 
Chance  your  condnetor}  midnight  for  your 

mantle ; 
The  bare  knife  in  your  hand ,  and  earth 

asleep. 
Even  to  your  deadliest  foe;  and  he  as  Hwere 
Inviting  death,  by  looking  like  it,  while 
His   death  alone  can  save  you:  — Thank 

your  God! 
If  then,  like  me,  content  with  petty  plunder. 
You  turn  aside  ~1  did  so. 
Ulric.    But— 

Werner  (abrupHy).    Hear  me ! 
I  will  not  brook  a  human  voice — scarce  dare 
Listen  to  my  own  (if  that  be  human  still) — 
Hear  me!  you  do  not  know  this  man— I  do. 
He's  mean,  deceitful,  avaricious.    You 
Deem  yourself  safe,  as  young  and  brave; 

bnt  learn 
Noae  are  secure  firom  desperation,  few 
From  subtilCy.  My  worst  foe,  Stralenheim, 
Housed  in  a  prince's  palace,  couch*d  within 
A  prince's  chamber,   lay  below  my  knife! 
An  instant—a  mere  motion — the  least  im- 
pulse— 
Had  swept  him  and  all  fears  of  mine  from 

earth. 
He  was  within  my  power— -my  knife  was 

raised — 
Withdrawn— and  I'm  in  his ;  are  you  not  so? 
Who  tells  yon  that  he  knows  yon  not? 

Who  says 
He  hath  not  lured  you  here  to  end  yonf  or 
To  plunffe  you,  with  your  parents ,  in  a 

dungeon  ?  [He  pauses. 

Ulrie,    Proceed — proceed ! 
Werner.    Me  he  hath  ever  known. 
And  hunted  through  each  change  of  time ~ 

name — fortune — 
And  why  not  you  ?  Are  you  more  versed  in 

men? 
He  wound  snares  round  me;  flung  along 

my  path 
Reptiles,  whom,  in  my  youth,   I  would 

have  spnm'd 
Even  from  my  presence;  bnt,in  spuming  now, 
Fill  only  with  fresh  venom.    Will  yon  be 
More  patient  ?  Ulric ! — Ulric ! » there  are 

crimes 
Made  venial  by  the  occaiion,and  temptations 
Which  nature  cannot  master  or  forbear. 
Ulrie  (looks  first  at  him,   and  then  at 

Josephmey  My  mother! 


fVemer,  Ay  1 1  thought  sot  youhaTenow 
Only  one  parent.    I  mive  lott  alike 
Father  and  son,  and  stand  aloncL 
Ulrie.    Bnt  stay! 

[IVemer  rushes  out  of  the  ehambor. 
Josephine  (to  Ulrie),    Follow  him  not, 
until  this  storm  of  passion 
Abates.    Thinkst  thou  thai  von  it  well 

for  him, 
I  had  not  foUowM  ? 

Ulrie.    I  obey  you,  mother, 
Al  though  reluctantly.  My  first  act  shall  nol 
Be  one  of  disobedience. 

Josephine.    Oh !  he  is  good ! 
Condemn  him  not  from  his  own  mouth,  but 

trust 
To  me,  who  have  borne  so  much  with 

him,  and  for  him. 
That  this  is  bnt  the  surface  of  his  soul, 
And  that  the  depth  is  rich  in  better  things. 
Ulrie.    These  then  are  bnt  my  fother's 
principlet  ? 
My  mother  thinkt  not  with  him  ? 

Josephine.    Nor  doth  he 
Think  at  he  tpeakt.  Alat !  long  years  of  grief 
Have  made  him  sometimes  thus. 

Ulrie.    Explain  to  me 
More  clearly ,  then ,  these  claims  of  Stra- 
lenheim, 
That,  when  I  see  the  subject  In  its  bearings, 
I  may  prepare  to  face  him,  or  at  least 
To  extricate  you  from  yonr  present  perils. 
I  pledge  myself  to  accomplish  this  —  but 

would 
I  had  arrived  a  few  honrs  sooner! 

Josephine.    Ay ! 
Hadst  thtn  but  done  so ! 

Enter  Gaboe  and  Isbhstbiic  trith  jittendante. 

Oabor  (to  IHriey.    1  have  sought  you, 
comrade. 
So  this  is  my  reward ! 

Ulrie.    What  do  you  mean? 

Gabor.    'Sdeath !  have  I  lived  to  these 
years,  and  for  this? 
(To  Idenstein.)  But  for  yonr  age  and  folly, 
1  would— 

Idcnst.    Help ! 
Hands  oflf !  touch  an  intendani ! 

Gabor.    Do  not  think 
I'll  honour  yon  so  much  as  save  yonr  throat 
From  the   Ravenstone,   by  choking  yon 
myself. 

Idenst.    I  thank  yon  for  the  respite;  bnt 
there  are 
Those  who  have  greater  need  of  it  than  me. 

Ulric.    Unriddle  this  vile  wrangling,or— 

Gabor.     At  once,  then. 
The  Baron  has  been  robb'd  and  upon  me 
This  worthy  personage  has  dcign'd  to  fix 
His  kind  suspicions — me!  whom  he  no'orsaw 
Till  ycster'  evening. 

Idenst.    Wonldst  have  me  suspect 
My  own  acquaintances?  Yon  have  to  loam 
That  I  keep  better  company. 
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Gabor,    Yon  ihall 
Keep  the  best  fhoitly,  and  the  Isft  for  all 

men — 
The  worms !  yon  hound  of  malice ! 

\Gah9r  geizes  on  him, 

Ulrie  (interfering),  Kay,  no  violence: 
He*«  old,  unarmM— be  temperate,  Crabor! 

Gabor  (feiting  go  Idenstein).    True: 
1  am  a  fool  to  lose  myself  becante 
FooU  deem  me  knave :  it  is  their  homage. 

Vlric  (to  IdenMtein),    How  fare  yon? 

IdenH,     Help ! 

Ulric.    1  have  helped  yoo. 

Idcnst    Kill  him!  then 
ril  8ay  so. 

Gabor.    I  am  calm — live  on ! 

Identt.    That's  more 
Than  you  shall  do,  if  there  be  judge  or 

judgment 
In  Germanv.    The  Baron  shall  decide  I 

Gabor.    Does  he  abet  you  in  your  accu- 
sation ? 

Edenst.    Does  he  notf 

Gabor.    Then  next  time  let  him  go  sink 
Ere  I  go  hang  for  snatching  him  from 

drowning. 
But  here  he  comes ! 

Enter  STRALBivHsni. 

Gabor  (goe$  up  to  him).  My  noble  Lord, 
1^  here! 

Stralenh.    WeU,  Sir! 

Gabor.    Have  yon  aurht  with  me  f 

Stralenh.     What  should  I 
Have  with  you? 

Gabor.    You  know  best,  if  yesterday's 
Flood  has  not  washed  away  your  memory: 
But  that's  a  trifle.    I  stand  here  accused. 
In  phrates  not  equivocal,  by  yOn 
Intendant,  of  the  pillage  of  your  person. 
Or  chamber — is  the  charge  your  own,  or  his? 

Stralenh.    1  accuse  no  man. 

Gabor.    Then  you  acquit  me.  Baron  ? 

Stralenh.    I  know  not  whom  to  accuse, 
or  to  acquit. 
Or  scarcely  to  suspect. 

Gabor.    But  you  at  least 
Should  know  whom  not  to  nispeet.    1  am 

insulted  ~ 
Oppressed  here  by  these  menials,  and  I  look 
To  yon  for  remedy — teach  them  their  duty! 
To  look  for  thieves  at  home  were  part  of  it. 
If  duly  taught:  but,  in  one  word,  if  I 
Have  an  accuser,  let  it  be  a  man 
Worthy  to  be  so  of  a  man  like  me. 
1  am  your  equal. 

Stralenh.    YovlI 

Crabor.    Ay,  Sir;  and  for 
Aught  that  you  know,snperior ;  but  proceed^ 
I  do  not  ask  for  hints,  and  surmises. 
And  circumstance,   and   proofs;  I  know 

enough 
Of  what  1  have  done  for  you,  and  what  you 

owe  me. 
To  have  at  least  waited  your  payment  wthtr 


Than  paid  UTielf,  had  I  been  e^ger  of 
Your  gold.    1  also  know  that  were  1  even 
The    villain    1  am  deem*d,   the   service 

rendered 
So  recently  would  not  permit  yon  to 
Pursue  me  to  the  death,  ezcepi  threagh 

shame, 
Snch  as  would  leave  your  acntcheon  bat  a 

blank. 
But  this  is  nothing;  I  demand  of  you 
Justice  upon  your  unjust  servants,  and 
From  your  own  lips  a  disavowal  of 
All  sanction  of  their  insolence :  thus  much 
You  owe  to  the  unknown,  who  asks  no  more. 
And  never  thought  to  have  aak'd  so  much. 

Stralenh.    This  tone 
May  be  of  innocence. 

Gabor.    nSdeath !  who  dare  donbt  it. 
Except  such  villains  as  ne*er  bad  it! 

Stralenh.    Yon 
Are  hot.  Sir. 

Gabor.    Must  I  tnm  an  icicle 
Before   the  breath  of  menials,  and  thsir 
master? 

Stralenh.    Ulric!   Ton  know  this  OMs; 
I  found  him  m 
I'our  company. 

Gabor.     We  found  ffou  in  the  Odert 
Would  we  had  left  you  there! 

Stralenh.     1  give  you  thanks.  Sir. 

Gabor.  Tve  eam'd  them ;  but  might  have 
earned  more  from  others. 
Perchance,  if  I  had  left  you  to  yonr  Ikte. 

Stralenh,    Ulric!  yon  know  this  maa? 

Crabor.    No  more  than  yon  do. 
If  he  avouches  not  my  honour. 

Ulric.     I 
Can  vouch  your  courage,  and,  ao  far  as  aiy 
Own  brief  connexion  led  me,  hononr. 

Stralenh.    Then  I'm  satisfied. 

Gabor  (ironically).  Right  easilj,methiBkf . 
What  is  the  spell  in  his  aseevermtion 
More  than  in  mine  ? 

Stralenh.    I  merely  said  that  / 
Was  satisfied  -  not  that  yon  were  absolved. 

Gabor.    Again!  Ami  accused  or  ao? 

Stralenh,    Go  to! 
You  wax  too  insolent:  if  circnmstaaoe 
And  general  suspicion  be  against  yon. 
Is  the  fault  mine  ?  Is*t  not  enongh  that  I 
Decline    all    question   of   yonr  guilt  or 
innocence? 

Gabor,  My  Lord,  my  Lord,  thia  is  mere 
cosenage ; 
A  vile  equivocation :  yon  well  know 
Yonr  doubts  are  certaintiei  to  aU  aroaad 

yon— 
Yonr  looks,  a  voice— yonr  frowna,  a  sen- 
tence; yon 
Are  practising  yonr  power  on  me— beeaase 
You  have  it :  but  beware,yon  know  not  whom 
Yon  strive  to  tread  on. 

Stralenh.    Threat's!  thon  f 

Gabor,    Not  ao  much 
As  yon  acciue.  Ya«  hint  Ike  haaeat  iiyniy. 
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And  1  retort  It  with  mn  open  warning. 
StrtUenk,    A»  yon  have  taid ,   Hit  true  I 
owe  yon  aomething. 
For  which  you  teem  dippoted  to  pay  yonnelf. 
Gabor.    Aiot  with  your  gold. 
Stroienk.    With  bootletf  insolence. 

[To  hit  AttvndanU  and  identlctn. 
You  need  not  further  to  molest  this  man. 
But  let  him  go  his  way.  Ulric,good  morrow  I 
[Exeunt  Straienkeim,  JSenttein^  tmd 
AitendmiU. 
Gabor  (/oUouing),    VU  after  him  and — 
Ulrie  (stopping  kirn).    Not  a  step. 
Gabor,     Who  shall 
Opp<ise  me? 

Ulric.  Yourown  reason,  with  a  moment's 
Thought. 

Crobor.    Must  I  hear  this? 
Ulrie.    Pshaw  I  we  all  must  hear 
The  arrogance  of  something  higher  than 
Ourselves—the  highest  cannot  temper  Satan, 
Mor  tlie  lowest  his  vicegerents  upon  earth. 
l*ve  seen  you  brave  the  elements,  and  bear 
Things  which  had  made  this   silit-worm 

cast  his  skin— 
And  shrink  you  from  a  few  sharp  sneers 
and  words? 
Gabor,  Must  I  bear  to  be  deemed  a  thief? 
If  'twere 
A  bandit  of  the  woods,!  could  have  borne  it— 
There's  something  daring  in  it— but  to  steal 
The  monies  of  a  slambering  man ! — 

Ulrie,    It  seems,  then. 
You  are  not  guilty? 

Gabor,    Do  I  hear  aright  ? 
You,  too ! 

Ulrie,    I  merely  ask'd  a  simple  question. 
€rabor.    If  the  Judge  ask'd  me — I  would 
answer  **No'^ 
To  yon  I  answer  thu$,  [He  draws, 

Ulrie  (ditnotng).    With  all  my  heart ! 
Josephine,    Without   there  I   Ho!   help! 
help! — Oh,  God!  here's  murder! 
[Exit  Josephine^  shrieking, 

GABom  and  Vlbio  fight,  Gabor  is  disarmed 
just  as  Stralbuhbim,  Josbphuib,  and  Isbb- 
•TBiif  re-enter, 

Josephine,  Oh !  glorious  Heaven !  He's  safe! 
Siralenk,  (fo  Josephine)  Wko's  safe  ? 
Josephine.    My— 

UUic  (interrupting  her  Ufith  a  stem  look, 
and  turning  afterwards  to  Stralen- 
heini).     Both ! 
Here's  no  great  harm  done. 

Stralenk,    What  hath  caused  all  this  ? 
Ulrie,     Fott,   Baron,  I  belioTe;   but  as 
the  effect 
Is  harmless ,  let  it  not  disturb  tou. — Gabor ! 
There  Is  your  sword ;  and  when  yon  bare 

it  next. 
Let  it  not  be  against  your  friends, 

[Ulrie  pronounces  the  last  words 
shwlif  and  empkoHeaUji  in  a^ow 
voice  to  Gabor, 


Gabor.    I  thank  yon 
Less  for  my  life  than  for  your  counsel. 

Stralenk.    The«e  brawls  mutt  end  here. 

Gii6or  (taking  his  sword).    They  skall. 
Yon  have  wrong'd  me,  Ulric, 
More  with    vonr  unkind    thoughts   than 

sword;  I  would 
llie  last  were  in  my  bosom  rather  than 
The  first  in  yours.   I  oould  have  homo  yon 

noble's 
Absnrd  insinuations — Ignorance 
And  dull  Suspicion  are  a  part  of  his 
Intail  will  lant  him  longer  than  h'u  lands.— 
But  I  may  fit  kim  yet:  —  you  have  Tan- 

quish'd  me. 
I  was  the  fool  of  passion  to  conceive 
That  I  could  cope  with  yon  whom  I  had 

seen 
Already  proTod  by  greater  perils  than 
Rest  in  thi^  arm.  i¥e  may  meet  by  and  by. 
However— but  in  friendship,    ^xit  Gabor. 

Stralenh.    I  will  brook 
No  more !  This  outrage  following  up  hit 

insults. 
Perhaps  his  guilt,  hascancell'd  all  the  little 
1  owed  him  heretofore  for  the  so  Taunted 
Aid  which  he  added  tt>  your  abler  succour. 
Ulric,  you  are  not  hurt  ?— 

Ulrie.    Not  even  by  a  scratch. 

Stralenh.  (/o  Idewttein)   Intendant!  take 
your  measures  to  secure 
Yon  fellow :  I  revoke  my  former  lenity. 
He  shall  be  sent  to  Frankfort  with  an  escort 
The  instant  that  the  waters  have  abated. 

Idenst.    Secure  him!    he  hath  got  hii 
iword  again — 
And  seems  to  know  the  use  on*t ;  'tis  his  trader 
Belike: -I'm  a  civilian. 

Stralenh.    Fool !  are  not 
Yon  score  of  vassals  dogging  at  your  heels 
Enough  to  seize  a  dozen  such?   Hence! 
after  him! 

Ulrie.    Baron,  I  do  beseech  you ! 

Stralenh.    I  must  be 
Obey'd.    No  words! 

Idenst.    Well,  if  it  must  be  to — 
March,  vassals !  I'm  your  leader— and  will 

bring 
The  rear  up :  a  wise  general  never  should 
Expose  his  precious  life — on  which  all  rests. 
1  like  that  article  of  war. 

[Exeunt  Idenstein  and  Attendants. 

StraUnh.    Come  hither, 
Ulric: — what    does    that  woman   here? 

Oh!  now 
I  recognise  her,  'tis  the  stranger's  wife 
Whom  they  name  '^Werner." 

Ulric.    'TIS  his  name. 

Stratenk.    Indeed ! 
Is  not  your  husband  visible,  fair  dame  ? 

Josephine.     Who  seeks  him? 

Stralenh.  No  one— for  the  present:  bat 
I  fain  wonld  parley,  Ulric,  with  yourself 
Alone. 

Ulrie.    I  will  retire  with  jtm. 
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Josephine.    FPot  ta 
Yoa  are  the  latei  t  itrangei^  and  command 
All  placet  here. 
(^jiHde  to  Ulrie  om  she  goes  omt),  OhI  Ulric, 

haTc  a  care— 
Remember  what  depends  on  a  rath  word  I 

Ulric  {to  Josephine),    Fear  not  1 — 

[Exit  Josephine, 

StrtUenh.  Ulric,  Ithink  that  Imay  trott 
yonf 
Yon  taved  my  life—  and  actt  like  thete  beget 
Unbounded  confidence. 

Ulric,    Say  on. 

StraJenh,    Mytterloaf 
And  long  cngcnderM  circomttancet  (not 
To  be  now  fully  enter'd  on)  haye  made 
Thiiman  obnoxiout— perhaps  fatal  to  me. 

Ulric.    Who?  Gabor,  the  Hungarian? 

Stralenh.    No—this  ''Werner'*— 
With  the  false  name  and  habit 

Ulric.     l|ow  can  this  be? 
He  is  the  poorest  of  the  poor — and  yellow 
Sickness  sits  cavem'd  in  hit  hollow  eye  t 
The  man  is  helpless. 

Stralenh.    He  is — 'tis  no  matter- 
But  if  he  be  the  man  I  deem  (and  that 
He  is  so,  all  around  us  here^ — and  much 
That  is  not  here-confirm  my  apprehension). 
He  must  be  made  secure,  ere  twelve  hours 
further. 

Ulric.  And  whathaTc  I  to  do  with  this? 

Stralenh.    I  have  tent 
To  Frankfort,  to  the  governor,  my  friend — 
(I  have  the  authority  to  do  to  by 
An  order  of  the  house  of  Brandenbnrgh) 
For  a  fit  escort — but  this  curted  flood 
Bart  all  access ,  and  may  do  for  tome  hours. 

Ulric.    It  is  abating. 

Stralenh.    That  it  welL 

Ulrie,    But  how 
Am  I  concerned  ? 

Stralenh.    As  one  who  did  so  much 
For  me,  tou  cannot  be  indifferent  to 
That  which  it  of  more  import  to  me  than 
The  life  you  rescued. — Keep  your  eye  on  him! 
The  man  avoids  me,   knows  that  I  now 

know  him.— 
Watch  him ! — at  you  would  watch  the  wild 

boar  when 
Hemaket  against  you  in  the  hunter^t  gap — 
Like  him  he  must  be  tpear'd» 

Ulnc,    Why  so? 

Stralenh.    He  stands 
Between  me  and  a  brave  inheritance. 
Oh !  could  you  see  it  I  But  yon  shall. 

Ulric.     I  hope  so.  ^ 

Stndenh.    It  is  the  richest  of  the  rich 
Bohemia, 
Unscathed  by  scorching  war.  It  lies  to  near 
The  ttrongest  city,  I'ragne,  that  fire  and 

sword 
Haveskimm'd  it  lightly:  so  thatnow,besides 
Its  own  exuberance,  it  bears  double  value 
Confronted  witli  whole  realms  afiurand  near 
Made  deserts. 


Ulrie.    Yob  daicribe  tt  fklthftdljr. 
Stralenh.    Ay  —  could  you  tee  il ,   joo 
would  tay  to — ^bnt. 
At  I  have  taid,  you  thall. 
Ulrie.    I  accept  the  omen. 
Stralenh.  Then  claim  a  leconpeMc  tism 
it  and  me, 
Sudiat6oti  may  make  worthy  your  accept* 

ance 
And  tervicet  to  me  and  mine  for  ever. 
Ubie.  And  thit  tole,  tick,  and  miterable 
wretch — 
Thu  way-worn  stranger  —  ttanda  between 

you  and 
Thit  Paradise?- (As  Adam  did  between 
The  devil  and  his.) — [Aside.] 
Stralenh.    He  doth. 
Ulric.    Hath  ho  no  right? 
Stralenh.    Right!  none.    A  disinherited 
prodigal. 
Who  for  these  twenty  years  disgraced  bis 

lineage 
In  all  his  acts  -  but  chiefly  by  his  nmrriage. 
And    living    amidst    commerce -fetching 

burghers, 
And  dabbling  merchants,  in  a  mart  of  Jewn 
Ulric.    He  has  a  wife,  then? 
Stralenh.    You'd  be  sorry  to 
Call  such  your  mother.    Yoa  have  seen 

the  woman 
He  calls  his  wife. 
Ulric.    Is  she  not  to? 
Stralenh.    No  more 
Than  he's  your  father : — an  Italian  girl. 
The  daughter  of  a  banish'd  man,  who  lives 
On  love  and  poverty  with  tliis  same  Werner. 
Ulric.    They  are  childless,  then? 
Stralenh,    There  is  or  wat  a  bastard. 
Whom  the  old  man —the  grandsire  (as  old 

age 
Is  ever  doting)  took  to  warm  his  boeoni. 
As  it  went  chilly  downward  to  the  grave: 
But  the  imp  stands  not  in  my  path  —  be 

has  fled. 
No  one  knows  whither ;  and  if  he  had  not, 
His  claims  alone  were  too  contemptible 
To  stand.— Why  do  yon  smile? 

Ulric.    At  your  vain  fears : 
A  poor  man  almost  in  his  gratp — a  child 
Of  doubtful  birth  -can  ftartle  a  grandee! 
Stralenh.    All's  to  be  fear*d,  whnre  all 

is  to  be  gain'd. 
Ulrie,    True;  and  aught  done  to  save 

or  to  obtain  it. 
Stralenh.    Yon    have    harp'd   the   veiy 
ttring  next  to  my  heart. 
I  may  depend  npon  you  ? 

Ulric.    'Twere  too  late  to  doubt  it 
Stralenh,    Let  no  foolith  pity  thake 
Your  botom  (for  the  appearance  of  the  am 
It  pitiful)  -he  it  a  wretch,  at  likely 
To  have  robb'd  me  at  the  fellow  more 

tutpected, 
Except  that  circnaMtaaceit  lett  against  him ; 
He  being  lodged  fw  off,  and  in  a  chamber 
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Withoot  approach  to  minef  and,  to  taj 

truth, 
I  think  too  well  of  blood  allied  to  mine. 
To  deem  he  woaid  descend  to  such  an  act; 
Besideg,  he  wa«  a  toldier,  and  a  brave  one 
Once— tliouf^h  too  rash. 

Ulric.     And  they,  my  Lord,  we  know 
By  oar  experience,  never  plunder  till 
They   knork  the  brains  out  first— -which 

makes  them  heirs. 
Not  thieves.    The  dead,  who  feel  nought, 

can  lose  nothing, 
Nor  e^er  be  r(»bb*d :  their  spoils  are  a  be- 
quest— 
No  more. 

Stralenh,  Go  to!  you  are  a  wag.  But  say, 
I  may  be  sure  you'll  keep  ao  eye  on  this 

man. 
And  let  me  know  his  slightest  movement 

towards 
Concealment  or  escape  f 

Ulric.    You  may  be  sure 
You  yourself  could  not  watch  him  more 

than  I 
Will  be  his  sentinel. 

Straienh.    By  this,  yon  make  me 
Yours,  and  for  e^er. 

Ulric,    Such  is  my  intention. 

[Exeunt, 


ACT    III. 

SCRyK  L^A  Hall  in  the  same  Palace,  from 
whence  the  secret  Passage  leads. 

Enter  Wrrneb  and  Gabor. 

Qabor,    Sir ,  I  have  told  my  tale ;   if  it 
so  please  you 
To  give  me  refuge  for  a  few  hours,  well — 
If  not— 111  trv  my  fortune  elsewhere. 

Werner,    How 
Can  I,  so  wretched,  give  to  Misery 
A  shelter?— wanting  such  myself  as  much 
As  e*er  the  hunted  deer  a  covert  — 

Gabor.     Or 
The  wounded  lion  his  cool  cave.  Methinks 
You  nither  look  like  one  would  turn  at  bay. 
And  rip  tlie  hunter^s  entrails. 

Iferner,     Ah? 

Gabor.     I  care  not 
If  it  be  so,  being  much  disposed  to  do 
The  same  myself;  but  will  you  shelter  me  ? 
I    am  oppress^   like  you  — and  poor  like 

you— 
Disgraced— 

iT'emcr  {abruptly).     Who  told  you  that 
I  was  disgraced? 

Gabor,    No  one ;  nor  did  I  say  you  were 
so:  with 
Your  poverty  my  likeness  ended;  but 
I  said  /  was  so —and  would  add,  with  truth, 
As  undeservedly  as  you. 

tVemer.    Again!  As  I? 

Gabor.    Or  any  other  honest  man. 


What  the  de^-U  would  you  have?  iTon  don^ 

believe  me 
Guilty  of  this  base  theft  ? 
Werner,    No,  no — I  cannot 
Gabor,  Why,  that^s  my  heart  of  honour! 
pron  young  gallant — 
Your  miserly  intendant  and  dense  noble--* 
All — all  suspected  me;  and  why?  because 
I  am  the  worst-clothed  and  least  named 

amongst  them, 
Although,wereMomu8'  lattice  in  our  breasts. 
My  soul  might  brook  to  open  it  more  widely 
Than  theirs ;  but  thus  it  is — ^you  poor  and 

helpless — 
Both  still  more  than  myself — 
Werner.    How  know  you  that? 
Gabor,     You're  right ;  I  ask  for  shelter 
at  the  hand 
Which  I  call  helpless ;  if  you  now  deny  it, 
I  were  well  paid.    But  you,  who  seem  to 

have  proved 
The  wholesome  bitterness  of  life,know.well. 
By  sympathy,  that  all  the  outspread  gold 
Of  the  New  World,  the  Spaniard  boasts 

about. 
Could  never  tempt  the  man  who  knows  its 

worth. 
Weighed  at  its  proper  value  in  the  balance, 
Save  in  such  guise  (and  there  I  grant  its 

power. 
Because  1  feel  it)  as  may  leave  no  night- 
mare 
Upon  his  heart  o'nights. 

Werner.    What  do  you  mean? 
Gabor.    Just  what  I  say;  I  thought  my 
'   speech  was  plain: 
You  are  no  thief — nor  I— and,  as  tniomen^ 
Should  aid  each  other. 

Werner,     It  is  a  damned  world,  sir. 
Gabor,     So   is   the  nearest   of  the   two 
next,  as 
The  priests  say  (and  no  doubt  they  should 

know  best). 
Therefore  Til  stick  by  this — as  being  loth 
To  suffer  martyrdom,  at  least  with  such 
An  epitaph  as  larceny  upon  my  tomb. 
It  is  but  a  night^s  lodging  which  I  crave; 
To-morrow  I  will  try  the  waters,  as 
The  Dove  did,   trusting   that  they  have 
abated. 
Werner,  Abated  ?  Is  there  hope  of  that? 
Gabor.    There  was 
At  noontide. 

Werner,    Then  we  may  be  safe. 
Gabor,    Are  you 
In  peril? 

Werner,    Poverty  is  ever  so. 
Gabor,    Thai  I  know  by  long  practice. 
Will  you  not 
Promise  to  make  mine  less  ? 
Werner,    Your  poverty? 
Gabor,    No— you  don't  look  a  leech  for 
that  disorder; 
I  meant  my  peril  only  t  you've  a  roof, 
And  I  have  none  ^  I  meraly  seek  a  covert. 
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Werner.   Rlg^htlj  |  for  how  should  fnch 
a  wretch  as  I 
Have  i^ld  ? 

Crabor,  Scarce  honestly,  to  tay  the  truth 
out. 
Although    I    almott  wish    yon  had   the 
Baronet. 

Werner,    Dare  you  insinuate  Y 

Gabor.    WhatY 

Werner,    Are  yon  aware 
To  whom  you  speak? 

Gabor,    No;  and  I  am  not  used 
Greatly  to  care.     (^A  noise  heard  inthout,') 

But  hark  !  they  come ! 

Werner,     Who  comef 

Ga6or.    The   intendant    and    his    man- 
hounds  after  me: 
rd  face  them— but  it  were  in  vain  to  expect 
Justice  at  hands  like  theirs.  Where  shall 

I  goi 
But  show  me  any  place.    I  do  assure  you. 
If  there  be  faith  in  man,  I  am  most  guiltless : 
Think  if  it  were  your  own  case ! 

Werner  (aside').     Oh,  just  God! 
Thy  hell  is  not  hereafter !  Am  I  dust  still? 

Gabor,  I  see  you^e  moved ;  and  it  shows 
well  in  you : 
I  may  Hto  to  requite  it 

Werner,    Are  yon  not 
A  spy  of  Stralenheim^s  ? 

Gabor.    Not  I !  and  if 
I  were,  what  is  there  to  espy  in  you : 
Although  I  recollect  his  frequent  question 
About  you  and  your  spouse  might  lead  to 

some 
Suspicion ;  but  you  best  know^what — and 

why: 
I  am  his  deadliest  foe, 

Werner.    You? 

Gabor.    After  such 
A  treatment  for  the  service  which  in  part 
I  rendered  him — I  am  his  enemy ; 
If  you  are  not  his  friend,  you  will  assist  me. 

Werner.    I  will. 

GtAor.    But  how  ?    • 

Werner  (sihomng  thepannd^).    There  is 
a  secret  spring; 
Remember,  I  discoTerM  it  by  chance. 
And  used  it  but  for  safety. 

Gabor.    Open  it, 
And  I  will  use  it  for  the  same. 

Werner.    I  found  it, 
Ai  I  have  said:  it  leads  through  winding 

walls, 
(So  thick  as  to  bear  paths  within  their  ribs, 
Yet  lose  no  jot  of  strength  or  stateliness) 
And  hollow  cells,  and  obscure  niches,  to 
I  know  not  whither ;  you  must  not  advance : 
Give  me  your  word. 

Gabor.    It  is  unnecessary : 
How  should  I  make  my  way  in  darkness, 

through 
A  Gothic  labvrintfi  of  unknown  windings? 

Werner.    Yes,  but  who  knows  to  what 
place  it  may  lead  ? 


I  know  not--(auuk  you  I) — but  who  knows 

it  might  not 
Lead  even  into  the  chambers  of  your  foe? 
So  strangely  were  contrived  these  galleries 
By  our  Teutonic  fathers  in  old  days. 
When  man  built  less  against  the  eleoieBts 
Than  his  next  neighbour.    You  must  not 

advance 
Beyond  the  two  first  windings  ;  if  you  do 
(Albeit  I  never  passed  them) ,  1*11  not  answer 
For  what  you  may  be  led  tOL 

Gabor.     But  I  wilL 
A  thousand  thanks ! 

Werner.     Yonll  find  the  spring  more 

obvious 
On  the  other  side;  and,  when  yon  would 

return. 
It  yields  to  the  least  touch. 
Gabor.    Y\\  in— farewell ! 

[Gabor  goes  in  by  the  secret  pamnd. 
Werner  {solus').     What    have    I    donef 

Alas!  what  had  I  done 
Before  to  make  this  fearful  ?  Let  it  be 
Still  some  atonement  that  I  save  the  mas, 
Whose  sacrifice  had  saved  perhaps  my  own  - 
They  come!   to  seek   elsewhere  what  ii 

before  them! 

^nter  iDBtsTBiif,  and  Others. 

tdenst.    Is  he  not  here?  He  must  have 

vanishM  then 
Through  the  dim  Gothic  glass  by  pious  aid 
Of  pictured  saints,  upon  the  red  and  yellaw 
Casements,     through    which    the    suntft 

streams  like  sunrise 
On  long  pearl-coionr*d  beards  and  crlmssn 

crosses. 
And  gilded  crosiers,  and  criMsM  arms,  aad 

cowls, 
And  helms,  and  twisted  armour,  and  long 

swords, 
All  the  fantastic  furniture  of  windows, 
Dim  with  brave  knights  and  holy  hermitf, 

whose 
Likeness  and   fame   alike    rest    on 


panes 
Of  crystal,  which  each  rattling  wind  pre- 

claims 
As  f^il  as  any  other  life  or  glory. 
He's  gone,  however. 

Werner.    Whom  do  yon  teekf 

tdenst.    A  villain! 

Werner,  Why  need  you  come  so  far,  thea? 

Idenst,    In  tike  search 
Of  him  who  robb*d  the  Baron. 

Werner.    Are  yon  sure 
You  have  diyined  the  man? 

Idenst.    As  sure  as  yon 
Stand  there;  bnt  whereas  he  gone? 

Werner.     Who? 

Idenst.    He  we  sought. 

Werner.    You  see  he  is  not  here. 

Idenst.    And  yet  we  traced  him 
Up  to  this  hall :  are  you  accomplices, 
Or  deal  yon  in  the  black  art? 
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Wemer,    I  deal  plainly, 
To  many  men  the  blackeit. 

Idtnst,    U  may  be 
I  have  a  qnestion  or  two  for  yourself 
Hereafter;  but  we  mast  continue  now 
Our  search  for  t'other. 

Werner,    Yon  had  best  begin 
Your  inqnisition  now ;  I  may  not  be 
So  patient  always. 

Idciut,    I  should  like  to  know. 
In  good  sooth,  if  you  really  are  the  man 
That  Stralenheim's  in  quest  off 

fl'emer.    Insolent ! 
Said  you  not  that  he  was  not  heref 

Idenst.    Yes,  one; 
But  there's  another  whom  he  tracks  more 

keenly. 
And  soon,  it  may  be,  with  authority 
Both  paramount  to  his  and  mine.  But,  come ! 
Bustle,  my  boys !  we  are  at  fault. 

[Exeunt  Idenstein  and  Attendants, 

Werner,  In  what 
A  maze  hath  my  dim  destiny  involved  me! 
And  one  base  sin  hath  done  me  less  ill  than 
The  leaving  undone  one  far  greater.  Down, 
Them  busy  devil,  rising  in  my  heart  I 
Thou  art  too  late!  ril  nought  to  do  with 
blood. 

Enter  Uluo. 

Ulrie.    I  sought  you,  father. 

Wemer,    Is't  not  danrerousf 

Vlric,  No;  Stralenheim  is  ignorant  of  all 
Or  any  of  the  ties  between  us:  more— 
He  sends  me  here  a  spy  upon  your  actions, 
Deeming  me  wholly  his. 

Wemer,    I  cannot  think  it: 
^Tis  but  a  snare  he  winds  about  as  both, 
To  swoop  the  sire  and  son  at  once. 

Ulric,    I  cannot 
Pause  in  each  petty  fear,  and  stumble  at 
The  doubts  that  rise  like  briars  in  our  path, 
But  must   break    through    them,    as  an 

unarmed  carle 
Would,    though  with  naked  limbs,   were 

the  wolf  rustling 
In  the  same  thicket  where  he  hew'd  for 

bread: 
Nets   are    for  thrushes,    eagles   are   not 

caught  so ; 
Well  overfly,  or  rend  them. 

Wemer,    Show  me  how  ? 

Ulrie.    Can  you  not  guess  f 

Wemer,    1  cannot. 

Ulric.    That  is  strange. 
Came  the  thought  ne'er  Into  your  mind  Uut 
night? 

Wcmcr,    I  understand  you  not 

Ulric,    Then  we  shall  never 
More  understand  each  other.  But  to  change 
The  topic — 

Wemer,    You  mean,  to  purme  it,  as 
Tis  of  our  safety. 

Ulrie,    Right;  I  stand  corrected. 

see  the  subject  now  more  clearly,  and 


Our  general  situation  in  its  bearings. 
The  waters  are  abating;  a  few  hours 
Will  bring  his  summoned  myrmidons  flram 

Frankfort, 
When  you  will  be  a  prisoner,  perhaps  worse. 
And  I  an  outcast,  bastardised  by  practiee 
Of  this  same  Baron  to  make  way  for  him. 
Wemer,  And  now  your  remedy  f  I  thought 
to  escape  . 

By  means  of  this  accursed  gold,  but  now 
I  dare  not  use  it,  show  it,  scarce  look  on  it. 
Methinks  it  wears  upon  its  face  my  guilt 
For  motto,  not  the  mintage  of  the  state; 
And,  for  the  sovereign's  head,  my  own  begirt 
With  hissing  snakes,  which  curl  around 

my  temples. 
And  cry  to  all  beholders — lo!  a  villain  I 
Ulric,    You  must  not  use  it,  at  least, 
now;  but  take 
This  ring.  [He  rives  Wemer  a  jewd, 

Wemer,    A  gem !  It  was  my  father's ! 
Ulric,    And 
As  such  is  now  your  own.    With  this  you 

must 
Bribe  the  Intendant  for  his  old  caleche 
And  h(»rses  to  pursue  your  route  at  sunrise, 
Together  with  my  mother. 
Wemer,    And  leave  tou. 
So  lately  found,  in  peril  too? 

Ulric.    Fear  nothing! 
The  only  fear  were  if  we  fled  together, 
For  that  would  make  our  ties  l^yond  all 

doubt. 
The  waters  only  lie  in  flood  between 
This  burgh  and  Frankfort:  so  liar's  in  our 

favour. 
The  route  on  toBohemia,thonghencumberM9 
Is  not  impassable;  and  when  you  gain 
A  few  hours'  start,  the  difficulties  will  bo 
The  same  to  your  pursuers.    Once  beyond 
The  frontier,  and  you're  safe. 
Wemer.    My  noble  boy  ! 
Ulrie,  Hush!  hush!  no  transports  t  well 
indulge  in  them 
In  Castle  Siegendqrf !  Display  no  gold: 
Show  Idenstein  the  gem  (I  know  the  man. 
And  have  look'd  through  him)^  it  will 

answer  thus 
A  double  purpose.  Stralenheim  loet  gM — 
iVo  jewel:  therefore,  it  could  not  be  his ; 
And  then,  the  man  who  was  possess'd  of  tUa 
Can  hardly  be  suspected  of  abstracting 
The  Baron's  coin,when  he  could  thus  convert 
This  ring  to  more  than  Stralenheim  has  lost 
By  his  last  night's  slumber.   Be  not  over- 
timid 
In  TOur  address,  nor  yet  too  arrogant. 
And  Idenstein  will  serve  you. 

Wemer.    I  will  follow 
In  all  things  your  direction. 

Ulrie,    I  would  have 
Spared  you  the  trouble;  but  had  I  appear'd 
To  take  an  interest  in  you,  and  still  mora 
By  dabbling  with  a  jewel  in  your  l|ivo«ir. 
All  had  been  known  at  ooce. 
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Werner,    My  gnardlan-angel ! 
Thifl  overpays  the  past.  Rut  how  wilt  thou 
Flare  in  our  absence? 

IJlric,    Stralcnheim  knows  nothing 
Of  me  as  aught  of  kindred  with  yourself. 
I  will  bnt  wait  a  daj  or  two  with  him 
To  lull  all  doubts,  and  then  rejoin  my  father. 

IVcmcr,    To  part  no  more! 

IJlric.     I  know  not  that ;  but  at 
The  least  weUl  meet  again  once  more. 

IVtmcr.    My  boy! 
My  friend   my  only  child,  and  sole  preterTer ! 
Oh,  do  not  hate  me ! 

r//ric.     Hate  my  father! 

Werner.     Ay, 
My  father  hated  me :  why  not  my  son  ? 

Ulric.  Your  father  knew  you  not  as  I  do. 

Werner.     Scorpions 
Are  in  thy  words!  Thou  know  me?  in  this 

guise 
Thou  ranst  not  know  me,  I  am  not  myself. 
Yet  (hate  me  not)  I  will  be  soon. 

Ulric.     ril  wain 
In  the  mean  time  be  sure  that  all  a  son 
Can  do  for  parents  shall  be  done  for  mine. 

Werner.  I  see  it,  and  I  feel  it,  yet  I  feel 
Further — that  yon  despise  me. 

IJlric.     Wherefore  should  I? 

Werner.  Must  I  repeat  ray  humiliation? 

Vlric.     No! 
I  have  fathomed  it  and  you.  Bat  let  us  talk 
Of  this  no  more.     Or  if  it  must  be  ever, 
Not  now ;  your  error  hsis  redoubled  all 
The  present  difficulties  of  our  house, 
At  secret  war  with  that  of  Stralenheira ; 
All  wc  have  now  to  think  of,  is  to  baffle 
Hm.    I  have  shown  one  way. 

Werner.    The  only  one. 
And  I  embrace  it,  as  I  did  my  son, 
Who  showed  himself  and  father*s  safety  in 
One  day. 

Ulric.  Yoa  shall  be  safe :  let  that  sufflce. 
Would  Stralenheim*s  appearance  in  Bohemia 
Disturb  your  right,  or  mine,  if  once  we  were 
Admitted  to  our  lands  ? 

Werner.    Assuredly, 
Situate  as  wo  are  now,  although  the  first 
Possessor  might,as  usua1,prove  the  strongest, 
Especially  the  next  in  blood. 

r//rtc.     Blood!  '1\b 
A  word  of  many  meanings ;  in  the  veins 
And  out  of  them  it  is   a  different  tiling— 
And  so  it  should  bo,  when  tlie  same  in  blood 
(As  it  is  callM)  are  aliens  to  each  other. 
Like  Theban  brethren :  when  a  part  is  bad, 
A  few  spilt  ounces  purify  the  rest. 

Werner.    I  do  not  apprehend  yoa. 

Ulric.    That  may  be— 
And  should,  perhaps,— and  yet— bnt  ^tye 

ready; 
You  and  my  mother  must  away  to-night. 
Here  comes  thelntcndant;  sound  him  with 

tlie  gem, 
Twill  sink  into  his  venal  soul  like  lead 
Into  the  deep,  and  bring  ap  sUmo,  and  mud. 


And  ooze,  too,  ftrom  the  bottom,  as  the  lead 

doth 
With  its  greased  nnderstratam ;  but  no  less 
Will  serve  to  warn  our  vessels   throogh 

these  shoals. 
The  freight  is  rich,  so  heave  the  line  in  time! 
Farewell !  I  scarce  have  time,  bat  yet  your 

hand. 
My  father ! — 

Werner.    Let  me  embrace  thee  ! 

Ulric.    We  may  be 
Observed:  subdue  your  nature  1 1  the  hoar! 
Keep  oflT  from  me  as  from  your  foe ! 

Werner.     Accursed 
Bo  he,  who  is   the  stifling  cause,    which 

smothers 
The  best  and  sweetest  feeling  of  our  heard, 
At  such  an  hour  too ! 

Ulric.    Yes,  curse — it  will  ease  yoa ! 
Here  is  the  Intcndant. 

Enter  iDBitSTBiw. 

Master  Idenstein, 
How  fare  yoa  in  your  purpose?  Have  yoa 

caught 
The  rogue? 

Idcnst.     No,  faith! 

Ulric.    Well,  there  arc  plenty  more : 
You  may  have  better  luck  another  chase. 
Where  is  the  Baron  ? 

Idensf.    Gone  back  to  his  chamber: 
And  now  I  think  on^t,  asking  after  yoa 
With  nobly-born  impatience. 

Ulric.     Your  great  mm 
Must  be  answered  on  the   instant,  as  the 

bound 
Of  the  stung  steed  replies  unto  the  spur: 
Tis  well  they  have  hor«es,  too;  for  if  Uiey 

had  not, 
I  fear  that  men  must  draw  their  chariots,  u 
They  say  kings  did  Sesostris*. 

Jdenst.     Who  was  he? 

Ulric.    An  old  Bohemian — and  iraperiil 

Idenst.     A  gipsy  or  Bohemian,  *tis  the 
same. 
For  they  pass  by  both  names.     And  wii 
he  one? 
Ulric.    I've  heard  so;  but  I  mast  take 
leave.    Intcndant, 
Your  servant!- Werner  (fo  Wcmer^igktlj)^ 

if  that  be  your  name. 
Yours.  [Rseii  Ulric. 

Idenst.  A  well-spokep^pretty-facad  young 
man! 
And  prettily  behaved !  He  knows  his  station, 
You  see,  sir:  how  he  gave  to  each  his  daa 
Precedence  ^ 

Werner.    I  perceived  it,  and  applaud 
His  just  discernment  and  yoar  own. 

Idenst.    That's  well— 
That's  very  well.    Yoa  also  know   yaor 

place,  too« 
And  yet  1  donl  know  thai  I  know  yoar 
place. 
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IVemer  (showing  ih^  Hn^).  Woald  this 
assist  your  knowledge? 

Idenst.    Uov !— What  !<-Eli ! 
A  Jewel ! 

tremer,  Tis  year  own,  on  one  condition. 

Idenst,    Mine! — Name  it! 

Werner,     That  hereafter  jon  permit  me 
At  thrice  iU  value  to  redeem  it;  'tis 
A  familj-rin^. 

Mcnat,    A  family!  youra!  a  gem! 
Vm  breathless! 

IVcrncr.     You  must  also  furnish  me, 
An  hour  ere  daybreak,  with  all  means  to  quit 
This  place. 

Idenst.  But  is  it  real?  let  me  look  on  it: 
Diamond  J  by  all  that*s  glorious! 

IVcrncr,    Come,  Til  trust  you; 
Von  hare  guessM,  no  doubt,  that  I  was 

bom  above 
My  present  seeming. 

Idenst.    I  can^t  say  I  did, 
Though  this  looks  lilte  it ;  this  is  the  true 

breeding 
Of  gentle  blood ! 

Werner.    I  have  important  roasont 
For  wishing  to  continue  privily 
My  journey  hence. 

Idenst.    So  then  you  are  the  man 
Whom  Stralenheim*8  in  quest  of? 

ircmer.    I  am  not ; 
Iltit  being  taken  for  him  might  conduct 
So  much  embarrassment  to  me  just  now. 
And  to  the  Baron's  self  hereafter — :'tis 
To  spare  both,  that  1  would  avoid  all  bustle. 

Idenst.    Be  you  the  man  or  no,  *tis  not 
my  business; 
Besides,  I  never  should  obtain  the  half 
From   this  proud,    niggardly  noble,    who 

would  raise 
The  country  for  some  missing  bits  of  coin, 
And  never  olfcr  a  precise  reward-^ 
But  this!  Another  look! 

Werner.    Gaze  on  it  freely; 
At  day-dawn  it  is  yours. 

Idenst.    Oh,  thou  sweet  sparkler ! 
Thou  more  than  stone  of  the  philosopher! 
Thou  touchstone  of  Philosophy  herself! 
Thou  bright  eye  of  the  Mine !   thou  load- 
star of 
The  soul !  the  true  mngrnctic  Polo  to  which 
All  hearts  point  duly  north,  like  trembling 

needles! 
Thou  flaming  Spirit  of  the  Earth !  which, 

sitting 
Higli  on  the  monarch's  diadem,  attractest 
More  worship  than  the  Majesty  who  sweats 
Beneath  the  rrown  which  makes  his  head 

ache,  like 
Millions  of  hearts  which  bleed  to  lend  it 

lustre ! 
Shalt  thou  be  mine?  I  am,  methinks,  already 
A  little  king,  a  lucky  alchymist ! — 
A  wise  magician,  who  has  bound  the  devil 
IVithout  the  forfeit  of  his  soul.  But  come, 
Werner,  or  what  else? 


Werner.    Call  me  Werner  still, 
You  may  yet  know  me  by  a  loftier  title. 
Idenst.    1  do  believe  in  thee!  thou  art 

the  spirit 
Of  whom  I  long  have  dream*d,  in  a  low 

garb.— 
Bat  come.  111  serve  thee ;  flioa  shidt  be 

as  free 
As  air,  despite  the  waters:  let  us  hence, 
111  show  thee  I  am  honest   (oh, thou  jewel !) 
Thou  shalt  be  furnished,    Werner,    with 

such  means 
Of  flight,  that  if  tfioa  wert  a  snail,  ntot 

birds 
Should  overtake  thee.—  Let  me  gaze  again ! 
I  have  a  foster-brother  in  the  mart 
Of  Hamburgh,  skill'd  in  precious  stones— 

how  many 
Carats  may  it  weigh? — Come,  Werner,  I 

will  wing  &ee.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  U.    SraALnTHim's  Cftom&sr. 

STRALBiiHBm  and  Fritz. 

Frit9,    All's  ready,  my  good  Lord ! 
Stralenh,    I  am  not  sleepy. 
And  yet  I  must  to  bed ;  I  fain  would  say 
To  rest,  but  something  heavy  on  my  spirit. 
Too  dull  for  wakefulness,    too  quick  for 

slumber. 
Sits  on  me  as  a  cloud  along  the  skv. 
Which  will  not  let  the  sunbeams  through, 

nor  yet 
Descend  in  rain  and  end,  but  spreads  itself 
'Twixt  earth  and  heaven,  like  envy  between 

man 
And  man,  an  everlasting  mist ;— I  will 
Unto  my  pillow. 

Fritz,    May  you  rest  there  well ! 
Stralenh,    I  feel,  and  fear,  I  shall. 
Frits.    And  wherefore  fear? 
Stralenh,  I  know  not  why,  and  therefore 

do  fear  more. 
Because  an  undescribable — but  tis 
All  folly.    Were  the  locks  (as.  I  desired) 
Changed  to-day,  of  this  chamber?  for  lasl 

night's 
Adventure  makes  it  needful. 

Frtts.     Certainly, 
According  to  your  order,  and  beneath 
The  inspection  of  myself  and  the  young 

Saxon 
Who  saved  year  life.    I  think  they  call 

him  ''Ulrlc." 
Straief^.     You  think!  yon  snpercilioua 

slave !  what  right 
Have   you   to    tax  your  memory,  which 

should  be 
Quick,  proud,  and  happy  to  retain  the  iimne 
Of  him  who  saved  your  master,  as  a  litany 
Whose  daily  repetition  marks  your  duty- 
Get  hence!  ''yoti  think,"  indeed!  yon,  who 

stood  still 
Howling  and  drippingpn  the  bank,  whilst  I 
Lay  dying,  md  the  stranger  iaah'd  aside 
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The  roaring  torrent,  and  reitored  me  to 
Thank  him  -and  detpiie  you.  *'You  think! " 

and  scarce 
Can  recollect  his  name!  I  will  not  waste 
More  words  on  yon.    Call  me  betlmei. 

Frits.    Good  night ! 
I  trust  to-morrow  will  restore  your  Lordship 
To  renovated  strength  and  temper. 

[The  Scene  clo»c$. 


SCENE,  IJf.-^The  teeret  Postage. 

Gabor  (soJwi').    Four-* 
Five — six  hours  have  I  counted,  like  the 

guard 
Of  outp(»8ts,  on  the  never-merry  clock : 
That  hollow  tongue  of  time,  which,  even 

when 
It  sounds  for  joy,   takes  something  from 

enjoyment 
With  every  clang.   *Tis  a  perpetual  knell, 
Though  for  a  marriage-feast  it  rings:  each 

stroke 
Peals  for  a  hope  the  less ;  the  funeral  note 
Of  Love  deep-buried  without  resurrection 
In  the  grave  of  Possession;  while  the  knoll 
Of  long-lived  parents  finds  a  jovial  echo 
To  triple  Time  in  the  sons'  ear. — Vm  cold— 
I'm  dark — Pve  blown  my  fingers — numbered 

o'er 
And  o*er  my  steps -and  knock'd  my  head 

against 
Some  fifty  buttresses — and  roused  the  rats 
And  bats  in  general  insurrection,  till 
Their  cursed  pattering  feet  and  whirring 

wings 
Leave  me  scarce  hearing  for  another  sound. 
A  light !  It  is  at  distance  (if  I  can 
Measure  in  darkness  distance) :  but  it  blinks 
As  through  a  crevice  or  •  key-hole,  in 
The  inhibited  directi9n;  I  must  oi. 
Nevertheless,  from  curiositv. 
A  distant  lamp-light  is  an  incident 
In  such  a  den  as  this.  Pray  Heaven  It  lead  me 
To  nothing  that  may  tempt  me!  Else^ 

Heaven  aid  me 
To  obtain  or  to  escape  it!  Shining  still ! 
Were  it  the  Star  of  Lucifer  himself. 
Or  he  himself  girt  with  its  beams,  I  could 
Contain  no  longer.    Softly!   mighty  well! 
That  corner's  tnm'd— So— Ah!  no;— right! 

it  draws 
Nearer.    Here  is  a  darksome  angle— so, 
That's  weather'd.— Let  me  pause.— Suppose 

it  leads 
Into  some  greater  danger  than  that  which 
I  have  escaped  ? — ^no  matter,  'tis  a  new  one ; 
And  novel  perils,  like  fresh  mistresses, 
Wear  more  magnetic  aspects: — I  will  on. 
And  be  it  where  it  may— I  have  my  dagger. 
Which  may  protect  me  at  a  pincli. — Bum 

still 
Thou  little  light !  Thou  art  my  ignis  fatuusl 
My  stationary  Will  o«  the  wisp  !-43o !  so ! 
He  hears  my  invocation,  and  MU  not 

[!%§  Socne  cImm. 


8CENE  IV.-^J  Oardm. 

Enter  WnRitam. 

I  could  not  sleep— and  now  the  hour's  it 

hand; 
All's  ready.  Idenstein  has  kept  his  word: 
And,  stationed  in  the  outskirts  of  the  towi, 
Upon  the  forest's  edge,  the  vehicle 
Awaits  us.  Now  the  dwindling  aimn  begin 
To  pale  in  Heaven ;  and  for  the  last  time  I 
Look  on  these  horrible  walls.    Oh !  never, 

never 
Shall  I  forget  them.  -Here  I  caoie  most  poer, 
But  not  disnonour'd :  and  1  leave  them  witk 
A  stain,— if  not  upon  my  name,  yet  in 
My  heart!  A  never-dying  canker-worm. 
Which  all  the  coming  splendour  of  the  landi, 
And  rights,  and  sovereignty  of  Siegendorf, 
Can  scarcely  lull  a  moment:  1  must  find 
Some  means  of  restitution,  which  would  ease 
My  soul  in  part ;  but  how,  without  disco- 
very?— 
It  must  be  dime,  however ;  and  I'll  pause 
Upon  the  method  the  first  hour  of  safety. 
The  madness  of  my  misery  led  to  this 
Ra^e  infamy;  Repentance  must  retrieve  it: 
1  will  have  nought  of  Stralenheim's  upea 
My  spirit,  though  he  would  grasp  ul  of 

mine; 
Lands,  freedom,  life, — and  yet  he  sleeps! 

as  soundly, 
Perhaps,  as  infancy,  with  gorreona  curtains 
Spread  for  his  canopy,  o'er  silken  pillovi. 
Such  as  when — ^Hark !  what  noise  is  that? 

Again ! 
The  branches  shake;  and  some  loose stoeei 

have  fallen 
From  yonder  terrace. 

[Ulric  leaps  down  from  the  temte. 


Ulric!  ever  welcome! 
Thrice  welcome  now !  this  filial — 

Ulric.    Stop!  before 
We  approach,  tell  me — 

Werner,    Why  look  you  iof 

Ulric.    Do  I 
Behold  my  father,  or — 

Werner.    What  ? 

Ulric.    An  assassin! 

Werner.    Insane  or  insolent! 

I7/rto.    Reply,  sir,  as 
You  prize  your  life,  or  mine ! 

Werner.    To  what  must  I 
Answer? 

Ulrie.  Are  you  or  are  yon  not  the 
Of  Stralenheim  ?  ' 

Werner.    I  never  was  at  yet 
The  murderer  of  any  man.  What 

Ulric.    Did  yon  not  lAts  night  (as  the 
night  before) 
Retrace  the  secret  passage?  Did  yon  aet 
ilg-otn  revisit Stralenheim'schamim?  aad— 

[Uhie 

Werner.    Proceed. 

17/rtc.    Died  he  not  bj  ynnr  huid? 

Werner.    Great  CM! 


yea? 


W  E  RN  E  a 


535 


Ulric.    Yon  are  innocent,  then!  my  fa- 
ther  *8  innocent! 
Embrace  me !  Yet,— yoar  tone  ~  your  look— 

ye§,  yef,- 
Yet  say  so! 

IVemer,    If  I  e^er,  in  heart  or  mind, 
Conceived  deliberately  inch  a  thought. 
But  rather  stroTo  to  trample  back  to  hell 
Such  thoughts — if  e^er  they  glared  a  mo- 
ment through 
The  irritation  of  my  oppreraed  spirit — 
May  Heaven  be  shut  for  ever  from  my 

hopes 
As  from  mine  eyes! 

Ulric,    But  Stralenheim  is  dead. 

Wtmer,    ^is  horrible!  *tis  hideous,  as 
His  hateful  !— 
But  what  have  I  to  do  with  this? 

Vlric,    No  bolt 
Is  forced;  no  violence  can  be  detected. 
Save  on  his  body.  Part  of  his  own  household 
Mave  been  alarms ;  but,  as  the  Intendant  is 
Absent)  I  took  upon  myself  the  care 
Of  mustering  the  police.  His  chamber  has. 
Past  doubt,been  entered  secretly.  Excuse  me. 
If  nature— 

IVemer.    Oh,  my  boy!  what  unknown 
woes 
Of  dark  fatality,  like  clouds,  are  gathering 
Above  our  house ! 

Ulrie.    My  father,  I  acquit  tou  ! 
Bat  will  the  world  do  sof  Will  even  the 

judge. 
If— but  you  must  away  this  instant 

IVemer.    Ko ! 
1*11  face  it    Who  shall  dare  suspect  me? 

Ulric.    Yet 
You  had  no  guests— no  risitors — no  life 
Breathing  around  yaa,  save  my  mother^s? 

IVemer.    Ah ! 
The  Hungarian ! 

Ulric.    He  is  gone  I  lie  disappeared 
Ere  sunset 

W^emer.    No ;  I  hid  him  in  that  very 
Concealed  and  fatal  gallery. 

UUic.     There  Til  find  him. 

[Ulrie  is  going. 

Werner,    It  is  too  late :  he  had  left  the 
palace  ere 
I  quitted  it.     I  found  the  secret  pannel 
Open,  and  the  doors  which  lead  from  that 

hall 
Which  masks  it:   I  but  thought  he  had 

snatchM  the  silent 
And  favourable  moment  to  escape 
The  myrmidons  of  Idenstein,  who  were 
Dogging  him  yester-even. 

Ulric.    You  re-closed 
The  pannel  ? 

Werner.  Yes ;  and  not  without  reproach 
fAnd  inner  trembling  for  the  avoided  peril) 
At  his  dull  heedlessness,  in  leaving  Uins 
His  shelterer*s  asylum  to  the  risk 
Of  a  discovery. 

Ulrie.    You  are  sore  you  closed  it? 


Werner,    Certain. 

i;Zrtc.  That*swell;  but  had  been  better  if 
Yon  ne*er  had  turned  it  to  a  den  for— 

[He  pau$ee, 
Werner,    Thieves  I 
Thou  wouldst  say:  I  must  bear  it,   and 

deserve  it; 
But  not — 

Ulrie.    No,  father;  do  not  speak  of  this| 
This  is  no  hour  to  think  of  petty  crimes. 
But  to  prevent  the  consequence  of  great 

ones. 
Why  would  you  shelter  this  man  ? 

Werner.    Could  1  shun  it? 
A  man  pursued  by  my  chief  foe ;  disgraceA 
For  my  own  crime ;  a  victim  to  my  safety, 
imploring  a  few  hours*  concealment  from 
The  very  wretch  who  was  the  cause  he 

needed 
Such  refuge.  Had  he  been  a  wolf,  I  could  not 
Have,  in  such  circumstances,   thrust  him 
forth. 
Ulric.  And  like  the  wolf  he  hath  repaid 
you.    But 
It  is  too  late  to  ponder  thb :  yon  must 
Set  out  ere  dawn.     I  will  remain  here  to 
Trace  out  the  murderer,  if  'tis  possible. 
Werner.   But  this  my  sudden  flight  will 
give  the  Moloch 
Suspicion  two  new  victims,  in  the  lien 
Of  one,  if  I  remain.    The  fled  Hungariaft, 
Who  seems  the  culprit,  and — 

Ulrie.    Who  eeeme?  Who  else 
Caa  beao? 

Wemtr,    Not  I,  though  just  now  yoa 
doubted— 
You^  my  son /-doubted— 

Ulrie.    And  do  jreu  doubt  of  him 
The  fugitive  ? 

Werner.    Boy!  since  1  fell  into 
The  abyss  of  crime  (though  not  of  euek 

crime),  I, 
HaviBg  seen  the  innocent  oppreas*d  for  me. 
May  doubt  even  of  the  guilty's  goilt  Your 

heart 
Is  free,  and  quick  with  virtuous  wrath  to 

accuse 
Appearances;  and  views  a  criminal 
In  innocence's  shadow,  it  may  be. 
Because  His  dusky. 

Ulric.    And  if  I  do  so. 
What  will  mankind,  who  know  you  not, 

or  knew 
But  to  oppress?  You  must  not  stand  the 

hazard. 
Away !— Ill  make  all  easy.    Idenstein 
Will  for  his  own  sake  and  his  jewers  hold 
His  peace — he  also  is  a  partner  in 
Your  flight — moreover — 

Werner.    Fly !  and  leave  my  name 
Linked  with  the  Hungarian's,  or  preferred, 

as  poorest. 
To  bear  the  brand  of  bloodshed  ? 
Ulrie.    Pshaw!  leave  any  thing 
Except  our  fathers'  sovefeignty  and  castles. 
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For  which  yon  Iiave  80  long  panted  and  in 

▼ain  t 
What  name  7  You  leave  no  name,  lincc  that 

you  hear 
It  feignM 

Werner.    Mott  true;  hnt  still  I  would 

not  have  it 
Engraved  in  crimson  in  men^s  memories. 
Though  in  this  most  ohscure  ahode  of  men — 
Besides,  the  search — 

Vlric,    I  will  provide  against 
Aught  that  can  touch  you.    No  one  knows 

you  here 
As  heir  of  Siegendorf :  if  Idenstein 
Suspects,  *tis  hut  suspicion,  and  he  is 
A  fool :  his  folly  shall  have  such  employment. 
Too,  that  the  unknown  Werner  shall  give 

way 
To  nearer  thoughts  of  self.  The  laws  (if  e'er 
Laws    reached    this    village)    are   all   in 

abeyance 
With  the  late  general  war  of  thirty  years, 
Or  crushM,  or  rising  slowly  from  the  dust. 
To  which  the  march  of  armies  trampled 

them. 
Stralenheim,  although  noble,  is  unheeded 
Here,  save  as  such — without  lands,  influence. 
Save  what  hath  perishM  with  him;   few 

prolong 
A  week  beyond  their  funeral  rites  their  sway 
O'er  men,  unless  by  relatives,  whose  interest 
Is  roused:  such  is  not  here  the  case ;  he  died 
Alone,  unknown,— a  solitary  grave. 
Obscure  as  his  deserts,  without  a  scutcheon. 
Is  all  he'll  have,  or  wants.     If  I  discover 
The  assassin,  'twill  be  well— if  not,believe  me 
None  else ,  though  all  the  full-fed  train  of 

menials 
May  howl  above  his  ashes,  as  they  did 
Around  him  in  his  danger  on  the  Oder, 
Will  no  more  stir  a  finger  now  than  then. 
Hence !    hence !    1    must    not   hear    your 

answer — look ! 
The  stars  are  almost  faded,  and  the  gray 
Begins  to  grizzle  the  black  hair  of  ni^rht. 
You  shall  not  answer — Fardon  me,    that  I 
Am  peremptory,  'tis  your  son  that  speaks. 
Your  long-lost,  late-found  son -Let's  call 

my  mother! 
Softly  and  swiftly  step,  and  leave  the  rest 
To  me ;  I'll  answer  for  the  event  as  far 
As  regards  you,  and  that  is  the  chief  point. 
As  my  first  duty,  which  shall  be  observed. 
We'll  meet  in  Castle  Siegendorf — once  more 
Our  banners  shall  be  glorious !  Think  of  that 
Alone,  and  leave  all  other  thoughts  to  me, 
Whose  youth  may  better  battle  with  them — 

Hence ! 
And  may  your  age  be  happy ! — I  will  kiu 
My  mother  once  more,  then  Heaven's  speed 
be  with  you! 
ff'emer.    This  counsel's  safe — but  is  it 

honourable  ? 
Ulrie.  To  save  a  father  is  a  child's  chief 
honour.  [Exeunt. 


ACT    IV, 

SCENE  L-A  Gothic  HaU  in  the  Caetle  ff 
Siegendorf^  near  Prague. 

Enter  Ebic  and  Hshrick,   rctainere  ejf  (Is 

Count, 

Eric,    So,  better  times  are  come  at  lait( 
to  these 
Old  walls  new  masters  and  high  wassail, 

both 
A  long  desideratum. 

Henrick.    Yes,  for  masters^ 
It  might  be  unto  those  who  long  for  novelty^ 
Though  made  by  a  new  grave :  but  as  M 

wassail, 
Methinks  the  old  Count  Siegendorf  main- 

tain'd 
His  feudal  hospitality  as  high 
As  e'er  another  Prince  of  the  empire^ 

Eric.     Why, 
For  the  mere  cap  and  trencher,  we  no  donbt 
Fared  passing  well ;  but  as  for  merrimoBt 
And  sport,  without  which  salt  and  sauces 

season 
The  cheer  but  scantily,  our  sisingf  were 
Even  of  the  narrowest. 

Henrick.    The  old  Count  loved  not 
The  roar  of  revel ;  are  you  sore  that  tJd$ 
does? 
J7rtc.    As  yet  he  hath  been  coarteoos  as 
he's  bounteous. 
And  we  all  love  him. 

Henrick.    His  reign  is  as  yet 
Hardly  a  year  o'erpast  its  lioney-moon, 
And  the  first  year  of  sovereigns  is  bridal  | 
Anon,  we  shall  perceive  his  real  sway 
And  moods  of  mind. 

Eric.    Pray  heaven  he  keep  the  present! 
Then  his  brave  son,  Count  Ulric— there's 

a  knight! 
Pity  the  wars  are  o'er! 
Henrick.     ^ITiy  so  ? 
Eric.     Look  on  him ! 
And  answer  that  yourself. 

Henrick.     He's  very  youthful. 
And  strong  and  beautiful  as  a  young  tigrr. 
Eric.     That's    not    a    faithful    vassal's 

likenesf. 
Henrick.    But 
Perhaps  a  true  one. 

Eric.    Pity,  as  I  said, 
The  wars  are  over:  in  the  hall,   who  like 
Count  Ulric  for  a  well-supported  pride, 
Which  awes  but  yet  offends  not?  in  the  iiield. 
Who  like  him  with  his  spear  in  hand,  whm, 

gnashing 
His  tusks,  and  ripping  up  from  right  to  left 
The  howling  hounds,  the  boar  makes  for 

the  thicket? 
Who  backs  a  horse,  or  bears  a  hawk,  or  wears 
A  sword  like  him?    Whote   plume  nods 
knightlier? 
Henrick.    No  one's,  I  grant  yoa :  do  not 
fear,  If  war 
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Be  long  tn  coming,  h^  Is  of  thai  kind 
Will  make  it  for  himself,  if  he  hath  not 
Already  done  as  much. 

Eric.    What  do  yon  mean  9 

Henrick.     You  can*t  deny  his  train  of 
followers 
TRat  few  our  fellow-native  vassals  bom 
On  the  domain)  are  such  a  sort  of  knaves 
A9—{  pauses) 

Eric.     What? 

Henrick.    The  War  (you love  so  much) 
leaves  living: 
Like  other  parents.  She  spoils  her  worst 
children. 

Eric.  Nonsense !  they  are  all  brave  iron- 
Tisaffed  fellows, 
Such  as  old  Tilly  loved. 

ticnrick.     And  who  loved  Tilly  f 
Ask  that  at  Magdebnrgh~or  for  that  matter 
Wallcnstein  either — they  are  gone  to — 

Erie.     Rest ; 
But  what  beyond,  *tis  not  ours  to  pronounce. 

Henrick.  I  wish  they  had  left  us  some- 
thing of  their  rest: 
The  country  (nominally  now  at  peace) 
is  overrun  with— Crod  knows  who — they  fly 
By  night,  and  dissappear  with  sunrise ;  but 
Leave  no  less  desolation,  nay,  even  more 
Than  the  most  open  warfare, 

Eric.     But  Count  Ulric— 
Whnt  has  all  this  to  do  with  him? 

Henrick,     With  him! 
He—  might  prevent  it  As  yon  say  he*s  fond 
Of  war,   why  makes  he  it  not  on  those 
marauders  ? 

Erie.    YouM  better  ask  himtelfi 

Henrick.    I  would  as  soon 
Aak  of  the  lion  why  he  laps  not  milk. 

Eric,    And  here  ne  comes ! 

Henrick     The  devil!  you'll  hold  your 
tongue  ? 

Erie,    Why  do  you  turn  so  pale? 

Henrick,    fTis  nothing — but 
Be  silent ! 

Erie,  I  will  upon  what  you  have  said. 

Henrick,    I  assure  you  I  meant  nothing, 
a  mere  sport 
Of  words,  no  more;  besides,   had  It  been 

otherwise, 
He  is  to  espouse  the  gentle  Baroness 
Ida  ofStralenheim,  the  late  Barents  heiress, 
And  she  no  doubt  will  soften  whatsoever 
Of  flercenc^f)  the  late  long  intestine  wars 
Have  given  all  natures,  and  most  unto  those 
Who  were  born  in  them,  and  bred  up  upon 
Tlie  knees  of  Homicide ;  sprinkled,as  it  were. 
With  blood  even  at  their  baptism.  Prithee, 

peace. 
On  all  that  I  have  said ! 

Enter  UiAio  and  Rodolpm. 

Good  morrow.  Count! 
Ulric.    Good  morrow,  worthy  Henrick. 
Eric,  is 
All  ready  for  the  chase? 


Eric.    The  dogs  are  ordcr'd 
Down  to  the  forest,  and  the  vassals  out 
To  beat  the  bushes,  and  the  day  looks  pro- 
mising. 
Shall  I  call  forth  your  Excellency's  suite? 
What  courser  will  you  please  to  mount? 

Ulric.    The  dun, 
Wabtein. 

Erie.    I  fear  he  scarcely  has  recover*d 
The  toils  of  Monday  :  'twas  a  noble  chas^i 
Yon  spear'd  four  with  your  own  hand. 

U9rtc,    True,  good  Eric, 
I  had  forgotten— let  it  be  the  gray,  then. 
Old  Ziska :  he  has  not  been  out  this  fortnight. 

Eric,    He  shall  be  strait    caparison'd. 
How  many 
Of  your  immediate  retainers  shall 
Escort  yon  ? 

Ulric.    I  leave  that  to  Weilburgh,  our 
Master  of  the  horse.  [Exit  Eric, 

Rodolph ! 

Rodclph.    My  Lord ! 

Ulric,    The  news 
Is  awkward  from  the  —  (Rodolph  points  to 

Henrick') 
How  now,  Henrick,  why 
Loiter  you  here? 

Henrick,    For  your  commands,  my  Lord. 

Ulrie.    Go  to  my  fether,  and  present  my 
duW, 
And  learn  if  he  would  aught  with  me  before 
I  mount.  [Exit  Henrick, 

Rodolph,  our  friends  have  had  a  check 
Upon  the  frontiers  of  Franeonia,  and 
'TIS  rumoar'd  that  the  column  sent  against 

them 
Is  to  be  strengthened.  I  must  join  them  soon. 

Rodolph.    Best  watt  for  further  and  more 
sure  advices. 

Ulric.    I  mean  it  —  and  indeod  it  could 
not  well 
Have  fallen  out  at  a  time  more  oppoalte 
To  all  my  plans. 

Rodolph.    It  will  be  difficult 
To  excuse  your  absence  to  the  Count,  your 
father. 

Ulric,    Yes,  but  the  unsettled  state  of 
our  domain 
In  High-Silesia  will  permit  and  cover 
My  journey.  In  the  mean  time,  when  we  are 
Engaged  in  the cliase,drawoffthe eighty  men 
Whom  WolfTe  leads  -  keep  the  forests  on . 

your  route : 
You  know  it  well  ? 

Rodolph,    As  well  as  on  that  night 
When  we— 

Ulric.  We  will  not  speak  of  that  until 

We  can  repeat  the  same  With  like  success ; 

And  when  you  have  join'd,  give  tlosenberg 

this  letter.  [Gives  a  letter. 

Add  further,  that  I  have  sent  this  slight 

addition 
To   our  force   with  you  and  Wolffe,  as 

herald  of 
My  coming,thongh  1  could  but  spare  them  ill 
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Al  this  time,  at  my  father  loTet  to  keep 
Full  nurobers  of  retainer!  round  the  castle. 
Until  thi*  marriage,   and   its  featti  and 

fooleries, 
Are  rang  out  with   ita  peal   of  naptial 

nonsense. 
'    Rodolpk.  I  thought  you  loved  the  lady  Idaf 

Ulrie.     Why, 
1  do  so — bnt  it  follows  not  from  that 
I  would  bind  in  my  youth  and  glorious  yean*. 
So  brief  and  burning,  with  a  lady*s  sone. 
Although    Uwere   that  of  Venus;— -but  I 

love  her. 
As  woman  should  be  loved,  fairly  and  solely. 
Rodofph.    And  constantly? 
Vlric.     I  think  so ;  for  I  love 
Nought  else.  —  But  I  have  not  the  time  to 

pause 
Upon  these  gewgaws  of  the  heart.    Great 

things 
We  have  to  do  ere  long.    Speed!  Speed! 
good  Rodolph ! 
Rodolph.   On  my  return,  however,!  shall 
find 
The  Baroness  Ida  lost  in  Gonnteif  Siegen- 
dorf? 
Ulric.    Perhaps  :   my  father  wbhes  it, 
and  sooth 
rris  no  bad  policy ;  this  union  with 
The  last  bud  of  the  rival-branch  at  once 
Unites  the  future  and  destroys  the  past. 
Rodolph.    Adieu ! 

Ulric.    Yet  hold  ~  we  had  better  keep 
together 
Until  the  chase  begins ;  then  draw  thou  off. 
And  do  as  I  have  said. 

Rodolph.    I  will.    But  to 
Return  -  Uwas  a  most  kind  act  in  the  Count, 
Y«>ur  father,  to  send  up  to  Konigsberg 
For  this  fair  orphan  of  the  Baron,  and 
To  hail  her  as  his  daughter. 

VUic.     Wondrous  kind! 
Especially  as  little  kindness  till 
Then  grew  between  them. 

Rodolph.    The  late  Baron  died 
Of  a  fever,  did  he  not? 

Vlric.    How  should  I  know? 
Rodolph.  I  have  heard  it  whisperM  there 
was  something  strange 
About  his  death — and  even  ue  place  of  it 
Is  scarcely  known. 

Ulric.    Some  obscure  village  on 
The  Saxon  or  Silesian  frontier. 

Rodolph.    He 
Has  left  no  testament — no  farewell-words? 
Ulric.    I  am  neither  confessor  nor  notary, 
So  cannot  say. 
Rodolph,    Ah !  heroes  the  lady  Ida. 

Enter  Ida  STmALBnimM. 

Ulric.    You  are  early,  my  sweet  cousin ! 

Ida.    Not  too  early. 
Dear  Ulric,  if  I  do  not  interrupt  yon. 
Why  do  you  call  me  ^^coutin  7" 

i/bie  (miUng).    Are  we  notfo? 


Ida.    Tef ,  but  I  do  not  like  the 
methinks 
It  sounds  so  cold,  as  if  you  thought  upon 
Our  pedigree,  and  only  weighed  our  blood. 

Ulric  (starling).    Blood ! 

Ida.    Why  does  yours  start  from  year 
cheeks? 

I7/rtc.    Ay!  doth  It? 

Ida.    It  doth  —  but  no !   it  nuhes  like  i 
torrent 
Even  to  your  brow  a^ain. 

Ulric  (^recovering  htnuelf).  And  if  it  fled, 
It  only  was  because  your  presence  sent  it 
Back  to  my  heart ,   which  beats  for  yon, 
sweet  cousin ! 

Ida.    '^Cousin^  again. 

Ulric.    Nay,  then  VU  call  yuu  sister. 

Ida.   I  like  tfiat  name  still  worse — would 
we  had  ne*er 
Been  aught  of  kindred  ! 

Ulric  (gloomily).    Would  we  never  had! 

Ida.  Oh  heaven !  and  can  you  wish  that? 

Ulric.    Dearest  Ida! 
Did  I  not  echo  your  own  wish  ? 

Ida.    Yes,  Ulric, 
But  then  I  wishM  it  not  with  such  a  glance. 
And  scarce  knew  what  I  said;  bnt  let  me  be 
Sister,  or  cousin,  what  you  will,  so  that 
I  still  to  you  am  something. 

Ulric.    You  shall  be 
All-all— 

Ida.    And  you  to  me  are  so  already ; 
But  I  can  wait. 

Ulrie.    Dear  Ida! 

Ida.    Call  me  Ida, 
Your  Ida,  for  I  would  be  yours,  none  elseV- 
Indeed  I  have  none  else  left,  since  my  poor 
father—  [She  pmutet. 

Ulric.    You  have  mtne    you  have  us. 

Ida.    Dear  Ulric,  how  I  wish 
My  father  could  but  view  our  happiness, 
Which  wants  but  this! 

Ulric.    Indeed ! 

Ida.    You  would  have  loved  him. 
He  you ;  for  the  brave  ever  love  each  oAir : 
His  manner  was  a  little  cold,  his  spirit 
Proud  (as  is  birth*s  prerogative),  but  under 
This  grave  exterior— would  yoa  had  known 

each  other ! 
Had  such  as  you  been  near  him  on  Ms 

journey. 
He  had  not  died  without  a  friend  to  •oathe 
His  last  and  lonely  moments. 

Ulrio.    Who  says  that? 

Urn.    What? 

Ulrie.    That  he  died  aUme. 

Ida.    The  general  rumour. 
And  disappearance  of  his  servant!,  whe 
Have  ne*er  retum'ds  that  fever  was  iNft 

deacHy 
Which  swept  them  all  away. 

Ulrie.    if  thev  were  near  him. 
He  could  not  die  nM:lected  or  alone. 

Ida.   Alas !  what  U  a  menial  te  a  death- 
bed. 
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When  the  dim  eje  rollf  Talnly  round  for 

what 
It  love«  ? — thev  ray  he  died  of  a  fever. 

UlHc.    Say! 
It  waa  90, 

Ida.    I  sometimet  dream  otherwise. 

Ulric,    All  dreaim  are  false. 

Ida.    And  yet  I  see  him  as  I  see  yon. 

Vlrie.     Whert  ? 

Ida.    In  sleep— I  see  him  lie 
Pale,  bleeding,  and  a  man  with  a  raised 

knife 
Beside  him. 

Ulric.    But  yon  do  not  see  his/oee? 

Ida  (looking  at  him).    No!  oh,  my  God! 
do  you? 

Ulric.    Why  do  you  ac k  ? 

Ua.    Because  you  look  as  if  yoir  saw  a 
mnrderer ! 

Ulric  {ajptatedlyy    Ida,    this   is  mere 
childishness ;  your  weakness 
Infects  me,  to  my  shame ;  hat  as  all  feelings 
Of  yours  are  common  to  me,  it  affects  me. 
Prithee,  sweet  child,  change — 

Ida.    Child,  indeed!  I  haye 
Full  fifteen  summers !         [A  hugle  Boundt. 

Kodolph.    Hark,  my  Loni,  the  bugle ! 

Ida  (pcetfithly  to  RodcipK).     Why  need 
you  tell  him  that?  Can  he  not  hear  it 
Without  your  echo? 

Rodolph.    Pardon  me,  fair  Baroness ! 

Ida,    I  will  not  pardon  you ,  unless  you 
earn  it 
By  aiding  me  in  my  jdiiinasion  of 
Count  Ulric  from  the  chase  to-day. 

Rodolph.    You  will  not. 
Lady,  need  aid  of  mine. 

Ulric.    I  must  not  now  forego  it 

Ida.    But  you  shall ! 

Ulric.    Shall! 

Ida.    Yes,  or  be 
Ko  true  knight — Come,  dear  Ulric !  yield 

to  me 
In  this,for  this  one  day ;  the  day  looks  heary. 
And  you  are  tum'd  so  pale  and  ill. 

Ulric.    You  jest 

Ida.    Indeed  I  do  not  t  ask  of  Rodolph. 

Rodolph.     Truly, 
My  Lord,  within  this  quarter  of  an  hour 
You  have  changed  more  than  I  e*er  raw 

you  change 
In  years. 

Ulric.  Tis  nothing  :  but  if 'twere,  the  air 
Would  soon  restore  me.    I'm  the  true  ca- 

meleon, 
And  live  but  on  the  atmosphere;  your  feasts 
In  castle-halls,  and  social  banquets,nurse  not 
My  spirit— rm  a  forester  and  breather 
Of  the  steep  mountain-tops,  where  I  lore  all 
The  eagle  lores. 

Ida.    Eicept  his  prey,  I  hope. 

Ulric.    Sweet  Ida,  wish  me  a  fair  chase, 
and  I 
Will  bring  you  six  iKwrs*  heads  for  trophies 
home. 


Ida.    And  will  you  not  stay,  then  f  Yoa 
shall  not  go ! 
Come !  I  will  sing  to  yon. 

Ulric.    Ida,  you  scarcely 
Will  make  a  soldier's  wife. 

Ida.    I  do  not  wish 
To  be  so;  for  I  trust  these  wars  are  orer. 
And  you  will  live  in  peace  on  your  domains. 

Enter  WnmnsE  a$  Count  SnomiDoaF. 

Ulric.    My  father,  I  ralute  you,  and  It 
grieves  me 
With  such  brief  greeting. — Yon  haTe  heard 

our  bugle; 
The  Tassals  wait. 

Siegend.  So  let  them— you  forget 
To-morrow  is  the  appointed  fsstlTal 
In  Prague,  for  peace  restored.    You  are 

apt  to  follow 
The  chase  with  such  an  ardour  as  will  scarce 
Permit  you  to  return  to-day,  or  if 
Retum'd,   too  much  fatigued  to  join  to- 
morrow 
The  nobles  in  our  marshall'd  ranks. 

Ulric.    You,  Count, 
Will  well  supply  the  place  of  both— I  am 

not 
A  loTer  of  these  pag^eantries. 

Siegend.    Mo,  Ulric; 
It  were  not  well  that  you  alone  of  all 
Our  young  nobility — 

Ida.    And  far  the  noblest 
In  aspect  and  demeanour. 

Siegend.  (to  Ida)    True,  dear  child. 
Though  somewhat  frankly  said  for  a  fair 

damsel.  — 
But,  Ulric,  recollect  too  our  position. 
So  lately  re-instated  in  our  honours. 
Believe  me,  'twould   be   mark'd  in   any 

house. 
But  most  in  oitrs,  that  onb  should  be  found 

wanting 
At  such  a  time  and  place.  Besides,tliiB  Hearen 
Which  gave  us  back  our  own,  in  the  same 

moment 
It  spread  its  peace  o'er  all,  hath  double 

claims 
On  us  for  thanksgiving;  first,for  our  country. 
And  next ,   that  we  are  here  to  share  its 
blessings. 
Ulric  (aside).    Devout,  tool  Well,  sir, 
I  obey  at  once. 

(Then  aloud  to  a  eervant.) 
Ludwig,  dismiss  the  train  without ! 

[Exit  Ludvfig. 
Ida.    And  so 
You  yield  at  once  to  him  what  I  for  hoort 
Might  supplicate  in  Tain. 

Siegend.  (smiling)  Yon  are  not  Jealous 
Of  me,  I  trust,  my  pretty  Rebel  !^  who 
Would  sanction  disobedience  against  all 
Except  thyself?  But  fear  not,  thou  shalt 

rule  him 
Hereafter  with  a  fonder  sway  and  firmer. 
Ida.    But  I  should  like  to  gorern  now. 
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Siegeitd,    You  iholl, 
Yoar  harp,  which  by  the  VQiy  awaits  you 

with 
The  Conntess  in  her  chamber.  She  complaini 
Tliat  yon  are  a  ead  truant  to  your  musics 
She  attends  yon. 

Ida.  Then  good  niorrow,my  kind  kinsmen! 
Ulnc,  you'll  come  and  hear  mef 
Ulric.     By  and  by. 

Ida,    Be  sure  1*11  sound  it  better  than 
your  bugles ; 
Then  pray  you  be  as  punctual  to  its  notes : 
Vl\  play  you  King  GustUTus*  march. 
Vlric.    And  why  not  old  Tilly*8  ? 
Ida,    Kot  that  monster's !  I  should  think 
My  harp-strings  rang  with  groans,  and  not 

with  music. 
Could  aught  of  Ais  sound  on  it;— but  come 

quickly ; 
Your  mother  will  be  eager  to  receive  you. 

[Exit  Ida, 
Siegend,    Ulric ,   I  wish  to  speak  with 

you  alone. 
Ulric.    My  time's  your  Tassal.  — 

(^yiside  to  Rodoiph.) 
Rodolph,  hence!  and  do 
As  I  directed ;  and  by  his  best  speed 
And  readiest  means  let  Rosenberg  reply. 
Rodolph.    Count   Siegendorf,   command 
you  anght?  I  am  bound 
Upon  a  journey  past  the  frontier. 

Siegend.  (^starts').     Ah!  — 
Where?  on  what  frontier? 

Hodotph,    The  Silesian,  on 
My  way— (osic/e  to  Ulric,)U'here  shall  I  say? 
Ulric  (aside  to  Rodolph).  To  Hamburgh. 

(^AMe  to  himself.)    That 
Word  will  I  think  j>ut  a  firm  padlock  on 
His  further  inquisition. 

Rodolph,    Count,  to  Hamburgh. 
Siegend,  ^agitated)    Hamburgh!  no  I 
have  nought  to  do  there,  nor 
Am  aught  connected  with  that  city.    Then 
God  speed  you ! 

Rodolph.  Fare  ye  well,  Count  Siegendorf ! 

[Exit  Rodolph, 
Siegend.    Ulric,  this  man,  who  has  just 
departed,  is 
One  of  those  strange  companions,whom  I  fain 
Would  reason  with  you  on. 

Ulric.    My  Lord,  he  is 
Noble  by  birth ,  of  one  of  the  first  houses 
In  Samny. 

Siegend,    I  talk  not  of  his  birth. 
But  of  his  bearing.  Men  speak  lightly  of  him. 
Ulric.     So  they  will  do  of  most  men. 
Even  the  monarch 
Is    not    fenced    from    his    chamberlain's 

slander,  or 
The  sneer  of  the  last  courtier  whom  he 

has  made 
Great  and  ungrateful. 

Siegend,    If  I  must  be  plain, 
llie  world  speaks  more  than  lightly  of  this 
Rodolph ; 


They  say  he  Is  leagued  with  the  ^Uick 

bands**  who  still 
Ravage  the  frontier, 

Ulnc,    And  will  you  beliere 
The  world? 
Siegend.    In  this  case-*-yes. 
17/rte.     In  any  case, 
I  thought  you  knew  it  better  than  to  take 
An  accusation  for  a  sentence. 

Siegend.    Son ! 
I  understand  yon :  you  refer  to — but 
My  destiny  has  so  involved  abont  me 
Her  spider-web,  that  I  can  only  flutter 
Like  the  poor  fly,  but  break  it  not    Take 

heed, 
Ulric ;  you  have  seen  to  what  the  passiou 

led  me ; 
Twen^  long  years  of  misery  and  famine 
Quench*d  them  not — twenty  thousand  more, 

perchance. 
Hereafter  (or  even  here  in  nuMRenfs  nfhich 
Might  date  for  years ,   did  Anguish  make 

the  dial) 
May  not  obliterate  or  expiate 
The  madness  and  dishonour  of  an  instant 
Ulric,  be  wam*d  by  a  father!— I  was  not 
By  mine,  and  you  behold  me! 

Ulric,    I  behold 
The  prosperous  and  beloved  Siegendorf, 
Lord  of  a  prince*s  appanage,  and  hononr*d 
By  those  he  rules,  and  those  he  ranks  with. 

Siegend,    Ah ! 
Why  wilt  thou  call  me  prosperous ,  while 

I  fear 
For  thee  ?  Beloved,when  thou  luvest  me  not? 
All  hearts  but  one  may  beat  in  kindness 

for  me — 
But  if  my  son*8  is  cold  !— 
Ulric.     Who  dare  say  that? 
Siegend,    None  else  but  I ,  who  see  It— 

feel  it — keener 
Than  would  your  adversary,   who  dared 

say  so, 
Your  sabre  in  his  heart!  Bntminesurviies 
The  wound. 

Ulric,  You  err.  My  nature  it  not  given 
To  outward  fondling ;  how  should  it  be  so. 
After  twelve  years*  divorcement  from  ny 

parents? 
Siegend,    And  did  not  /  too  pats  those 

twelve  torn  years 
In  a  like  absence  ?  But  *tis  vain  to  nrgeyon^ 
Nature  was  never  call*d  back  by  remoa- 

strance. 
Let^s  change  the  theme.    I  wish  yon  to 

consider 
That  these  young  violent  nobles  of  high 

name. 
But  dark  deeds(ay,thedarkest,if  all  Rnmoar 
Reports  be  true),wiih  whom  then  consortest. 
Will  lead  thee- 

Ulrie  (tffipatient^).  1*11  be  M  by  no  man. 
Siegend,     Nor 
Be  IcMider  of  such,  I  wonld  hope:  at  once 
To  wean  thee  from  the  perils  of  thy  youth 
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And  haughty  fptrit,  I  hare  thonght  it  well 
That  thou  shouldst  wed  the  lady  Ida— more, 
Ai  thoa  appear*Ht  to  lore  her. 

Ulric.    I  have  said 
I  will  obey  your  orders,  wore  they  to 
Unite  with  Hecate — can  a  son  say  more  9 


in 


Siegend.    He  says  too  mach  in  saying 
this.     It  is  not 
The  nature  of  thine  age,  nor  of  thy  blood, 
Nor  of  thy  temperament,  to  talk  so  coolly. 
Or  act  so  carelessly,  in  that  which  is 
The  bloom  or  blight  of  all  men*s  happiness 

iFor  Glory^s  pillow  is  but  restless  if 
iove  lay  not  down  his  cheek  there) :  some 
strong  bias, 
8ome  master-fiend  is  in  thy  service  to 
Misrule  the  mortal  who  belieyes  him  slave, 
And  makes  his  every  thought  subservient; 

else 
ThouMstsay  at  once,  *^I  love  young  Ida,  and 
Will  wed  her,**  or,  ''I  love  her  not,  and  all 
The  powers  of  earth   shall  never  make 

me." — So  ^ 

Would  1  have  answered. 

Ulric.    Sir,  you  wed  for  love. 
Siegend.    1  did,  and  it  has  been  my  only 
refuge 
In  many  miseries. 

Ulrie,    Which  miseries 
Had  never  been  but  for  this  love^natch. 

Siegend.    Still 
Against  your  age  and  nature !  who  at  twenty 
£*er  answered  thus  till  now  ? 

Ulric.    Did  you  not  warn  me 
Against  your  own  example  f 
Siegend.     Boyish  sophist  I 
In  a  word,  do  you  love,  or  love  not,  Ida? 
Ulric.     What  matters  it.  if  I  am  rf»dy  to 
Obey  you  in  espousing  her? 

Siegend.     As  far 
As  you  feel,  nothing ,  but  all  life  for  her. 
She^s  young— all- beautiful — adores  yon — is 
EndowM  with  qnalities  to  give  happiness, 
Such  as  rounds  common  life  into  a  dream 
Of  something  which  your  poets  cannot  paint. 
And  (if  it  were  not  wisdom  to  love  virtue) 
For  which   Philosophy  might  barter  Wis- 
dom; 
And  giving  so  much  happiness,  deserves 
A  little  in  return.    I  would  not  have  her 
Break  her  heart  for  a  man  who  has  none 

to  break. 
Or  wither  on  her  stalk  like  some  pale  rose 
Deserted  by  the  bird  she  thought  a  night- 
ingale. 
According  to  the  Orient-tale.    She  is — 
Ulric.     The  daughter  of  dead  Stralen- 
heim,  your  foe : 
1^11  wed  her,  nevertheless ;  though ,  to  say 

truth. 
Just  now  I  am  not  violently  transported 
In  favour  of  such  unions. 
Siegend.     But  she  loves  you. 
Ulric.    And  I  love   her,    and  therefore 
would  think  twice. 


Siegend.    Alas  I  Loto  never  did  bo. 
Ulrie.    Then  'tis  time 
He  should  begin,  and  take  the  bandage  from 
His  eyes,  aad  look  before  he  leaps  t  till  now 
He  hath  ta*en  a  jump  i'  the  dark. 
Siegend.    But  yon  consent? 
Ulric.    I  did  and  do. 
Siegend.    Then  fix  the  day. 
Ulrie.    Tis  usual. 
And  ,  certes ,  courteous ,  to  leaye  thai  lo 

the  lady. 
Siegend.    I  will  engage  for  her, 
Ulric.    So  will  not  / 
For  any  woman;  and  as  what  I  fix, 
I  fain  would  see  unshaken,  when  she  gives 
Her  answer.  Til  give  mine. 

Siegend.    But  'tis  your  office 
To  woo. 

Ulric.    Count,  'tis  a  marriage  of  yom 

making. 
So  be  it  of  your  wooing;  but  to  please  yon 
I  will  now  pay  my  duty  to  my  mother. 
With  whom,  yon  know,  the  lady  Ida  is — 
What  would  you  have  ?  You  have  forbid 

my  stirring 
For  manly  sports  beyond  the  castle-walls, 
And  1  obey ;  von  bid  me  turn  a  chambercr. 
To  pick  up  gloves,  and  fans,  and  knitting- 
needles. 
And  list  to  songs  and  tunes,  and  watch  for 

smiles, 
And  smile  at  prettv  prattle,  and  look  into 
The  eyes  of  feminie,  as  though  they  were 
The  stars  receding  early  to  our  wish 
Upon  the  dawn  of  a  world-winning  battle — 
What  can  a  son  or  man  do  more  ? 

{Exit  Ulric. 
Siegend.  (sotifs)    Too  much ! — 
Too  much  of  duty  and  too  little  love! 
He  pays  me  in  the  coin  he  owes  me  not  i 
For  sudi  hath  been  my  wayward  fate,  I 

could  not 
Fulfil  a  parent's  duties  by  his  side 
Till  now ;   but  love  he  owes  me ,  for  my 

thoughts 
Ne'er  left  him,  nor  my  eyes  long'd  without 

tears 
To  see  my  child  again ,   and  now  I  have 

found  him! 
But  how!    obedient,  but  with  coldness) 

duteous 
In  my  sight ,  but  with  carelessness ;  mys- 
terious. 
Abstracted  ~  distant — much  given  to  long 

absence. 
And  where  —  none  know  —  in  league  with 

the  most  riotous 
Of  our  young  nobles ;  though ,  to  do  him 

justice. 
He  never  stoops   down    to  their  vulgar 

pleasures ; 
Yet  there's  some  tie  between  them  which 

1  cannot 
Unravel.    They  look  up  to  him  «-  consult 
I  him- 
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Throng  nmnd  him  u  ■  leader  t  b^  with  me 
He  hath  no  confidence!  Ah  I  can  I  hope  it 
After—  what !  doth  my  father^n  corf  e  descend 
Even  to  my  child  ?  Or  it  the  Hangarian  near 
To  shed  more  blood,or— oh !  if  it  ehonid  be ! 
Spirit  of  Stralenheim,  daalthou  walk  these 

walls 
To  wither  him  and  hia— who,  though  they 

slew  not, 
Unlatch'd  the  door   of  death   for  thee? 

Twas  not 
Onr  faalt,nor  is  onr  sin :  thou  wert  oar  foe. 
And  yet  I  spared  thee  when  my  own  De- 
struction 
Slept  with  thee, to  awake  with  thine  awaken- 
ing. 
And  only  took— accursed  Gold !  thou  liest 
Like  poison  in  my  hands ;  I  dare  not  use  thee, 
Kor  part  from  thee ;  thou  comest  in  such  a 

guise, 
Methinks  thou   wouldst   contaminate   all 

hands 
Like  mine.    Yet  I  have  done ,  to  atone  for 

thee, 
Thou  villanous  Gold !  and  thy  deadmaster^s 

doom. 
Though  he  died  not  by  me  or  mine,  as  much 
As  if  he  were  my  brother!  I  have  ta*en 
His  orphan  Ida — cherished  her  as  one 
Who  will  be  mine. 

Rnter  an  ATraiiDAifT. 

Attendant.    The  Abbot,  if  it  please 
Your  Excellency,  whom  you  sent  for,  waits 
Upon  you.  [Exit  Mtendant, 

Rnter  the  Pmoe  Albbet. 

Prior  Albert.  Peace  be  with  these  walls 
andaU 
Within  them ! 

Sicgend.  Welcome,  welcome,holy  Father! 
And  may  thy  prayer  be  heard!  — all  men 

have  need 
Of  such,  and  I — 

Prior  Albert.  Have  the  first  claim  to  all 
The  prayers  of  our  community.  Our  convent, 
Erected  by  your  ancestors,  is  still 
Protected  by  their  children. 

Siegend.    Yes,  good  Father 
Cont£iue  daily  orisons  for  us 
In  these  dim  days  of  heresies  and  blood. 
Though  the  schi^piatic  Swede,  Gustavus,  is 
Gone  home. 
Prior  Albert.    To  the  endless  home  of 
unbelievers. 
Where  there  is  everlasting  wail  and  woe. 
Gnashing  of  teeth,and  tears  of  bio  od,  and  fire 
Eternal,  and  .the  worm  which  dieth  not! 
Siegend.     True,  Fathers   and  to  avert 
those  pangs  from  one. 
Who,  though  of  our  most  faultless,  holy 

church, 
Yet  died  without  its  last  and  dearest  offices , 
Which  smaothe  the  soul  through  pnrgii- 
torfal  pains, 


I  have  to  offer  humbly  this  donation  > 
In  masses  for  his  spirit. 

[Siegendorf  offer$  the  gold  which  ht 
had  taken  from  Stralcnheim. 
Prior  Albert.     Count,  if  I 
Receive  it,  *tis  because  I  know  too  well 
Refusal  would  offend  you.    Be  assured 
The  largess  shall  be  only  dealt  in  alma, 
And  every  mass  no  less  sung  for  the  dead. 
Our  house  needs  no  donations ,   thanks  to 

yours. 
Which  has  of  old  endowM  it;  but  to  you 
And  yours  in  all  meet  things 'tis   fit  we 

obey. 
For  whom  shall  mass  be  said  ? 
Siegend.  {Jaltering)  For— for — the  dead. 
Prior  Albert.    His  name? 
Siegend.    *Tis  from  a  Soul,  and  not  a 
Name, 
I  would  avert  perdition. 

Prior  Albert.    I  meant  not 
To  pry  into  your  secret    We  will  pii|y 
Fur   one  unknown,  the  same  as  for  the 
proudest. 
Siegend.  Secret !  I  have  none ;  but  Father, 
he  who's  gone 
Might  have  one;  or,  in  short,  be  did  be- 
queath- 
No,  not  bequeath— but  I  bestow  tfiis  sum 
For  pious  purposes. 

Prior  Albert.    A  proper  deed 
In  the  behalf  of  our  departed  fiieada. 
Siegend.    But  he ,  who's  gone ,  was  aot 
my  friend,  but  foe. 
The  deadliest  and  the  staunches!. 

Prior  Albert.    Better  still ! 
To  employ  our  means  to  obtain  heavea  tat 

the  souls 
Of  our  dead  enemies,  is  worflij  those 
Who  can  forgive  them  living. 

Siegend.    But  I  did  not 
Forgive  this  man.  I  loathed  him  to  the  last, 
As  he  did  me.    1  do  not  love  him  now. 
But— 
Prtor  Albert.  Best  of  all!  for  this  bpaia 
religion ! 
You  fain  would  rescue  him  yoa  hate  tnm 

hell— 
An  evangelical  compassion !— with 
Your  own  gold  too  1 
Siegend.    Father,  'tis  not  my  gold. 
Prior  Albert.    Whose  then  f   yoo  nid  it 

was  no  legacy. 
Siegend.    I.'o  matter  whose  —  of  this  be 
sure  that  he 
Who  own'd  it  never  more  will  need  it,  save 
In  that  which  it  may  fuichaae  from  yonr 

altars: 
Tis  yours,  or  theirs. 
Prior  Albert.  Is  there  no  blood  npon  it? 
Siegend.     Not    but  there's  worse  than 

blood— eternal  thame ! 
Prtor  Albert,    Did  ho  who  own'd  it  die 

in  his  bed? 
Siegend.    Alia!  he  did. 
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Prior  Albert,    Son !    you    relapse    into 
revenge, 
If  yon  regret  your  enemy's  bloodleti  death. 
Siegend.     Ilif   death   was  fathomlessly 

deep  in  blood. 
Prior  Albert,    You  said  he  died  in  his 

bed,  not  battle. 
Sicgend.    He 
Died,  I  scarce  know— but — he  was  stabbed 

i'  the  dark. 
And  now  you  have  it — perishM  on  his  pillow 
By  a  cut -throat! —ay!  — you  may    look 

upon  me ! 
/  am  not  the  man.    Til  meet  your  eye  on 

that  point. 
As  I  can  one  day  God's. 

Prior  Albert,     Nor  did  he  die 
By  means,  or  men,  or  instrument  of  yours? 
Sicgcnd.    No !  by  the  God  who  sees  and 

strikes ! 
Prior  Albert,     Nor  know  you 
Who  slew  him? 

Siegend.    I  c«>uld  only  g^css  at  one, 
And  he  to  me  a  stranger,  unconnected. 
As  unemployM.  Except  by  one  day*s  know- 
ledge, 
1  never  saw  the  man  who  was  suspected 
Prior  Albert,  Then  you  are  free  from  guilt. 
Siegend,  (eagerly^    Oh !  am  I  ? — say ! 
Prtor  Albert,    I'ou   have  said  so,    and 

know  best 
Siegend,    Father!  I  have  spoken 
The  truth,  and  nought  but  truth,  if  not  the 

vnole : 
Yet  say  I  am  not  ruilty !  for  the  blood 
Of  this  man  weighs  on  me,  as  if  I  shed  it. 
Though   by   the    Power    who   abhorreth 

human  blood, 
I  did  not! — nay,  once  spared  it, when  I  might 
And  could  — my  <t  perhaps,  ekould  (if  our 

Self-Safetjr 
Be  e'er  excusable  in  such  defences 
Against  the  attacks  of  over- potent  foes); 
But  pray  for  him,  for  me,  and  all  my  house; 
For,  as  I  said,  though  I  be  innocent, 
I  know  not  why,  a  like  Remorse  is  on  me 
As  if  he  had  fallen  by  me  or  mine.     Pray 

for  me. 
Father !  I  have  pray'd  myself  in  vain. 

Prior  Albert,     I  will. 
Be  comforted!  You  are  innocent,  and  should 
Be  calm  as  Innocence. 

Siegend.    But  Calmness  is  not 
Always  the  attribute  of  Innocence: 
I  feel  it  is  not. 

Prior  Albert,     But  it  will  be  so. 
When  the  mind  gathers  up  its  truth  within  it. 
Remember  the  great  festival  to-morrow. 
In    which  vou  rank  amidst  our  chiefest 

nobles, 
As  well  as  your  brave  son ;  and  smoothe 

your  aspect ; 
Nor  in  the  general  orison  of  thanks 
For  bloodshed  stopt,  let  blood,  yon  shed 
not,  rise 


A  cloud  upon  your  thoughts.  This  were  to  be 
Too  sensitive.    Take  comfort,  and  forget 
Such  thin^ ,  and  leave  Remorse  unto  the 
guilty.  [RsetMt. 


ACT    V, 

SCRNE  L—A  large  and  magnificent  Gotkie 
Hall  in  the  Caatle  of  Siegendorf,  decorated 
with  Trophiee,  Bannert  and  Arms  of  that 
Family, 

Enter  Arivhbim  and  BfBism,  AttendatUw 
of' Covnr  SuoBivDoar. 

Amh.    Be  quick !    the  Count  will  soon 

return:  the  ladies 

Already  are  at  the  portal.     Have  you  sent 

The  messengers  in  search  of  him  he  seeks  for? 

Meister.    I  have,  in  all  directions,  ovev 

Prague, 

As  far  as  the  man's  dress  and  figure  could 

tiy  your  description  track  him.   The  devil 

take 
These   revels   and    processions  I    All    the 

pleasure 
(If  such  there  be)  must  fall  to  the  spectators. 
I'm  sure  none  doth  to  us  who  make  the  show. 
Amh,  Go  to!  my  Lady  Countess  cooMM. 
Meieter,    I'd  rather 
Ride  a  day's  hunting  on  an  outworn  jade. 
Than  follow  in  the  train  of  a  great  maa 
In  these  dull  pageantries. 

Amh.    Begone!  and  rail 
Within.  [Exetmi. 

Enter  the  Coujfrass  Josbphcvb  SuoaifnoBV 
and  Ida  Stbalbnhbix. 

Joeephine,    Well,  Heaven  be  praised,  the 

show  is  over! 
Ida,    How  can  you  say  so !   Never  have 

I  dreamt 
Of  aught  so  beautiful.    The  flowers^  the 

boughs, 
The  banners,  and  thenobles,and  the  knights, 
The  gems,  the  robes,  the  plumes,  the  happy 

faces. 
The  coursers,  and  the  incense,  and  the  sun 
Streaming  through  the  stain'd    windowf; 

even  the  tombs. 
Which  look'd  so  calm,  and  the  celestial 

hymns. 
Which  seem'd  as  if  they  rather  came  from 

heaven 
Than  mounted  there;  the  bursting  organs 

peal 
Rolling  on  high  like  an  harmonious  thunder; 
The  white  robes,  and  the  lifted  eyes ;  the 

world 
At  peace !  and  all  at  peace  with  one  another  I 
Oh,  my  sweet  mother! 

[Unbracing  Joeephine. 
Josephine,    My  beloied  child! 
For  such,  I  trnst,  thou  shall  be  shortly. 
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Ida,    Oh! 
I  am  80  already.  Feel  how  my  heart  beats! 

Josephine,    ft  does,  my  love;  and  never 
may  it  throb 
With  aught  more  bitter ! 

Ida.    Kevcr  shall  it  do  sol 
How  iihoiild  it?    What  shonld  make  lu 

grieve?  I  hate 
To  hear  of  sorrow :  how  can  we  be  sad, 
Who  love  each  other  to  entirely  ?  Yoa, 
The  Count,  and  Ulric,  and  yoar  daughter, 
Ida. 

Josephine,    Poor  child! 

Ida,    Do  you  pity  me? 

Josephine.     No ;  I  but  envy, 
And  that  in  sorrow,  not  in  Ihe  world^s  sense 
Of  the  universal  vice,  if  one  vice  be 
More  general  than  another. 

Ida.    ril  not  hear 
A  word  against  a  world  which  still  contains 
You  and  my  Ulric.     Did  you  ever  see 
Aught  like  him  ?  How  he  towerM  amongst 

them  all! 
How  all  eyes  followed  him?  The  flowers 

fell  faster — 
Rain*d  from  each  lattice  at  his  feet,  me- 

thought. 
Than  before  all  the  rest,  and  where  he  trod 
I  dare  be  sworn  that  they  grow  still,  nor  e*er 
Will  wither. 

Josephine.    You  will  spoil  him,   little 
flatterer. 
If  he  should  hear  yon. 

Ida,    But  he  never  will. 
1  dare  not  say  so  much  to  him— I  fear  him. 

Josephine.     Why  so  ?  he  loves  yon  well. 

Ida.    But  I  can  never 
Shape  my  thoughts  of  him  into  words  to  him. 
Besides,  he  sometimes  frightens  me. 

Josephine,     How  so? 

Ida,    A  cloud  comes  o*er  his  bine  eyes 
suddenly. 
Yet  he  says  nothing. 

Josephine,    Ills  nothing i  all  men, 
Especially  in  these  dark  troublous  times, 
Ha?e  much  to  think  of. 

Ida.    But  I  cannot  think 
Of  aught  save  him. 

Josephine,    Yet  there  are  other  men, 
hk  the  world*s  eye,  as  goodly.    There's, 

for  instance. 
The  young  Count  Waldorf,  who  scarce  once 

withdrew 
His  eyes  from  yours  to-day. 

Ida.     I  did  not  see  him, 
But  Ulric.  Did  you  not  see  at  the  moment 
When  all  knelt,  and  I  wept?  and  yet  me- 

thought 
Through  my  fast  tears ,  though  they  were 

thick  and  warm, 
I  saw  him  smiling  on  me. 

Josephine.     1  could  not 
See  aught  save  Heaven,  to  which  my  eyes 

were  raised 
Together  with  the  people^s. 


Ida,    I  thought  too 
Of  Heaven,  al&ough  I  look*d  on  Ulric. 

Josephine.    Come, 
Let  us  retire ;  they  will  be  here  anon 
Expectant  of  the  banquet     We  will  lay 
Aside  these  nodding  plumes  and  dragging 
trains. 
Ida.    And,  above  all,    theee  stiff  and 
heavy  Jewels, 
Which  make  my  head  and  heart  ache^asboth 

throb 
Beneath  their  glitter  o'er  my  brow  and  soae. 
Dear  mother,  I  am  with  yon.         [EsemU. 

Enter  Coitnt  Sibgkvdohf,  infuHdress^  from 
the  solemnity,  and  Lunwie. 

Sicgend,    Is  he  not  found  ? 
Ludwig,    Strict  search  is  making  every 
where;  and  if 
The  man  be  in  Prague,  be  sure  he  will  lie 
found. 
Siegcnd,    Whereas  Ulric  ? 
Ludwig,    He  rode  round  the  other  way 
With  some  young  nobles ;  but  he  left  then 

soon; 
And,  if  I  err  not,  not  a  minute  eince 
I  heard  his  Excellency,  with  his  train. 
Gallop  o'er  the  West-drawbridge 

Enter  Ulric,  splendidly  dressed, 

Siegend,  (to  Ludwig^  See  they  cease  net 
Their  quest  of  him  I  have  described. 

(Exii  Lmdwig,) 
Ohl  Ulric, 
How  have  I  long'd  for  thee ! 

Ulric.    Your  wish  is  granted— 
Behold  me! 

Siegend.    I  have  seen  the  murderer. 

Ulrie.    Whom?  Where? 

Siegend,  The  Hungarian,  who  slew  Strfr* 
lenheim. 

Vlrie,    You  dream. 

Siegend.  I  live !  and  as  I  live,  I  nw  him^ 
Heard  him !  He  dared  to  utter  even  my  nams. 

Ulric,     What  name? 

Siegend.     Werner!  'tuMis  mine. 

Ulrie.     It  must  be  so 
No  more:  forget  it. 

Siegend.    IN  ever!  never!  all 
My  destinies  were  woven  in  that  name: 
It  will  not  be  engraved  upon  my  tomb. 
But  it  may  lead  me  there. 

Ulric.    To  the  point— the  Hungarian? 

Siegend.     Listen  !  —  The    church    was 
throng'd ;  the  hymn  was  raised ; 
''Te  Deum"  peal'd  from  Kations,  rather  than 
FromCamirs,  in  one  great  cry  of  ^'Godbi 

praised*" 
For  one  day*s  peace,  after  thrice  ten  dread 

years. 
Each  bloodier  than  the  ibrmerri  avoee, 
With  nil  the  nobles,  and  as  I  looked  dowa 
Along  the  lines  of  lifted  feees,~from 
Our  bannered  and  escutcheon^  gallery,  I 
Saw,  like  a  flash  of  lightning,  (for  I  saw 
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nt ,  and  no  moro)  what  strack  me 
BighCleti 

Ise-the  Hangarian*8  face;  Igrev 
nd  when  I  recorerM  from  the  miit 
mrPd  about  my  tenses,  and  again 
down,  I  saw  him  not.  The  thanks- 
giving 
r,and  we  raarchM  back  in  procession. 

Continue. 
id.    When  we  reachM  the  Muldaa*s 
bridge, 

ous  crowd  aboTO ,  the  numberless 
lannM  with  revellers  in  their  best 
garbs, 

ghot  along  the  glancing  tide  below, 
iorated  street,  the  long  array, 
shing  music,  and  the  thundering 
irtiliery,  which  seemM  to  bid 
md  loud  farewell  to  its  g^at  doings, 
ndards  o'er  me,  and  the  tramplings 
round, 

r  of  rushing  thousands ,  all  —  all 
could  not 

lis  man  from  my  mind;  although 
my  senses 
er  held  him  palpable. 

You  saw  him 
3,  then? 

%d.    I  lookM,  as  a  dying  soldier 
t  a  draught  of  water,  for  this  man ; 
I  I  saw  him  not;  but  in  his  stead — 

What  in  his  stead? 
%d.    My  eye  for  ever  fell 
»ur  dancing  crest;  the  loftiest, 
\ie  loftiest  and  the  loveliest  head, 
he  highest  of  the  stream  of  plumes, 
overflowed  the  glittering  streets  of 
Prague. 

.    What*s  this  to  the  Hungarian? 
nd.     Much ;  for  I 
iiost  then  forgot  him  in  my  son, 
ist  as  the  artillery  ceased,and  paused 
:sic,  and  the  crowd  embraced  in  lien 
ting,  I  heard  in  a  deep,  low  voice, 
and  keener  far  upon  my  ear 
e  late  Cannon's  Volume,  this  word — 

Uttered  by— 
nd.    HiM !  I  tum'd  ~  and  saw— and 
fell. 

And  wherefore?  Were  you  seen? 
nd.    The  officious  care 
e  around  me  dragged  me  from  the 
spot, 

ny  faintness,  ignorant  of  the  came; 
o,  were  too  remote  in  the  procession 
Id  nobles  being  divided  from  their 
children) 
me. 

.    But  rU  aid  you  now. 
nd.    In  what? 

.    In  searching  for  this  man,  or^ 
When  he's  found, 
hall  we  do  with  him  ? 
fid.    I  know  not  that 


Vlric    Then  wherefore  seek  ? 

Siegend.    Because  I  cannot  rest 
Till  he  is  found.    Ub  fate,   and  Stralen- 

helm's. 
And  ours,  seem  intertwisted  %  nor  can  be 
UnraveU'd,  till— 

Ent€T  on  Attshdawv. 

Attendant    A  stranger,  to  watt  on 
Your  Excellency. 

Siegend.    Who? 

Attendant.    He  gave  no  name. 

Siegend,    Admit  him,  nevertheless. 

[7^6  Attendant  introduce»  Qdbor, 
and  aftervfards  exiL 
Ah! 

Gahar.    *Tis,  then,  Werner! 

Siegend,   {haughiily).    The   same   yon 
knew.  Sir,  by  that  name;  and  9011/ 

Gabor  {looking  round),    I  recognise  you 
both ;  father  and  son. 
It  seems.    Count,  I  have  heard  that  you, 

or  yours. 
Have  lately  been  in  search  of  me :  I  am  here. 

Siegend.    I  have  sought  you ,  and  have 
found  you ;  you  are  charged 
(Your,  own  heart  may  inform  yon  why) 

with  such 
A  crime  as —  [He  pauset. 

Gabor.    Give  it  utterance,  and  then 
I'll  meet  the  consequences. 

Siegend.    You  shall  do  so— 
Unless— 

Gabor.    First,  who  accuses  me? 

Siegend.    All  things. 
If  not  ail  men:  the  universal  rumour — 
My  own  presence  on  the  spot— the  place  — 

the  time — 
And  every  speck  of  circumstance  unite 
To  ^%  the  blot  on  you. 

Gabor.    And  on  me  only? 
Pause  ere  you  answer :  Is  no  other  name. 
Save  mine,  stain'd  in  this  business? 

Siegend.    Trifline  villain  I 
Who  play'st  with  Oiine  own  guUt!  Of  all 

that  breathe 
Thou  best  dost  know  the  innocence  of  him 
'Gainst  whom  thy  breath  would  blow  thy 

bloody  slander. 
But  I  will  talk  no  further  with  a  wretch. 
Further  than  Juftice  asks.  Answer  at  once. 
And  without  quibbling,  to  my  charge. 

Gabor.    Tis  false! 

Siegend.    Who  says  f  o  ? 

Gabor.    I. 

Siegend.    And  how  disprove  It? 

Gtlbor.    By 
The  presence  of  the  murderer. 

Siegend.    Name  him! 

Gmor.    He 
May  have  more  names  than  one.     Your 

Lordship  had  so 
Once  on  a  time. 

Siegend.    If  yoa  mean  me,  I  dare 
Your  atmost. 
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Gabor,    Yoo  maj  do  00,  and  In  safety ; 
I  know  the  ossasin. 
Siegcnd.    Where  is  he? 
Gabor  {pointing  to  I/iNr).    Beside  yon ! 
[Vlric   ruahcM  forward    to   attack 
Gabor;  Xegcntlotf  intcrpoMes. 
Siegcnd.    Liar  and  fiend !  bat  you  shall 
not  be  slain; 
These  walU  arc  mine ,  and  yoa  are  safe 
within  them. 

[He  tum»  to  VMe, 
Ulric,  repel  this  calumny,  as  I 
Will  do.  I  avow  it  is  a  growth  so  monstrous, 
1  could  not  deem  it  earth-born :  but,be  calm ; 
It  will  refute  itself.  But  touch  him  not. 
[Ulric  endeavours  to  compose  hinue}f, 
Gabor.    Look  at  Aim,  Count,  and  then 

hear  me, 
Siegcnd.  (first  to  Gabor,  and  then  looking 
at  Ulric)    I  hear  thee. 
My  God !  you  look — 
Ulric.    How? 

Siegcnd.    As  on  that  dread  night 
When  wo  met  in  the  garden. 
Ulric  (composes  himscff).    it  is  nothing. 
Gabor.    Count,   you  are  bound  to  hear 
me.    I  came  hither 
Not  seeking  you,  but  sought.  When  I  knelt 

down 
Amidst  the  people  in  the  church,  I  dreamt 

not 
To  find  the  beggar^  Werner  in  the  seat 
Of  Senators  and  Princes;   but  you  have 

caird  me. 
And  we  have  met. 
Siegend.    60  on.  Sir, 
Gabor.    Ere  I  do  so, 
Allow  me  to  inquire  who  profited 
By  Stralenheim's  death  Y  WasH  I^as  poor 

as  ever ; 
And  poorer  by  suspicion  on  my  name. 
The  Baron  lost  in  that  last  outrage  neither 
Jewels  nor  gold ;  his  life  alone  was  sought, — 
A  life  which  stood  between  the  claims  of 

others 
To  honours  and  estates,  scarco  less  than 
princely. 
Siegjend*    These  hints,  as  vague  as  vain, 
attach  no  loss 
To  me  than  to  my  son. 

Gabor.    I  caa't  help  that 
But  let  the  consequence  alight  on  him 
Who  feels  himscl  f  the  guill(y  one  amongst  us. 
I  speak  to  you,  Count  Siegendorf,  because 
I  know  you  innocent,  and  deem  you  just. 
But  ere  I  can  proce^  ~  Dare  yoa  protect 

me!~ 
Hare  you  comipimd  mef 

[Siegendorf  firat  locks  at  the  Hum- 
garian,  and  then  at  Ulric,  who 
has  unbucHed  his  sabre  and  is 
drawing  lines,  with  it  on  the  floor 
—  still  in  its  sheathe 
Ulric.  (looks  at  his  fatbfir  and  says) 
Let  the  man  go  on ! 


GcAor.    I  am  onarmM,  Count  -  bid  your 

son  lay  down  his  sabre. 
Ulric  (offers  it  to  bim  eontemptwmshi. 
Take  it. 

Gabor,    No,  Sir,  *tis  enoagli 
That  we  arc  both  unarmed—  I  would  not 

choose 
To  wear  a  steel  which  may  beotoia'yi  with 

more 
Blood  than  came  there  in  battle 

Ulric  (casts  the  sabre  from  Ami  la  con- 
tempt).   It-HHT  some 
Such  other  weapon ,  iu  my  h»nds    apored 

vpurs 
Ooce, '  whea  dliuon'd  and  at  mj  oMrcy. 

Gabor.    True— 
I  have  not  forgotten  it:  yoa  spared  me  fur 
Your  own  especial  purpose— to  sastoin 
An  ignominy  not  my  own. 

Uiric.    Proceed. 
The  tale  is  doubtless  worthy  the  rclater. 
But  is  it  of  my  fathef  to  hear  further  ? 

[To  Siegendorf. 
Siegend.  (takes  his  son  by  the  hand) 
My  son !  I  know  mine  own  innocence— and 

doubt  not 
Of  yours    but  I  have  promised  this  mao 

patience ; 
Let  him  continue! 

Gabor.    I  will  not  detain  yoa 
Bv  speaking  of  myself  much;  1  begoa 
Life  early— and  am  what  the  world  has 

made  me. 
At  Frankfort,  on  the  Oder,  where  I  pnss*d 
A  winter  in  obscurity,  it  was 
H^  chance  at  several  places  of  resort 
(Which  I  feequeoted  sometimes,  but  not 

often) 
To  hear  related  a  strange  circnmstaoce, 
In  Febmary  last    A  martial  force. 
Sent  by  tlie  state,  had,  after  strong  i«sistMWSi» 
Secured  a  band  of  desperate  niea»  f^ppossd 
Marauders  from  the  hostile  c^pofw— Thsj 

proved. 
However,  not  to  bo  so— bat  bondiliti. 
Whom  either  accident  or  enterpriso 
Had  carried  from  their  asuol  hoaot— the 

forests 
Whkh  skirt  Bohemia— even  into  Losatia. 
Many  amongst  them  were  reported  of 
High  rank— and  martial  law  slept  f6r  a  time. 
At  last  they  were  escorted  o^er  the  frootiers, 
And  placed  beneath  the  civil  jarisdiction 
Of  the  free  town  of  Frankfort  Off  tktir  fats, 
I  know,  no  more. 
Siegend.    And  what  is  this  tia  Ulricf 
Gtmr,     Amongst  them  then  w«t.  aid 

to  be  one  man 
Of    wonderful  endowments :  —  hiiili   and 

fortune. 
Youth,  strength,  and  beaoly«.  aLo/Sjit  M- 

perhuman. 
And  courage  as  unrivalled,  were  proclaimM 
His  by  the  public  ramoar;  and  his  sw^y 
Not  only  over  his  asaociotes  bat 
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His  Judg««,  wsi  Bttribated  to  vitchcraft 
6acli  was  hU  influence:— I  hare  no  great 

faith 
In  any  Magic  save  that  of  the  Mine — 
I  therefore  deemed  him  wealthy. — But  my 

soul 
Was  mused  with  various  feelings  to  seek  out 
'ilii«  Prodigy,  if  only  to  behold  him. 
Sicgcnd.     And  did  yon  so? 
Giwor.  You'll  hear.  Chance  favoured  me: 
A  popular  affray  in  the  public  square 
Drew  crowds  together— it  was  one  of  those 
Occasions,  where  men*s  souls  look  out  of 

them, 
And  show  them  as  they  are— even  In  their 

faces: 
The  moment  my  eye  met  his — I  exclaimed 
^^Tliis  is  the  man!^  though  he  was  then, 

as  since,  ^ 

With  the  nobles  of  the  city.    I  felt  sure 
I  had  not  err*d,  and  watch*d  him  long  and 

nearly: 
I  noted  down  his  form — his  gesture— fea- 
tures. 
Stature  and  bearing— and  amidst  them  all, 
*Midst    evety    natural  and  acquired    dis- 
tinction, 
I  could  discern,  mcthonght,the  assassin's  eye 
And  gladiator's  heart. 

Ulne  (smiKngy     The  tale  souitds  well. 
Oabor,     And   may    sound   better.  —  He 
appeared  to  me 
One  of  those  beings  to  whom  Fortune  bends 
As  she  doth  to  the  Daring — and  on  whom 
The  Fates  of  others  oft  depend ;  besides, 
An  indescribable  sensation  drew  me 
Near  to  this  man,  a^  if  my  Point  of  Fortnne 
Was  to  be  fixed  by  him.  —There  I  was  wrong. 
Siegcnd.    And  may  not  be  right  now. 
Gtior,    I  follow'd  him. 
Solicited  his  notice- and  obtain'd  it — 
Though  not   his    friendship:— it  was  liis 

intention 
To  leave  the  city  privately— we  left  it 
Together — and  together  we  arrived 
In  the  poor  town  where  Werner  was  con- 

ceal'd. 
And  Stralenheim  was  snccour'd-  Now  we 

are  on 
The  verge — dare  you  hear  further? 

Sicgend.    I  must  do  so — 
Or  I  have  heard  too  much. 

Gabor.    I  saw  in  yoii 
A  man  above  his  station — and  if  not 
80  high,  as  now  I  find  you,  in  my  then 
C^onceptions — 'twas  that  I  had  rarely  seen 
Men  such  as  you  appeared  in  height  of  mind. 
In  the  most  high  of  worldly  rani ;  yon  were 
Poor— even  to  all  save  rags— I  would  have 

sharc^d 
My  punre,  though  slender,  with  you— y6n 
refused  it. 
Siegcnd.     Doth  my  refusal  make  a  debt 
to  you. 
That  thai  you  urge  it? 


Gabor.    8till  yon  owe  mc  something, 
Though  not  for  that^and  I  owed  you  my 

safety, 
At  least  my  seeming  safety — when  the  slaves 
Of  Stralenheim  pursued  me  on  the  grounds 
That  /  had  robb'd  him. 

Sicgend,     I  conceal'd  you— I, 
Whom,    and   whose  house,   yon  arraign, 
reviving  viper! 
Gabor,    I  accuse  no  man — Mve  In  my 
defence. 
You,  Count!  have  made  yourself  accuser — 

judge — 
Your  hall's  my  court,  your  heart  is  my 

tribunal. 
Be  Just,  and  Til  be  merciful. 

Siegcnd.    You  merciful! 
You!  Base  calumniator! 

Gabor.    I.     Twill  rest 
With  me  at  last  to  be  so.  You  conceal'd  me— 
In  secret  passages  known  to  yourself. 
You  said,  and  to  none  else.  Atdeadofnighi, 
Weary  with  watching  in   the  dark,  and 

dubious 
Of  tracing  back  ray  way-  I  saw  a  glimnker 
Through  distant  crannies  of  il  twinkling 

lifirht. 

I  follow'd  it,  and  reach'd  a  door — a  secret 
Portal  which  open'd  to  the  chamber,  where, 
Witli  cautions  hand  and  slow,  having  first 

undone 
As  much  as  made  a  crevice  of  the  fEistenlng, 
I  look'd  thniugh,  and  beheld  a  purple  bcid, 
And  on  it  Stralenheim ! — 

Sicgend.    Asleep  !  And  yet 
You  slew  him— Wretch! 

Gabor.    He  was  already  slain. 
And  bleeding  like  a  sacrifice.    My  own 
Blood  became  ice. 

Sicgend.     But  he  was  all  alorie ! 
You  saw  none  else?  You  did  not  see  tfie — 

[He  pauics  frotn  agitatiot^. 
Gabor.    No, 
He,  whom  you  dare  not  name— nor  even  I 
Scarce  dare  to  recollect— was  not  then  in 
The  chamber. 
Siegcnd.  (to  Ulrtc')  Then,  my  boy !  thou 
art  guiltless  still  — 
Thou  bad'st  me  say  /  was  so  once — Oh !  now 
Do  thou  as  much  ! 

Gabor.    Be  patient!  I  can  not 
Recede  now,  though  it  shake  the  very  walls 
Which  frown  above  us.   You  remember,  or 
If  not,  yonr  son  does,— that  the  locks  were 

changed 
Beneath  hit  chief  inspection — on  the  morn 
Which  led  to  this  same  night:  how  he  had 

enter'd. 
He  best  knows— but  within  an  antechamber. 
The  door  of  which  was  half  ajar— I  saw 
A  man  who  wash'd  his  bloody  hands,  and  oft 
With  ttern  and  anxious  glance  gazed  bark 

upon 
The  bleeding  body— but  it  moved  no  more 
Sicgend.    Oh !  God  of  Fathers  ? 
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Gabor.    I  beheld  hif  featara 
As  1  see  yonn—bat  yoart  they  were  not, 

though 
Refembling  them — behold  them  In  Count 

Ulricas! 
Diftinct— at  I  beheld  them^thongh  the 

exprenion 
It  not  now  what  it  then  wat ;— hot  it  wat  to 
When  I  firat  charged  him  with  the  crime:— 
so  lately. 
Siegend.    This  is  so — 
Gabor    (interrupting   himY      Ray  —  but 
hear  me  to  the  end! 
Now  yoa  mast  do  so. — I  conceiTod  myself 
BetrayM  by  yon  and  Aim  (for  now  I  saw 
There  was  some  tie  between  yon)  into  this 
Pretended  den  of  refnge,  to  become 
The  Tictim  of  your  guilt;  and  my  first 

thought 
Wat  Tenseance :  but  thongh  armM  with  a 

tnort  poig^ard 
(Having  left  my  sword  withoat)  I  was  no 

match 
For  him  at  any  time,  as  had  been  proyed 
That  mominff  -  either  in  address  or  force. 
I  tnmM,  and  fled— i'  the  dark:  Chance, 

rather  than 
Skill,  made  me  gain  the  secret  door  of 

the  hall. 
And  thence  the  chamber  where  you  slept — 

if  I 
*llad  found  yon  waking.  Heaven  alone  can 

tell 
What  Vengeance  and  Suspicion  might  have 

prompted ; 
But  ne^er  slept  Guilt  as  Werner  slept  that 
night. 
Siegend,    And  yet  I  had  horrid  dreams! 
and  such  hrief  sleep— 
The  stars  had  not  gone  down  when  I  awoke— 
Why  didst  thou  spare  me  ?  I  dreamt  of  my 

father — 
And  now  my  dream  is  oat! 
Gabor.    n^is  not  my  fanlt. 
If  I  hare  read  it.  -  Well !  I  fled  and  hid  me- 
Chance  led  me  here  after  so  many  moons — 
And  showM  me  Werner  in  Count Sicgendorf! 
Werner,  whom  I  had  sought  in  huts  in  Tain, 
Inhabited  the  palace  of  a  Sovereign ! 
Von  sought  me,  and  have  found  me— now 

you  know 
My  secret,  and  may  weigh  its  worth. 
Siegend,  (after  a  pause^  Indeed ! 
GtAor.    Is  it  Revenge  or  Justice  which 
inspires 
Your  meditation  f 

Siegend.    Neither— I  wat  weighing 
The  value  of  your  secret. 

Gabor.    You  shall  know  it 
At  once  -  when  you  were  poor,  and  I,  though 

poor. 
Rich  enough  to  relieve  such  poverty 
As  might  have  envied  mine,  I  offered  yon 
My  purse— you  would  not  share  ft:— 111 
be  franker 


With  yon  |  jron  are  wealthy,  noble, trvstcd  bf 
The  Imperial  powers— Yoa  anderttand  met 
Siegend.    Yes. — 

Gabor.    Not  quite.  Yoa  think  me  venal, 
and  scarce  true  i 
*Tis  no  less  true,  however,  that  my  fortaass 
Have  made  me  both  at  present;  yoa  shall 

aid  me,  \ 

I  would  have  aided  yon— and  also  have 
Been  somewhat  danmged  in  my  name  to  save 
Yours  and  your  sonV    Weigh  well  what  I 
have  said. 
Siegend.  Dare  yoa  await  the  event  of  i 
few  minutes' 
Deliberation? 

Ga6or  (easts  hi$  eye§  on  Vlrio,  vfto  k 
Uaning  againtt  a  piUary 

If  I  should  do  tof 
Siegend.    I   pledge   my  life  for  yoan. 
Withdraw  into 
This  tower.  [0*peiis  a  turret-door. 

Gabor  (heiitatingly).  This  it  the  tecooi 
safe  osylnm 
You  have  offered  me. 
Siegend,    And  was  not  the  first  to? 
Gabor.    I  know  not  that  even  now — bat 
will  approve 
The  second.  1  have  still  a  further  shield.— 
I  did  not  enter  Prague  alone— and  thonld  I 
Be  put  to  rest  with  Stralenheim— there  are 
Some  tongues  without  will  wag  in  ngr  bdiald 
Be  brief  m  your  decision  I 
Siegend.    I  will  be  so. — 
My  word  is  sacred  and  irrevocable 
Within  these  walls,  but  it  extends  no  farther. 
Gabor.  -  lUl  take  it  for  so  much. 
Siegend.   (points    to   Ulric*a   uAre^  itSU 
upon  the  ground^ 

Take  also  f  Aot— 
I  saw  you  eye  it  eagerly,  and  him 
Distrustfully. 

Gabor  (takes  up  the  sabre).  I  wiU|  aad 
so  provide 
To  sell  my  life— not  cheaply. 

[Gabor  goes  into  the  turrei^ 
Siegendorf  closes. 
Siegend.  (advances  to  Ulric\  Mow, 
Ulric! 

For  son  I  dare  not  eaU  thee— What  tavil 
thou? 
Ulrie.    His  tale  is  true. 
Siegend.    True,  monster! 
Ulric.    Most  true,  father; 
And  you  did  well  to  Ibtea  to  it:  what 
We  know,  we  can  provide  againtt.  HeoMMl 
Be  silenced. 

Siegend.  Ay,  with  half  of  my  doauias; 
And  with  the  other  half,  conldheandthta 
Unsay  this  villany. 

Ulrie.    It  is  no  time 
For  trifling  or  dittembiing.    I  have  said 
His  story's  true ;  and  he  too  moft  be  tUeaced. 
Sicgfmd.    How  to? 

Ulric.  At  Stralenheim  It.  Are  yoa  to  dall 
At  never  to  have  hit  on  thtt  befmf 
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When  we  met  In  the  garden,  what  except 
DifcoTery  in  the  act  conld  male  me  know 
Hit  death  ?  Or  had  the  Prince^i  hon«ehold 

heen 
Then  fnmmon'd,  would  the  cry  for  the  police 
Been  left  to  such  a  stranger?  Or  should  I 
Have  loitered  on  the  way  f  Or  could  3fou, 

Werner,  • 

The  object  of  the  Barents  hate  and  fears, 
Have  fled— unless  by  many  an  hour  before 
Suspicion  woke?  I  sought  and  fathom'd  you— 
Doubting  if  you  were  false  or  feeble;  I 
Perceived  you  were  the  latter;  and  yet  so 
Confiding  have  I  found  you,  that  I  doubted 
At  times  your  weakness. 

Siegend.    Parricide!  no  less 
Than  common  stabber!  What  deed  of  my 

life, 
Or  thought  of  mine,  could  make  yon  deem 

me  fit 
For  your  accomplice? 

Ulrie.    Father,  do  not  raise 
The  devil  you  cannot  lay,  between  us.  This 
Is  time  for  union  and  for  action,  not 
For  Ikmily-disputes.    While  you  were  tor- 
tured 
Conld  /  be  calm  ?  Thbk  yon  that  I  have 

heard 

This  fellow's  tale  without  some  feeling?  you 

Have  taught  me  feeling  for  you  and  myself; 

For  whom  or  what  else  did  you  ever  teach  it  ? 

Siegend.    Oh!  my  dead  father's  curse! 

'tis  working  now. 
Ulric.    Let  it  work  on !  the  grave  will 

keep  it  down ! 
Ashes  are  feeble  foes :  it  is  more  easy 
To  baffle  such,  than  countermine  a  mole. 
Which  winds  its  blind  but    living   path 

beneath  von. 
Yet  hear  me  still !— If  9011  condemn  me,  yet 
Remember  who  hath  taught  me  once  too 

often 
To  listen  to  him !  IVho  proclaimed  to  me 
That  there  were  crimet  made  venial  by  the 

occasion? 
That  passion  was  our   nature?  that  the 

goods 
Of  heaven  waited  on  the  goods  of  fortune? 
¥Vho  show'd  me  his  humanity  secured 
Bv  hii  nervet  only?  IFAo  deprived  me  of 
All  power  to  vindicate  myself  and  race 
In  open  day?  By  his  disgrace  which  stamp'd 
(It  might  be)  bastardy  on  me,  and  on 
Himself— a /ebon's  brand!  The  man  who  is 
At  once  both  warm  and  weak,  invites  to 

deeds 
He  longs  to  do,  but  dare  not  Is  it  strange 
That  I  should  act  what  you  could  thifJe? 

We  have  done 
With  right  and  wrong ;  and  now  must  only 

fonder 
Upon  effects,  not  causes.    Stralenhelm, 
Whose  life  I  saved,f  rom  impulse,as,taiibiouni, 
I  would  have  saved  a  peasant's  or  a  dog's, 

I  flew. 


Knoum  as  our  fiDe-bntiiotfirom  vengeance. 

Was  a  rock  In  our  way,  which  I  cut  through* 
As  doth  the  bolt,  because  it  stood  between  nt 
And  our  true  destination— but  not  idly. 
As  stranger  I  preserved  him,  and  he  owcil  am 
His  Hfe;  when  due,  I  but  resumed  the  debt. 
He,  you,  and  I  stood  o'er  a  gulf,  wherein 
I  have  plunged  our  enemy.     You  kindled 

first 
The  torch  -  you  show'd  the  path  t  now  trace 

me  that 
Of  safety — or  let  me! 
Siegend.    I  have  done  with  life! 
Ulrie.  Let  us  have  done  with  that  which 
cankera  life — 
Familiar  feuds  and  vain  reerlminations 
Of  things  which  cannot  be  undone.  We  have 
No  more  to  learn  or  hide:  I  know  no  fear. 
And  have  within  these  very   walls  men 

who 
(Although  you  know  them  not)  dare  ven- 
ture all  things. 
Yon  stand  high  with  the  state ;  what  paswa 

here 
Will  not  excite  her  too  great  curiosity  1 
Keep  your  own  secret,  keep  a  steady  eye, 
Stir  not,   and  speak  not;~leave  the  rest 

to  me: 

We  must  have  no   third  babblers  thrust 

between  us.  [Exit  Vlrie. 

Siegend,  {sotu*)  Am  I  awake?  are  these 

my  father's  halls? 

And  yon — my  son?    My  son!  mine!  who 

have  ever 
Abhorr'd  both  mystery  and  blood,  and  yet 
Am  plunged  into  the  deepest  hell  of  both! 
I  must  be  speedv,  or  more  will  be  shed — 
The  Hungarians!— Ulric— he  hath  par- 
tisans. 
It  seems:  I  might  have  guess'd  as  mneh. 

Oh  fool! 
Wolves  prowl  in  company.  He  hath  the  key 
(As  I  too)  of  the  opposite  door  which  leaM 
Into  the  turret.  Now  then !  or  once  more 
To  be  the  father  of  fresh  crimes^ no  lesa 
Than  of  the  criminal !  Ho!  Gabor!  Gabor! 
[Exit  into  the  turret^  elonng  the  door 
itftcr  him. 


SCSyE  ll^The  hUorior  of  the   Turrd. 

GiBon  and  SinoniDonF. 

Gabor.    Who  calls? 
Siegend.      I— Slegendorf !    Take   these, 
and  fly! 
Lose  not  a  moment ! 

[Tears  off  a  dianumd-Har  and  other 
Jewels^  and  ^rustetheminto  Oabor^e 
hand. 
Gabor.    What  am  I  to  do 
With  these? 
Siegend.    Whate'er  you  will :  sell  then, 
or  hoard, 
Andprospw}  but  delay  not— or  yon  are  lost! 
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Oabor.    Yon  pleigtd  yoot  honoar  for 

my  safety! 
Sief^end.    And 
Most  thus  redeem  It.  Ply!  I  am  not  master, 
It  seem*,  of  my  own  castle—of  my  own 
Ketaincrs— nay,  even  of  these  very  walls, 
Or  I  would  bid  them  fall  and  crush  me !  Fly ! 
Or  you  will  be  slain  by  — 
Gabor,    Is  it  even  so? 
Farewell,  then !  Recollect,  however,  Count, 
Yon  sought  this  fatal  interview ! 

Sicgcnd.     I  did: 
I«ct  it  not  be  more  fatal  still:— Begone! 
Gabor.    By  the  same  path  I  entered? 
Sicffend.    Yes ;  that* s  safe  still : 
But   loiter   not  in  Prague  |— you  do  not 

know 
With  whom  yon  have  to  deal. 

Gabor,    I  know  too  well— 

And  knew  it  ere  yourself,  unhappy  sire  I 

Farewell!  '  ]Rxit  Gabor. 

Sicgend.  (solas  and  Hatening)    He  hath 

cleared  the  staircase.    Ah!  I  hear 

The  door  sound  loud  behind  him!  He  is 

safe! 
Safe!— Oh,  my  finther^s  spirit !  >  I  am  faint— 
[He  leant  down  upon  a  atone-scat^  near 
the  wall  efthe  Tower,  in  a  drooping 
poHturc. 

Enter  Uuuc,  with  other$  armed,  and  with 
weapone  dravm. 

Ulric.    Despatch!— he*s  there! 

Ludwig.  The  Count,  my  Lord! 

Ulric    (recognising    Siegcndorf).      You 

here.  Sir! 
Siegcnd.  Yes:  ifyou  Want  another  victim, 

strike! 

Ulrie  (seeing  him  stript  of  his  jewels). 

Where  is  the  ruflian  who  hath  plundered  you? 

Vassals,  despatch  in  search  of  him !  Yon  see 

*Twas  as  I  said— the  wretch  hath  stript  my 

father 
Of  jewels  which  might  form  a  prince's 

heirdom ! 
Away!  Ill  follow  you  forthwith. 

[Exeunt  aU  but  Stralenheim  and  Vlrie. 

Whafs  this? 
Where  is  the  vilhiin? 

Siegend.    There  are  tipo,  sir;  which 
Are  you  in  quest  of? 

Ulric.    Let  us  hear  no  more 
Of  this :  he  must  be  found.   You  have  not 
lot  him  escape? 
Siegend.    He's  gone. 
Ulric.    With  your  connivance  ? 
Siegend.    With 
My  fullest,  freest  aid. 

Ulric.    Then   faro  you  well! 

[Ulrie  is  going. 
Siegend.     Stop!  I  command — entreat— 
implore!  Oh,  Ulric! 
Will  you  then  leave  me? 


Ulric.    WhM)  remain  to  be 
Denounced — draggM,  it  may  be,  la  chalasj 

and  all 
By  your  inherent  weakness,  half-humaaity, 
Selfish  remorse,  and  temporising  pity. 
That  sacrifices  ^'our  whole  race  to  save 
A  wretch  to  profit  by  our  ruin !  No,  Coast, 
Henceforth  you  Ave  no  son  I 
Siegend.    1  never  had  one ; 
And  would  you  ne'er  had  borno  the  uselcsi 

name! 
Where  will  you  go?  I  would  not  send  yos 

forth 
Without  protection. 

Ulric.    Leave  that  unto  me. 
I  am  not  alone ;  nor  merely  tlie  vain  heir 
Of  your  domains:    a  thousand,  ay,    tei 

thousand 
Swords,  hearts,  and  hands,  are  mine. 

Siegend.    The  foresters ! 
With  whom  the  Hungarian  found  you  lint 

at  Frankfort  f 
Ulric.    Yes-men — who  are  worthy  sf 

the  name !  Go  tell 
Your  senators  that  they  look  well  to  Pragnr; 
Their  feast  of  peace  was  early  for  the  tiflMs; 
There  are  more  spirits  abroad  than  hire 

been  laid 
With  Wallenstein ! 

Enter  JosariiiiiB  and  laa. 

Josephine.    What  ut  we  hoar?  My  Sic- 

Sendorf! 
cavcn,  I  see  you  safe! 
Siegend.    Safe! 
Ida.    Yos,  dear  father! 
Siegend.    No,  no;  I  have  no  childfei: 
never  more 
Call  mo  by  tliat  worst  name  of  pareat 

Josephine.    What 
Means  my  good  Lord? 

Siegend.    That  you  have  given  birth 
To  a  demos! 
Ida  (taking  Ulri^s  hand).    Wlia  Alll 

dare  say  this  of  Ulric? 
Siegend.     Ida,    beware!    tlient%  Uosd 

upon  that  hand. 
Ida  (stooping  to  kiss  tV).    I'd  kin  it  df, 

though  it  were  mine! 
Siegend.    It  Is  so ! 
Ulnc.    Away !  it  la  your  fiitherlsl 


Ida.    Oh,  great  God! 
And  I  have  foved  this  man! 

[Ida  faOs  sensetess— Joeephime  etanis 
speechless  with  horror. 
Siegend.    The  wretch  hath  abia 
Them  both!— my  Joeophine!  %e  are  aaw 

alone! 
Would  we  had  ever  been  sol — All  is  over 
For  me ! — Now  open  wide,  mj  sire,  thy  fprave; 
Thy  eursc  hath  dug  it  deeper  for  thy  mm 
In  mine!— The  race  of  Slegosdorf  Is  fist! 
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MEN. 

WOMEN. 

Stranger,  afterward*  Qsmmm, 

Ar!U»ld. 

bovrboiv. 

pHILIIBRt. 

Cbuiri. 

Bbrtra. 

OUMPIA. 

Spiritf,  Soldien,  CItiienfl  < 

PeaMuto. 

ACT    I. 

SCRNR  h—A  Forest. 

Enter  Arnold  and  his  wtother  Bbrtha. 

Bertha.    Ovt,  hunchback! 
AmM.    I  va8  born  so,  mother! 
Bertha,     Out ! 
Thoulncabufl!  ThoR  Nightmare !  OfacTea 

SORA 

The  sole  abortion ! 

Arnold*    Would  that  I  had  been  so, 

And  never  teen  the  light ! 
Bertha.    I  would  so  too! 

But  as  thou  Aast whence,  hence— and   do 
thy  best. 

That  back  of  thine  may  bear  ill  burthen ;  ^is 

More  high,  if  not  so  broad  as  that  of  others. 
Arnold.    It  6eors  its  burthen;— but,  my 
heart!  WiU  it 

Sustain  thai  which  you  lay  upon  it,  mother? 

I  love,  or  at  the  least,  I  loyed  you:  nothing. 

Save  yon,  in  nature,  can  Ioto  anght  like  me. 

You  nursed  me — do  not  kill  me. 
Bertha.    Yes — I  nursed  thee. 

Because  thou  wert  my  first-bom,    and  I 
knew  not 

If  there  would  be  another  unlike  thee. 

That  monstrous  sport  of  nature.    But  get 
hence, 

Aad  gather  wood ! 

AmM.    I  will :  but  when  I  bring  it. 

Speak  to  me  kindly.  Though  my  brothers  are 

So  beautiful  and  lusty,  aad  as  free 

As    the   free  chase  they  follow,   do  not 
spurn  met 

Oar  milk  has  been  the  same. 
Bertha,    As  is  the  hedgehog*s^ 

Which  sucks  at  midnight  from  the  whole- 
some dam 

Of  the  young  bull,  until  the  milkmaid  finds 

Ithe  nipple  neit  day  sore  and  udder  dry. 

Call  not  thy  brothers  brethren !  Call  me  not 

Mother;  for  if  I  brought  thee  fvrUi,  it  was 


As  foolish  hens  at  times  hatch  vipers,  by 
Sitting  upon  strange  eggs.  Out,  urchin,  out ! 

[Rxit  Bertha. 
Arnold  (soltit).      Oh    mother! —She   ia 

gone,  and  I  must  do 
Her  bidding ;  -  wearily  but  willingly 
I  would  fulfil  it,  could  I  only  hope 
A  kind  word  in  return.    What  shall  I  dot 
[Arnold  begins  to  eut  wood :  in  doin^ 
this  he  wounds  one  ^f  his  hands* 
My  labour  for  the  day  is  over  row. 
Accursed  be  this  blood  that  flows  so  fast; 
For  double  curses  will  be  my  meed  now 
At.  home.— What  home?  I  haTe  no  home, 

no  kin. 
No  kind — not  made  like  other  creatures,  or 
To  share  their  sports  or  pleasures.    Must 

I  bleed  too 
Like  themf  Oh  that  each  drop  which  fklls 

to  earth 
Would  rise  a  snake  to  sting  them,  as  they 

ha^e  stung  me ! 
Or  that  the  deril,  to  whom  they  liken  me. 
Would  aid  his  likeness !  If  I  must  partake 
His  form,  why  not  his  power?  Is  it  because 
I  hare  not  his  will  toof  For  one  kind  word 
From  her  who  bore  me,  would  still  recon- 
cile me 
Even  to  this  hateful  aspect.  Let  me  wash 
The  wound. 

[Arnold  goes  to  a  spring  and  stoops 

to  wash  his  hand:  he  starts  back. 
They    are    right;    and    Nature^s    mirror 

shows  me 
What  she  hath  nuide  me.    I  will  not  look 

on  it 
Again,  and  scarce  dare  think  on't  Hideons 

wretch 
That  I  am !  The  very  waters  mock  me  with 
My  horrid  shadow  — like  a  demon  placed 
Deep  in  the  fountain- to  scare  back  the  cattle 
From  drinking  therein.  [Be  pauses. 

And  shall  I  live  on, 
A  burthen  ta  the  earthy  myself,  and  shame 
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Unto  what  broaglit  me  Into  life?  Thoa blood, 
Which  flowest  so  freely  from  ft  icratch, 

let  me 
Try  if  thou  wilt  not  in  ft  foUer  ftream 
Pour  forth  my  woei  for  ever  with  thyself 
On  eftrth,  to  which  1  will  restore  at  once 
Thin  hateful  compound  of  her  fttomf ,  ftnd 
Resolve  bftck  to  her  elements,  nnd  take 
The  shape  of  any  reptile  save  myself, 
And  make  a  world   for  myriadf  of  new 

worms} 
This  knife!  now  let  me  prove  if  it  will  sever 
This  withered  slip  of  Bfttore's  nightshade — 

my 
Vile  form— from  the  creation,  as  it  hath 
The  green  bough  from  the  fwest. 

[Arnold  places  iheknifein  the  ground^ 
vnth  the  point  vpward$. 

Now  'tis  set, 
And  I  ran  fall  upon  it.    Yet  one  glance 
On  the  fair  day,  which  sees  no  foul  thing  like 
Myself,  and  the  sweet  sun,  which  warmed 

me,  but 
In  vain.  The  birds— how  joyously  they  sing! 
So  let  them,  for  I  would  not  be  lamented : 
But  let  their  merriest  notes  be  Arnold's 

kneU; 
The   falling  leaves  my  monument;    the 

murmur 
Of  the  near  fountain  my  sole  elegr. 
Now,  knife,  stand  llimly,  as  I  tain  would 
fhlll 
[A»  he  nisAes  to  throw  hinueff  upon 
the  knife,  his  eye  t«  suddenly  caught 
6y  the  fountain^  which  eeeme  in 
motion. 
The  fountain  moves  without  ft  wind:  but 

shaU 
The  ripple  of  a  spring  change  my  resolve? 
No.    Vet  it  moves  again !  The  waters  stir. 
Not  as  with  air,  but  by  some  subterrane 
And  rocking  power  of  the  internal  world. 
What's  here?  A  mist!  No  more?— 

[A  cloud  cornea  from  the  fountain.   He 
etanda  gazing  upon  it :   it  is  dis- 
pelled, and  a  ttul  Made  man  comes 
towards  him. 
AmM.    What  would  you  ?  Speak ! 
Spirit  or  man  ? 

Stranger.    As  man  is  both,  why  not 
Say  both  in  one? 

Arnold.    Your  form  is  Dianas,  and  yet 
Yon  may  be  devil. 

Stranger.    So  many  men  are  that 
Which  is  so  called  or  thought,  that  yon 

may  add  me 
To  which  you  please,  without  much  wrong 

to  either. 
But  come:  yon  wish  to  kill  yourself;— 

pursue 
Your  purpose. 

Arnold.    You  have  interrupted  me. 
Stranger.  What  is  that  resolution  which 
can  e'er 
Be  intennptedf  If  I  be  the  devil 


You  deem,  ft  tingle  moment  would  have 

made  yoa 
Mine,  ftttd  for  ever,  by  your  enldde ; 
And  yet  my  coming  sftves  you. 

Arnold.    I  said  not 
You  irerc  the  demon,  but  that  .your  ftpproack 
Was  like  one. 

Stranger.    Unlets  you  keep  company 
With  him  (and  yon  seem  tcarce  used  Id 

such  high 
Society)  yon  can*t  tell  how  he  approaches) 
And  for  his  aspect,  look  upon  the  fountain, 
And  then  on  me,  and  judge  which  of  ii 

twain 
Looks  likest  what  the  boors  believe  to  be 
Their  cloven-footed  terror. 

Arnold.    Do  you —dare  you 
To  taunt  me  with  my  bom  deformity? 

Stranger.  Were  I  lo  taunt  a  bulTalo  with 
this 
Cloven  foot  of  thine,  or  the  swift  dromedary 
With  thy  sublime  of  humps,  the  animals 
Would  revel  in  the  compliment.     And  yet 
Both  beings  are  more  swift,  more  strong, 

more  miffhty 
In  action  and  endurance  than  thyself. 
And  all  the  fierce  and  fair  of  the  same  kind 
With  thee.  Thy  form  is  natural:  *twasenly 
Nature's  mistaken  largess  to  bestow 
The  gifts  which  are  of  others  upon  man. 

Arnold.    Give   me  the  strengtii  then  of 
the  baffalo's  foot. 
When  he  spurns  high  ttie  dust,beholdinghis 
Near  enemy ;  or  let  me  have  the  lonr 
And  patient  swiftness  of  the  desert-raip, 
The  helm-less  dromedary ; — and  I'll  bear 
Thy  fiendish  sarrasm  with  a  saintly  patience. 

Stranger.    I  will. 

Arnold  (with  surprise^).    Thou  emut? 

Stranger.  Perhaps.  Would  you  aught  else? 

AmM.    Thont  meekest  me. 

Stranger.    Not  I.    Why  should  I  mock 
What  all  are  mocking?   Thars  poor  sport 

metfiinks. 
To  talk  to  thee  in  human  language  (for 
Thou  canst  notyet  speak  mine),  the  forester 
Hunts  not  the  wretched  coney,  but  tilie  boar. 
Or  wolf,  or  lion,  leaving  paltry  game 
To  petty  burghers,  who  leave  once  a  year 
Their  walls,  to  fill  their  household-cal- 
drons with 
Such  scullion-prey.    The  meanest  gibe  at 

thee, — 
Now  /  can  mock  the  mightiett 

Arnold.    Then  waste  not 
Tliy  time  on  me :  I  seek  thee  not 

Stranger.    Your  thoughts 
Are  not  far  from  me.  Do  not  tend  me  bftdc : 
I  ftm  not  to  easily  recalled  to  do 
Good  service. 

Arnold.    What  wilt  thou  do  for  me? 

Stranger.    Chanjre 
Shapes  with  you,  if  yon  will,  ttftce  yonn 

so  irks  you; 
Or  form  jtm  to  your  with  fai  aay  shape. 
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AmottL    Ohl  then  yon  are  indeed  Uie 
demon,  for 
Nought  elie  would  wittingly  wear  mine. 

Stranger,    111  thaw  thee 
The  brightett  which  the  world  e^  boie^ 

and  give  thee 
Thy  choice. 

Arnold,    On  what  condition  9 
Stranger.    There's  a  queftion ! 
An  hour  ago  yon  would  have  given  your  soul 
To  look  like  other  men,  and  now  you  pause 
To  wear  the  form  of  heroes. 

Arnold.    No;  I  will  not. 
I  must  not  compromif e  my  eoul. 

Stranger.    What  soul. 
Worth  naming  so,  would  dwell  in  such  a 
carcass? 
Arnold.    *Tis  an  aspiring  one,  whatever 
the  tenement 
In  which  it  is  mislodged.    But  name  your 

compact : 
Must  it  be  signed  in  blood  ? 
Stranger.    Not  in  your  own. 
AmoQ.    Whose  blood  then? 
Stranger.  We  will  talk  of  that  hereafter. 
But  1*11  be  moderate  with  you,  for  I   see 
Great  things  within  you.    You  shall  have 

no  Dond 
But  your  own  will,  no  contract  save  your 

deeds. 
Are  you  content? 

Arnold.    I  take  thee  at  thy  word. 
Stranger.    Now  then! — 

[The  Stranger  approaehee  the  faumtainj 
and  twms  to  Arnold. 

A  little  of  your  blood, 
Arnold.    For  what? 

Stranger.    To  ibingle  with  the  magic 
of  the  waters. 
And  make  the  charm  effective. 

AmoUd  (holding  out  his  wounded  arm). 

Take  it  all. 
Stranger.    Not  now.    A  few  drops  will 
suffice  for  thb. 
[The  Stranger  takea  some  of  Amold^e 
hlood  in  hie  hand^  and  east*  it  into 
the  fountain. 
Shadows  of  Beauty! 

Shadows  of  Power! 
Rise  to  your  duty — 
This  is  the  hour ! 
Walk  lovely  and  pliant 

From  the  depth  of  this  fountain. 
As  the  doud-shapen  giant 

Bestrides  the  Harts-mountain. 
Come  as  ye  were. 

That  our  eyes  may  behold 
The  model  in  air 

Of  the  form  1  will  mould. 
Bright  as  the  Iris 

When  ether  Is  spaan*d  ^— 
Such  Ats  desire  is,  [Pointing  to AmM. 

Such  my  command! 
Demons  heroic- 
Demons  who  wore 


The  fbrm  of  the  Stoic 
Or  Sophist  of  yore — 
Or  the  shape  of  each  Vlctov, 

From  Blacedon's  boy 
To  each  high  Roman*k  pictnro, 

Who  breathed  to  destroy-* 
Shadows  of  Beauty ! 

Shadows  of  Power! 
Upto  your  duty — 
This  is  the  hour ! 
[VariouM  Phanlome    ariee  from   ffte 
voters  and  paee  in  eueeeeeion  6^ore 
the  Strangm'  and  Arnold. 
Arnold.    What  do  I  see? 
Stranger.  The  black-eyed  Roman,  with 
The  eagle*s  bank  between  those  eyes  whidi 

ne*er 
Beheld  a  conqueror,  or  lookM  along 
The  land  he  made  not  Rome's,  while  Rome 

became 
His,  and  all  theirs  who  heir*d  his  very  name. 
Arnold.    The  Phantom's  bald ;  my  quest 
is  bean^.    Could  I 
Inherit  but  his  fame  with  his  defects! 
Stranger.  His  brow  was  girt  widi  lanrelfl 
more  than  hairs. 
Yon  see  his  aspect-^choose  it  or  reject 
I  can  but  promise  you  his  form ;  his  fune 
Must  be  long  sought  and  fought  for. 

Arnold.    I  willfijf^t  too. 
But notas  a  mock- (Srsar.    Let  him  pass ; 
His  aspect  may  be  fair,  but  suits  mc  not. 
Stranger.    Then  you  are  far  more  diffi- 
cult to  please 
Than  Cato's  sister,  or  than  Brutus*  mother. 
Or  Cleopatra  at  sixteen — an  age 
When  love  is  not  less  in  the  eye  than  heart. 
But  be  it  so !  Shadow,  pass  on ! 

[7%e  Phantom  of  JuliueCoBear  dieappeare. 
AmM.    And  can  it 
Be,  that  the  man  who  shook  the  earth  la 

gone 
And  left  no  footstep? 

Stranger.  There  you  err.  His  substance 
Left  graves  enough,  and  woes  enough,  and 

fame 
More  than  enough  to  track  his  memory  ; 
But  for  his  shadow,  'tis  no  more  than  youn. 
Except  a  little  longer  and  less  crooked 
r  the  sun.    Behold  another ! 

[A  eeeond  Phantom  pateee. 
Arnold.    Who  is  he? 
Stranger.    He  was  the  fidrest  and  the 
bravest  of 
Athoiians.    Look  upon  him  well. 

Arnold.    He  is 
More  lovely  than  the  last.  How  beantifkil ! 
Stranger.    Such  was  the  curled  son  of 
Clinias ; — wonldst  thou 
Invest  thee  with  his  form? 

AmM.    Would  that  I  had 
Been  bom  with  it !  But  since  I  may  choose 

ftirther, 
I  will  look  further. 

[TOe  Shade  ef  AUikiadu  distgyoin. 
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Stranger,    Lo!  Behold  again! 
AmM.  What!  that  low,  swarthy,  short- 
noted,  roand-eyed  satyr. 
With  the  wide  nostrils  and  Silcnas*  aspect, 
The  splay  feet  and   low  stature!   1   had 

better 
llemain  that  which  I  am. 

Stranger,    And  yet  he  was 
The  cnrth'tf  perfection  of  all  meotal  beauty. 
And  personification  of  all  \irtao« 
But  you  reje<tt  him  V 

Arnold.    If  his  form  could  bring  me 
That  which  redeemed  it — no. 
Stranf^er.    I  have  no  power 
To  promise  that;  but  you  may  try,  and 
#  find  it 

Eauicr  in  such  a  form,  or  in  your  own. 

Arnold.  No.  I  was  not  bom  for  philosophy, 
Though  I  have  that  about  me  which  has 

need  on^t. 
Let  him  fleet  on 

Stranger.  Be  air,  thou  hemlock-drinker! 
[The  Shadow  of  Socrat€9  di$appcara: 
another  ri$e8. 
Arnold.  What^s  here  9  whose  broad  brow 
and  whose  curly  beard 
And  manly  aspect  look  like  Hercules, 
8«Te  that  his   jocund   eye  hath  more  of 

Bacchus 
Than  the  sad  Purger  of  the  infernal  world. 
Leaning  disjected  on  his  club  of  conquest. 
As  if  he  knew  the  worthlesbness  of  those 
For  whom  he  had  fought 

Stranger.    It  was  the  man  who  lost 
The  ancient  world  for  lore. 

Arnold.    I  cannot  blame  him. 
Since  1  haTe  risked   my  soul  because  I 

find  not 
That  which  he  exchanged  the  earth  for. 

Stranger.    Since  so  far 
Yon  aeem  congenial,   will  you  wear  his 
features  ? 
Arnold.    No.  As  you  leave  me  choice,  I 
am  difficult. 
If  bat  to  see  the  heroes  I  should  ne^er 
HaTe  seen  else  on  this  side  of  the  dim 

shore 
Wheaoe  they  float  back  before  ua. 

Strunger.    Heaee,  Triumirir! 
Thy  Cleopatra  *s  waiting. 

[The  Shade  of  Anthony  duapptar9 
another  rise*. 
Arnold.    Who  is  thist 
Who  truly  looketh  like  a  demiffod. 
Blooming  and  bright,  with  golden  hair, 

and  stature. 
If  not  more  high  than  mortal,  yet  immortal 
In  all  that  nameless  bearing  of  his  limbs. 
Which  he  wears  as  the  &m  his  rays— a 

something 
Which  shines  from  him,  and  yet  is  but  the 

flashing 
Emanation  of  a  thing  more  gloriims  still. 
/    Was  he  €eT  h%aRan  on/y? 

Stranger.    Let  the  oarth  apeak. 


If  there  be  atoms  of  him  left,  or  eren 
Of  the  more  solid  gold  that  formed  his  urn. 

Arnold.  Who  was  this  Glory  of  mankiaif 

Stranger.     The  shame 
Of  Greece  in  peace,  her  thunderbolt  in  war- 
Demetrius  the  Macedonian  and 
Taker  of  cities. 

Arnold.    Yet  one  shadow  more. 

Stranger  (addreaaing  the  Shadowy    Get 
thee  to  Lamia^  lap ! 
[The  Shade  of  Dcmetriua  Polioreeiet 
vaniahea:  another  riaca. 

Stranger.    Ill  fit  you  still. 
Fear  not,  my  Hunchback.  If  the  shadows  of 
That  whicli  existed  please  not  yonr  nice 

taste, 
ril  animate  the  ideal  marble,  till 
Yonr  soul  be  reconciled  to  her  new  garment. 

Arnold.    Content!  I  will  fix  here. 

Stranger.    I  must  commend 
Your  ch<iice.  The  god-like  son  of  the  Sea- 
Goddess, 
The  unshorn  boy  of  Feleus,  with  his  Inrks 
As  beautiful  and  clear  as  the  ambei^waTei 
Of  rich  Pactolus  rolled  o*er  sands  of  gold, 
Softened  by  intervening  crystal,  and 
Rippled  like  flowing  waters  by  the  wind. 
All  vowed  to  Sperchius  as  they  were— be- 
hold them! 
And  him — as  he  stood  by  Polixenn,    • 
With  sanctioned  and  with  softened  love, 

before 
The  altar,  gazing  on  his  Trojan  bride. 
With  some  remorse  within  for  Hector  slain 
And  Priam  weeping,   mingled   with  deep 

passion 
For  the  sweet   downcast    virgin,    whose 

young  hand 
Trembled  in  hia  who  slew  her  brother.   So 
He  stood  i*  the  temple !  lAtok  upon  him  as 
Greece  lookM  her  last  upon  her  best,  the 

instant 
Ere  Paris^  arrow  flew. 

Arnold.    I  gaze  upon  him 
As  if  I  were  his  soul,  whose  form  shall  soaa 
Envelop  mine. 

Stranger.    Yon  have  done   welL    Hie 
greatest 
Deformity  shonld  only  barter  with 
The  extremest  beauty,  if  the  proverVi  true 
Of  mortals,  that  extremes  meet. 

Arnold.    Come !  Be  quick ! 
I  am  impatient. 

Stranger.    As  a  youthful  beauty 
Before  her  glass.  You  both  see  what  it  not. 
But  dream  it  is  what  must  be. 

Arnold.    Must  I  wait? 

Stranger.    No ;  that  were  pity.    But  a 
word  or  two : 
His  stature  is  twelve  eublti :  wonld  yon  so  hr 
Outstep  these  times,  and  be  a  Titan  f  Or 
(To  talk  canonically)  wax  a  Son 
Of  Anak? 

Arnold.    Why  not? 

Stranger.    Gleiioiif  ambition! 
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I  lirve  thoe  mutt  in  dwarfs.  A  mortal  of 
Philistine  stature  would  have  gladly  pared 
Hit  own  Goliath  down  to  a  slight  David ; 
But  thou,  my  manikin,  wonldstsoar  a  show 
Kather  than  hero.  Thou  shalt  be  indulged. 
If  such  be  thy  desire;  and  yet  by  being 
A  little  less  removed  from  present  men 
In  figure,  thou  canst  sway  them  more;  for  all 
Would  rise  against  thee  now,  as  if  to  hunt 
A  new  found  mammoth;  and  their  cnrsed 

engines. 
Their  culverins  and  so  forth,  would  find  way 
Through  our  friend^s  armour  there ,  with 

greater  ease 
Than  the  adalterer^s  arrow  through  his  heel 
Which  Thetis  had  forgotten  to  baptise 
In  Styx. 
Arnold,  Then  let  it  be  as  thou  deem*st  best. 
Stranger,    Thou  shalt  be  beauteous  as 

the  thing  thou  seest. 
And  strong  as  what  it  was,  and— 

Arnold.    I  ask  not 
For  valour,  since  deformity  b  daring. 
It  is  its  essence  to  overtake  mankind 
By  heart  and  soul,and  make  itself  the  equal— 
Aye,  the  superior  of  the  rest.    There  is 
A  spur  in  its  halt  movements,  to  become 
All  that  the  others  cannot,  in  such  things 
As  still  are  free  to  both,  to  compensate 
For  stepdame  Kature*s  avarice  at  first. 
They  woo  with  fearless  deeds  the  smiles  of 

Fortune, 
And  oft,  like  Timour  the  lame  Tartar,  win 

them. 
Stranger,  Well  spoken!  And  thou  doubt- 
less wilt  remain 
Formed  as  thou  art?  I  may  dismiss  the  mould 
Of  shadow,  which  must  turn  to  flesh,  to 

encase 
This  daring  soul,which  could  achieve  no  less 
Without  it? 

Arnold,    Had  no  Power  presented  me 
The  possibility  of  change,  I  would 
Have  done  the  best  which  Spirit  may,to  make 
Its  way,  with  all  deformity's  dull,  deadly. 
Discouraging  weight  upon  me,  like  a  moun- 
tain. 
In  feeling,on  my  heart  as  on  my  shoulders — 
A  hateful  and  unsightly  molehill  to 
The  eyes  of  happier  man.    1  would  have 

looked 
On  beauty  in  that  sex  which  is  the  type 
Of  all  we  know  or  dream  of  beautiful 
Beyond  the  world  they  brighten  with  a  sigh 
Not  of  love  but  despair ;  nor  sought  to  win. 
Though  to  a  heart  all  love,  what  could 

not  love  mo 
In  turn ,  because  of  this  vile  crooked  clog 
Which  makes  me  lonely.     Nay,  I  could 

have  borne 
It  all,  had  not  my  mother  spumed  me  from 

her. 
The  she-boar  licks  her  cubs  into  a  sort 
Of  shape ; — my  dam  beheld  my  shape  waj 

hopolcM 


Had  she  exposed  me,  lilce  tlie  Spartan,  ere 
I  knew  the  passionate  part  of  life,  1  had 
lleeii  a  clod  of  the  valley, — happier  nothing 
Than  what  I  am.  Hut  even  thus,  thelowirst. 
Ugliest,  and  meanest  of  mankind,  what 

courage 
And  perseverance  could  havedone,perchance 
Had  made  me  something — as  it  has  made 

heroes 
Of  the  same  mould   as  mine.    You  lately 

saw  me 
Master  of  my  own  life,  and  quick  to  quit  it; 
And  he  who  is  so,  is  the  master  of 
Whatever  dreads  to  die. 

Stranger.    Decide  between 
What  yon  huTe  been,  or  will  be. 

Arnold.    I  have  done  so. 
You  have  opened  brighter  prospects  to  my 

eyes. 
And  sweeter  to  my  heart.    As  I  am  now, 
I  might  be  feared,  admired,  respected,  loved 
Of  all  save  those  next  to  me,  of  whom  I 
Would  be  beloved.    As  thou  showest  me 
A  choice  of  forms,  I  take  the  one  I  view. 
Hnste!  haste! 
Stranger,    And  what  shaU  1  wear  ? 
Arnold,    Surely  he 
Who  can  command  all 'forms,  will  choose 

the  highest. 
Something  superior  even  to  that  which  was 
Pelides  now  before  us.     Perhaps  hit 
Who  slew  him,  that  of  Paris:   or— still 

higher— 
The  poet's  God,  clothed  in  such  limbs  as  are 
Themselves  a  Poetry. 

Stranger,    Lest  will  content  me ; 
For  I  too  love  a  change. 

Arnold,    Your  aspect  is 
Dusky,  but  not  uncomely. 

Stranger.     K  I  chose, 
I  might  be  whiter;  but  I  have  a  penchant 
For  black — it  is  so  honest,  and  besides 
Can  neither  blush  with  shamo  nor  pale 

with  fear: 
But  I  have  worn  it  long  enough  of  late. 
And  now  I'll  take  your  figure. 
AmM.    Mine ! 
Stranger,    Yes.    Yon 
Shall  change  with  Thetis*  son,  and  I  with 

Bertha 
Your  mother's  oiTspring.  People  have  their 

tastes; 
You  have  yours — I  mine. 
Arnold.    Despatch!  despatch! 
Stranger.    £ven  so. 

[The  Stranger  takee  some  earth  and 
wundde  it  aiong  the  turf.    And 
then  addre$ae$  the  Phantom  e/ 
Aehillee. 
Beautiful  Shadow 
Of  Thctis's  boy ! 
Who  sleeps  in  the  meadow 

Whose  grass  grows  o'er  Troy, 
Fr«im  the  rrd  earth,  like  Adam, 
Thy  likeness  I  siiapc, 
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Am  the  Being  who  mtde  him, 

WhoM  metionB  I  spe. 
Thoa  clay,  be  all  elowlng^ 
Till  the  roM  in  his  cheek 
Be  ■•  fair  at,  when  blowing. 

It  wears  its  first  streak! 
Te  Tiolets,  I  scatter. 

Now  turn  into  eyes  I 
And  thou  sunshiny  wntev. 

Of  blood  take  the  guise ! 
Let  these  hyacinth  boughfl 

Re  his  long,  flowing  hair. 
And  wave  o*er  his  brows. 
As  thou  wavest  in  air ! 
Let  his  heart  be  this  marble 

I  tear  from  the  rock ! 
But  his  Toice  as  the  warble 

Of  birds  on  yon  oak ! 
Let  his  flesh  be  the  purest 

Of  mould,  in  which  grew 
The  lily-root  surest. 

And  drank  the  best  dew  I 
Let  his  limbs  be  the  lightest 
Which  clay  can  compound! 
And  his  aspect  the  brighteit 

On  earth  to  be  found ! 
Elements,  near  me. 

Be  mingled  and  stirred. 
Know  me,  and  hear  me. 
And  leap  to  my  word! 
Sunbeams,  awaken 

This  earth's  animation ! 
Tis  done!  He  hath  talien 
His  stand  in  Creation ! 
[Arnold  falls  senteUas;   kia  amU 
paaaea  into  the  ahape  of  Achillea, 
which  riaea  from   the  ground; 
while  the  Phantom  haa  diaappear- 
ed,  part  by  part ,  aa  the  figure 
waa  formed  from  the  earth. 
Arnold  {in  hia  new  form).    I  Ioto,  and  I 
■hallbebeloTed!  Oh  life! 
At  last  I  feel  thee!  Glorious  spirit! 

Stranger.    Stop ! 
What   shall  become   of  your  abandoned 

garment, 
Ynnrhump,  and  lump,  and  clod  of  ugliness, 
Which  late  you  wore,  or  were? 

Arnold.     Who  cares !  Let  wolves 
And  vultures  take  it,  if  they  will. 

Stranger.    And  if 
They  do,  and  are  not  scared  by  it,  yonUl  say 
It  must  be  peace-time,  and  no  better  fare 
Abroad  i'  the  fields. 

Arnold.    Let  us  but  leave  it  there. 
No  matter  what  becomes  on*t. 

Stranger.    That*s  ungracious. 
If  not  ungrateftil.    Whatsoe'er  it  be, 
It  hath  sustained  your  soul  full  many  a  day. 
Arnold.    Aye,  as  the  dunghill  may  con- 
ceal a  gem 
Which  is  now  set  in  gold,as  jewels  should  be. 
Stranger.    But  if  I  give  another  fbrm,  it 
must  be 
%  Mr  exchange,  not  robbeijr.  .For  th^ 


Who  make  men  without  women^s  «M,  liave 

long 
Had  patents  for  the  same,  and  do  not  lore 
Your  interlopers.  The  de\'il  may  take  mtB, 
NotDUike  them,— though  he  reap  the  henefl 
Of  the  original  worlimanship :— Bad  there- 
fore 
Some  one  must  be  found  to  asram6  thmtkaft 
You  have  quitted. 

Arnold.     Who  would  do  soY 

Stranger.    That  I  know  not, 
And  therefore  I  must. 

Arnold.    You  I 

Stranger.    I  said  it  ere 
You  inhabited  your  present  dome  of  beaohr. 

Arnold.    True.     I  forget  all  things  la 
the  new  Jot 
Of  this  immortal  change. 

Stranger.    In  a  few  moments 
I  will  be  as  you  were,  and  you  shall  see 
Yourself  for  ever  by  you,  as  your  shadow. 

Arnold.    I  would  be  spared  this. 

Stranger.     But  it  cannot  be. 
What !  shrinli  already,  being  what  yo«  an, 
From  seeing  what  you  were  ? 

Arnold.    Do  as  thou  wilt 

Stranger  (to  the  late  form  of  Arnold^  ef* 
tended  on  the  earth). 
Clay !  not  dead,  but  soul-less ! 

Though  no  man  would  choose  thee, 
An  immortal  no  less 

Designs  not  to  refuse  thee. 
Clay  thou  art;  and  unto  spirit 
All  clay  is  of  equal  merit 

Fire !  without  which  nought  can  live ; 
Fire !  but  in  which  nought  can  livt;. 
Save  the  fabled  salamander. 
Or  immortal  souls  which  wander. 
Praying  what  doth  not  forgive. 
Howling  for  a  drop  of  water. 

Burning  in  a  quenchleM  lots 
Fire !  the  only  element 

Where  nor  fish,  beast ,  bird ,  nor  wona, 

Save  the  worm  which  dieth  not, 
Can  preserve  a  moment*s  form. 
But  must  with  thyself  be  blent: 
Fire!  man^s  safeguard  and  his  slaughter: 
Fire !  Creation^s  first-bom  daughter. 
And  Destruction's  threatened  son. 
When  Heaven  with  the  world  hath  dwe: 
Fire !  assist  me  to  renew 
Life  in  what  lies  in  my  view 

Stiff  and  cold! 
His  resurrection  rests  with  me  and  you! 
One  little,  marshy  spark  of  flame — 
And  he  again  shall  seem  the  same; 
But  I  his  spirit's  place  shall  hold! 

^  Ignia-fatuua  fiita  through  tka 

wood,  and  reata  on  the  brow  of 

the    bodff.    The    Strmmger  dia- 

appearas  the  body  riaoa. 

Arnold  (in  hia  new  form).  Ohl  horrible! 

Strofi^er  (in  AmoWa  laio  akapo).  Whid! 

treniiileil  thou? 
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JmM.    Not 
I  merely  thadder.    When  !•  fled  the  f  hape 
Thoa  lately  woreat? 

Stranger     To  the'  world  of  ihadowa. 
Bat  let  u§  thread  the  preeent    Whither 
wilt  thonf 
JmoUL,    Mntt  thoa  be  my  companion  Y 
SiroMger,     Wherefore  not? 
Yoar  betteri  lieep  worse  company. 
Arnold,    My  betterf ! 
Stranger.    Oh !  you  wax  proud ,  I  toe, 
of  yoar  new  form: 
I  *m  glad  of  that.    Ungrateful  too !  Thaft 

well; 
Toa  improTo  apace  i — twochangee  in  an 

iuftant. 
And  you  are  old  in  the  world*t  ways  already. 
Bat  bear  with  me:  indeed  youll  find  me 

useful 
Upon  your  pilgrimage.  But  come,  pronounce 
Where  shall  we  now  be  errant  ? 

Arnold.     Where  the  world 
Is  thickest,  that  I  may  behold  it  in 
Its  workings. 

Stranger.  That's  to  say  where  there  is  war 
And  woman  in  actiTity.     Let's  see ! 
Spain  ^  Italy— the  new  Atlantic  world— 
Afric  with  all  its  Moors.    In  yery  truth, 
There  is  small  choice:  the  whole  race  are 

Just  now 
Tagging  as  usual  at  each  other's  hearts. 
Arnold.    I  hare  heard  great  things  of 

Rome. 
Stranger,    A  goodly  choice— 
And  scarce  a  better  to  be  found  on  earth. 
Since  Sodom  was  put  out.    The  field  is 

wide  too ; 
For  now  the  Frank,  and  Hun,  and  Spanbh 

scion 
Of  the  old  Vandals  are  at  play  along 
The  sunny  shores  of  the  world's  garden. 

Arnold,    How 
Shall  we  proceed  ? 

Strangers.  Like  gallants,on  good  coursers. 
What  ho!  my  chargers!  Never  yet  were 

better. 
Since  Phaeton  was  upset  into  the  Po. 
Our  Pages  too! 

Enter  two  Page*^  with  four  eoai-hlaek  Horae$, 

Arnold,    A  noble  sight! 

Stranger,    And  of 
A  nobler  breed.    Match  me  in  Barbarj^, 
Or  your  Kochlany  race  of  Araby, 
With  these! 

Arnold,    The    mighty    stream,    which 
volumes  high 
From  their  proud  nostrils,bums  the  very  air: 
And  sparks  of  flame,  like  dancing  fire-flies, 

wheel 
Around  their  manes,   as  conmion  insects 

swarm 
Round  common  steeds  towards  sunset 

Stranger.     Mount,  my  Lord  ; 
Tbey  and  1  are  your  servitors. 


Arnold.    And  these. 
Our  dark-eyed  pages -*  what  nay  he  their 
names? 

^rofig'er.    You  shall  baptise  them. 

Amoul,    What!  in  holy  water? 

Stranger.    Why  not!  The  deeper  sinner, 
better  saint. 

Arnold,  They  are  beautiful,  and  cannot, 
sure,  be  demons? 

Stranger,  True;  the  Devil's  always  ugly; 
and  your  beauty 
Is  never  diabolical. 

Arnold,    I'll  call  him 
Who  bears  the  golden  horn,   and  wears 

such  bright 
And  blooming  aspect,  Huon;  for  he  looks 
Like  to  the  lovely  boy  l<»st  in  the  forest 
And  never  found  till  now.  And  for  the  other 
And  darker,    and  more  thoughtful,  who 

smiles  not. 
But  looks  as  serious  though  serene  as  night. 
He  shall  be  Memnon^  from  the  Ethiop  king 
Whose  statue  turns  a  harper  once  a  day. 
And  you? 

Stranger.    I  have  ten  thousand  names, 
and  twice 
As  many  attributes;  but  as  I  wear 
A  human  shape ,  will  take  a  human  name. 

Arnold.    More   human  than  the  sliape 
(though  it  was  mine  once) 
I  trust. 

Stranger.    Then  call  me  Cesar. 

Arnold,    Wh^,  that  name 
Belongs  to  empires,  and  has  been  but  borne 
By  the  world's  Lords. 

Stranger,    And  therefore  fittest  for 
The    Devil    in    disguise  —  since    so  yoa 

deem  me. 
Unless  yon  call  me  Pope  instead. 

Arnold.     Well  then, 
r4esar  thou  shalt  be.  For  myself,  my  name 
Shall  be  plain  Arnold  still. 

Cwaar,    We'll  add  a  title— 
**Connt  Arnold:"    it  hath  no  ungracioas 

sound. 
And  will  look  well  upon  a  billet-doux. 

Arnold.    Or  in  an  order  for  a  battle-field. 

Caaar  (ttn/rt).  To  horse!  to  horse!  my 
coal-black  steed 
Paws  the  ground  and  snuffs  the  air  { 
There's  not  a  foal  of  Arab's  breed 
More  knows  whom  he  must  bear  I 

On  the  hill  he  will  not  tire. 

Swifter  as  it  waxes  higher ; 

In  the  marsh  he  will  not  slacken, 

On  the  plain  be  overtaken ; 

In  the  wave  he  will  not  sink. 

Nor  pause  at  the  brook's  side  to  drink; 

In  the  race  he  will  not  pant. 

In  the  combat  he'll  not  faint ; 

On  the  stones  he  will  not  stumble, 

Time  nor  toil  shall  make  him  humble ; 

In  the  stall  ho  will  not  stiffen. 

But  be  winged  as  a  Grifln, 

Only  flying  with  hit  teC: 


568 


THK    DEFOBMED    TRANSFOBMEa 


And  will  not  such  a  ^ayttge  bo  tweet  9 
Merrily!  merrily!  nerer  antound, 
Slmll  onr  bonny  black  hortet  sltim  over 

the  ground ! 
From  tlie  Alps  to  the  Caacatus,  ride  wo, 

or  fly! 
For  well  leave  them  behind  in  the  glance 

of  an  eye. 

[They  mount  tkeir  kor$e9,  and  dU- 
appear, 

SCENE  IL—J  Camp  before  the  WaUs  of 

Rome. 

AanoLD  and  Cjebaa, 

CtBsar,    You  are  well  entered  now. 

Arnold.    Aye ;  but  my  path 
lias  been  o*er  carcasses:  mine  eyes  are  full 
or  blood. 

Cassar.  Then  wipe  them ,  and  see  clearly. 
Why! 
Thou  art  a  conqueror;  the  chosen  knight 
And  free  companion  of  the  gallant  Bourbon, 
Lato  Constable  of  France ;  and  now  to  be 
Lord  of  the  city  which  hath  been  Earth's  lord 
And  its  £mperors%  and — changing  sex, 
Not  sceptre,  an  hermaphrodite  of  empire— 
Lady  of  the  Old  World. 

Amotd.    How  old?  What!  are  there 
IVeir  worlds  f 

Cfcsar.    To  you.    Youll  find  there  are 
such  shortly. 
By  their  rich  harTests,new  disease,and  gold; 
From  one  half  of  the  world  named  a  whole 

now  one, 
Bcrause  you  know  no  better  than  the  dull 
And  dubious  notice  of  your  eyes  and  ears. 

Arnold.    I'll  trust  them. 

Casar.    Do !    They  will    deceive   you 
sweetly. 
And  that  is  better  than  the  bitter  truth. 

Arnold.     Dog ! 

Cwtar.    Man ! 

Arnold.    Devil ! 

Casar.  Your  obedient,  humble  soriant. 

AmM.    Say  Master  rather.   Thou  hast 
lured  me  on. 
Through  scenes  of  blood  and  lust,  till  I 
am  here. 

CtBiar.    And  whore  would'st  thou  be  ? 

Arnold.    Oh,  at  prace— in  peace! 

Qeear.    And  where  is  that  which  is  so? 
From  the  star 
To  the  winding  worm,  all  life  is  motion ; 

and 
In  life  commotion  Is  the  extremest  point 
Of  life.  The  planet  wheels  till  it  becomes 
A  comet,  and  destroying  as  it  sweeps 
The  stars,  goes  out.  The  poor  worm  winds 

its  way. 
Living  upon  the  death  of  othur  things, 
But  still,  like  them,  must  live  and  die, 

the  subject 
Of  something  which  has  made  it  live  and  die. 
You  must  obey  what  all  obey,  the  rule 


Of  fixed  Necessity  t  against  her  edld 
Rebellion  prospers  not. 

Arnold.    And  when  it  prospen — 

Cwsar.    *Tis  no  rebellion. 

Arnold.     Will  it  prosper  nowY 

Ca:sar.    The  Bourbon  hath  given  orden 
for  the  assault. 
And  by  the  dawn  there  will  be  work. 

Arnold.    Alas ! 
And  shall  the  City  yield?  I  see  the  giM^ 
Abode  of  the  true  God,  and  his  true  Saint, 
Saint  Peter,  rear  its  dome  and  cro«s  into 
That  sky  whence  Christ  ascended  from  tbe 

cross. 
Which  his  blood  made  a  badge  of  gloiy  ni 
Of  joy  (as  once  of  torture  unto  liim, 
God  and  G«id*s  Son,  man's  sole  and  onlj 
refuge). 

Ca;sar.    'I'is  there,  and  shall  be. 

Arnold.    What? 

Ctrsar.    The  Crucifix 
Above,  and  many  altar-shrines  below. 
Also  some  culverins  upon  the  walls. 
And  harquebufses,  and  what  not,  besides 
The  men  who  are  to  kindle  them  to  death 
Of  other  men. 

Arnold.    And  those  scarce  mortal  arcfaei, 
Pile  above  pile  of  everlasting  waU, 
The  theatre  where  emperors  and  their  snlgecti 
(Those  subjects  Romana)  stood  a  gaxe  upon 
The  battles  of  the  monarchs  of  the  wild 
And  wood,  the  lion  and  his  tusky  rebels 
Of  the  then  untamed  desert,  brought  to  joast 
In  the  arena;  (as  right  well  they  might, 
When  they  had  left  no  human  foe  uaeaa- 

quered ;) 
Made  even  the  forest  pay  its  tribute  of 
Life  to  their  amphitheatre,  as  well 
As  Dacia  men  to  die  the  eternal  death 
For  a  sole  instant^s  pastime,  and  ^^Pa«  aa 
To  a  new  gladiator!'*—  Must  it  fall  ? 

Casar.  The  city  or  the  amphitheatre? 
The  church,or  one,or  all?  for  you  confoaad 
Both  them  and  me. 

Arnold.    To-morrow  sounds  the  assaalt 
With  the  first  cock-crow. 

CtBsar.    Which,  if  it  end  with 
The  evening's  first  nightingale,  will  be 
Something  new  in  the  annals  of  great  sieges: 
For  men  must  have  their  prey  after  long  toiL 

Arnold.    The  Sun  goes  down  aa  cidndy, 
and  perhaps 
More  bennti  fully,  than  he  did  on  Rone 
On  the  day  Remus  leapt  her  wall. 

Caaar.    I  saw  him. 

Arnold.    You ! 

Oeaar.  Yes,  Sir.  Yon  forget  I  am  or  was 
Spirit,  till  I  took  up  with  yonr  cast  shape 
And  a  worse  name.  IVn  Cesar  and  nhnnch- 

back 
Now.  Well!  the  first  of  Catan  waaabild- 

head. 
And  loved  his  laurels  better  aa  a  wig 
(So  history  says)  than  as  glory.    Thvs 
The  world  mm  on,  but  well  bo  merry  still 
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I  saw  ^oiir  Romnlns  rsiraple  as  I  am) 
^  8lajr  his  own  twin,  qnick-born  of  the  name 
wonili,  ' 

Bccanse  he  leapt  a  ditch  (^twaathen  no  wall, 
WliateVr  it  now  be) ;  and  Kome's  earliest 

cement 
Was  bmther's  blood;  and  if  its  native  blood 
lie  spilt  till  the  choked  Tiber  be  as  red 
-Ab  eVr  'twas  yellow,  it  will  never  wear 
The  deep  hue  of  the  Ocean  and  the  Earth. 
W^iiich  the  great  robber-sons  of  Fratricide 
Have   made  their  neTer-ceasing  scene  of 

slaughter 
For  ages. 

Arnold.  But  what  hare  these  done,their  far 
Kcmote  descendants,  who  have  lived  in 

peace. 
The  peace  of  heaven,  and  in  her  sunshine  of 
Piety  ? 

Cir«ar.     And  what  had  they  done,  whom 
tlie  old 
Romans  o'erswcpt? — Hark  ! 

Arnold.    They  are  soldiers  singing 
A  reckless  roundelay,  upon  the  eve 
Of  many  deaths,  it  may  be  of  their  own. 
Oraar,    And  why  should  they  not  siag 
as  well  as  swans  ? 
They  are  black  ones,  to  be  sure. 

Arnold.    So,  yon  are  leamM, 
1  see,  too. 

Casar.     In  my  grammar,  certes.    I 
Was  educated  for  a  monk  of  all  times, 
And  once  I  was  well  versed  in  the  forgotten 
£trnscan  letters,  and— were  I  so  minded^ 
Could  make  their  hieroglyphics  plainer  than 
Your  alphabet. 

Arnold.    And  wheref(»re  do  yon  not? 
Cattar.    It  answers  better  to  resolve  the 
alphabet 
Back  into  hieroglyphics.  Like  yonr  states- 

man. 
And  prophet,  pontiff,  doctor,  alchymist. 
Philosopher,  and  what  not,  they  have  bollt 
More  Babels  without  new  dispersion,  than 
The  stammering  young  ones  of  the  Flood^s 

dull  ooze, 
Who  failed  and  fled  each  other.    Why? 

why,  marry. 
Because  no  man  could  understand  his  neigh- 
bour. 
They  are  wiser  now,  and  will  not  separate 
For  nonsense.  Nay,  it  is  their  brotherhood. 
Their  Shibboleth,tlieir  Koran,Talmad,  their 
Gabala ;  their  best  brick- work  wherewiUial 
They  build  more — 

Arnold  {interrupting'  himy     Oh,  thou 
everlasting  sneererf 
Be  silent !  How  the  soldiers*  roagh  strain 

seems 
Softened  by  distance  to  a  hynui-like  cadence! 
Listen ! 

Ccnaar.  Yes.  I  have  heard  the  Angels  sing. 
Arnold.    And  Demons  howl. 
Ofor.    And  Man  too.    Let  ns  listen  i 
I  iore  aii  mutic. 


Song  of  the  Soldier$  within. 


The  Black  Bands  came  over 

The  Alps  and  their  snow. 
With  Bourbon,  the  rover. 

They  past  the  broad  Po, 
We  have  beaten  all  foemen. 

We  have  captured  a  king. 
We  have  turned  back  on  no  men. 

And  so  let  us  sing! 
Here's  the  Bourbon  for  ever ! 

Thongh  penniless  all, 
We'll  have  one  more  endeavour 

At  yonder  old  wall. 
With  the  Bourbon  we'll  gather 

At  di^-dawn  before 
The  gates,  and  together 

Or  break  or  climb  o'er 
The  wall:  on. the  ladder 

As  mounts  each  firm  foot. 
Our  shout  shall  grow  gladder. 

And  death  only  be  mute. 
With  the  Bourbon  we'll  mount  o'er 

The  walls  of  old  Rome, 
And  who  then  shall  count  o'er 

The  spoils  of  each  dome  ? 
Up!  up!  with  the  lily! 

And  down  with  the  keys ! 
In  old  Rome,  the  Seven-hilly, 

We'll  revel  at  case. 
Her  streets  shall  be  gory. 

Her  Tiber  all  red. 
And  her  temples  so  hoary 

Shall  clang  with  our  tread. 
Oh,  the  Bourbon !  the  Bonrbon^ 

The  Bourbon  for  aye  I 
Of  our  song  bear  the  burthen! 

And  fire,  fire  away  ! 
With  Spain  for  the  vanguard. 

Our  varied  host  comes  ? 
And  next  to  the  Spaniard 

Beat  Grermany^  drums  | 
And  Italy's  lances 

Are  couched  at  their  mother; 
But  our  leader  from  France  is. 

Who  warred  witli  his  brother. 
Oh,  the  Bourbon !  the  Bourbon  I 

Sans  country  or  home. 
We'll  follow  the  Bonrbon, 

To  plunder  old  Rome. 
Caaar,    An  ind liferent  song 
For  those  within  the  walls,mcthinks,to  hear. 
Arnold.  Yes,  if  they  keep  to  their  chorus. 
But  here  comes 
The  General  with  his  chiefii  and  men  of  trof  t. 
A  goodly  rebel ! 

Enter  the  Con9tahle  Bounnon,  cimi  ntU. 

PhUibert,    How  now,  noble  Prince, 
Yon  are  not  cheerful? 

Bourbon.     Why  should  I  be  so? 

PhQ.    Upon  the  eve  of  conquest ,  such 
as  ours. 
Most  men  would  U^  ia. 
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PhiL    Doobt  not  oar  toldlem    Woro  the 
walls  of  adamant, 
Th«y*d  crack  them.     Hunger  li  a  sharp 
artillery. 
Bourbon,    That  they  will  falter  is  my 
least  of  fears. 
Tliat  they  will  be  repulsed,  with  Bourbon  for 
Their  chief,  and  all  their  kindled  appetites 
To  marshal  them  on — were  those  hoary  wal  Is 
Mountains,  and  those  who  guard  them  like 

the  Gods 
Of  the  old  fables,  I  would  trust  my  Titans  ;— 
But  now — 

PhU.    They  are  but  men  who  war  with 

mortals. 
Bourbon,    True:    but  those  walls  have 
girded  in  great  ages, 
And  sent  forth  mighty  spirits.  The  past  earth 
And  present  Phantom  of  imperious  Rome 
Is  peopled  with  those  warriors;  and  niethinks 
They  flit  along  the  eternal  city^s  rampart. 
And  stretch  their  glorious,  g^ry,  shadowy 

hands. 
And  beckon  me  away ! 

PhU.    So  let  them !  Wilt  thou 
Turn  back  from  shadowy  menaces  of  sha- 
dows? 
Bourbon,    They  do  not  menace  me.    1 
could  have  faced, 
Methinks,  a  Sylla^s menace;  but  they  clasp 
And  raise,  anil  wring  their  dim  and  death- 
like hands, 
And  with  their  thin  aspen  fkces  and  fixed  eyes 
Fascinate  mine.    Look  there! 

Phil,    I  look  upon 
A  lofty  battlement. 
Bourbon,    And  there! 
Phil,    Not  even 
A  gnard  in  sight ;  they  wisely  keep  below, 
Sheltered  by  the  grey  parapet,  from  some 
Stray  bullet  of  our  lansquenets,  who  might 
Practise  in  the  cool  twilight 
Bourbon,    You  arc  blind. 
PhU,    If  seeing  nothing  more  than  may 
be  seen 
Be  so. 

Bourbon,  A  thousand  years  have  manned 
the  walls 
With  all  their  heroes,— the  last  Cato  stands 
And  tears  his  bowels,  rather  than  survive 
The  liberty  of  that  1  would  enslave. 
And  the  first  Cesar  with  his  triumphs  flits 
From  battlement  to  battlement 

Phil,    Then  conquer 
The  walls  for  which  he  conquered,  and  be 
greater! 
Bourbon,    True :  so  I  will,  or  perish. 
Phil,    You  can  not. 
In  such  an  enterprise  to  die  is  rather 
The  dawn  of  an  eternal  day,  than  death. 

Count  AaifOLD  and  Gjbsab  advance. 

C4C8ar,    And  the  mere  men— do  they  too 
sweat  beneath 
The  noon  of  thiftame  eres-fooicUag  gteyt 


Bourbon.    Ah! 
Welcome  the  bitter  Hunchback!  and  Us 

Master, 
The  beauty  of  our  host,  and  brave  as  beau- 
teous. 
And  generous  as  lovely.    We  shall  fiad 
Work  for  you  both  ere  morning. 

Catgar,    You  will  find. 
So  please  your  Highness,  no  less  for  TOurselL 

Bourbon.    And  if  I  do,  there  wUI  not  be 
a  labourer 
More  forward.  Hunchback ! 

Caaar,    You  may  well  say  ao. 
For  you  have  seen  that  back —as  geaenl, 
Placed  in  the  rear  in  action— but  jmirton 
Have  never  seen  it 

Bourbon.    That^s  a  fair  retort. 
For  I  provoked  it : — but  the  Bourbon's  breast 
Has  been,  and  ever  shall  be,  far  advanced 
In  danger*s  face  as  yours,  were  you  the  BenL 

Casar.  And  if  I  were,  I  might  have  saved 
myself 
The  toil  of  coming  herew 

Phil.     Why  sof 

Ctetar,    One  half 
Of  your  brave  bands  of  their  own  bold  accord 
Will  go  to  him,  the  other  half  be  seat^ 
More  swiftly,  not  less  surely. 

Bourbon,    Arnold,  your 
Slight  crooked  friend*s  as  snake-like  ia  his 

words 
As  his  deeds. 

Getar.  Your  Highness  much  mistake  bm. 
The  first  snake  was  a  flatterer  - 1  am  none; 
And  for  my  deeds,  I  only  sting  whenstnng. 

Bourbon,     Yon    are  brave,    and   that*s 
enough  for  me;  and  quick 
In  speech  as  sharp  in  action  -  and  that's  more. 
I  am  not  alone  a  soldier,  but  the  soldiers* 
Comrade. 

Grsar.     They    are   but  bad    company, 
your  Highness; 
And  worse  even  for  their  friends  than  foes, 

as  being 
More  permanent  acquaintance. 

PhU.     How  now,  fellow  ! 
Thouwaxest  insolent,  beyond  the  privilege 
Of  a  buffoon. 

Ca$ar,    You  mean,  I  speak  the  truth. 
1*11  lie— it  is  as  easy :  then  yoii*U  praise  ve 
For  calling  you  a  hero. 

Bourbon,    Philibert ! 
Let  him  alone ;  he*s  brave,  and  ever  has 
Been  first  with  that  swart  face  aad  maaa- 

tain-shoulder 
In  field  or  storm,  and  patient  ia  starvatloa; 
And  for  his  tongue,  the  canp  ia  full  of 

licence. 
And  the  sharp  stinging  of  a  lively  ragae 
Is,  to  my  mind,  far  preferable  to 
The  gross,  dull,  heavy,  gloomy  eaecntioB 
Of  a  mere  famished,sullen,gnimblinff  slave. 
Whom  nothing  can  eoavince  save  a  ftill  oMal, 
And  wine,  and  sleep,  and  a  few  BMravedis, 
Witii  which  he  deema  him  ridi. 
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Cecsar,    It  woqld  be  well 
If  the  Earth^fl  princes  atked  no  more. 

Bourbon.    Be  silent! 

Otaar,    Aje,  bat  npt  idle.   Work  your- 
self with  words ! 
You  hsTe  few  to  speak. 

Phil,    What  means  the  aodaeioas  prater? 

CEBtor.    To  prate,  like  other  prophets. 

Bourbon.    Philibert ! 
Why  will  yon  rex  him  ?  Have  we  not  enoogfa 
To  think  on?  Arnold!  I  will  lead  the  attack 
To-morrow. 

Arnold,  I  have  heard  as  mach,  my  lArd. 

Bourbon,    And  yon  will  follow? 

Jmold,    Since  I  mast  not  lead- 

Bourbon,    Tis  necessary  for  the  farther 
daring 
Of  our  too  needy  army,  tliat  their  chief 
Plant  the  first  foot  upon  the  foremost  ladder^s 
First  step. 

CtEsar,    Upon  its  topmost,  let  as  hope: 
So  shall  he  have  his  fall  deserts. 

Bourbon.    The  world^s 
Great  capital  perchance  is  ours  to-morrow. 
Through  every  change  the  seven -hilled 

citv  hath 
Retained  her  sway  o^er  nations,  and  the 

Cesars 
But  yielded  to  the  Alarics,  the  Alarics 
Unto  the  Pontiffs.  Roman,  Goth,  or  Priest, 
StUl  the  world's  masters!  Civilized,  Barba- 
rian, 
Or  Saintly,  still  the  walls  of  Romulus 
Have  been  the  Circus  of  an  Empire.  Well ! 
*Twas  their  turn — now  His  ours ;  and  let  us 

hope 
That  we  will  fight  as  well,  and  rule  much 
better. 

Cawar,  No  doubt,  the  camp's  the  school 
of  civic  rights. 
What  would  you  make  of  Rome? 

Bourbon,    That  which  it  was. 

Cteaar,    In  Alaric's  time? 

Bourbon,  No ,  slave !  In  the  first  €ssar's, 
Whose  name  you  bear  like  other  curs. 

Caaar,    And  kings. 
*Tis  a  great  name  for  bloodhounds. 

Bou^nm,    There's  a  demon 
In  that  fierce  rattle -snake,    thy  tongue. 

Wilt  never 
Be  serious? 

Grsar.    On  the  eve  of  battle,  no; — 
That  were  not  soldier-like.    Tis  for  the 

General 
To  be  more  pensive :  we  adventurers 
Must  be  more  cheerful.   Wherefore  should 

we  think? 
Our  tutelar  deity.  In  a  leader's  shape. 
Takes  care  of  us.  Keep  thought  aloof  from 

hosts ! 
If  the  knaves  take  to  thinking,  you  will  have 
To  crack  those  walls  alone. 

Bourbon.    Yon  may  sneer,  since 
'TIS  lucky  for  yim  that  you  fight  no  worse 
for'l. 


Giesar.    I  thank  you  for  the  freedom; 
'tis  the  only 
Pay  I  have  taken  in  your  Highness'  service. 
J?o«rfron.  Well,  sir,  to-morrow  you  shall 
pay  yourself. 
Look  on  those  towers;  they  hold  mv  treasary. 
But,  Philibert,  we'll  in  to  council.  Amoli, 
We  would  request  your  presence. 

Arnold,    Prince!  my  service 
Is  yours,  as  in  the  field. 

Bourbon.    In  both  we  prise  it. 
And  yours  will  be  a  post  of  trost  at  day- 
break. 
Casar,    And  mine? 

Bourbon,    To  follow    glory    with    the 
Bourbon. 
Qood  night! 
Arnold  (to  Caaar),  Prepare  oar  armoor 
for  the  assault. 
And  wait  within  my  tent. 

[Rxeunt  Bourbon,  Arnold,  Philibert^  eU. 
C(F9ar  (solus).    Within  thy  tent ! 
Thinkst  thou  that  I  pass  from  thee 'with 

mv  presence? 
Or  that  this  crooked  coffer,  which  contained 
Thy  principle  of  life,  is  aught  to  me 
Except  a  mask  ?  And  these  are  Men,  forsooth ! 
Heroes  and  chiefs ,   the  flower  of  Adam*s 

bastards! 
This  is  the  consequence  of  giving  Matter 
The  power  of  Thought.    It  is  a  stubborn 

substance. 
And  thinks  chaotically^  as  it  acts, 
Ever  relapsing  into  its.  first  elements. 
Well!   I  must  play  with  these  poor  pup- 
pets: 'tis 
The  Spirit's  pastime  in  his  idler  hours. 
Wlien  I  gpraw  weary  of  it,  I  iiave  business 
Amongst  the  stars,  which  these  poor  crea- 
tures deem 
Were  made  for  tliem  to  look  at.     Twere 

a  jest  now 
To  bring  one  down  amongst  them,and  set  fire 
Unto  tlieir  ant-hill:  how  the  pismires  then 
Would  scamper  o'er  the  scalding  soil,  and, 

ceasing 
From  tearing  down  each  others'  nests,  pipe 

forth 
One  universal  orison!  Ha!  ha! 

[Exit  Cmmr. 


ACT     II. 

SCENE  L—Before  the  JVaUs  of  Borne.  The 
assault;  the  army  in  motion,  with  ladders 
to  scale  the  walls  i  BoiiRsoif ,  with  a  white 
scarf  over  his  armour,  foremost. 

Chorus  of  Spirits  in  the  air. 

Tis  the  mom,  but  dim  and  dark. 
Whither  flies  the  silent  lark? 
Whither  shrinks  the  clouded  son  ? 
Is  the  day  indeed  begun  ? 
Nature's  eye  ii  melancholy 
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O'er  the  city  high  and  holy : 
But  without  there  is  a  din 
Shoald  arouse  the  Saints  within, 
And  revive  tlie  heroic  ashes 
Round  which  yellow  Tiber  dashes. 
Oh  ye  seven  hill^ !  awaken, 
Ere  your  very  bai^e  be  shalcen ! 

Hearken  to  the  steady  stamp! 

Mars  is  in  their  every  tramp! 

Kot  a  step  is  ont  of  tune. 

As  the  tides  obey  the  moon ! 

On  they  march ,   though  to  self-slaughter. 

Regular  as  rolling  water. 

Whose  high  waves  o^ersweep  the  border 

Of  huge  moles,  but  keep  their  order, 

Breaking  only  rank  by  rank. 

Hearken  to  the  armour's  clank ! 

Look  down  o'er  each  frowning  warrior, 

How  he  glares  upon  the  barrier: 

Look  on  each  step  of  each  ladder. 

As  the  stripes  that  streak  an  adder. 

Look  upon  the  bristling  wall, 
Mann'd  without  an  interval ! 
Round  and  round,  and  tier  on  tier. 
Cannon's  black  mouth,  shining  spear. 
Lit  match,  bell-month*d  musquetoon, 
Gaping  to  be  murderous  soon. 
All  the  warlike  gear  of  old, 
Mix'd  with  what  we  now  behold. 
In  this  strife  'twixt  old  and  new. 
Gather  like  a  locusts'  crew. 
Shade  of  Remus !  'tis  a  time 
Awful  as  thy  brother's  crime! 
Christians  war  against  Christ's  shrine  i — 
Must  its  lot  be  like  to  thine? 

Near—and  near -nearer  still. 
As  the  earthquake  saps  the  hill. 
First  with  trembling,  hollow  motion. 
Like  a  scarce-awaken'd  ocean. 
Then  with  stronger  shock  and  louder, 
Till  the  rocks  are  crush'd  to  powdery- 
Onward  sweeps  the  rolling  host ! 
Heroes  of  the  immortal  boast ! 
Migh^  Chiefs!  Eternal  Shadows! 
First  flowers  of  the  bloody  meadows 
Which  encompass  Rome,  the  mother 
Of  a  people  without  brother! 
Will  you  sleep  when  nations'  qaanrela 
Plough  the  root  up  of  your  laurels? 
Ye  who  wept  o'er  Carthage  burning. 
Weep  not— strifce.'  for  Rome  is  mouroingl 

Onward  sweep  the  varied  nations! 
Famino  long  hath  dealt  their  rationt. 
To  the  wall,  with  Hate  and  Hanger, 
Knmerous  as  wolves,  and  ttroager. 
On  they  sweep.    Oh !  glorious  city. 
Must  thou  be  a  theme  for  pity! 
Fight,  like  your  first  sire,  each  Roman ! 
Alaric  was  a  gentle  foeman, 
Match'd  with  Bourbon's  black  banditti ! 
Rouse  thee,  thou  eternal  City ! 


Rouse  thee!  Rather  giro  the  porch 
With  thy  own  hand  to  thy  torch. 
Than  behold  such  hosts  pollute 
Your  worst  dwelling  with  their  foot 

Ah !  behold  yon  bleeding  Spectre ! 
Ilion's  children  find  no  Hector; 
Priam's  offspring  loved  their  brother) 
Roma's  sire  forgot  his  mother. 
When  he  slew  his  gallant  twin. 
With  inexpiable  sin. 
Sec  the  giant-shadow  stride 
O'er  the  ramparts  high  and  wide ! 
When  he  first  o'erleapt  thy  wall. 
Its  foundation  moum'd  thy  fall. 
Now,  though  towering  like  a  Babel, 
Who  to  stop  his  steps  are  able  f 
Stalking  o'er  thy  highest  dome, 
Remus  claims  his  vengeance,  Rome ! 

Now  they  reach  thee  in  their  anger : 
Fire,  and  smoke,  and  hellish  clangor 
Are  around  tliee,  thou  world's  Wonder! 
Death  is  in  thy  walls  and  under. 
Now  the  meeting  steel  first  clashes; 
Downward  then  the  ladder  crashea. 
With  its  iion  load  all  gleaming. 
Lying  at  its  foot  blaspheming ! 
Up  again !  for  every  warrior 
Slain,  another  climbs  the  barrier. 
Thicker  grows  the  strife:  thy  ditches 
Europe's  mingling  gore  enriches. 
Rome!  Although  thy  wall  may  perish. 
Such  manure  thy  fieids  will  cherish. 
Making  gay  the  harvest-home; 
But  thy  hearths,  alas!  oh,  Rome! — 
Yet  be  Rome  amidst  thine  anguish. 
Fight  as  thou  wast  wont  to  ranqiiish! 

Yet  once  more,  ye  old  Penates ! 
Let  not  your  quenched  hearths  bo  Ate's! 
Yet  again,  ye  shadowy  heroes. 
Yield  not  to  these  stranger  Neroea! 
Though  the  Son  who  slew  his  mother. 
Shed  Rome's  blood,  he  was  your  brother: 
'Twas  the  Roman  curb'd  the  Romaa : — 
Brennus  was  a  baffled  foeman. 
Yet  again,  ye  Saints  and  Martyra, 
Rise,  for  yours  are  holier  charlen. 
Mighty  Gods  of  temples  falling. 
Vet  in  ruin  still  appalling ! 
Mightier  founders  of  those  altars. 
True  and  Christian, — strike  the  MHUilleri! 
Tiber!  Tiber!  let  thy  torrent 
Show  eren  Nature's  self  abhorrent. 
Let  each  breathing  heart  dilated 
Turn,  as  doth  the  lion  baited! 
Rome  be  crush'd  to  one  wide  tomb. 
But  be  still  the  Roman'k  Rome ! 

BovKBoir,  AmaoLD,  Cjmas,  amd  oUsrs, 
orrtve  at  the  foot  of  the  wall.  Ammom  i$ 
about  to  pUaU  Ais  ladder, 

Bourbon,    Hold,  Arnold  i  I  am  first 
jtmotd.    Not  to,  my  Lord. 
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Bourbon,  HoM,  ilr,  I  charge  jon !  Follow! 
I  am  proud 
Of  such  a  follower,  lint  will  brook  no  leader. 
[Bourbcn  planU  hit  ladder^   and 
befiint  to  movnL 
Now,  boTs!  On  I  out 

[A  titoi  8tnke9  himp  and  Bowbon  faiU, 
Ca»ar.    And  off! 
Arnold,    Eternal  powerel 
The  host  will  be  appalled.— But  Toigeanee! 
vengeance ! 
Bourbon,    *Ti«  nothing — lend  me  yonr 
hand. 
[Bourbon  taket  Arnold  by  ike  hand 
and  ri$e»;   but  a$  he  putt  hit 
foot  on  the  9tep,  faUM  again, 
Arnold !  I  am  sped. 
Conceal   my  fall  — all  will    go   well  — 

conceal  it! 
Fling  my  cloalc  o*er  what  will  be  dnst  anon ; 
Let  not  the  soldiers  see  it. 

Arnold,    You  must  be 
Removed ;  the  aid  of — 

Bourbon,    No,  my  gallant  boy  | 
Death  is  upon  me.    But  what  is  one  life  ? 
The  Bourbon's  spirit  shall  command  them 

still. 
Keep  them  yet  ignorant  that  I  am  but  clay. 
Till  they  are  conquerors  —  then  do  as  you 
may. 
Ccrsar.    Would  not  your  Highness  choose 
to  kiss  the  cross  ? 
We  have  no  priest  here,  but  the  hilt  of  sword 
May  serve  instead:— it  did  the  same  for 
Bayard. 
Bourbon,    Thou  bitter  slave!   to  name 
him  at  this  time ! 
But  I  deserve  it. 

Arnold  (to  CoBtor).     Villain,  hold  your 

peace! 
CtE$ttr,    What,  when  a  Christian  diet? 
Shall  I  not  offer 
A  Christian  *^Vade  in  paceT* 

AmM.    Silence!  Oh  I 
Those  eyes  are  glazing,  which  o*crlook*d 

ttie  worid, 
And  saw  no  equal. 

Bourbon,    Arnold,  shouldst  thou  see 
France— But  hark !  hark  I  the  assault  grows 

warmer— Oh  I 
For  but  an  hour,  a  minute  more  of  life 
To  die  within  the  wall!  Hence,   Arnold! 

hence ! 
You  lose  time — they  will  conquer  Rome 
without  thee. 
Arnold,    And  without  thee! 
Bourbon,    Not  so;  111  lead  them  still 
In  spirit.  Cover  up  my  dust,  and  breathe  not 
That  I  have  ceased  to  breathe.  Away !  and  be 
Victorious ! 
Arnold,    But  I  must  not  leava  thee  thus. 
Bourbon,  You  must-favewell— Up!  up! 
the  world  is  winning.  [Bourbon  die$, 
Ca:iar  (to   Arnold),      Come,   Count,    to 
business. 


AmM.    Trse.    HI  weep  hereafter. 
[Arnold  covert  Bourbon**  body  vith  a 
numtle,  and  mounts  the  ladder,  crying: 
The  Bourbon!  Bourbon!  On  boya!  Rome 
Is  ours! 
Orsor.     Good    night.  Lord  Constable! 
thou  wert  a  man. 
[Cbbhw  follow*  Arnold;  they  reach  tho 
battlement ;  Arnold  and  Osgar  art 
etruek  down. 
A  precious   somerset!    Is  yonr  Countshlp 
injured  f 
Arnold.    No.  [Remounts  the  ladder. 

Qtsar.     A  rare  blood-hound,  when  his 
own  is  heated! 
And  *tis  no  boyVplay.  Now  he  strikes  them 

down! 
His  hand  is  on  the  battlement — ^he  grasps  it 
As  though  it  were  an  altar;  now  his  fo4it 
Is  on  it,  and  —What  have  we  here,  a  Roman? 

[A  man  falls. 
The  first  bird  of  the  covey!  he  has  fall'n 
On  the  outside  of  the  nest  Why,  how  now, 
fellow  ? 
The  wounded  Man.    A  drop  of  water! 
Grtar.      Blood^s  the  only  liquid 
Nearer  than  Tiber. 

Wounded  Man,    I  have  died  for  Rome. 

[Dies. 
Casar,   And  so  did  Bourbon,  In  another 
sense. 
Oh  these  ^immortal  men!  and  their  great 

motives ! 
But  I  must  after  my  young  charge.  He  k 
By  this  time  i*  the  forum.  Charge!  charge! 
[Casar  mounts  the  ladder  ;  the  Scene 
closes, 

SCRyR  U,—The  City,  —  ConAats  between 
the  Besiegers  and  Besieged  in  the  streets, 
hthabitants  flying  in  confusion. 

Enter  Cjbsab. 

Ctesar.  ,  I  cannot  find  my  hero ;    he  is 

mixed 
With  the  heroic  crowd  that  now  pursue 
The  fugitives,  or  battle  with  the  desperate. 
What  have  wo  here?  A  Cardinal  or  two 
That  do  not  seem  In  love  with  martyrdom. 
How  the  old  red-shanks  scamper!    Could 

they  doff 
Their  hose  as  they  have  doffed  their  hats, 

H  won  Id  be 
A  blessing,  as  a  mark  the  less  for  plunder. 
Bnt  let  them  fly,  the  crimson  kennels  now 
Will  not  much  stain  their  stockings,  since 

the  mire 
Is  of  the  self-same  purple  hue. 

Enter  a  party  fighting— ARnohh  at  the  head 
qJT  the  Besiegers, 

He  comes, 
Hand  in  hand  with  the  mild  twins— Gore 

and  Glory. 
Holla!  hold.  Count! 
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AmM,    Away!  they  nmtt  hot  rally. 
Casar.  I  tell  Uiee,  be  not  rath;  a  golden 
bridge 
Id  for  a  flying  enemy.    I  gave  thee 
A  form  of  beauty,  and  an 
Exemption  from  some  maladies  of  body. 
But  not  of  mind,  which  isnotminotogive. 
But  though  I  gave  the  form  of  Thetis*  son, 
I  dipt  thee  not  in  Styx ;  and  Against  a  foe 
I  would  not  warrant  thy  cliivalric  heart 
More  than  Pelides'  heel;   why   then,    be 

cautious. 
And  know  thyself  a  mortal  still. 

j4mofd.     And  who 
Withauglitof  soul  would  combat  if  ho  were 
Invulnerable  ?  That  were  pretty  sport. 
Thinltst  thou  1  beat  for  hares  when  lions 
roar? 

[Arnold  riuhcs  into  the  combat, 
Catar.    A  precious  sample  of  humanity! 
Wi'il,  his  blood*s  up,  and  if  a  little*s  shed, 
Twill  serve  to  curb  his  fever. 

[Arnold  engages  with  a  Romany  who 
retires  towards  a  portico, 
Arnold,    Yield  thee,  slave! 
I  promise  quarter. 
Roman,    That's  soon  said. 
Arnold.     And  done— 
My  word  is  known. 
Roman,    So  shall  be  my  deeds. 

[They  re-engage,  (krsar  comes  forward, 
Casar,     Why,  Arnold!  Hold  thine  own ; 
thou  hast  in  hand 
A  famous  artizan,  a  cunning  sculptor ; 
Also  a  dealer  in  the  sword  and  dogger. 
Not  so,  my  musqueteer;  Hwas  he  who  slew 
The  Bourbon  from  the  wall. 
AmM,    Aye,  did  he  so? 
Then  he  hath  carved  his  monument. 

Roman,    I  yet 
May  live  to  carve  your  betters. 

Casar,    Well  said,  my  own  of  marble ! 
lienvenuto. 
Thou   hast   some  practice  in  both  ways; 

and  he 
Who  slays  Cellini,  will  have  work*d  as  hard 
As  e'er  thou  didst  upon  Carrara's  blocks. 

[Arnold  disarms  and  wounds  CeUini, 
but  slightly;    the  latter  draws   a 
pistol  and  fires;  then  retires  and 
disappears  through  the  portico. 
Cassar,     How  farest  thou?  Thou  hast  a 
taste,  raethinks, 
Of  red  Keilona's  banquet. 

Arnold  {staggers),    ^Tis  a  scratch. 
Lend  me  thy  scarf.     He  shall  not  'scape 
me  thus. 
Ca:sar.     Where  is  it? 
Arnold.  Ill  the  shoulder^iot  the  sword-arm| 
And  that's  enough.    I  am  thirsty:  would  I 

had 
A  litJm  of  water! 

Cassar.    That's  a  liquid  now 
In  requbition,  but  by  no  means  easiest 
To  come  at. 


Arnold,    And  my  thirst  Incnami^bat 
I'll  find  a  way  to  quench  it 

Ccesar,    Or  be  qneneh'd  thyself? 
Arnold,     The  chance  is  even;  ve  will 
throw 
The  dice  thereon.  Bat  I  lose  time  in  prating ; 
Prithee  be  quick. 

[Copsar  binds  on  the  scarf. 
And  what  dost  thou  so  idly? 
Why  dost  not  strike? 

VAJcsar,    Your  old  philosophers 
Beheld  mankind,  as  mere  spectators  of 
The  Olympic  ffames.  When  I  behold  a  prise 
Worth  wrestling  for,  I  may  be  found  a  Milo. 
Arnold,    Aye,  'gainst  an  oak. 
Vasar,    A  forest,  when  it  suits  me. 
I  combat  with  a  mass,  or  not  at  all. 
Meantime,  pursue  thy  sport  as  I  do  mine: 
Which  is  just  now  to  gaxe,  since  all  these 

labourers 
Will  reap  my  harvest  gratis. 

Arnold,    Thou  art  sSll 
A  Fiend! 

Ctpsar.    And  thou — a  man. 
Arnold.  Why,  such  I  fain  would  show  me. 
Ctrsar.    True — as  men  are. 
Arnold,    And  what  is  that? 
Cicsar.     Thou  feelest  and  thou  secvt 
[Rxil  Arnold,  joining  in  the  combat 
which  still  continues  frcltoecn  detach- 
ed parties,    7%e  Scene  closet. 

SCE^R  ni.-^St,  Pcter*s,  Tike  Interior  of 
the  Church,  The  Pope  at  the  Altar,  Priests^ 
crowding  in  confusioUy  and  Citixens  flying 
for  refuge,  pursued  by  Soldiery. 

Enter  C^ssab. 

A  Spanish  Soldier,    Down    widi    them, 

comrades!  seise  upon  thooo  lamps! 

Cleave  yon  bald-pated  shaveling   lo  the 

chine! 
His  rosary's  of  gold ! 

Lutheran  Soldier,    Revenge!  Revenge! 
Plunder  hereafter,  but  fnr  vengeance  now~ 
Yonder  stands  Anti-Christ! 

Cojsar  (interposing).    How  now.   Schis- 
matic! 
What  wouldst  thou? 
Lutheran  Soldier.    In  the  hoi j  name  of 
Christ, 
Destroy  proudAnti-ChrisL  I  am  a  Christian. 
Ca^ar.    Yea,  a  disciple  thAt  would  make 
the  Founder 
Of  your  belief  renounce  it,  could  he  see 
Such   proselytes.     Best    stint    thyself  to 
plunder. 
Lutheran  Seildicr,    I  tay  he  is  the  Devil. 
CtBsar,    Hush !  keep  that  secret. 
Lest  he  should  recognise  you  for  his  own. 
Lutheran  Soldier.   Why  woald  you  save 
him?  I  repeat  he  is 
Tlie  Devil,  or  the  Devil's  Vicar  upon  Earth. 
Ocsor.     And  that's  the  reason;   woahi 
you  make  a  quarrel 
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With  your  bettlHendB?  Yon  had  hr  best 

be  quiet;    ' 
His  hour  it  not  yet  come. 
lAUheran  Soldier.    That  ihail  be  teen ! 
[The  Lutheran  SMicr  nuket  forward; 
a  ihot  Btriket  him  from  one  of  the 
Pope^s  Guards,  and  he  faUa  tk  the 
foot  of  the  Altar, 
Cwiar  (to  the  Lutheran).    I  told  jon  so. 
Lutheran  Soldier.      And   will    you   not 

aTen^e  me? 
Coisar.     ^ot  I!    You  know  that  '«Ven- 
geanco  is  the  Lord^s:** 
Yon  see  he  loves  no  interlopers. 

Lutheran  (dyingy    Oh! 
Had  I  but  slain  lum,  I  had  gone  on  high, 
Crowned   i^ith    eternal    glory!    Heaven, 

forgive 
My  feebleness  of  arm  that  reachM  him  not, 
And  take  thy  servant  to  thy  mercy.    *Tis 
A  glorious  triumph  still ;  proud  Babylon's 
Mo  more;  the  Harlot  of  the  Seven  Hills 
Hath  changed  her  scarlet  raiment  for  sack- 
cloth 
And  ashes!  [The  Lutheran  diet. 

Ossar.    Yes,  thine  own  amidst  the  rest 
Well  done,  old  Babel ! 

[The  QuardB  defend  lAcmscIocs  det- 
peratdyy  while  the  Pontiff  eicapcs^ 
by  a  private  paBsage,  to  the  Vati- 
can and  the  Outle  of  St.  Angdo. 
Catar.    Ha !  right  nobly  battled ! 
Mow«  Priest!  now.  Soldier!  the  two  great 

professions. 
Together  by  the  ears  and  hearts !  I  have  not 
Seen  a  more  comic  pantomime  since  Titus 
Took  Jewry.  But  the  Romans  had  the  best 

then; 
Now  they  must  take  their  turn. 

SMiers.    He  hath  escaped !  Follow ! 
Another  Soldier.     They  have  barred  the 
narrow  passage  up. 
And  it  is  clogged  with  dead  even  to  the  door. 
ikeHur.    1  am  glad  he  hath  escaped:  he 
may  thank  me  for't 
In  part    I  would  not  have  his  Bulls  abo- 

lished- 
*Twere  worth  one  half  ^our  empire  s  his 

Indulgences 
Demand  some  in  return ; — no,  no,  ho  must  not 
Fall;— and  besides,  his  now  escape  may 

furnish 
A  future  miracle,  in  future  proof 
Of  hU  infallibUity.  \To  the  Spanish  Soldiers. 

Well,  Cut-throats! 
What  do  you  pause  for?  If  yon  make  not 

haste. 
There  will  not  be  a  link  of  pious  gold  left. 
And  you  too.  Catholics  !  Would  ye  return 
From  such  a  pilgrimage  without  a  relic  ? 
The  very  Lutherans  have  more  true  devotion: 
Sec  how  thcv  strip  tlie  shrines ! 

Soldiers.     Ily  iioly  Peter! 
Ho  opcaks  tlie  trutli;  the  heretics  will  bear 
llic  best  away. 


Gtetor.    And  that  vntt  shame!  Go  to  I 
Assist  in  their  conversion. 

[The  SMiers  disperse;  many  quit  the 
Churchy  others  enter, 
CtBsar,    They  are  gone, 
And  others  come :  so  flows  the  wave  on  wave 
Of  what  these  creatures  call  eternity. 
Deeming  themselves  the  breakers  of  the 

ocean. 
While  they  are  but  its  bubbles,  ignorant 
That  foam  is  their  foundation.  So,  another! 

Enter  OUmpia,  flying  from  the  pursuit — She 
springs  upon  the  altar. 

Soldier,    She's  mine. 
Another  Soldier  (^opposing   the  former). 
Yon  lie,  I  tracked  her  first;  and,  were  she 
The  Pope's  niece,  TU  not  yield  her. 

[They  fight. 
Third  Soldier  (advancing  towardsOUmpia) . 
You  may  settle 
Your  claims ;  I'll  make  mine  good. 

Olimpia,    Infernal  slave ! 
You  touch  me  not  alive. 

Third  Soldier,    Alive  or  dead! 

Olimpia  (embracing  a  massive  crucifix). 

Respect  your  God ! 
Third  Soldier.  Yes,  when  he  shines  in  gold. 
Girl,  you  but  grasp  your  dowry. 

[As  he advances,(Himpia,with  a  strong 
and  sudden  effort,  casts  down  the 
crucifix;  it  strikes  the  Soldier,  who 
falls. 
Third  Soldier.    Oh,  great  God ! 
Olimpia,    Ah!  now  you  recognize  him. 
nird  Soldier,    My  brain's  crushed! 
Comrades,  help  ho!  All's  darkness! 

[He  dies. 
Other  SoMiers  (coming  up).     Slay  her, 
although  she  had  a  thousand  lives: 
She  hath  killed  our  comrade. 

(Himpia.    Welcome  such  a  death ! 
You  have  no  life  to  give,  which  the  worst 

slave 
Would  take.     Great  God!    through   thy 

redeeming  Son, 
And  thy  Son's  Mother,  now  reeeive  me  as 
I  would  approach  thee,  worthy  her,  and 
him,  and  thee ! 

Enter  AaiioiLD. 

Arnold,  What  do  I  see?  Accursed  Jackalls ! 
Forbear! 

Casar  (aside,  and  laughing).    Ha!  ha! 
here's  equity!  The  dogs 
Have  as  much  right  as  he.  But  to  the  issue! 
Soidiers.     Count,    she    hath   slain    oar 

comrade. 
Arnold.     With  what  weapon  ? 
Soldier.    The  cross,  beneath  which  Ue  is 
crushed;  behold  him 
Lie  there,  more  like  a  worm  than  man; 

hIic  cast  it 
Upon  hid  head. 

Arnold.    Even  so;  there  is  a  woouui 


th;k  deformed  transformed. 


Worthy  a  brare  maii^a  llktng.    Were  je 

snch, 
Yo  woald  hare  honoared  her.    Bat  ^t  ye 

hence. 
And  thank  your  meonneffl,  other  God  you 

have  none, 
For  yoar  existence.  Had  you  touched  a  hair 
Of  tho^e  difherelled  locks,  I  would  have 

thinned 
Your  ranks  more  than  the  eneniy.    Away! 
Ye  Jackalls !  gnaw  the  bones  the  lion  leaTet, 
But  not  OTon  these  till  he  permits. 

A  Soldier  (murmurinff).    The  Lion 
Might  conquer  for  himself  then. 

Arnold  {cuts  him  dotpn).    Mutineer! 
Rebel  in  Hell — you  shall  obey  on  earth! 

[The  Soldiers  assault  Arnold. 
Come  on!  I*m  glad  on^t!  I  will  show  you, 

slaves, 
How  you  should  be  commanded,  and  who 

led  you 
First  o*er  the  wall  you  were  as  shy  to  scale. 
Until  I  waved  my  banners  from  its  height, 
Ai  you  are  bold  within  it. 

[Arnold  mows  down  the  foremost ;  the 
rest  throw  down  their  arms. 
Soldiers,    Mercy!  mercy! 
Arnold.    Then  learn  to  grant  it    Have 
I  taught  you  who 
Led  you  o^er  Rome*s  eternal  battlements? 
Soldiers.    We  saw  it,  and  we  know  it; 
yet  forgive 
A  moments  error  in  the  heat  of  conquest — 
The  conquest  which  you  led  to. 

Arnold.    Get  you  hence ! 
Hence  to  your  quarters!  you  will  find  them 

fixed 
In  the  Colonnurpalace. 
(Himpia  (tuide).    In  my  father^i  house! 
AmM  (to   the  Soldiers).     Leave  your 
arms;  ye  have  no  further  need 
Of  such :  the  City's  rendered.  And  mark  well 
Yon  keep  your  hands  clean,    or  TU  find 

out  a  stream. 
As  red  as  Tiber  now  runs,  for  your  baptism. 
Soldiers  (deposing  their  arms  and   de- 
parting).   We  obey! 
Arnold  (to  Olinqna).  Lady !  you  are  safe. 
Olimpia.    I  should  be  so. 
Had  I  a  knife  even ;  but  it  matters  not — 
Death  hath  a  thousand  gates;  and  on  the 

marble. 
Even  at   the  altar-foot,    whence  I  look 

down 
Upon  destruction,  shall  my  head  be  dashed. 
Ere  thou  ascend  it  God  forgive  thee,  man! 
Arnold.    I  wish  to  merit  his  forgiveness, 
and 
Thine  own,  although  I  have  not  iiyured 
thee. 
Olimpia.    No !  Thou  hast  only  sacked  my 
native  land,— 
No  injury ! — and  made  my  father's  house 
A  dvn  of  thieved— No  injury !— this  tempi 
Slippery  with  Roman  and  holy  gore. 


No   Injury!  —   And   now    tboa  wovldil 

preserve  me. 
To  be — ^but  that  shall  never  be  I 

[She  raises  her  eyes  to  Heaven^  fiilds 

her  robe  round  her,  and  prepares  to 

dash  herself  doum  on  the  side  of  the 

Altar  opposite  to  that  where  Arnold 

stands. 

Arnold.    Hold!  hold!  I  swear. 

Olimpia.  Spare  thine  already  forfeit  tonl 

A  perjury  for  which  even  Hell  would  loathe 

thee. 
I  know  thee. 

Arnold.  No,thonknow'stmenot$  I  unnot 
Of  these  men,  though — 

Olimpia.    I  judge  thee  by  thy  matee; 
It  is  for  God  to  judge  thee  as  thou  art 
1  see  tliee  purple  with  the  blood  of  Rome; 
Take  mine,  'tis  all  thou  e'er  shalt  have  of  me! 
And  here,  upon  the  marble  of  this  temple, 
Where  the  baptbmal  font  baptised  me  God's, 
I  oiTer  him  a  blood  less  holy 
But  not  less  pure  (pure  as  it  left  me  then, 
A  redeemed  infant)  than  the  holy  water 
The  Saints  have  sanctified ! 

[Olimpia  waveM  her  hand  to  Arnold  with 
disdain,  and  dashes  herself  on  the 
pavement  from  the  Altar. 
Arnold.    Eternal  God! 
I  feel  thee  now!  Help!  Help  I  She^  gone. 
Casar  (approaches).    I  am  here. 
Arnold.    Thou!  but  oh,  save  her! 
Ca:sar  (assisting  him  to  raise  OUnq^). 

She  hath  done  it  well; 
The  leap  was  serious. 
Arnold.    Oh!  she  is  lifeless! 
Ctesar.     If 
She  be  so,  I  have  nought  to  do  with  that: 
The  resurrection  is  beyond  me. 
Arnold.    Slave  I 

CtBsar.     Aye,  slave  or  mastci,   *tlt  all 
one:  methinks 
Good  words,  however,,  are  as  well  at  times. 
Arnold.     Words! -Canst  thou  aid  her? 
Ceesar.    I  will  try.    A  sprinkling 
Of  that  same  holy  water  may  be  nsefkil. 
[He  brings  some  in  his  hebnct  from  the  font. 
AmM.    Tis  mixed  with  blood. 
Ccrsar.  There  Is  no  cleaner  now  in  Rome. 
Arnold.^  How  pale!  how  beautifU!  how 
lifeless ! 
Alive  or  dead,  thou  essence  of  all  beauty* 
I  love  but  thee ! 

Gorsar.    Even  so  Achilles  loved 
Fenthesilea;  with  his  form  it  seems 
You  have  his  heart,  and  yet  it  was  no  soft  one. 
Arnold.     She  breathes!    But  bo,  *twas 
nothing,  or  the  last 
Faint  flutter  life  disputes  with  death. 
Cietar.    She  breathes. 
Arnold.    Thou  sayst  it?  Then  ^it  tmth. 
CtBsar.    You  do  me  right— 
The  Devil  speaks  truth  much  oHencr  thBB 

he's  deemed: 
He  haUi  an  igoomnt  aadiencc. 
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AmM  (wtthovt  attending  to  him).  Yes! 
her  heart  beats. 
Alas !  that  the  first  beat  of  the  onl  j  heart 
I  eyer  wishM  to  beat  vith  nune,   should 

vibrate 
To  an  assassin^s  pulse. 

Copsar.    A  sage  reflexion, 
But  somewhat  late  i*  the  day.  Where  shali 

we  bear  her! 
I  say  she  lives. 

Arnold.    And  will  she  live  f 

Caaar.    As  much 
As  dust  can. 

Arnold.    Then  she  is  dead ! 

Caesar,    Bah !  bah  I  You  are  so, 
And  do  not  know  it.  She  will  come  to  life- 
Such  as  you  think  so,  such  as  you  now  are; 
But  we  must  work  by  human  means. 

AmoU.    We  will 
Convey  her  unto  the  Colonna-palace, 
Where  I  have  pitched  my  banner. 

Cojsar,    Come  then!  raise  her  up. 

Arnold,     Sofily ! 

Cottar,   As  softly  as  they  bear  the  dead. 
Perhaps  because  they  cannot  feel  the  jolting. 

Arnold,    But  doth  she  live  indeed? 

Cwsar,    Nay,  never  fear! 
But  if  you  rue  it  alter,  blame  not  me, 

Arnold,    Let  her  but  live ! 

Ca-aar,    The  spirit  of  her  life 
Is  yet  within  her  breast,  and  may  revive. 
Count!   Count!  I  am  your  servant  in  all 

things. 
And  thi«  is  a  new  office:— 'tis  not  oft 
I  am  employed  in  such ;   but  you  perceive 
How  stanch  a  friend  is  wliat  you  call  a  fiend. 
On  earth  you  have  often  only  fiends  for 

friends; 
Now  /  desert  not  mine.  Soft !  bear  her  hence. 
The  beautiful  half-clay,  and  nearly  spirit  I 
I  am  almost  enamourwi  of  her,  as 
Of  old  the  Angels  of  her  earliest  sex. 

AmM,    Thou ! 

CtB$ar.     I.    But  fear  not.     1*11  not  be 
your  rival. 

AmM,    Rival! 

Ca:9ar,    I  could  be  one  right  formidable; 
But  since  I  slew  the  seven  husbands  of 
Tobia*s  future  bride  (and  after  all 
^was  sucked  out  by  some  incense)  I  have 

laid 
Aside  intrigue :  Uis  rarely  worth  the  trouble 
Of  gaining,  or — what  is  more   difficult — 
Getting  rid  of  your  prise  again ;  for  there's 
The  rub!  at  least  to  mortals. 

Arnold,    Prithee,  peace! 
Softly!  methinks  her  lips  move,  her  eyes 
open! 

Ocsar.    Like  stars,  no  doubt;  for  that's 
a  metaphor 
For  Lucifer  and  Venus. 

Arnold.    To  the  palace 
Colonna,  as  1  told  you! 

Cmaar,    Oh!  I  know 
My  way  through  Rome. 


Arnold.    Nov  onward,  onward !  Gently ! 
[Eseunt,  boaringOUotpia,'-T%eSem9 
doses. 


ACT    III. 

SCRNR  l.^A  CastU  in  the  Apenninea^  auf' 
rounded  by  a  wild  but  amilinfr  country. 
ChoruM  Off  PeasamU  singing  before  th9 
Gates, 

Chorus. 

The  wan  are  over, 

The  spring  is  come ; 
The  bride  and  her  lover 
Have  sought  their  home  t 
They  are  happy,  we  rejoice ; 
Lot  their  hearts  have  an  echo  in  every  voice! 

The  spring  is  come ;  the  violet's  gone, 
Tlie  first-bom  child  of  the  early  sun ; 
With  us  she  is  but  a  winter*s  flower. 
The  snow  on  the  hills  cannot  blast  her 

-  bower. 
And  she  lifts  up  her  dewy  eye  of  blue 
To  the  youngest  sky  of  the  self-same  hue. 

And  when  tlie  spring  comet  with  her  host 
Of  flowers,  that  flower  beloved  the  most 
Shrinks  from  the  crowd  that  may  c«mftuo 
Her  heavenly  odour  and  virgin  hnes^ 

Pluck  the  others,  but  still  remember 
Their  Herald  out  of  dim  December— 
The  morning-star  of  all  the  flowers. 
The  pledge  of  day-lights  lengthen'd  hoen; 
Nor,  'midst  the  roses,  e*er  forget 
The  virgin,  virgin  Violet. 

Enter  Cjbsab. 

QBsar  (singing).  The  wars  are  all  over, 
Our  swords  are  all  idle. 
The  steed  bites  the  bridle. 
The  casque's  on  the  wall. 

There's  rest  for  the  rover ; 
But  his  armour  is  rusty. 
And  the  veteran  grows  crusty. 

As  he  yawns  in  the  hall. 

He  drinks — but  what's  drinking? 

A  mere  pause  from  thinking ! 

No  bugle  awakes  him  with  life-and-death- 
call. 

Gftomt. 

But  the  hound  bayeth  loudly. 

The  boar  's  in  the  wood. 
And  the  falcon  longs  proudly 

To  spring  from  her  hood : 
On  the  wrist  of  the  noble 

She  sits  like  a  crest. 
And  the  air  is  in  trouble 

With  biids  from  their  nest. 
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CtPMr,    Oh!  Shadow  of  glory! 

Dim  image  of  war ! 
But  tlie  chafe  hath  no  ttory. 

Her  hero  no  star. 
Since  Kimrod,  the  foander 

Of  empire  and  chase. 
Who  made  the  woods  wonder, 

And  qnalie  for  their  race. 
When  the  Lion  was  young, 

In  the  pride  of  his  might. 
Then  *twat  Hport  for  the  strong 

To  embrace  him  in  fight ; 
To  go  forth,  with  a  pine 

For  a  spear,  Against  the  Maounoth, 
Or  itriito  through  the  ravine 


At  the  fMniag  Behemoth,  • 
While  Man  was  ia  stature 

At  towers  in  our  tioM, 
The  first-bom  of  Nature, 

And,  like  her,  sublime! 

ChoruM. 

Bat  the  wart  are  orer. 
The  spring  is  come  $ 
The  bride  and  her  lover 
Have  sought  their  home| 
They  are  happy,  and  we  rejoice; 
Let  their  hearts  have  an  echo  from  every 
voice ! 

[Exemit  tkt  PeoBtaUnfj  nn^Mg. 
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Loiro  years! — It  tries  the  thrilling  frame 

to  bear 
And  eagle-spirit  of  a  €9iild  of  song— > 
Long  years  of  outrage,  calumny  and  wrong; 
Imputed  madness,  pritonM  solitude. 
And  the  mind's  canker  in  its  sa?age  mood, 
When  the  impatient  thirst  of  light  and  air 
Parches  the  heart,  and  the  abhorred  gprate, 
Marring  the  tonbeams  with  its   hideous 

shade, 
Works  through  the  throbbing  eyeball  to 

the  brain 
With  a  hot  tense  of  heaviness  and  pain, 
And  bare,  at  once.  Captivity  displayM 
Stands  scoffing  through  the  never-open'd 

gate. 
Which  nothing  through  its  bars  admits, 

save  day 
And  tasteless  food,  which  I  have  eat  alone 
Till  its  unsocial  bitterness  is  gone, 
And  I  can  banquet  like  a  beast  of  prey. 
Sullen  and  lonely,  coaching  in  the  cave 
Which  is  my  lair,  and  -  it  may  be .  my  grave: 
All  this  hath  somewhat  worn  me,  and  may 

wear. 
But  mutt  be  borne.  I  stoop  not  to  despair; 
For  I  have  battled  with  mine  agony, 
And  made  me  wings  wherewith  to  overfly 
The  narrow  circus  of  my  dungeon-wall. 
And  freed  the  Holy  Sepulchre  from  thrall; 
And  revelled  amonff  men  and  things  divine, 
And  poured  mv  spirit  over  Palestine, 
In  honour  of  the  sacred  war  for  him. 
The  God  who  was  on  earth  and  is  in  heaven. 
For  he  hath  ttrengtfien'd  me  in  heart  and 

limb. 
That  through  tiiit  tuflbrance  I  might  be 

forgiven, 
I  have  employed  my  penance  to  record 
How  Salem*t  dirine  wat  won,  and  how 

adored. 


But  thit  b  o^er-Jtty  pleatant  tatk  it  dote. 
My  long-sustaining  fnend  of  many  ycarf! 
If  I  do  blot  thy  final  page  with  tears, 
Know  that  my  torrowt  have  wrung  frtai 

me  none. 
But  thou,my  young  creation !  my  soul^s  child! 
Which  ever  playing  round  me  came  and 

smiled. 
And  woo'd  me  from  myself  with  thy  tweel 

tight. 
Thou  too  art  gone— and  so  is  my  delislit: 
And  therefore  do  I  weep  and  inly  bleed 
With  this  last  bruise  upon  a  broken  reed. 
Thou  too  art  ended— what  is  left  me  now  I 
For  1  have  anguish  yet  to  bear— and  how? 
I  know  not  that— but  in  the  ianate  force 
Of  my  own  spirit  thall  be  fouad  retource. 
I  have  not  tank,  for  I  had  no  remorte. 
Nor  caute  for  tuch:  they  called  ate  mad' 

and  why? 
Oh  Leonora!  wilt  not  thou  reply t 
I  was  indeed  delirious  in  my  hcwt 
To  lift  my  love  so  lofty  at  Uiou  art; 
But  still  my  frensy  wat  not  of  the  mind ; 
1  knew  my  Ikalt,  and  feel  my  punithaMat 
Not  lett  becaote  1  tnfier  it  unbent. 
That  thou  wert  beautiful,  and  I  not  bluid. 
Hath  been  the  tin  which  thntt  me  from 

mankind  { 
But  let  them  go,  or  torture  at  they  will« 
My  heart  can  multiply  thine  iau^re  ttill; 
Succettful  love  may  tate  itaelf  away. 
The  wretched  are  the  faith  All;  'tit  their  fate 
To  have  all  feeling  save  the  one  decay. 
And  every  passion  into  one  dilate. 
As  rapid  rivers  into  ocean  poor; 
But  ours  is  fathomlett,  and  hath  ao  thttr. 


Above  me,  hark !  the  long  and  maniac  cry 
Of  mindt  and  bodiet  ia  cailivitj. 
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And  hark !  the  Itfh  «id  the  inereuini^  howl, 
And  the  half-inarticulate  blaiphemy ! 
There  be  some  hete  with  wor«e  than  frenajr 

fool, 
8ome  who  do  still  goad  on  the  o*er-laboar'd 

mind. 
And  dim  the  little  light  that*!  left  behind 
With  needleM  torture,  a«  their  tyrant-will 
Is  wound  up  to  the  lust  of  doing  ill: 
With  these  and  with  their  Tictims  am  I 

class'd, 
*Mid  sounds  and  sights  like  Uiese  long  years 

have  pass'd; 
'Mid  sights  and  sounds  like  these  my  life 

may  close : 
So  let  it  be— for  then  I  shall  repose. 


I  have  been  patient,  let  me  be  so  yet  $ 
I  had  forgotten  lialf  I  would  forget. 
But  it  revives —oh!   would  it  were  my  lot 
To  be  forgetful  as  I  am  forgot ! — 
Feel  I  not  wroth  with  those  who  bade  me 

dwell 
In  this  vast  lazar-honse  of  many  woes  f 
Where  laughter  is  not  mirth,  nor  thought 

the  mind. 
Nor    words   a   language,    nor   even  men 

mankind ; 
Where  cries  reply  to  curses,    shrieks   to 

blows. 
And  each  is  tortured  in  his  separate  hell— 
For  we  are  crowded  in  our  solitudes — 
Many,  but  each  divided  bv  the  wall, 
Which  echoes  Madness   in  her  babbling 

moods ; — 
While  all  can  hear,  none  heeds  his  neigh- 
bour's call — 
None!  save  that  One,  the  veriest  wretch  of  all. 
Who  was  not  made  to  be  the  mate  of  these. 
Nor  bound  between  Distraction  and  Disease. 
Feel   I  not  wroth  with  those  who  placed 

me  hero? 
Who  have  debased  me  in  the  minds  of  men, 
Debarring  me  the  usage  of  my  own. 
Blighting  my  life  in  best  of  its  career. 
Branding  my  thoughts  as  things  to  shan 

and  fear. 
Would  I  not  pay  them  back  these  pangs 

again. 
And  teach  them  inward   sorrow's  stifled 

groan? 
The  struggle  to  be  calm,  and  cold  distress, 
Which  undermines  our  Stoical  success? 
No!— still  too  proud  to  be  vindictive — ^I 
fflave  pardonM  princes*  in8ults,and  would  die. 
Yes,  Sister  of  my  Sovereign!  for  thy  sake 
I  weed  all  bitterness  from  out  my  breast. 
It  hath  no  business  where  thou  art  a  guest; 
Thy  brother  hates— but  I  can  not  detest. 
Thou  pitiest  not -but  I  can  not  forsake. 


Look  on  a  love  which  knows  not  to  despair. 
But  all  nnquench'd  is  still  my  better  part. 


Dwelling  deep  in  my  shnt  and  silent  heart 
As  dwells  tliegatiier*d  lightning  in  its  cloud, 
Encompass'd  with  its  dark   and   rolling 

shrond. 
Till   struck,— forth   flies   the  all-etherial 

dart! 
And  thus  at  the  collision  of  thy  name 
The  vivid  thought  stiU  flashes  through  n^ 

frame. 
And  for  a  moment  all  things  as  they  weva 
Flit  by  me ; — they  are  gone— I*  aai  the  sanwi 
And  yet  my  love  without  ambHion  fm^\ 
I  knew  thy  state,  my  station,  and  I  knew 
A  princess  was  no  love-mate  for  a  hard  | 
I  told  it  not,  I  breathed  it  not,  it  wat 
Sufficient  to  itself,  its  own  reward ; 
And  if  my  eyet  reveal'd  it,  they,  alaal 
Were  punish'd  by  the  silentness  of  thine, 
And  yet  I  did  not  venture  to  repine. 
Thou  wert  to  me  a  crystal-girded  shrine. 
Worshipped  at  holy  distance,  and  around 
Hallow'd  and  meekly  kiss'd    the  saintly 

ground; 
Not  for  thou  wert  a  princess,  but  that  IjOfV 
Had  robed  thee  with  a  glory,  and  arravV 
Thy  lineaments  in  beauty  that  dismsly^d— 
Oh!  not   dbnuiy'd — but  awed,    like  Ona 

above ; 
And  in  that  sweet  severity  there  was 
A  something  which  all  softaiess  did  surpass— 
I  know  not  how— thy  genius  mastered  miae— 
My  star  stcMul  still  before  thee t— if  it  wove 
Presumptuous  thus  to  love  without  design. 
That  sad  fatality  hath  cost  me  dear ; 
But  thou  art  dearest  still,  and  I  should  be 
Fit  for  this  cell,  which  wrongs  me,  bnl 

for  thee. 
The  very  love  which  lock'd  me  to  my  chain 
Hath  lighten'd  half  its  weight;   and  for 

the  rest. 
Though  heavy,  lent  me  vigour  to  sustain, 
And  look  to  thee  with  undivided  brenst. 
And  foil  the  ingenuity  of  Fain. 


It  is  no  marvel— from  my  very  birth 
My  soul  was  drunk  with  love,  which  did 

pervade 
And  mingle  with  whate'er  I  saw  on  earth  ; 
Of  objects  all  inanimate  I  made 
Idols,  and  out  of  wild  and  lonely  flowers. 
And  rocks,  whereby  they  grew,  a  paradise, 
Where  I  did  lay  me  down  within  the  shade 
Of  waving  trees,  and  dreamt  uncounted 

hours, 
Though  I  was  chid  for  wandering;   aad 

the  wise 
Shook  their  white  aged  heads  o'er  me,  and 

said 
Of  such  materials  wretched  men  were  made, 
And  such  a  truant  boy  would  end  in  woe. 
And  that  the  only  lesson  was  a  blow; 
And  then  they  smote  nie,  and  I  did  not  weep. 
Rut  cursed  them  in  my  heart,  and  to  ny 

haunt 
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Retarn^d  ud  weptaloae,  and  dream'd  again 
The  ▼{■knit  which  ariie  without  a  sleep. 
And  with  mj  yeare  mj  eoal  began  to  pant 
With  feelings  of  strange  tumult  and  soft 

pain; 
And  the  whole  heartexhaled  into  One  Want, 
But  undefined  and  wandering,  till  the  day 
I  found  the  thing  1  sought— and  that  was 

thee; 
And  then  I  lost  my  being  all  to  be 
AbsorbM  lalhine-the  world  was  past  away— 
Thou  dids^nnihilate  the  earth  to*  me  I 


1  loTed  all  solitude-but  little  thought 
To  spend  I  know  not  what  of  life,  remote 
From  all  communion  with  existence,  save 
The  maniac  and  his  tyrant ;  had  I  been 
Their  fellow,  many  years  ere  this  had  seen 
My  mind  lilte  theirs  corrupted  to  its  grave; 
But  who  hath  seen  me  writhe,  or  heard 

me  rave? 
Perchance  in  such  a  cell  we  sufTcr  more 
Than  thewreck'd  sailor  on  his  desert  shore; 
The  world  is  all  before  him — mine  is  Aere, 
Scarce  twice  the  space  they  must  accord 

my  bier. 
What  though  he  perish,  he  may  lift  his  eye 
And  with  a  dying  glance  upbraid  the  sky— 
I  will  not  raise  my  own  in  such  reproof. 
Although  'tis  clouded  by  my  dungeon-roof. 


Vet  do  I  feel  at  times  my  mind  decline, 
But  with  a  sense  of  its  decay: — ^I  see 
Unwonted  lights  along  my  prison  shine. 
And  a  stranve  demon,  who  is  vexing  me 
With  pilfenng  pranks  and   petty   pains, 

below 
The  feeling  of  the  healthful  and  the  free; 
Bat  much  to  One,  who  long  hath  suffered  so 
Sickness  of  heart,  and  narrowness  of  place, 
And  all  that  may  be  borne,  or  can  debase. 
I  thouffht  mine  enemies  had  been  but  men. 
But  spirits  may  be  leagued  with  them— all 

Earth 
AbandOM  — Heaven  forgets  me;~in  the 

dearth 
Of  such  defence  the  Powers  of  Evil  can. 
It  may  be,  tempt  me  further,  and  prevail 
Aniast  the  outworn  creature  they  assail. 
Why  in  this  furnace  is  my  spirit  proved 
Like  steel  in  tempering  firef  because  I  loved? 
Because  I  loved  what  not  to  love,  and  see. 
Was  more  or  less  than  mortal,  and  than  me. 


I  once  was  fnick  in  fleellng  -  that  Is  oVt^ — 
My  scars  are  callous,  or  I  should  hive 

dashed 
My  brain  against  these  bars  as  the  sia 

flash'd 
In  mockery  through  them; — if  I  bear  aad 

bore 
The  much  I  have  recounted,  and  the  more 
Which  hath  no  words/tis  that  1  would  not  die 
And  sanction  with  self-slaughter  the  dull  lie 
Which  snared  me  here,  and  with  the  brand 

of  shame 
Stamp  madness  deep  into  my  memory. 
And  woo  compassion  to  a  blighted  name. 
Sealing  the  sentence  which  my  foesproclaioL 
No  — it  shall  be  immortal! — and  1  make 
A  fnture  temple  of  my  present  cell. 
Which  nations  yet  shall  vinit  for  my  take. 
While  then,  Ferrara!  when  no  longer  dwell 
The  ducal  ch iefs  within  tbee,  shalt  fall  down. 
And  crumbling  piecemeal  view  thy  hearth- 
less  halls, 
A  poet's  wreath  shall  be  thine  only  crown, 
A  poet's  dungeon  thy  most  far  renown. 
While  strangers  wonder  o'er  thy  unpeopled 

walls! 
And    thou,    Leonora!    tliou  —  who  wert 

ashamed 
That  such  as  I  could  love — who  bludi'd  to 

hear 
To  less  than  monarchs  that  thou  conldst 

be  dear, 
€ro !  tell  thy  brother  that  my  heart,  untamed 
By  grief,  years,  weariness— and  it  may  be 
A  taint  of  that  ho  would  impute  to  me— 
From  long  infection  of  a  den  like  this. 
Where  the  mind  rots  congenial  with  the 

abyss. 
Adores  thee   still;— and  add— that  when 

the  towers 
And  battlements  which  guard  his  joyoM 

hours 
Of  banquet,  dance,  and  revel,  are  foigot. 
Or  left  untended  in  a  dull  repose. 
This — this  shall  be  a  consecrated  epotl 
But  Thou— when  all  that  Birth  aodBeaa^ 

throws 
Of  magic  round  thee  is  extinet — dialt  have 
One  half  the  laurel  which  o'ershades  my 

grave. 
No  power  in  death  can  tear  our  namee  apart, 
As  none  in  life  could  rend  thee  from  ^y 

heart. 
Yes,  Leonora!  it  shall  be  our  fate 
To  be  entwined  for  ever — hut  toa  late! 


THE  PROPHECY  OF  DANTE. 


*TI«  tbe  ffniuet  of  life  gtvoo  me  mvHtical  lore, 
And  coniMg  evcatH  cast  their  nhaJow*  before. 


(^ASniBUi. 


DEDICATION. 

Lady  !  If  for  the  cold  and  cloudy  clime 
Where    I   vai  bom,  bat  where  I  woald 

not  die. 
Of  the  g;reat  Poet-Sire  of  Italy 
1  dare  to  build  the  imitative  rhyme. 
Harsh  Runic  copy  of  the  South^s  sublime, 
Tiiov  art  the  caute;  and,  hownoeYcr  1 
Fall  short  of  his  immortal  harmony. 
Thy  |;rntle  heart  will  pardon  me  tlie  crime. 
Tliou,  in  the  pride  of  beauty  and  of  youth, 
Spak*st;  and    for   thee   to    speak  and  be 

obeyM 
Are  one ;  but  only  in  tlie  sunny  Soutli 
Such  sounds  are  utterM,  and  such  channs 

displayed, 
S«»  sweet  a  lanf^uagc  from  so  fair  a  mouth — 
Ah!  to  what  eflort  would  it  not  permiade? 
JlsMaM,  /Mi«  SI,  1(U9L 


PREFACE. 

In  the  course  of  a  visit  to  the  city  of 
llavcnna,  in  the  summer  of  1819,  it  was 
8iig:g^4iti'd  to  the  uulhor  that,  having  com- 
posed somethintr  on  the  subject  of  Tasso^s 
confinement,  he  should  do  the  same  on 
Dante*s  exile  —the  tomb  of  the  poet  forming 
one  of  the  principal  obJ€M!ts  of  interest  in 
that  city,  botli  to  the  native  and  to  the 
stranger. 

^'On  this  hint  I  spake,**  and  the  result 
has  been  the  following  four  rantiis,  in  terza 
rima,  now  offered  to  the  reader,  if  they 
are  understood  and  approved,  it  is  my  pur- 
pose to  continue  the  potent  in  various  other 
cantos  to  its  natural  conclusion  in  the  pre- 
vent age.  The  reader  is  requested  to  sap- 
pose  that  Dante  addresses  him  in  the  inter- 
val between  the  conclusion  of  the  Divina 
Comnicdia  and  his  death,  and  shortly  before 
the  latter  event,  foretelling  the  fortunes  of 
Italy  in  general  in  the  ensuing  centuries. 
In  adopting  this  plan  I  have  had  in  my 
mind  the  (^assandra  of  Lyrophron,  and  the 
Prophecy  of  Men^us  by  Horace^,  as  well  as 
tlie  Propheeit^s  of  Holy  Writ.  The  mcrasure 
adopted  is  the  terza  rima  of  Dante,  which 
I  am  not  aware  to  have  seen  hitherto  tried 


In  our  langanga,'  except  It  may  bo  by  Mr. 
Hay  ley,  or  whose  translation  I  never  saw 
but  one  extract,  quoted  in  the  notes  to  Caliph 
Vathek;  so  that--if  I  do  not  err— this  poem 
maybeeoiisideredas  a  metrical  experiment. 
The  cantos  are  short,  and  about  the  same 
length  of  those  of  the  poet  whose  name  1 
have  borrowed,  and  most  probably  taken 
in  vain. 

Amongst  the  inconveniences  of  anthers  In 
the  present  day,  it  is  difiicult  for  any  #ho 
have  a  name,  good  or  bad,  to  escape  trans- 
lation. I  have  had  the  fortune  to  sei:  the 
fourth  canto  of  Childe  Harold  translated 
into  Italian  versi  sdolti — that  is,  a  poem 
written  in  the  !^Hin$crcan  slanza  into  blank 
vertc,  vithout  regard  to  the  natural  di- 
visions of  the  stanza,  or  of  the  sense.  If 
the  present  poem,  being  on  a  national  topfc, 
shcmld  chance  to  undergo  the  same  fate,  I 
would  request  the  Italian  reader  to  remem- 
ber, that  when  1  have  failed  in  the  imita- 
tion of  his  great  "Padre  Alighier,^  I  have 
failed  in  imitating  that  which  all  study  and 
few  understand,  since  to  this  very  day  it  is 
not  yet  settled  what  was  the  meaning  of 
the  allegory  in  the  first  canto  of  the  Inferno, 
unless  Count  Mnrchetti^s  ingenious  and  pro- 
bable conjecture  may  be  considered  as  hav- 
ing decided  the  question. 

He  may  also  pardon  my  fkllure  the  more, 
as  I  am  not  quite  sure  that  he  Woald  be 
pleased  with  my  success,  since  the  Italians, 
with  a  pardonable  nationality,  are  parti- 
cularly jealous  of  all  that  is  left  them  as 
a  nation— their  literature;  and,  in  the  pn;- 
scnt  bitterness  of  the  classic  and  romantic 
war,  are  but  ill  disposed  to  permit  a  foreign- 
er even  to  approve  or  iimtate  them,  without 
finding  some  fault  with  his  ultramontane 
presumption.  I  can  easily  enter  into  all 
this,  knowing  what  would  lie  thought  In 
England  of  an  Italian  imitator  of  Miltim, 
or  if  a  translation  of  Monti,  or  Pindemonte, 
or  Arici,  should  be  held  up  to  the  rising 
generation  as  a  model  for  their  future  poet- 
ical essays,  llut  I  perceive  that  I  am 
deviating  into  an  address  to  (he  Italian 
nrader,  when  my  busineiM  is  with  the  Eng- 
lish one,  and  be  they  few  (»r  many,  I  must 
take  my  leave  of  both. 
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CANTO    I. 

Oncb  more  in  rnu't  fniil  world !  which  I 

hftd  left 
So  long  that  Hwas  forgotten ;  and  1  feel 
The  wOTght  of  claj  again, — too  soon  bereft 
Of  t|ic  immortal  vision  which  coald  heal 
INjr  earthly  sorrows,  and  to  God*s  ownskies 
Lift  ine  from  that  deep  gulf  withoutrepeal, 
Where  late  my  ears  rang  with  the  damned 

cries 
Q(  souls  in  hopeless  bale ;  and  from  that 

place 
Of  lesser  torment,  whence  men  bb}'  arise 
Pure  from  the  fire  to  join  the  angelic  race; 
Midst  whom  my   own  bright  Beatrice 

blessM 
My  spirit  with  her  light;  and  to  the  base 
Of  the  iStemal  Triad  !  first,  last,  best. 

Mysterious,  three,  sole,  infinite,great  God! 
'  Soul  universal !  led  the  mortal  guest, 
Unblasted  by  the  glory,  though  he  trod 
From  star  to  star  to  reach  the  almighty 

throne. 
Oh  Beatrice !  whose  sweet  limbe  the  sod 
So  long  hath  pressed,  and  the  cold  marble- 
stone, 
Thou  sole  pure  seraph  of  my  earliest  lo^e, 
Iiove  so  ineffable,  and  so  alone, 
That  nought  on  earth  could  more  my  bosom 

move. 
And  meeting  thee  lu  heaven  was  but  to 

meet 
That  without  which  my  soul,  like  the 

arkless  dove. 
Had  wandered  still  in  search  of,  nor  her  feet 
Relieved  her  wing  till  found;  without 

thy  light 
My  Paradise  had  still  been  incomplete. 
Since  my  tenth  sun  gave  summer  to  my  sight 
Thou  wert  my  life,  the  essence  of  my 

thought. 
Loved  ere  I  knew  the  name  of  love,  and 

bright 
Still  in  th(de  dim  old  eye^,  now  overwrought 
With  the  world's  war,  and  years,  and 

banishment. 
And  tears  for  thee,by  other  woes  untaught ; 
For  mine  is  not  a  feature  to  be  bent 
By  tyrannous  fapion,  and  the  brawling 

crowd; 
And  though  the  long,  long  conflict  hath 

been  spent 
In  vain,  and  never  more,save  when  the  cloud, 
Which   overhangs   the    Apenninu,    my 

mind*s  eye 
Pierces  to  fancy  Florence,  once  so  proud 
Of  me,  can  I  return,  though  but  to  die. 
Unto  my  native  soil,  they  have  not  yet 
Quenched  tlie  old  exile's  spirit,  stern  and 

high. 
But  the  sun,  though  not  overcast,  must  set. 
And  the  night  rometli ;  I  am  old  in  days. 
And  deeds,  and  contemplation,  and  have 

toet 


Destruction  face  to  face  in  ail  his  wavt. 
The  world  hath  left  me ,   what  (t  f omd 

me^pore. 
And  if  I  have  not  gathered  yet  its  praise, 
I  sought  it  not  by  any  baser  lure; 
Man  wrongs,  and  Time  avengee,  and  my 

name 
May  form  a  monument  not  all  obscnic, 
Though  such  was  not  my  ambition'^  ttd 

or  aim. 
To  add  to  the  vain-glorious  list  of  thsM 
Who  dabble  in  the  pettiness  of  fame, 
And  make  men's  fickle  breath  the  wind  that 

blows 
Their  sail,  and  deem  it  glory  to  be  clasi^ 
With  conquerors,  and  Virtue's  other  feci, 
In  bloody  chronicles  of  age«  paeft. 
I  would  have  had  my  Florence  great  ni 

free: 
Oh  Florence !  Florence !  unto  me  thou  wail 
Like  that  Jerusalem  which  the  Almighty  Hs 
Wept  over:  ^'but  thou  wouldst  not;"!! 

the  bird 
Gathers  its  young,  I  would  have  gather^ 

thee 
Beneath  a  parent-pinion,  liadst  thou  heard 
My  voice ;  but  as  the  adder,deaf  and  fierce, 
Against  the  breast  that   cherish'd  thee 

was  stirr'd 
Thy  venom,  and  my  state  thou  didst  amerce, 
And  doom  this  body  forfeit  to  the  fiie. 
Alas !  how  bitter  is  his  country's  curse 
To  him  who/or  that  country  would  expire, 
But  did  not  merit  to  expire  fry  her. 
And  loves  her,  loves  her  even  in  Iwr  ire. 
The  day  may  come  when  she  will  cease 

to  err« 
The  day  may  come  she  would  be  proad 

to  have 
The  dust  she  dooms  to  scatter,  and  traasfer 
Of  him,  whom  she  denied  a  home,  the 

grave. 
But  this  shall  not  be  granted ;  let  my  dast 
Lie  where  it  falls;   nor  shall  the  sail 

which  gave 
Me  breath,  but  in  her  sudden  fury  thmst 
Me  forth  to  breathe  elsewhere,  so  rs- 

assume 
My  indignant  bones,  because  her  angry 

gust 
Forsooth  is  over,  and  repeal'd  her  doeoL 
No,— she  denied  me  what  was  mine— my 

roo( 
And  shall  not  have  what  la  not  hers -my 
'*  tomb. 

Too  long  her  armed  wrath  hath  kept  alsof 
The  breast  which  would  have  bled  for 

her,  the  heart  * 
That  beat,  the  mind  that  wastemptatisa* 

proof. 
The  man  who  fought,  toil'd,  travell'd,  and 

each  part 
Of  a  true  citixen  fulfiU'd,  and  saw 
For  his  reward  the  Gueirs  ascendant  art 
Pass  his  destruction  even  into  a  law. 
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Thete  thiaga  aro  not  made  for  f orgelfiil- 


Florence  shall  be  forgotten  first;  too  raw 
The  wound,  too  deep  the  wrong,  and  the 

diftreM 
Of  such  endnrance  too  prolonged,  to  make 
My  pardon  greater,  her  injustice  less, 
Thoof^  late  repented ;  yet— yet  for  her  take 
I  feel  tome  fonder  yeamingt,and  for  thine. 
My  own  Beatrice,  I  wonld  hardly  take 
Vengeance  npon  the  land  which  once  was 

mine. 
And  ttill  is  hallow'dby  thy  dnst*sretnm. 
Which  would  protect  the  murderess  like 

a  shrine. 
And  saTO  ten  thousand  foes  hy  thy  sole  urn. 
Though,  like  old  Marius  from  Mintume*s 

marsh 
And  Carthage  ruins,  my  lone  breast  may 

bum 

At  times  with  evil  feelings  hot  and  harsh. 

And  sometimes  the  last  pangs  of  a  vile  foe 

Writhe  in  a  dream  before  me,  and  overarch 

My  brow  with  hopes  of  triumph,  —  let 

them  go ! 
Such  are  the  last  infirmities  of  those 
Who  long  have  suffered  more  than  mortal 

woe, 
And  yet  being  mortal  still,  have  no  repose 
But  on  the  pillow  of  Revenge— Revenge, 
Who  sleeps  to  dream  of  blood,  and  waking 

glows 
With  the  oft-baffied,  slakeless  thirst  of 

change. 
When  we  shall  mount  again,  and  they 

that  trod 
Be  trampled  on,while  Death  and  Ate  range 
O^  humbled  heads  and  sever*d  necks- 
Great  Godt 
Take  these  thoughts  from  me  —  to  thy 

hands  I  yield 
My  many  wrongs,  and  thine  almighty  rod 
Will  fall  on  those  who  smote  me, — ^be  my 

shield ! 
As  thou  hast  been  in  peril,  and  in  pain, 
In  turbulent  cities,  and  the  tented  field- 
In  toil,  and  many  troubles  borne  in  vain 
For  Florence.— I  appeal  from  her  to  Thee ! 
Thee, whom  I  late  saw  in  thy  loftiest  reign, 
Ifiven  in  that  glorious  vision,  which  to  see 
And  live  was  never  granted  until  now. 
And  yet  thou  hast  permitted  this  to  me. 
Alas !  with  what  a  weight  upon  my  brow 
The  sense  of  earth  and  earthly  things 

come  back. 
Corrosive  passions,  feelings  dull  and  low. 
The  heart's  quick  throb  upon  the  mental 
rack. 
Long  dny,and  dreary  night ;  the  retrospect 
or  half  a  century  bloody  and  black. 
And  the  frail  few  years  1  may  yet  expect 
Hoary  and  hopeless,  but  less  hard  to  bear. 
For  I  have  been   too   long  and    deeply 

wreck'd 
On  the  lone  rock  of  desolate  Despair 


To  lift  my  eyes  more  to  the  passing  sail 
Which  shuns  that  reef  so  horrible  and 

bare; 
Nor  raise  my  voioe—  for  who  would  heed 

my  wail? 
I  am  not  of  this  people,  nor  this  age. 
And  yet  my  harpings  will  unfold  a  tale 
Which  shall  preserve  these  times  when  not 

a  page 
Of  their  perturbed  annals  could  attrael 
An  eye  to  gase  upon  their  eiril  rage, 
Did  not  my  verse  embalm  full  auiay  an  aet 
Worthless  as  they  who  wrought  it:  *tit 

the  doom 
Of  spirits  of  my  order  to  be  raek*d 
la  llfe,to  wear  their  hearts  out,  and  consume 
Their  days  in  endless  strifo,and  die  alone ; 
Then  future  thousands  crowd  around  dieir 

tomb. 
And   pilgrims   come  tnm  climes,  where 

they  have  known 
The  name  of  him — ^who  now  is  but  a  name. 
And  wasting  homage  o'er  the  sullen  stone 
Spread  his —  by  him  unheard,  unheeded- 
fame  ; 
And  mine  at  least  hath  cost  me  dear*: 

to  die 
Is  nothing ;  but  to  wither  thus — to  tame 
My  mind  down  from  its  own  infinity — 
To  live  in  narrow  ways  with  little  men, 
A  common  >ight  to  every  common  eye, 
A  wanderer,whne  even  wolves  can  find  a  den, 
Ripp'd  from  all  kindred,  from  all  home, 

all  things 
That  make  communion  sweet,  and  soften 

paia — 
To  feel  me  in  the  solitude  of  kings 
Without  the  power   that  makes  them 

bear  a  crown- 
To  eavy  every  dove  his  nest  and  wings 
Which  waft  him  where  the  Apennine  looks 

down 
On  Amo,  till  he  perches.  It  may  be. 
Within  my  all-inexorable  town. 
Where  yet  my  boys  are,  and  that  fatal  she. 
Their  mother,  the  cold  partner  who  hath 

brought 
Destruction  for  a  dowry— (£is  to  see 
And  feel,  and  know  without  repair,  hath 

taught 
A  bitter  lesson ;  but  it  leaves  mo  free : 
I  have  not  vilely   found,   nor   basely 

songlit, — 
They  made  an  Exile— not  a  slave  of  me. 


CANTO    II. 

Tmb  Spirit  of  the  fervent  days  of  Old, 
When  words  were  things  that  came  to 

pass,  and  thought 
Flashed   o*er  the  future,   bidding  men 

behold 


674 


PROrHBGY     OF     DAKTE. 


Their  children^  childrco^  doom  already 

brought 
ForUi  fVom  the  whysu  of  time  M'hirh  is  to  be, 
The  chaof  of  events ,   where  lie  half- 

wroug^it 
Shapes  that  miut  iuiderg;o  mortality ; 
What   the   groat  Som  of  Israel   wore 

within, 
That  spirit  was  on  tliem ,  and  is  on  me, 
And  if,  Cassandra-like,  amidst  the  din 
Of  conflict  none  will  hear  or  hearing  heed 
This  Toice  from  out    the  IViiderness, 

tlie  sin 
Be  theirs,  and  my  own  feelings  be  my  meed, 
The  only  guenlon  I  have  ever  known. 
llast  thou  not  bled?  and  hast  thou  still 

to  bleed, 

Italia?  Ah!  to  me  snch  things,  foreshown 

With  dim  sepulchral  light,  bid  me  forget 

In  thine  irreparable  wrongs  my  own; 

We  can  have  but  one  country ,  and  even  yet 

Thou'rt  mine — my  bones  shall  be  within 

thy  breast. 
My  soul  within  thy  language,  which 

once  set 
With  our  old  Homan  sway  in  the  wide  West; 
But  I  will  make  another  tongue  arise 
As  lofty  and  more  sweet,  in  which  exprest 
The  heroes  ardour,  or  the  lovcr-s  sighs, 
Shall  find  alike  such  sounds  for  every 

theme 
That  every  word,  as  brilliant  as  thy  skies, 
Shall  realise  a  poet*s  proudest  dream. 
And  make  thee  Europe^s   nightingale  of 

song; 
So  that  all  present  speech  to  thine  shall 

seem 
The  note  of  meaner  birds,  and  every  tongue 
Confess  its  barbarism    when  compared 

with  thine. 
This  shalt  thoa  owe  to  him  thou  didst 

so  wrong. 
Thy  Tuscan  Bard,  the  banbh'd  Ghibelline. 
Woe!  woe!  the  veil  of  coming  centuries 
Is  rent,— a  thousand  years  which  yet 

supine 
Lie  like  the  ocean-waves  ere  winds  arise. 
Heaving  in  dark  and  sullen  undulation, 
Float  from  eternity  into  these  eyes ; 
The  storms  yet  sleep,  tlie  clouds  still  keep 

their  station. 
The  unborn  earthquake  yet  is  in  the  womb. 
The  bloody  chaos  yet  expects  creation. 
But  all  things  are  disposing  for  thy  doom; 
The  elements  await  but  for  the  word, 
*^Let  tliere  be  darkness  !**  and  thou  growst 

a  toiub ! 
Yes !  thou,  so  beautiful,  shalt  feel  the  sword. 
Thou,  Italy !  so  fair  that  Paradise, 
Kevived  in  thee,  blooms  forth  to  man 

restored: 
Ah !  must  the  sons  of  Adam  lose  it  twice  ? 
Thou  Italy!  whose  v.\er  golden  fields. 
Ploughed  by  the  sunbeams  solely,  wonld 

fttllice 


For  the  world's  granary  |  Uioa  whmt  sky 

heaven  gilds 
Witli  brighter  stars,  and  robes  with  deeper 

bine ; 
Thou,  in  whose  pleasant  places  Sbbubcc 

bnilde 
Her  palace.  In  whose  cradle  Empire  grew. 
And  form'd  the  Eternal  City's  •mamsstr 
From   spoils  of  kings  whom    freema 

overthrew  | 
Birthplace  of  heroes,  sancinaiy  of  sainls, 
Where  earthly  first,  then  heavenly  glsij 

made 
Her  home ;  thon,  all  which  fondort  ftuKj 

paints. 
And  finds  her  prior  vision  bnt  portrayed 
In  feeble  colours,  when  the  eye — firm 

the  Alp 
Of  horrid  snow,and  rock  and  shaggy  shiis 
Of  desert-loving  pine,  whose  emerald  scalp 
Nods  to  the  storm— dilates  and  dotes  o>r 

thee, 
And  wistfully  implores,  as  Hwere,  for  helf 
To  see  thy  sunny  fields,  my  Italy, 
\c*ar<-r  and  nearer  yet,  and  dear«r  still 
The  more  approach^ ,  and  dearest  were 

they  free; — 
Thou — ^Thou  must  wither  to  each  tyrant's 

will: 
The   Goth    hath  been,  —  the   Germia, 

Frank,  and  Haa 
Are  yet  to  come, — and  on  the  imperialhill 
Huin,  already  proud  of  the  deeds  done 
By  die  old  barbarians ,  there  awaits  tbc 

new. 
Throned  on  the  Palatine,  while  lost  and 

won 

Rome  at  her  feet  lies  bleeding;  and  the  hne 

Of  himian  sacrifice  and  Roman  slaughter 

IVoublvs  the  clotted  air,  of  lale  so  bine, 

And  deepens  int4i  red  the  salTron  water 

Of  Tiber,  thick  with  dead;  the  helpless 

priest. 
And  still   more  helpless  nor   less  holj 

daughter, 
Vow'd  to  their  God,  have  shrieking  fled, 

and  ceased 
Their  ministry:  the  nations  take  their 

Iberian,  Almmn,  Lombard,  and  the  beast 
And  bird,  wolf,  vulture,   more  hnnuae 

than  they 
Are ;  these  but  gorge  the  flesh  and  lip 

the  gore 
Of  the  departed,  and  then  go  their  way; 
But  tliose,  the  human  savages,  explore 
All  paths  of  torture,  and  insatiate  yet, 
With  Ugolino-hunger  prowl  for  more. 
Nino  moons  shall  rise  o^er  acenea  like  this 

and  set; 
The  chiefless  army  of  the  dead ,  which 

late 
Beneath  the  traitor  Princess  banner  net. 
Hath  left  its  leader's  ashes  at  the  gate ; 
Had  but  the  royal  Rebel  lived,  pandiaacc 
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Thofihadfft  been  •pared,  Imt  hii  IbtoIvciI 

thj  fate. 
Oh !  Rome,  the  ipoiler  or  the  spoil  of  France, 
Prom  Brennnt  to  the  Bnurbon,ne¥er,never 
Shall    foreign   ftandard  to   thj    walls 

advance 
But  Tiber  shall  become  a  moamfal  riTor. 
Oh!  when  the  strangers  pass  the  Alps 

and  Po, 
Cmsh  them  ye  rocks !  floods,  whelm  them, 

*  and  for  ever! 
Whr  sleep  the  idle  avalanches  so, 

lo  topple  on  the  lonelj  pilgrim^s  head? 
Why  doth  Eridanns  bnt  overflow 
The  peasants  harvest  from  his  turbid  bed? 
Were  not  each  barbarous  horde  a  nobler 

prevf 
Over  Gambyses^  host  the  desert  spread 
Her  sandy  ocean,  and  the  sea  waves*  sway 
Roird  over  Pharaoh  and  his  thousands, 

—  why 
Mountains  and  waters  do  ye  not  as  thev ! 
And  you,  ye  men !  Romans,  who  dare  not  die, 
Sons  of  the  conquerors  who  overthrew 
Those    who    overthrew   proud   Xerxes, 

where  yet  lie 
The  dead  whose  tomb  Oblivion  never  knew. 
Are  the  Alps  weaker  than  Thermopyls? 
'I'heir  passes  more  alluring  to  the  view 
Of  an  invader?  is  it  they,  or  ye, 

I'hat  to  each  host  the   mountain-gate 

unbar. 
And  leave  the  march  in  peace,  the  pas- 
sage free? 
Why,  Nature^s  self  detains  the  victor^s  car 
And  makes  your  land  irapregnable,if  earth 
Con  Id  be  so;  but  alone  she  will  not  war, 
Vet  aids  the  warrior  worthy  of  his  birth 
In  a  soil  where  the  mothers  bring  forth 

men: 
Not  so  with  those  whose  souls  are  little 

worth ; 
For  them  no  fortress  can  avail, — the  den 
Of  the  poor  reptile  which  preserves  its 

sting 
Is  more  secure  than  walls  of  adamant, 

when 
The  hearts  of  those  within  are  quivering. 
Are  ye  not  brave?  Yes,yet  the  Ausonian  soil 
Hath  hearts,  and  hands,  and  arms,  and 

hosts  to  bring 
Against  Oppression ;  but  how  vain  the  toil. 
While  still  Division  sows  the  seeds  of  woe 
And  weakness,  till   the  stranger  reaps 

the  spoil. 
Oh !  my  own  beauteous  land!  so  long  laid  low. 
So  long  the  grave  of  thy  own  children's 

hopes, 
When  there  is  bnt  required  a  single  blow 
To  break  the  chain,  yet— yet.  the  Avenger 

stops. 
And  Doubt  and  Discord  step  *twiil  thine 

and  thee. 
And  join  their  strength  to  that  which 

with  thao  copes; 


What  Is  there  wanting  then  to  set  thee  free. 
And  show  thy  boantv  in  its  fullest  light? 
To  make  the  Alps  impassable;  and  tre. 

Her  sons,  may  do  this  with  ono  deed — Unite ! 


CANTO    IIL 

FaoH  out  the  mass  of  never  dying  111, 
The  Plague,  the  Prince,  the  Strancer, 

and  the  Sword, 
Viali  of  wrath  bnt  emptied  to  refill 
And  flow  again,  I  cannot  all  record 
That  crowds  on  my  prophetic  eyet  the 

earth 
And  ocean  written  o'er  would  not  afford 
Space  for  the  annal,  yet  it  shall  go  forth; 
Yes,  all,  though  not  by  human  pen,  is 

graven, 
There  where  the  farthest  suns  and  start 

have  birth. 
Spread  like  a  banner  at  the  gate  of  heaven. 
The  bloody    scroll   of  our    millennial 

wrongs 
Waves,and  the  echo  of  our  groans  is  driven 
Athwart  the  sound  of  archangelic  songs. 
And  Italy,  the  martyr'd  nation^d  gore. 
Will  not  in  ^ain  arise  to  where  belongs 
Omnipotence  and  mercy  ei  ermoro : 

Like  to  a  harpstring  dtrickenlby  the  wind, 
The  sound  of  her  lament  shall,  rising  o'er 
The  seraph-voices,  touch  the  Almighty  Mind. 
Meantime  1,  humblest  of  tliy  sons,  and  of 
Earth's  dust  by  immortality  refined 
To  sense  and  suffering,  though  the  vain  may 

scoff. 
And  tyrants  threat ,  and  meeker  victims 

bow 
Before  the  storm  because  its  breath  is 

rough. 

To  thee,  my  country !  whom  before  as  now, 

I  loved  and  love,dcvote  the  mournful  lyre 

And  melancholy  gift  high  powers  allow 

To  read  the  fkiture;  and  if  now  ray  fire 

Is  not  as  once  it  shone  o'er  thee,  forgive ! 

I  but  foretell  thy  fortunes — then  expire  ; 

Think  not  that  I  would  look  on  them  and 

live. 
A  spirit  forces  me  to  see  and  speak. 
And  for  my  guerdon  grants  not  to  survive ; 
My  heart  shall  be  pour'd  over  thee  and 

break : 
Yet  for  a  moment,  ere  I  must  resume 
Thy  sable  web  of  sorrow,  let  me  take 
Over  the  gleams  that  flash  athwart  Ihy 

gloom 
A  softer  glimpse;  some  stars  shine  through 

thy  night. 
And  many  meteors ,  and  above  thy  tomb 
Leans  sculptured  Beauty ,    which  Death 

cannot  blight; 
And  from  thine  ashes  boundless  spirits  rise 
To  give  thee  honoor  and  the  earth  delight; 
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Thj  toll  ahall  elill  be  pr^aat  with  the 

wife, 
The  gajy  the  leamM,  the  grneront,  tnd 

the  brave. 
Native  to  thee  u»  •mnmer  to  thj  ekiet, 
Conqueron  on  foreign  shores  and  the  far 

waie. 
Discoverers  of  new  worlds,  which  take 

their  name ; 
For  tkee  alone  they  have  no  arm  to  save. 
And  all  thj  recompense  Is  In  their  fame, 
A  noble  one  to  them,  bat  not  to  thee  — 
Shall  they  be  glorioiu,   and  then  still 

the  same  ? 

Oh !  more  than  these  illustrtons  far  shall  be 

The  being — and  even  yet  he  may  be  bom — 

The  mortal  saviour  who  shall  set  thee  free, 

And  see  thy  diadem,  so  changed  and  worn 

By  fresh  barbarians,on  thy  brow  replaced ; 

And  the  sweet  snn  replenishing  thy  room, 

Thy  moral  mom,   too  long  with  clouds 

defaced 
And  noxious  vapours  from  Averaus  risen. 
Such  as  all  they  must  breathe  who  are 

debased 
By  servitude,  and  have  the  mind  in  prison. 
Yet  through  this  centnried  eclipse  of  woe 
Some  voices  shall  be  heard ,   and  earth 

shall  listen ;  • 
Poets  shall  follow  in  the  path  I  show, 
A  nd  make  it  broader;the  same  brilliant  sky 
Which  cheers  the  birds  to  song  shall  bid 

them  glow. 
And  raise  their  notes  as  natural  and  high ; 
Tuneful  shall  be  their  numbers  t  they 

shall  sing 

Many  of  love,  and  some  of  liberty. 

But  few  shall  soar  upon  that  eaglets  wing. 

And  look  in  thesun^s  face  with  eaglets  gaxe 

All  free  and  fearless  as  the  feather'd  king. 

But  fly  more  near  the  earth ;  how  many  a 

phrase 
Sublime  shall  lavished  he  on  some  small 

prince 
In  all  the  prodigality  of  praise! 
And  language,  eloquently  filse,  evince 
Theharlotry  of  genius,  which,likebeauty, 
Too  oft  forgets  its  own  self-reverence, 
And  looks  on  prostitution  as  a  duty. 
He  who  once  enters  in  a  tyrants  hall 
As  guest  is  slave,  his  thoughts  become 

a  booty. 

And  the  first  day  which  sees  the  chain  enthral 

A  captive,  sees  his  half  of  manhood  gone— 

The  soul's  emasculation  saddens  all 

His  spirit ;  thus  the  Bard  too  near  the  throne 

Quails  from  his  inspiration,  bound  to 

pieaae, — 
How  servile  is  the  task  to  please  alone ! 
To  smooth  the  verse  to  suit  his  sovereign's 


Thof  tmmeU'd,    tlraa  chAmbM  ts 

Flatteryls  trdblcs, 
He  toils  through  all ,  etiU  tranhlbgte 

he  wvoBgi 
For  fear  some  noble  thoughts,  Uhe  hsavsaly 

rebels. 
Should  rise  up  in  high  treaaoB  Uhbbnki, 
He  sings,  as  the  AtheniaA  apohe,  with 

pebbles 
In's  mouth,  lest   truth   shoold    staaoMr 

through  hisstiaii. 
But  out  of  the  long  file  of  sonueCeeis 
There  shall  be  some  who  will  nH  sisg 

invftlB, 
And  he,  their  prince,  shall  rank  aoMi^a^ 


And  royal  leisure,  nor  too  much  prolong 
Aught  save  his  eulogy,  and  find,  and 

•eixe,  . 

Or  foiee,  or  forge  fit  trgoBMnt  of  ioag! 


And  love  shall  be  his  torment;  bat  kii 

grief 
Shall  make  an  immortality  of  tears, 
And  Italy  shall  hail  him  as  the  Oiief 
Of  Poet-lovers,  and  his  higher  song 
Of  Freedom  wreathe  him  with  as  grMi 

a  leaf. 
But  in  a  farther  age  shall  rise  along  i 

The  banks  of  Po  two  greater  atlll  thaa  he ;    ' 
The  world  which  smiled  on  him  shall  io    \ 

them  wrong 
Till  they  are  ashes  and  repose  with  bm. 
The  first  will  make  an  epoch  with  his  Im, 
And  fill  the  earth  with  feats  of  ehiralry : 
His  fkncy  like  a  rainbow,  aad  hb  fire, 
Like  that  of  heaven ,  immortal ,  and  Us 

thought 

Borne  onward  with  a  wing  that  cannot  tire; 

Pleasure  shall,  like  a  bntterfiy  new  canght, 

Flutter  her  lovely  pinions  o'er  his  thenc, 

Arfd  Art  itself  seem  into  Nature  wrsaght 

By  the  transparency  of  his  bright  dreaoL— 

The  second,  of  a  tenderer,  sadder  msod. 

Shall  pour  his  soul  out  o'er  Jerusalem; 

He,  too,  shall  sing  of  arms,  and  chiistlaa 

blood 
Shed  when  Christ  bled  for  man;  sad 

his  high  harp 

Shall,  by  the  willow  over  Jordan's  flesd. 

Revive  a  song  of  Sion,  and  the  sharp 

Conflict,  and  final  triumph  of  the  btave 

And  pious,  and  the  strife  of  hell  to  warp 

Their  hearts   from    their  i^reat  porpese, 

uBttl  wave 
The  red-cross  banners  where  the  first 

red  Cram 
Was  crimsoaM  from  his  veins  who  died 

to  save. 
Shall  be  his  sacred  argument ;  Uie  less 
Of  years,  of  favour,  freedom,  eveu  offfiuBe 
Contested  for  a  time,  while  the  smooth 

gloss 
Of  courts  would  slide  oVr  his  fbrgottca  bbbm. 
And  call  captivity  a  kindness,  meant 
To  shield  him  from  insanity  or  shaoie, 
Sach  shall  be  his  oMet  gaerdoa  I  who  was 

seat 
To  be  Christ's  Laareato— thenr  reward 

him  well! 


PRorBSCV   or  oartr 


Mi 


FlMranee  doont  me  but  death  or  bniih- 

ment, 
V^emini  him  m  pittaaee  aod  a  cell. 

Harder  to  bear  and  left  deferred,  for  I 
Had  ftnnic  the  fkctionf  which  I  ftrore 

to  qaell ; 


Will  looic  on  earth  and  heaven,  and  who 

will  deign 
To  embalm  with  hif  celeftial  flattery 
Af  poor  a  thing  af  e*er  waf  f  pawned  to  reign, 
What  will  he  do  to  merit  f nch  a  doom  ? 
Perhapf  M\\  (oec,— and  if  not  Iotc  in  Tain 
Torture  enough  without  a  liring  tombf 
Yet  it  will  be  fo— he  and  hif  compeer. 
The  Bard  of  Chivalry,  will  both  confume 
In  penury  and  pain  too  many  a  year. 
And,  dying  in  defpondenry,  bequeath 
To  the  kind  world ,  which  fcarce  will 

yield  a  tear, 
A  heritage  enriching  all  who  breathe 
With  Uie  wealth  of  a  genuine  poet*f  foul, 
And  to  their  country  a  redoubled  wreath, 
UnmatchM  by  time ;  not  Hellaf  can  unrol 
Through  herOlympiadf  two  such  namef, 

though  one 
Of  herf  b^mighty ; — and  is  this  the  whole 
Of  fuch  men^f  destiny  beneath  the  fun  ? 
Muf  t  all  the  finer  thoughts,  the  thrilling 

feme, 
The  electric  blood  with  which  their  arte- 

rief  run, 
Their  body's  self  tumM  soul  with  the  intense 
Feeling  of  that  which  is,  and  fancy  of 
That  which  should  be,  to  such  a  recom- 
pense 
Omductf  shall  their  bright  plumage  on 

the  Kiugh 
Storm  be  f  til  1  fcatterM?  Yef  ,and  it  rauf  t  lie. 
For,  formM  of  far  too  penetrable  stuff, 
Theee  birdf  of  Paradise  but  long  to  flee 
Back  to  their  native  mansion,  foon  they 

find 
Earth'f  mift  with  their  pure  piniouf  not 

agree. 
And  die,  or  are  degraded,  for  the  mind 
Succumbs  to  long  infection,  and  despair, 
And  Tulture-passjions  flying  close  behind. 
Await  the  moment  to  assail  and  tear ; . 
And  when  at  length  the  winged  wander- 
ers stoop. 
Then  if  the  prey-birds*  triumph,    then 

they  share 
The  spoil,  o>rpower*d  at  length  by  one  fell 

fvoop. 
Yet  fome   have   been   untouched,   who 

leamM  to  bear. 
Some  whom  no  power  could  ever  force 

to  droop. 
Who  could  ref ift  themfeWef  even,  hardest 

care. 
And  taf k  mof t  hopeleff !  but  f ome  f nch 

hare  been. 
And  if  my  name  amongst  the  number  were 
That  dcf tiny  auftere,  and  yet  lerena. 


Were  prouder  thm  moio  ianling  Ikme 

onblest; 
The  Alp*f  niow-fVDUBit  nearer  heaven  li 


Than  the  voleano^t  fierce  empliire  crett, 
Whofo  f  pleadovr  from  the  hlaefc  abyia 

if  flung, 
While  the  ecorehM  mountain,  mm  whom 

burning  breatt 
A  temporary  torturing  flanM  U  wrung, 
Shinef  for  a  night  of  terror,  thea  repeli 
Itf  fire  back  to  tlie  hell  from  whence  It 

fprung. 
The  hell  which  in  itf  entraib  erer  dwellf. 


CANTO    IV. 

Many  are  poetf  who  have  never  penn*d 
Their  inspiration,  and  perchance  the  heft : 
They  felt,  and  loved,  and  died,  but  would 

not  lend 
Their  thoughtf  to  meaner   beingf ;    they 

compreff*d 
The  god  within  them,  and  rejoiuM  the 

stars 
Unlanreird  upon  earth,  but  far  more  bleet 
Than  thofc  who  are  degraded  by  the  jare 
Of  paffion,  and  their  frailties  link'd  to 

fune, 
Conquerorf  of  high  renown ,  but  lull  of 

fcars. 
Many  are  poetf  but  without  the  name. 
For  what  is  poesy  but  to  create 
From  overfeeling  good  or  ill;   and  aim 
At  an  external  life  beyond  our  fate. 

And  be  the  new  Prometheus  of  new  men. 
Bestowing  fire  from  heaven,  and  then 

too  late. 

Finding  the  pleasure  given  repaid  with  pain, 

And  vultures  to  the  heart  of  the  bestower, 

Who,having  lavished  his  high  gift  in  vain, 

Licf  chained  to  hif  lone  rock  by  the  fca< 

fhore? 
So  belt:  we  can  bear.— But  thuf  all  they, 
Whofe  intellect  if  an  overmastering  power 
Which  still  recoilf  from  itf  encumbering 

clay 
Or  lighteuf  it  to  f pint,  whatf oe*er 
The  form  which  their  creatiouf  may  ef fay. 
Are  bardf  $  the  kindled  marble*f  buft  may 

wear 
More  pocfT  upon  itf  fpeaking  brow 
Than  aught  lef  f  than  the  Homeric  page 

may  bear; 
One  noble  f  troke  with  a  whole  life  may  glow. 
Or  deify  the  canvaf  till  it  fhine 
With  beauty  fo  f nrpaffing  all  below, 
That  they  who  kneel  to  idols  so  divine 
Break  no  commandment,  for  high  heaven 

is  there 
Transfufed,  trauffigurated :  and  the  line 
Of  poesy  whldi  peoplcf  but  the  air 

73 


&;i8 


PROPHECY     OF    DANTE. 


With  thiMght  audi  beingt  of  our  thonght 

reflected, 
Caniiono  more:  then  lot  the  artift  aharo 
The  palm,  hv  shareii  the  peril,  and  dnjeetcd 
Faint*  oW  the  iaboar  anapproyed  —  A  lag ! 
Detpair  kttd  Genine  are  to«i  «»ft  connected. 
Within  thoiHf^ed  whirh  hefore  roe  pass, 
Art  shall  resnnie  and  equal  eyen  the  tway 
Which  .with  Apelles  and  old  Phidiaa 
She  held  in-liellas*  nnforf^tten  day. 
Ye  thai!  he  taufrht  by  Rnin  to  revive 
The  Ghrecian  forma  at  lenat  from  their 

decay. 
And  Roman  aoula  at  laat  again  ahall  live 
In  Roman  worka  wrought  by  Italian  handa. 
And  templea,  loftier  than  the  old  templea, 

give 
New  wondera  to  the  world ;  and  while  atill 

atanda 
The  auatere  Pantheon,  into  heaven  ahall 

aoar 
A  dome,  ita  image,  while  the  baae  expands 
Into  a  fane  anrpaaaing  all  before, 

Snch  aa  all  flesh  shall  flock  to  kneel  in: 

ne'er 
Such  aight  hath  been  unfolded  by  a  door 
Aa  thia,  to  which  all  nations  shall  repair 
And  lay  their  sins  at  this  huge  gate  of 

heaven. 
And  the  bold  architect  unto  whose  care 
The  daring  charge  to  raiae  it  shall  be  given, 
Whom  all   arta  ahall  acknowledge   aa 

their  lord. 

Whether  into  the  marble-chaoa  driven 

His  chisel  bid  the  Hebrew,  at  whose  word 

Israel  left  Kgypt,  stop  the  waves  in  atone. 

Or  hues  of  hell  be  by  liia  pencil  pour'd 

Over  the  damn'd  before  theJndgment-throne, 

Snch  aa  I  aaw  them,  auch  aa  all  shall  see, 

Or  fanes  be  built  of  grandeur  yet  unknown. 

The  stream  of  hia  great  thoughts  shall  spring 

from  me, 
TheGhibelline,  who  traveraed  the  three 

realma 
Which  form  the  empire  of  eternity. 
Amidat  the  claah  of  aworda  and  clang  of 

helma, 
The  age  which  I  anticipate,  no  leaa 
Shall  be  the  Age  of  BeauUr,  and  while 

whelma 
Calamity  the  nationa  with  diatreaa. 
The  geniua  of  my  country  ahall  ariie, 
A  Cedar  towering  o^er  the  Wildemeat, 
Lovely  in  all  ita  branches  to  all  eyea. 
Fragrant  aa  fair,  and  recogniied  afkr, 
WalUng  ita  native  incenae  through  the 

■kiea. 
Sovereigns  shall  pause  amidat  their  sport 

of  war, 
Weaa*d  for  aa  hour  from  blood ,  to  turn 

and  gaie 
On  canvas  or  on  stone ;  and  th^  who  mar 
All  beauty  upon  earth,  compeird  to  praise. 
Shall  feel  the  power  of  that  which  they 

destroy; 


And  Art^s  mistaken  gratitude  HiaU  raise 
To  tyrants,  who  but  take  her  for  a  toy, 
Eiublema  and  monnments,  and  prestitite 
Her  charms  to  pontifTs  proud ,  who  kit 

employ 

The  man  of  genius  as  tlie  meanest  brute 

To  bear  a  burthen,  and  to  serve  a  aesi, 

To  sell  hin  labonra,  and  hia  soul  to  boot: 

Who  toils  for  nationa  may  be  poor  indeed 

But  free;  who  aweata  formonarcha  iiia 

more 
Than  the  gilt  chamberlain,  who,  cletM 

and  fee^il, 
Standa  sleek  and  alaviah  bowing  at  hia  door. 
Oh,  Power  that  rnlest  and  inspirest!  kov 
Is  it  that  they  on  earth,  whose  earthlj 

power 
la  likeat  thine  in  heaven  in  outward  shov, 
Least  like  to  thee  in  attributes  divine. 
Tread  on  the  univemal  necks  that  bov, 
And  then  assure  us  that  their  rights  tie 

tliine  ? 
And  how  is  it  that  they,  the  sons  of  fasie, 
Whose  inspiration  seems  to  them  to  shine 
From  high ,  they  whom  the  nations  ofteit 

name. 
Must  pass  their  days  in  penury  or  pais. 
Or  step  to  grandeur  through  the  patha  s( 

shame. 
And  wear  a  deeper  brand  and  gaudier  chais  Y 
Or  if  their  destiny  be  bom  aloof 
From  lowliness,or  tempted  thence  in  vain. 
In  their  own  souls  sustain  a  harder  proof. 
The  inner  war  of  passions  deep  and  fierce? 
Florence !  when  thy  harsh  sentence  rased 

my  roof, 

I  loved  thee,  but  the  vengeance  of  ny  verse, 

The  hate  of  injuries,  which  every  year 

Makes  greater  and  accnmulates  my  cane. 

Shall  live,  outliving  all  thou  boldest  dear. 

Thy   pride ,   thy  wealth  ,    thy  freedon, 

and  oven  tAal, 
The  moat  infernal  of  all  evils  here, 
The  sway  of  petty  tyrants  in  a  state; 
For  such  sway  is  not  limited  to  kings, 
And  demagogues  yield  to  them  bat  ia 

date 
As  swept  off  sooner ;  in  all  deadly  things 
Which  make  men  hale  theoisolves,  iM 

one  another, 
la  discord,  cowardice,  cruelty ,  aUttit 

springs 
From  Death  the  Sin-bom's  inceat  with  Us 

mother. 
In  rank  oppression  in  Its  rudest  shape, 
The  fution-Chief  is  but  the  SollM^ 

brother. 
And  the  worst  despot's  fiur  less  hirauui  aiie  t 
Florence  1  when  this  lone  spirit,  which 

so  long 
Yeam'd  as  the  captive  toiling  at  ijstsn> 
To  fly  hack  to  thee  ia  despite  of  wrong, 
An  eaile,  saddest  of  all  priaonem. 
Who  has  the  whole  world  for  adaqgesa 

atmng. 
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Sea4,  monataiiity  and  the  hoiiion*s  rtatgt 

fnr  ban, 
Which  shut  him  from  the  sole  imall  spot 

of  earth 
Where  —  whatsoever  his  fate — he  still 

were  hers. 
His  country^n,  and  might  die  where  he  had 

birth- 
Florence!  when  this  lone  spirit  shall  return 
To  kindred  spirits,   thou  wilt  feel  my 

worth, 
And  seek  to  honour  with  an  empty  nm 
The  ashes  thou  shalt  ne'er  obtain. — Alas! 
^What  have  J  done  to  thee,  my  people?^ 

Stern 


((1 


Are  all  thy  dealinga,  hut  la  this  they  pasi 
The  limits  of  maB^i  common  malice,  for 
All  that  a  citiiea  could  be  I  was; 

Uaued  by  th^  will,all  thine  in  peace  or  war. 
And  for  this  ^ou  hast  warrM  with  me. — 

Tis  done: 
I  may  not  orerleap  the  eternal  bar 

Built  up  between  us,  and  will  die  alone. 
Beholding,  with  Uie  dark  eye  of  a  seer. 
The  evil  days  to  gifted  souls  foreshown. 

Foretelling  them  to  Uioee  who  will  not  hear. 
As  in  the  old  time,  till  the  hour  be  come 
When  Truth    shall    strike   their    eyes 

through  many  a  tear. 

And  laake  them  own  the  I^phet  in  his  tomb. 


THE    DREA 


Oua  life  is  twofold ;  Sleep  hath  Its  own 

world, 
A  boundary  between  the  things  misnamed 
Death  and  existence:  Sleep  hath  its  own 

world. 
And  a  wide  realm  of  wild  reality; 
And   dreams   in   their  development  have 

breath, 
And  tears,  and  tortures,  and  the  touch  of  joy ; 
They  leave  a  weight  upon   our  waking 

thoughts 
They  take  a  weight  from  offour  waking  toils. 
They  do  divide  our  being ;  they  become 
A  portion  of  ourselves  as  of  our  time. 
And  look  like  heralds  of  eternity ; 
They  pass  like  spirits  of  the  past,— they 

speak 
Like  sibyls  of  the  future ;  they  have  power— 
The  tyranny  of  pleasure  and  of  pain ; 
They  make  us  what  we  were  not — what 

they  will. 
And  shake  us  with  the  vision  that's  gone  by. 
The  dread  of  vanished  shadows—Are  they  so? 
Is  nut  the  past  all  shadow  ?  What  are  they  ? 
Creation  of  the  mind  ?— The  mind  can  make 
Substance ,  and  people  planets  of  its  own 
With  beings  brighter  than  have  been,  and 

give 
A  breath  to  forms  which  can  outlive  all  flesh. 
I  would  recal  a  vision  which  I  dream'd 
Perchance  in  sleep— for  in  itself  a  thought, 
A  slumbering  thought,  is  capable  of  years. 
And  curdles  a  long  life  into  one  hour. 


I  saw  two  beings  in  the  hues  of  youth 
Standing  upon  a  hill,  a  gentle  hill. 
Green  and  of  mild  declivity,  the  last 
As  'twere  the  cape  of  a  long  ridge  oT  such, 
Save  that  there  was  no  sea  to  lave  its  baMf 


But  a  most  living  landscape,  and  the  wave 
Of  woods  and  corn-fields ,  and  the  abodee 

of  men 
Scattered  at  intervals,  and  wreathing  smoke 
Arising  from  such  rustic  roofs ;  —  the  hill 
Was  crown'd  with  a  peculiar  diadem 
Of  trees,  in  circular  army,  so  fix'd, 
Not  by  the  sport  of  nature,  but  of  man : 
These  two,  a  maiden  and  a  youth,  were  there 
Gazing — the  one  on  all  that  was  beneath 
Fair  as  herself— but  the  boy  gased  on  her; 
And  both  were  young,and  one  was  beautiful : 
And  both  were  young  —  yet  not  alike  la 

youth. 
As  the  sweet  moon  on  the  horison^s  verge 
The  maid  was  on  the  eve  of  womanhood ; 
The  boy  had  fewer  summers,  but  his  heart 
Had  far  outgrown  his  years,  and  to  his  eye 
There  was  but  one  beloved  face  on  earth. 
And  that  was  shining  on  him  ;  he  had  look'd 
Upon  it  till  it  could  not  pass  away ; 
He  had  no  breath,  no  being,  but  in  bf.rs. 
She  was  his  voice;  he  did  not  speak  t4>  her. 
But  trembled  on  her  words;  she  was  hit 

sight, 
For  his  eye  followed  hers,  and  saw  with  hers. 
Which  coloured  all  his  obje<:ts: — he  had 

ceased 
To  live  within  himself;  she  was  his  life. 
The  ocean  to  the  river  of  his  thoughts. 
Which  terminated  all :  upon  a  tone, 
A  touch  of  hers,  his  blood  would  ebb  and 

flow. 
And  his  cheek  change  tempestuously — his 

heart 
Unknowing  of  its  cause  of  ag<iny. 
But  she  in  these  fond  feelings  had  no  share  s 
Her  sighs  were  net  for  him ;  to  her  he  was 
Even  Hs  a  brother    but  no  more; 'twas  much. 
For  brothorlets  she  was,  save  in  the  name 
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Hisr  isful-IHeBdkhlp  liadietlow^  mihlmf 
Heneir  the  selitary  tclmi  left 
Of  a  time-hononrVi  race. — It  wat  a  aame 
Which  pleaded  him,  and  yet  pleated  him 

not— and  why? 
Time  taught  him  a  deep  answer  —  when 

■he  loved 
Another;  eren  mow  ihe  loTed  another. 
And  on  the  tnmmit  of  that  hill  the  ttood 
Looking  afar  if  yet  her  lover*t  tteed 
Kept  pace  with  her  expectancy,  and  flew. 


A  change  came  o*er  the  spirit  of  my  dream. 
There  wat  an  ancient  maniion,  and  before 
Itt  walls  there  wat  a  tteed  capariton'd : 
Within  an  antique  Oratory  stood 
The  Boy  of  whom  I  spake;-  he  was  alone 
And  pale,  and  pacing  to  and  fro ;  anon 
He  sate  him  down,  and  seized  a  pen ,  and 

traced 
Words  which  I  could  not  gnett  of;  then 

he  leanM 
Hit  bow^d  head  on  hit  handt,  and  thook  at 

'twere 
With  a  convnlsion— then  arose  again. 
And  with  hit  teeth  and  quiyering  handt 

did  tear 
What  he  had  written,  but  he  thed  no  tears. 
And  he  did  calm  himself,  and  fix  hit  brow 
Into  a  kind  of  qniet;  at  he  panted. 
The  Lady  of  hit  love  re-entered  there ; 
She  wat  terene  and  tmiling  then,  and  yet 
She  knew  the  wat  by  him  beloTod,— the 

knew. 
For  qnickly  comet  tnch  knowledge,  that 

hit  heart 
Wat  darkened  with  her  thadow,  and  the  taw 
That  he  wat  wretched,  but  ^he  saw  not  all. 
He  rose,  ^nd  with  a  cold  and  gentle  grasp 
He  took  her  hand ;  a  moment  o'er  his  face 
A  tablet  of  unutterable  thoughts 
Was  traced,  and  then  it  faded,  as  it  came; 
He  dropped  the  hand  he  held .  and  with 

slow  steps 
Retired,  but  not  as  bidding  her  adieu, 
For  they  did  part  with  mutual  tmilet :  he 

passed 
From  out  the  noAssy  gate  of  that  old  Hall, 
And  mounting  on  his  steed  he  went  his  way ; 
And  ne*er  repatt'd  that  hoary  threthold  more. 


A  change  came  o'er  the  tpirit  of  my  dream. 
The  Boy  wat  tprung  to  manhood  i   in  the 

wildt 
Of  fiery  climes  he  made  himtelf  a  home. 
And  hit  toul  drank  their  tunbeamt ;  he  wat 

girt 
With  ttrange  and  dntky  aspects ;  he  was  not 
Himself  like  what  he  had  been ;  on  the  tea 
And  on  the  there  he  wat  a  wanderer; 
There  wat  a  matt  of  many  imagee 
Crowded  like  wa?et  upon  me,  but  he  wat 
A  part  of  all;  and  in  the  but  he  lay 


Repotlag  from  tha  BMM-tida 
Conch'd  among  fallen  colnmiifl,  in  the 
Of  ruin'd  walb  that  had  tarriyed  the 
Of  thote  wha  rear'd  them ;  by  hit  tleepiag 

tide 
Stood  camelt  grasing,   and  tome  goodly 

flteeda 
Were  fattened  near  a  fountain ;  and  a  mai 
Clad  in  a  flowing  garb  did  watch  the  while, 
While  many  of  hit  tribe  tlumber'd  aroaadi 
And  they  were  canopied  by  the  blue  tky. 
So  clondlett,  clear,  and  purely  beantimi, 
That  God  alone  wat  to  be  teen  lo  UeaTti. 


A  change  came  o'er  the  tpirit  of  my  di 
The  Lady  of  hit  lore  wat  wed  with  One 
Who  did  not  loyeher  better : — in  her  hont 
A  thousand  leagues  from  hit,— her  nalivt 

home. 
She  dwelt,  begirt  with  growing  Infancy, 
Daughtert  and  sons  of  Beauty, — but  behoU! 
Upon  her  face  there  was  the  tint  of  grief, 
The  settled  shadow  of  an  inward  strife. 
And  an  nnqniet  drooping  of  the  eye 
At  if  itt  lid  were  charged  with  unthed  tears. 
What  could  her  grief  be  Y  -  the  had  all  the 

loTed, 
And  he  who  had  to  loTcd  her  was  not  there 
To  trouble  with  bad  hopet,  or  evil  wish. 
Or  ill-rcpre^s'd  affliction,her  pure  thoughts^ 
What  could  her  grief  be? -she  had  loved 

him  not. 
Nor    g^ven    him  cause  to   deem   himtelf 

beloved. 
Nor  could  he  be  a  part  of  that  which  preyM 
Upon  her  mind  —a  tpectre  of  the  patl» 


A  change  came  o'er  the  tpirit  of  my  dreaak 
The  Wanderer  wat  retum'd.—  I    taw  hia 

stand 
Before  an  Altar — with  a  gentle  bride; 
Her  face  wat  fair,  but  wat  not  that  whkh 

made 
The  Starliglit  of  hit  Boyhood  ;~as  he  ttoed 
Even  at  the  altar,  o'er  his  brow  there  caaa 
The  selfsame  aspect,and  thequiTeriag  thick 
That  in  the  antique  Oratory  thook 
Hit  botom  in  itt  tolitude;  and  thea— 
At  in  that  hour— a  moment  o'er  hit  face 
The  tablet  of  nnutterable  thoughtt 
Wat  traced,— and  then  it  faded,  at  it  came. 
And  he  ttood  calm  and  quiet,  and  hetpoka 
The  fitting  vowt,  but  heard  not  hb  ewa 

wordt. 
And    all  things  reel'd  aronnd    him;  ha 

could  eee 
Not  that  which  wat,  nor  that  which  thoald 

have  been  — 
But  the  old  maBtion,and  the  accmtom'd  hall. 
And  the  remember'd  chambert,aBd  the  place. 
The  day,  the  hour,  the  tonthiae,  and  Iha 

•hade, 
All  things  parCaiaiag  to  that  plM aMhosr, 
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An4  thmit  tlieiiiMl?M  between  hiin  and  the 
What  hnrioeM  had  th^  there  atindi  a 


A  change  came  o*er  the  spirit  of  my  dream. 
The  Lady  of  hit  Ioto  ; — Oh !  the  was  changed 
Ae  by  the  sicknesf  of  the  font ;  her  mind 
Had  wanderM  from  itt  dwelling,and  her  eyet 
They  had  not  their  own  Inatre,  bnt  the  loolc 
Which  ii  not  of  the  earth ;  she  was  become 
The  queen  of  a  fantastic  realm;  her  thoaghti 
Were  combinations  of  diqointcd  things ; 
And  forms  im|>alpable  and  nnperceived 
Of  others*  sight  fEmiiliar  were  to  hers. 
And  this  the  world  calls  phrensy;   but  the 

wise 
Hare  a  far  deeper  madness,  and  the  glance 
Of  melancholy  is  a  fearfnl  gift ; 
What  is  it  bnt  the  telescope  of  tmth  ? 
Which  strips  the  distance  of  its  phantasies. 
And  brings  life  near  in  ntter  nakedness, 
Making  the  cold  reality  too  real  I 

A  change  came  oVr  the  spirit  of  my  dream. 
The  Wanderer  was  alone  as  heretofore, 


Or  were  at  war  with  him ;  he  was  a  mark 
For  blight  aad  desolation,  compastM  round 
With  Hatred  and  Contention ;  Pain  watmiz'd 
In  all  which  was  served  up  to  him,  until 
Like  to  the  Pontic  monarch  of  old  days. 
He  fed  on  poisons,  and  they  had  no  power, 
Bnt  were  a  kind  of  nntriment;  he  lived 
Through  that  which  had  been  death  to 

many  men. 
And  made  him  fHends  of  mountains}  with 

the  stars 
And  the  quick  Spirit  of  the  Universe 
He  held  his  dialogues}  and  they  did 
To  him  the  magic  of  their  mysteries; 
To  him  the  book  of  Kight  was  opened  wide* 
And  voices  from  the  deep  abyss  reveai'd 
A  marvel  and  a  secret — Be  it  so. 

My  dream  was  past;  it  had  no  further 

change. 
It  was  of  a  strange  order,  that  the  doom 
Of  these   two  creatures   should  be   tkM 

traced  out 
Almost  like  a  reality — the  one 
To  end  in  madness^both  in  misery. 


DARKNESS. 


I  BAD  a  dream,wliichwasnotalladreaiii. 
The  bright  sun  was  extinguished,  and  the 

stars 
Did  wander  darkling  in  the  eternal  space, 
Kayless,  and  pathless,  and  the  icy  earth 
Swung  blind  and  blackening  in  the  moon- 
less air ; 
Mom   came,   and    went— and   came,    and 

brought  no  day. 
And  men  forgot  their  passions  in  the  dread 
Of  this  their  desolation ;  and  all  hearts 
Were  chiird  into  a  selfish  prayer  for  light: 
And  they  did  live  by  walchfires— and  the 

thrones. 
The  palaces  of  crowned  kings — the  huts. 
The  habitations  of  all  things  which  dwell, 
Were  burnt  for  beacons;  cities  were  con- 
sumed. 
And  men  were  gathered  round  their  biasing 

homes 
To  look  once  more  into  each  other^s  face; 
Happy  were  those  whodwrltwithintheeve 
Of  the  v«)lcanos  and  their  mountain-torch: 
A  fearful  hope  was  all  the  world  contained ; 
Forests  were  set  on  fire  -  bnt  hour  by  hour 
They  fell   and  faded— and  the  crackling 

trunks 
Extinguished  with  a  crash — and   all   was 

black. 
The  brows  of  men  by  the  despairing  light 


Wore  on  unearthly  aspect,  as  by  fits 
The  flashes  fell  upon  them ;  some  lay  down 
And  hid  their  eyes  and  wept;  and  some 

did  rest 
Their  chins  upon  their  clenched  hands,  aad 

smiled ; 
And  others  hnrried  to  and  fro,  and  fed 
llieir  funeral  piles  with  fuel,  and  looked  up 
With  mad  disquietude  on  the  dull  sky. 
The  pall  of  a  past  world ;   and  then  again 
With  curses  cast  them  down  upon  the  dust. 
And  gnashed  their  teeth  and  howl'd :  the  wild 

birds  shriekM, 
And,  terrified,  did  flutter  on  the  ground. 
And  flap  their  useless  wings;  the  wildest 

brutes 
Came   tame   and   tremulous;    and  vipers 

crawl'd 
And  twined  themselves  among  the  multitude, 
Hissing,  but  stingless— they  were  slain  for 

food: 
And  War,  which  for  a   moment  was  no 

more. 
Did  glnt  himself  again;  a  meal  was  bought 
With  blood,  and  each  sate  sullenly  apart 
Gorging  himself  in  gloom :  no  love  was  left; 
All  earth  was  but  one  thought— and  that 

,was  death. 
Immediate  and  inglorious ;  and  the  pang 
I  Of  famine  fed  upon  all  entrails ;  men 
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Died,  and  thdr  bonef  were  tomblMi  at  their 

fleih; 
The  memfrre  hj  the  meagre  were  devoared, 
Even  dogs  aMaiFd  their  ma«teri,  all  taye one, 
And  he  was  faithful  to  a  ror«e  aad  kept 
The  birds  and  beasts  and  famished  men  atlmy, 
Till  hanger  clnng  them^or  the  dropping  dead 
Lured  their  lank  Jaws ;  himself  sought  out 

no  food. 
But  with  a  piteous  and  perpetual  moan 
And  a  quiek  desolate  ery  licking  the  haad 
IVhich  answered  not  with  a  caress  -he died. 
The  crowd  was  famish'd  by  degrees ;  but  two 
Of  an  enormous  citj  did  surrive. 
And  thej  were  enenies;  they  met  betide 
The  dying  embers  of  an  altar-place 
Where  had   been  heap*d  a  mast  of  holy 

thingt 
For  an  unholy  usage;  they  raked  up. 
And  shifering  scraped  with  their  cold  ike- 

leton-handt 
The  feeble  ashes,  and  their  feeble  breath 
Blew  for  a  little  life,  and  made  a  flame 
Which  wat  a  mockery;  then  they  lifted  up 


Hieir  eyet  at  it  grew  ilgfiter,  and  behdd 
Each  other't  atpeett— -taw,   and  shriek^ 

and  died — 
Eyen  of  their  mutual  hideousnett  they  did. 
Unknowing  who  he  was  upon  whose  brov 
Famine  haSI  written  Fiend.    The  world  vai 

▼Old, 
The  populous  and  the  powerful  wat  a  hunf, 

SeasonlessJierbless,treelett,manleiit4ifelMii 
A  lump  of  death — a  chaot  of  hard  clay. 
The  rivert,  lakes,  aad  ocean  all  stood  still, 
And  nothing  ttirred  within    their  tiisat 

deptha; 
Sliipt  taiiorlett  lay  rotting  on  the  tea, 
And  their  mattt  fell  down  |iieccneal}  m 

they  dropped 
They  slept  on  the  abyss  with6at  a  suige- 
I'he  waves  were  dead;  the  tides  were  ii 

their  grave. 
The  moon  tJieir  mistress  had  expired  before; 
The  winds  were  witherM  in  the  ttagnaataii, 
And  the  clouds  perished ;  Darknett  had  ■• 

need 
Of  aid  from  them —She  wat  the  imivene. 


PRO0IETHEU8. 


Tit  AW !  to  whote  inunortal  eyet 

The  sufferings  of  mortality, 

Seen  in  their  sad  reality. 
Were  not  as  things  that  gods  despite  | 
What  was  thy  pity's  recompense? 
A  silent  suffering,  and  intense ; 
The  rock,  the  vulture,  and  the  chain, 
All  that  the  proud  can  feel  of  pain, 
The  agony  they  do  not  show. 
The  suffocating  sense  of  woe. 

Which  speaks  but  in  its  lonelinett, 
And  then  is  jealous  lest  the  sky 
Should  have  a  listener,  nor  will  sigh 

Until  its  voice  it  echolett. 

Titan  I  to  thee  the  ttrife  was  civea^ 
Between  the  suffering  and  the  will. 
Which  torture  where  they  cannot  kill; 
And  the  inexorable  Heaven, 
And  the  deaf  tyranny  of  Fate, 
The  ruling  principle  of  Hate, 
Which  for  its  pleasure  doth  create 
The  things  it  may  annihilate. 
Refused  thee  even  the  boon  to  diet 
The  wretched  gift  eternity 

Was  thine— and  thou  hast  borne  it  well. 
All  that  the  Thunderer  wrung  from  thee 
Was  but  the  menace  which  flung  back 
On  him  the  torments  of  thy  rack ; 
The  fate  thou  didst  so  well  foresee. 
But  wonldtl  not  to  appcate  him  tell : 


And  in  thy  Silence  wat  hit  Sentence, 
And  in  his  Soul  a  vain  repentance. 
And  evil  dread  so  ill  dissembled 
That  in  his  hand  the  lightnings  trembled. 

Thy  godlike  crime  was  to  be  kind. 

To  render  with  thy  precepts  less 

The  sum  of  human  wretchedness. 
And  strengthen  Man  with  his  own  mind; 
But  baffled  as  thou  wert  from  high. 
Still  in  thy  patient  energy. 
In  the  endurance,  and  repulse 

Of  thine  impenetrable  Spirit, 
Which  Earth  and.  Heaven  could  not  con- 
vulse, 

A  mighty  lesson  we  inherit : 
Thou  art  a  symbol  and  a  sign 

To  Mortals  of  their  fate  and  force; 
Like  thee,  Man  is  in  part  divine, 

A  troubled  stream  from  a  pure  source ; 
And  Man  in  portiont  can  forctee 
His  own  funereal  destiny ; 
His  wretchedness,  and  hit  retittaocc. 
And  hit  tad  unallied  eaitteace: 
To  which  his  Spirit  may  oppote 
Itself—  an  equal  to  all  woet. 

And  a  firm  will,  and  a  deep  tenso. 
Which  even  in  torture  can  descry 

Itt  own  concentred  recompente. 
Triumphant  where  it  darct  defy. 
And  making  Death  a  Victory. 


CHURCHILL'S  GRAVE9 

A    FACT    LITERALLY    RENDEREa 


I  STOOD  beside  the  grave  of  htm  who 

biased 
The  comet  of  a  season,  and  I  saw 
The  hamblest  of  all  sepalchres,  and  gased 
With  not  the  less  of  sorrow  and  of  awe 
On  that  neglected  turf  and  quiet  stone, 
With  name   no   clearer    than   the  names 

unknown 
Which  laj  unread  around  it;  and  I  ask^d 
TheGardener  of  that  ground,  why  itmight  be 
That  for  this  plant  strangers  his  memory 

taskM 
Through  the  thick  deaths  of  half  a  century ; 
And  thus  he  answered — *>^Woll,   I  do  not 

know 
Why  frequent  travellers  turn  to  pilgrims  so; 
He  died  before  my  day  of  Sexton«bip, 
And  I  had  not  the  digging  of  this  grave.^ 
And  is  this  all  ?  I  thought, — and  do  we  rip 
The  veil  of  Immortality  ?  and  crave 
I  know  not  what  of  honour  and  of  light 
Thnmgh  unborn  ages,  to  endure  this  blight? 
So  soon  and  so  successless  ?  As  I  said. 
The  Architect  of  all  on  which  we  tread, 
For  Earth  is  but  a  tombstone,  did  essay 
To  extricate  remembrance  from  the  clay. 
Whose  minglings  might  confuse  a  Newton*s 

thought 


Were  it  not  that  all  life  must  end  In  one. 
Of  which   we  are    but  dreamers;— as  Im 

caught 
As  *twero  the  twilight  of  a  former  Sun, 
Thus   spoke   he: — ^'I  believe  the  man  af 

whom 
Yon  wot,  who  lies  in  this  selected  tomb. 
Was  a  most  famous  writer  in  his  day. 
And  therefore  travellers  step  from  out  their 

way 
To  pav  him  honour,—  and  myself  whate'er 
Your  honour  pleases,^— then  most  pleated 

I  shook 
From  out  my  pocket*s  avaricious  nook 
Some  certain  coins  of   silver,    which  ai 

'twere 
Perforce  I  gave  this  man,  though  I  eon  id 

spare 
So  much  but  inconveniently ; — Ye  smile, 
I  see  ye,  ye  profane  ones !  all  the  while. 
Because  my  homely  phrase  the  truth  would 

tell. 
Yon  are  the  fools,  not  I— for  I  did  dwell 
With  a   deep  thought,  and  with  a  soft- 

en'd   eye. 
On  that  Old  Scxton^s  natural  homily. 
In  which  there  was  Obscurity  and  Fame, 
The  Glory  and  the  Q(othing  of  a  Name. 


O  N  O  D  Y 

OH    THS 


DEATH  OF  THE  RIGHT  HON.  R.  B.  SHERIDAN. 


SPOIBBT    AT    DBURT-LANB    THBATRB. 


Wmn  the  last  sunshine  of  einlring  day 
In  summer's  twilight  weeps  itself  away. 
Who  hath  not  felt  the  softness  of  the  hour 
Sink  on  the  heart,  as  dew  along  the  flowerf 
With  a  pure  feeling  which  absorbs  and  awes 
While  Nature  makes  that  melancholy  pause. 
Her  breathing-moment  on  the  bridge  where 

Time 
Of  light  and  darkness  forms  an  arch  sublime; 
Who  hath  not  shared  that  calm  so  still  and 

deep, 
The  voiceless  thought  which  would  not 

speak  but  weep, 


A  holy  concord — and  a  bright  regret, 
A  glorious  sympathy  with  suns  that  setT 
^s  not  harsh  sorrow — but  a  tenderer  woe. 
Nameless,  but  dear  to  gentle  hearts  below. 
Felt  without  bitterness  -  but  full  and  clear, 
A  sweet  dejection— a  transparent  tear 
UnmixM  with  worldly  grief  or  selfish  stala. 
Shed  without  shame- and  secret  withoet 

pain. 

Even  as  the  tenderness  that  hour  instils 

When  Summer's  day  declines  along  the  hills. 

So  feels  the  fnlness  of  our  heart  and  e^of 

When  all  of  Genius  which  can  perish  dies. 
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MONODY    ON    BHERIDAfV'S    DBATR 


A  mightj  Spirit  It  ecllpied— •  Power 
Hath  pftM*d  from  dmj  to  darknoM— to  wImmo 

honr 
Of  light  no  likeneM  if  beqneathM—  no  name, 
Focus  at  once  of  all  the  rayi  of  Fame ! 
The  flath  of  Wit— the  bright  Intelligence, 
The  beam  of  Sonff— thehlaxeofEloqnenre, 
Set  with  their  Snn-bnt  still  have  left 

behind 
The  enduring  prodace  of  inmiortal  Mind; 
Fruits  of  a  genial  mom,  and  glorious  noon, 
A  deathless  part  of  him  who  died  too  soon. 
But  small  that  portion  of  the  wondrous 

whole, 
These  sparkling  segments  of  that  circling 

soul. 
Which  all  embraced — and  lightened  orer  all, 
To  cheer—  to  pierce~to  please— or  to  appal. 
From  the  charmed  council  to  the  festive 

lioard, 
Of  human  feelings  the  unbounded  lord; 
tn  whose  acclaim  the  loftiest  voices  vied. 
The   praised  — the   proud— who   made   his 

praise  their  pride. 
When  the  loud  cry  of  trampled  Hindostan 
Arose  to  Heaven  in  her  appeal  from  man. 
His  was  the  thunder— his  the  avenging  rod. 
The  wrath — the  delegated  voice  of  God ! 
Which  shook  the  nations  thnmgh  his  lips — 

and  blazed 
Till  vanquished  senates  trembled  as  they 

praised. 


And  here,  oh !  here,  where  yet  all  young 

and  warm 
The  gay  creations  of  his  spirit  charm, 
The  matchless  dialogue— the  deathless  wit. 
Which  knew  not  what  it  was  to  intermit ; 
The  glowing  portraits,  fresh  from  life  that 

bring 
Home  to  our  hearts  the  truth  from  which 

they  spring ; 
Tliese   wondrous   beings    of    his  Fancy, 

wrought 
To  fhlness  by  the  fiat  of  his  thought. 
Here  in  their  fircut  abode  you  still  may  meet, 
Bright  with  the  hues  of  his  Promethean  heat, 
A  halo  of  the  light  of  other  days. 
Which  still  the  splendour  of  its  orb  betrays. 

But  should  there  be  to  whom  the  fatal 

blight 
Of  failing  Wisdom  yields  a  base  delight. 
Men  who  exult  when  minds  of  heavenly  tone 
Jar  in  the  music  which  was  bom  their  own, 
Still  let  them  pause — Ah!  little  do  they  know 
That  what  to  them  seem'd  Vice  might  be 

but  Woe. 
Hard  is  his  fate  on  whom  the  public  gase 
Is  fix*d  for  ever  to  detract  or  praise ; 
Repose  denies  her  requiem  to  his  name. 
And  Folly  Iotm  the  martyrdom  of  Fame. 


Wi 


The  tecret  enemy  whoee  slecpleM  eye 
Stands  sentinel — aiscneer— jadge — and 
The  foe  .  the  fool— the  jealona   and  the  ^-aii, 
The  envions  who  but  breathe  In  others'  pais, 
Behold  the  host !  delighting  to  depmve. 
Who  track  the  steps  of  Glory  to  the  gmva, 
Watch  every  fault  that  darinr  Crenias  ovcs 
Half  to  the  ardour  which  its  birth  bctto«% 
Distort  the  truth,  accumulate  the  lie. 
And  pile  the  Pyramid  of  Calumny ! 
lliese  are  his  portion  -but  if  join'd  ta  thai 
Gaunt  Poverty  should  league  with  dscf 

Disease, 
If  the  high  Spirit  must  forget  to  eoar. 
And  stoop  to  strive  with  Misery  at  the  desi^ 
To  soothe  Indignity— and  face  to  face 
Meet  sordid  Rage — and  wrestle  with  Dii* 

grace. 
To  find  in  Hope  but  the  renewed  caress, 
The  serpent-fold  of  further  Faithlessness,- 
If  such  may  be  the  ills  which  men  assail. 
What  marvel  if  at  last  the  mightiest  fail  I 
Breasts  to  whom  all  the  strength  of  feelisg 

given 
Bear  hearts  electric — charpred  with  fire  fiea 

Heaven, 
Black  with  the  rude  collitiion,  inly  torn, 
By  clouds  surrounded,  and  on  whirlwiadi 

borne. 
Driven  o'er  the  lowering  atmosphere  thtt 

nnrst 
Thoughts  which  have  tura'd  to  thunder— 

scorch— and  bnnt 
But  far  from  us  and  from  our  mimic  scene 
Such  things  should  be — if  such  have  ever 

been; 
Ours  be  the  gentler  wish,  the  kinder  tv k. 
To  give  the  tribute  Glory,  need  not  ask. 
To  mourn  the  vanishM  beam— and  add  oar 

mite 
Of  praise  in  payment  of  a  long  delight. 


Ye  Orators!  whom  yet  our  council  yield. 
Mourn  for  the  veteran  Hero  of  your  fieM! 
The  worthy  rival  of  the  wondrous  TTkrte! 
Whose  words  were  sparks  of  Immortality! 
Ye  Bards !  to  whom  the  Drama's  Muse  is  deer. 
He  was  your  Master  -  emulate  him  hen! 
Ye  men  of  wit  and  social  eloquence ! 
He  was  your  Brother — bear  his  ashes  hence ! 
While  rowers  of  Mind  almost  of  boundless 

ran^  ^ 

Complete   in    kind— as  varioui   ia  then 

change. 
While  Eloquence-Wit-Poesy— and  jMiith, 
That  humbler  Harmonist  of  care  on  Evth, 
Survive  within  our  souls — while  lives  ear 

sense 
Of  pride  in  Merifs  proud  pre-eminence,  ^ 
Long  shal  1  we  seek  his  likeness— long  ia  vain, 
And  turn  to  all  of  him  which  may  remain. 
Sighing  thatNature  formed  but  one  such  man, 
I  And  broke  the  die-  in  moulding  Sheridan  1 


HEBREW  MELODIES^ 


I. 

Srb  walkf  In  bcaatj,  like  the  night 
Of  clondletf  climes  and  stany  tlciei; 

And  all  that's  best  of  dark  and  bri^l 
Meet  in  her  aspect  and  her  eyes  s 

Thus  mellowM  to  that  tender  lieht 
Which  heaven  to  gaudy  day  denies. 

One  shade  the  more,  one  ray  the  less, 
Had  half  impaired  the  nameless  grace 

Which  waves  in  every  raven  tress, 
Or  softly  lightens  o'er  her  face ; 

Where  thoughts  serenely  sweet  express 
How  pure,  how  dear  their  dwelling-place. 

And  on  that  cheek,  and  o'er  that  brow. 
So  soft,  so  calm,  yet  eloquent, 

The  smiles  that  win,  the  tints  that  glow. 
But  tell  of  days  in  goodness  spent, 

A  mind  at  peace  with  all  below, 
A  heart  whose  love  is  innocent! 


n. 


Tin  Harp  the  Monarch-Minstrel  swept. 
The  King  of  men,  the  loved  of  Heaven, 

Which  Music  hallow'd  while  she  wept 
O'er  tones  her  heart  of  hearts  had  given, 
Redoubled  be  her  tears,  its  chords  are 

riven! 

It  soften'd  men  of  iron  mould. 

It  gave  them  virtues  not  their  own; 

Ko  ear  so  dull,  no  soul  so  cold. 
That  felt  not,  fired  not  to  the  tone. 
Till  David's  lyre  grew  mightier  than  his 

throne ! 

It  told  the  triumphs  of  our  King, 

It  wafted  glory  to  our  God ; 
It  made  our  gladden'd  valleys  ring. 

The  cedars  bow,  the  mountains  nod ; 

Its  sound  aspired  to  Heaven  and  there 

abode! 
Since  then,  though  heard  on  earth  no  mote, 

Devotion  and  her  daughter  Love 
Still  bid  the  bursting  spirit  soar 

To  sounds  that  seem  as  from  above. 

In  dreams  that  day's  broad  light  can  not 

remove. 


m. 

If  that  high  World,  which  lies  beyond 

Our  own,  surviving  Love  endears  { 
If  there  tlie  cherlsh'd  heart  be  fond. 


The  eve  the  same,  eieepl  In  ..,^. 

How  welcome  those  ontroddea  spheree! 

How  sweet  this  very  hour  to  die ! 
To  soar  from  earth,  and  find  all  feaca 

Lost  in  thy  lightr-Etemity  I 

It  must  be  80!  tis  not  for  self 

That  we  so  tremble  on  the  brink ; 
And  striving  to  o'erleap  the  gulph. 

Yet  cling  to  Being's  severing  link. 
Oh!  in  that  future  let  us  think 

To  hold  each  heart  the  heart  that  sharea, 
With  them  the  Immortal  waters  drink. 

And  soul  in  soul  grow  deathless  theirs! 


IV. 

Tn  wild  Gaielle  on  Judah's  hills 

Exulting  yet  may  bound. 
And  drink  from  all  the  living  rills 

That  gush  on  holy  ground ; 
Its  airy  step  and  glorious  eye 
May  glance  in  tameless  transport  byt — 

A  step  as  fleet,  an  eye  more  bright^ 

Hath  Ju^ah  witness'd  there; 
And  o'er  her  scenes  of  lost  delight 

Inhabitants  more  fair. 
The  cedars  wave  on  Lebanon, 
But  Judah's  statelier  maids  are  gone ! 

More  blest  each  palm  that  shades  those 

plains 

Than  Israel's  scatter'd  race; 
For,  taking  root,  it  there  renciaiiis 

In  solitary  grace  i 
It  cannot  quit  its  place  *of  birth. 
It  will  not  live  in  other  eartfi. 

But  we  must  wander  witheringly. 

In  other  lands  to  die; 
And  where  our  fathers'  ashes  be. 

Our  own  may  never  lie: 
Our  temple  hath  not  left  a  stone. 
And  Mockery  sits  on  Salem's  throne. 


V. 


Oh!  weep  for  those  that  wept  by  Babels 

stream, 
Whose  shrines  are  desolate,  whose  land  a 

dream : 
Weep    fbr   the   harp   of  Judah's    broken 

shell; 
Mourn— where  their  God  hath  dwelt  the 

Godless  dwell  I 
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And  iirhere  shall  Inrael  lare  her  bleeding 

feetf 
And  when  shall  Sion^s  songs  again  seeni 

sweet? 
And  Jndah's  melody  once  more  rejoice 
The  hearts  that  leap'd  hefore  its  heavenly 

voice  f 

Tribes  of  the  wandering  foot  and  weary 

breast, 
How  shall  ye  flee  away  and  be  at  rest! 
The  wild  dove  hath  her  nest,  the  fox  his  cave, 
Mankind  their  country—Israel  bat  the  grave! 

VL 

On  Jordan*s  banks  the  Arabs'  camels  stray, 
On  Sion's  hill  the  False  One's  votaries  pray, 
The  Rani -adorer  bows  on  Sinai's  steep- 
Yet  there— even  there  -  Oh  God !  thy  thnn- 

ders  sleep: 

There— where  thy  finger  scorched  the  tablet- 
stone  ! 

There- where  thy  shadow  to  thy  people 

shone ! 

Thy  glory  shrouded  in  its  garb  of  fire : 

Thyself— none  living  see  and  not  expire! 

Oh !  in  the  lightning  let  thy  glance  appear! 
Sweep  from  his  shirer*d  hand  the  oppres- 
sors^ spear : 
How  long  by  tyrants  shall  thy  land  hotrod! 
How  long  thy  temple  worshipl ess,  oh  God! 


VII. 
JEPHTHA'S  DAUGHTER. 

Stticb  our  country,  our  God—  Oh,  ray  Sire ! 
Demand  that  thy  Daughter  expire ; 
Since  thy  triumph  wa^  bought  by  thy  vow — 
Strike  the  bosom  that^s  bared  for  thee  now ! 

And  the  voice  of  my  mourning  is  o'er. 
And  the  mountains  behold  me  no  more : 
If  tlie  hand  that  1  love  lay  me  low. 
There  cannot  be  pain  in  the  blow ! 

And  of  this,  oh,  my  Father !  be  sure— 
That  the  blood  of  thy  child  is  as  pare 
As  the  blessing  I  beg  ere  it  flow. 
And  the  last  thought  that  soothes  me  below. 

Tliough  the  virgins  of  Salem  lament. 
Re  the  jndga  and  the  hero  unbent ! 
I  have  won  the  great  battle  for  thee. 
And  my  Father  and  Country  are  free ! 

'  When  this  blood  of  thy  giving  hath  gash'd. 
When  the  voice  that  thou  lovest  is  hush'd. 
Let  my  memory  still  be  thy  pride. 
And  forp[etn#t  I  smiled  as' I  died! 


\T1L 

Oh!  fnatch'd  away  in  beanty^a  bloom, 
On  thee  shall  press  no  ponderous  tomb ; 
Rut  on  thy  turf  shall  roses  rear 
Their  leaves,  the  earliest  of  the  year; 
And  the  wild  cypress  wave  in  tender  glooH: 


I 


And  oft  by  yon  blue  gushing 
Shall  Sorrow  lean  her  drooping  head. 

And  feed  deep  thought  with  many  a  drma, 
And  lingering  pause  and  lightly  treadi 
Fond  wretch:   as  if  her  step   distaifcl 

the  dead! 

Away ;  we  know  that  team  are  vun. 
That  death  nor  heeds  nor  hears  distrsa: 

Will  this  unteach  us  to  complain? 
Or  make  one  mourner  weep  the  less? 

And  thou— who  tclPst  me  to  forget. 

Thy  looks  are  wan,  thine  eyes  arc  wet. 


IX. 


My  Soul  is    ark.— Oh!  quickly  string 

The  harp 'I  yet  can  brook  to  hear; 
And  let  thy  grntlc  fingers  fling 

Its  melting  mnmiurs  oVr  mine  car. 
If  in  t1iii4  honri  n  hope  he  dear. 

That  (nound  shall  charm  it  forth  again; 
If  in  these  eye^  there  lurk  a  tear, 

^Fwill  flow,  nnd  cease  to  bum  my  braii: 

Rut  bid  the  strain  be  wild  and  dorp, 

TVor  let  thy  notes  of  joy  be  first: 
I  tell  thee.  Minstrel,  I  must  weep. 

Or  else  this  heavy  heart  will  burst; 
For  it  hath  been  by  sorrow  nurst. 

And  arbed  in  sleepless  silencre  long: 
And  now  'lis  dootn'd  to  know  the  worst. 

And  break  at  once—  or  yield  to  song. 


X. 


I  SAW  thee  weep— the  big-  bright  tear 

Came  o*er  that  eye  of  hlae; 
And  then  methought  it  did  appear 

A  violet  dropping  dew: 
I  saw  thee  smile— the  sapphire's  blase 

Reside  thee  ceased  to  shine ; 
It  could  not  match  the  liTing  raya 

That  fiird  that  glance  of  thine. 

As  clouds  from  yonder  sun  receive 

A  deep  and  mellow  die. 
Which  scarce  the  shade  of  roming  eve 

Can  banish  from  the  sky. 
Those  smiles  unto  the  moiodiest  mind 

Their  own  pare  joy  impart; 
Their  sanshlae  leaves  a  glow  behind 
That  lightens  o'M  the  heart 
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XL 

Thv  Days  are  done,  thy  fame  began ; 

Thy  country's  strains  record 
IMie  triumphs  of  her  chosen  Son, 

The  slaughters  of  bis  sword ! 
The  deeds  he  did,  the  fields  he  won, 

The  freedom  he  restored  I 

Though  thou  art  falPn,  while  we  arc 
Thou  shalt  not  taste  of  death ! 

The  generous  blood  that  flow*d  tnm 
DisdaioM  to  sink  beneath  : 

Within  our  Teins  its  currents  be, 
Thy  spirit  on  our  breath ! 

Thy  name,  our  charging  hosts  along. 

Shall  be  the  batde-word ! 
Thy  fail,  the  theme  of  choral  song 

Fmm  virfrin-vnir<>fl  nnnvM  f 
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From  virgin- voices  ponrM! 
o  weep  would  do  thy  glory  i 
Thou  shalt  not  be  deplored. 


XII. 

SONG  OF  SAUL  BEFORE  HIS  LAST 

BATILE. 

Wabbiobs  and  Chiefs!  should  the  shaft  or 

the  sword 

Pierce  me  in  leading  the  host  of  the  Lord, 

Heed  not  the  corse,  though  a  king's,  in 

your  path: 

Bury  your  steel  in  the  bosoms  of  Gath ! 

Thou  who  art  bearing  my  buckler  and  bow. 
Should  the  soldiers  of  Saul  look  away  from 

the  foe. 
Stretch  me  that  moment  in  blood  at  thy  feet! 
Mine  bo  the  doom  which  they  dared  not 

to  meet 

Farewell  to  others,  but  never  we  part. 
Heir  to  my  royalty,  son  of  my  heart! 
Briffht  is  the  diadem,  lioundless  the  sway, 
Or  kingly  the  death,  which  awaits  us  to-day! 


xni. 

SAUL. 

TnoiT,  whose  spell  can  raife  the  dead, 

Bid  thi;  pr(»phct'8  form  appear. 
'^Samuel,  raise  thy  buried  head ! 
King,  behold  the  phantom-seer!^' 
Karth  y  awnM ;  he  stood  the  centre  of  a  cloud: 
Light  changed  its  hue,  retiring  from  his 

shroud. 
Death  stood  all  glassy  in  his  fixed  eye; 
His  hand  was  witlier'd  and  his  veins  weredry; 
His  foot,  in  bony  whiteness,  glittei^d  there, 


Shrunken  and  sinewless,  and  ghastly  bare : 
From  lips  that  moved  not  and  nnbreathing 

frame. 
Like  cavem'd  winds,  the  hollow  accents 

came. 
Saul  saw,  and  fell  to  earth,  as  falls  the  oak. 
At  once,  and  blasted  by  the  thunder-stroke. 

'*  Why  is  my  sleep  disquieted  f 
Who  is  he  that  calls  the  deadf 
Is  it  thou,  oh  King?  Behold, 
Bloodless  are  thete  limbs,  and  cold : 
Such  are  mine;  and  such  shall  be 
Thine,  to-morrow,  when  with  me: 
Ere  the  coming  day  is  done. 
Such  shalt  thou  be,  such  thy  son. 
Fare  thep  well,  but  for  a  day ; 
Then  we  mix  our  mouldering  clay 
Thou, ''thy  race,  lie  pale  and  low, 
Piereed  by  shafts  of  many  a  bow : 
And  the  falchion  by  thy  side 
To  thy  heart  thy  hand  shall  guide: 
Crownless,  breathless,  headlcM  fall, 
Son  and  sire,  the  house  of  SmI!'' 


XIV. 

•«ALL    IS   VANITY,    SAITU   THE 
PREACHER/' 

Fahb,  wisdom,  love,  and  power  were  mine, 

And  health  and  youth  possessed  me; 
My  goblets  blushed  from  every  vine, 

And  lovely  forms  caressM  me; 
1  sunned  my  heart  in  bcauty^s  eyes, 

And  felt  my  soul  grow  tender ; 
All  earth  can  give,  or  mortal  prize, 

Was  mine  of  regal  splendour. 

I  strive  to  number  oV^r  what  days 

Ucmembrance  can  discover. 
Which  all  that  life  or  earth  displays 

Would  Inrc  me  to  live  over. 
There  rose  no  day,  there  rolPd  no  hour 

Of  pleasure  unembitterM; 
And  not  a  trapping  deckM  my  power 

That  gaird  not,  while  it  glittered. 

The  serpent  of  tlie  field,  by  art 

And  spells,  is  won  from  harming ; 
But  that  wliich  coils  around  the  heart, 

Oh !  who  hath  power  of  charming  ? 
It  will  not  lidt  to  wisdom^s  lore, 

Nor  music^s  voice  can  lure  it; 
But  there  it  stings  for  evermore 

The  soul  that  must  endure  it. 


XV. 

Whkx  coldness  wrapt  this  sufTering  i  lay. 
Ah,  whither  strays  the  immortal  mind  ? 
It  cannot  die,  it  cannot  atay. 


688 


HEBRBW     MEIiODIES. 


Bat  leavet  its  darkened  dati  behind. 
Then,  unembodied,  doth  it  trace 

Bt  steps  each  planet's  heaTcnlj  way? 
Or  fill  at  once  the  realms  of  space, 

A  thing  of  eyes,  that  all  sarYoy  f 

Eternal,  boundless,  undecay'd, 

A  thought  unseen,  but  seeing  all. 
All,  all  in  earth,  or  skies  displayed. 

Shall  it  survey,  shall  it  recal : 
Each  fainter  trace  that  memory  holds, 

So  darkly  of  departed  years. 
In  one  broad  glance  the  soul  beholds. 

And  all,  that  was,  at  once  appears. 

Before  Creation  peopled  earth, 

Its  eye  shall  roll  through  chaos  back ; 
And  where  the  furthest  heaven  had  birth. 

The  spirit  trace  its  rising  track. 
And  where  the  future  mars  or  makes. 

Its  glance  dilate  o'er  all  to  be. 
While  sun  b  quench'd  or  system  breaks, 

Fix'd  in  its  own  eternity. 

Above  or  Love,  Hope,  Hate,  or  Fear, 

It  lives  all  passionless  and  pure: 
An  age  shall  fleet  like  earthly  year; 

Its  years  as  moments  shall  endure. 
Away,  away,  without. a  wing. 

O'er  all,  through  all,  ito  thought  shall  fly; 
A  nameless  and  eternal  thing. 

Forgetting  what  it  was  to  die. 


XVI. 
VISION  OF  BELSHAZZAP 

Tkn  King  was  on  his  throne. 

The  Satraps  throng'd  the  hall; 
A  thousand  bright  lamps  shone 

O'er  that  hi^^  festival. 
A  thousand  cups  of  gold. 

In  Judah  deem'd  oivine — 
Jehovah's  vessels  hold 

The  godless  Heathen's  wine! 

In  that  same  hour  and  hall. 

The  fingers  of  a  hand 
Came  forUi  against  the  wall. 

And  wrote  as  if  on  sand : 
The  fingers  of  a  man  ;— 

A  solitary  hand 
Along  the  letters  ran. 

And  traced  them  like  a  wand. 

The  monarch  saw,  and  shook, 

And  bade  no  more  rejoice ; 
Ail  bloodless  wax'd  his  look 

And  tremulous  his  voice. 
^^Let  the  men  of  lore  appear. 

The  wisest  of  the  earth. 
And  expound  the  words  of  fear, 

Which  mar  owr  royal  mirtlL'* 


Chaldea's  seers  are  good, 

But  here  they  have  no  skill : 
And  the  unknown  letters  stood 

Untold  and  awful  still. 
And  Babel's  men  of  age 

Are  wise  and  deep  in  lore  | 
But  now  they  were  not  sage. 

They  saw — but  knew  no  more. 

A  captive  in  the  land, 

A  stranger  and  a  youth. 
He  heard  the  king's  command. 

He  saw  that  writing's  truth. 
The  lamps  around  were  bright. 

The  prophecy  in  view ; 
He  read  it  on  that  night, — 

The  morrow  proved  it  trae. 

^'Belshaszar's  grave  is  made. 

His  kingdom  pass'd  away. 
He  in  the  balance  weigh'd. 

Is  light  and  worthless  clay. 
The  shroud,  his  robe  of  state. 

His  canopy,  the  stone ; 
The  Mede  is  at  his  gate! 

The  Persian  on  his  throne !  ** 

XVII. 

Sun  of  the  Sleepless!  melancholy  star! 
Whose  tearful  beam  glows  tremnloasly  fir, 
That  show'st  the  diu'kness  thou  canst  aol 

dispel. 
How  like  art  thou  to  joy  remember'd  well! 
80  gleams  the  past,  the  light  of  other  days. 
Which    shines,    but  warms  not  with  its 

powerless  rays;- 
A  night-beam  Sorrow  watcheth  to  behold, 
Distinct,  but  distant- clear—but,  oh  how 

cold! 

XVBL 

Wbbjb  my  bosom  as  false  as  thou  deemst  it 

to  be, 
I  need  not  have  wander 'd  from  far  Galilee; 
It  was  but  abjuring  my  creed  to  eflkce 
The  curse  which,  thou  sayst,  b  the  crims 

of  my  race. 

If  the  bad   never  triumph,   tlien  God  li 

with  thee! 

If  the  slave  only  sin,  thou  art  spotless  and 

free! 

If  the  Exile  on  earth  is  an  Outcast  on  high. 

Live  on  in  thy  fiiith,  but  in  mine  I  will  die. 

I  have  lost  for  that  ikith  more  than  thou 

canst  bestow. 
As  the  God  who  permits  thee  to  prosper 

doth  know; 
In  his  hand  is  my  heart  and  mjr  hope— and 

in  thuie 
The  land  and  the  life  which  fur  Urn  I 

reiigiL 
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XIX. 

HEROD'S  LAHENT  FOR  MARUHNE. 

Oh,  Mariamne!  now  for  thee 

The    heart  for  which   thoa  bled^t  is 

bleeding  | 
Revenge  it  lost  in  agony, 

And  wild  remorse  to  rage  succeeding. 
Oh,  Mariamne!  where  art  thou? 

Thoo  canst  not  hear  mj  bitter  pleading : 
Ah,  couldst  thou — thou  wonldst  pardon  now, 

Thou^  Hearen  were  to  mv  prayer  un- 
heeding. 

And  is  she  dead  f — and  did  they  dare 

Obey  my  phrensy*s  jealous  raying f 
Hy  wrath  but  doomM  my  own  despair: 

The  sword  that  smote  her  *s   o*er  me 

wavinff.— 
But  thou  art  cold,  my  murdered  lore  I 

And  this  dark  heart  is  rainly  craving 
For  her  who  soars  alone  abore. 

And  leaves  my  soul  unworthy  saving. 

She^s  gone,  who  shared  my  diadem ; 

She  sunk,  with  her  my  joys  entombing; 
I  swept  that  flower  from  Judah*s  stem 

Whose  leaves  for  me  alone  were  blooming; 
And  mine's  the  guilt,  and  mine  the  hell, 

This  bosom's  desolation  dooming; 
And  I  have  eam*d  those  tortures  well, 

Whidi  nnconiumed  are  ttill  oonsnoiing! 

XX. 

ON  THE  DAY  OF  THE  DESTRUCTION 
OF  JERUSALEM  BY  TITUS. 

Fboh  the  last  hill  that  looks  on  thy  once 

holy  dome 
I  beheld  thee,  oh  Sion  !   when  rendered  to 

Rome: 
*Twas  thy  last  sun  went  down,  and  the 

flames  of  thy  ftdl 
Flashed  back  on  the  last  glance  I  gave  to 

thy  wall. 

I  look'd  for  thy  temple,  I  looked  for  my 

homo. 

And  forgot  for  a  moment  my  bondage  tocome; 

I  beheld  but  the  death-flre  that  Mi  on  thy 

fane. 

And  the  fast-fetter*d  hands  that  made  ven- 
geance in  vain. 

On  many  an  eve,  the  high  spot  whence  I 

gai^ 
Had  reflected  the  last  beam  of  day  as  it 

blaxed; 
While  I  stood  on  the  height,  and  beheld 

the  decline 
Of  the  rays  from  the  mountain  that  shoae 

OB  thy  ihrLie. 


And  now   on    that   mountain  I  stood  oa 

that  day. 

But  I  markHl  not  the  twilight-beam  melting 

away; 

Oh!  would  that  the  lightning  had  glared 

in  its  stead, 

And  the  thunderbolt  burst  on  the  conquer- 
or's head! 

But  the  Gods  of  the  Pagan  shall  never 

profane 

The  shrine  where  Jehovah  disdain'd  not  to 

reign; 

And  scattered  and  scom'd  as  thy  people 

may  be. 

Our  worship,  oh  Father!  is  only  for  thee. 


XXI. 

Wb  sat  down  and  wept  by  the  waters 
Of  Babel,  and  thought  of  the  day 

When  our  foe,  in  the  hue  of  his  slaughters, 
Made  Salem's  high  places  his  prey ; 

And  ye,  oh  her  desolate  Daughters  f 
Were  scatter'd  all  weeping  away. 

While  sadly  we  gaied  on  the  river 
Which  roll'd  on  in  freedom  below. 

They  demanded  the  song;  but,  oh  never 
That  triumph  the  stranger  shall  know ! 

May  this  right  hand  be  wither'd  for  ever. 
Ere  it  string  our  high  harp  for  the  foe! 

On  the  willow  that  harp  is  suspended. 
Oh  Salem!  its  sound  should  be  free; 

And  the  hour  when  thy  glories  were  ended. 
But  left  me  that  token  of  thee : 

And  ne'er  shall  its  soft  tones  be  blended 
With  the  voice  of  the  spoiler  by  me ! 


XXU. 

THB   DESTRUCTION    OF    SENNA- 
CHERia 

Tm  Assyrian  came  down  like  the  wolf 

on  the  fold. 
And  his  cohorts  were  gleaming  in  purple 

and  gold; 
And  the  sheen  of  their  spears  was  like  stars 

on  the  sea. 
When  the  blue  wave  rolls  nij^htly  on  deep 

Galilee. 

Like  the  leaves  of  the  forest  when  Summer 

is  green. 

That  host  with  their  banners   at   sunset 

were  seen: 

Like  the  leaves  of  the  forest  when  Autumn 

hath  blown. 

That  host  on  the  monow  lay  wiiher'd  and 
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For  the  Angel  of  Death  ipread  his  wings 

on  the  blast, 
And  breathed  in  the  face  of  the  foe  as  he 

passM ; 
And  the  eyes  of  the  sleepers  waxM  deadly 

and  chill. 
And  their  hearts  bat  once  heaved,  and  for 

ever  grew  still! 

And  there  lay  the  steed  with  his  nostril 

all  wide, 

But  through  it  there  rolPd  not  the  breath 

of  his  pride: 

And  the  foam  of  his  gasping  lay  white  on 

the  turf, 

And  cold  as  thespray  of  the  rock-beating  surf. 

And  there  lay  the  rider  distorted  and  pale. 
With  the  dew  on  his  brow  and  the  rust  on 

his  mail ; 
And  the  tents  wore  all  silent,  the  banners 

alone. 
The  lances  unlifted,  the  trumpet  unblown. 

And  the  widows    of  Ashur  arc    loud  in 

their  wail. 


And  the  idols  are  broke  in  the  temple  of  Bitl; 
And  the  might  of  the  Gentile,  unsmote  ky 

the  sword. 
Hath  melted  like  snow  In  the  glance  of  Ik 

Lord! 

xxni. 

FROM  JOB. 

A  SPIRIT  pass'd  before  me :  I  beheU 
The  lace  of  Immortality  anveird — 
Deep  sleep  came  down  on  every  eye  wc 

mine — 
And  there  it  stood,-adl  formless^but  diviie 
Along  my  bones  the  creeping:  flesh  did  ^nak; 
And  as  my  damp  hair  stiflTen^il,  thss  it  spike: 

*^Is  man   more  just    than  GodT   Is  mi 

more  pure 
Than  he  who  deems  even  Seraphs  insecaid 
Creatures  of  clay— vain  dwellers  in  thediit! 
The  moth  survives  you,and  are  ye  more  jeitf 
Thin^  of  a  day !  you  wither  ere  the  nigU, 
Heedless  and  blind    to   Wisdom*!  wistd 

lig^t!'' 
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Expendo  Aaiiibalem: — quot  libraa  in  duco  sammo 
InvenieH  ?  "—Juvenal. 

The  fimperor  Nepoa  was  acknowledfed  by  the  Senate,  by 
the  itaiians,  aad  bjr  the  Provincials  of  (waul;  his  moral  virtues, 
and  military  talents  were  londly  celebrated;  aad  thoae  who 
derived  any   private  benefit  from  his  government    announced 

in  prophetic  strains  the  restoration  of  public  lelicity. 

•  •••««»• 

By  this  shameftil  abdication,  he  protracted  his  life  a  few  yean* 
in  a  very  ambiguous  state,  between  an  Emperor  aad  an  Eiile, 
till ^    Gibbon's  Decline  and  Fall,  Cbapt.  36. 


*  Fis  done — but  yesterday  a  King ! 

And  armM  with  Kings  to  strive — 
And  now  thou  art  a  nameless  thing 

So  abject— yet  alive!, 
Is  this  the  man  of  thousand  thrones, 
IVho    strew'd    our    Earth     with    hostile 

bones? 

And  can  he  thus  survive? 
Since  he,  miscalTd  the  Morning-Star, 
Nor  man  nor  fiend  hatli  fallen  so  far. 

Ill-minded  man !  why  scourge  thy  kind 

Who  bow*d  so  low  the  Itnce? 
Byjraming  on  thyself  grown  blind, 

Thoa  taughfst  the  rest  to  see. 


With  might  unquestioned, — power  to  save- 
Thine  only  gift  hath  been  the  graire 

To  those  that  worshipped  thee; 
Nor,  till  thy  fall,  could  mortals  guess 
Ambition's  less  than  littleness ! 

Thanks  for  that  lesson — it  will  teach 

To  after-warriors  more 
Tlian  high  Philosophy  can  preach. 

And  vainly  preach*d  before. 
That  spell  upon  the  minds  of  men 
Breaks  never  to  unite  again, 

That  led  them  to  adore 
Those  Pag^-tbingt  of  sabre-away. 
With  firontf  of  kiwf,  aad  feet  of  clay. 
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The  triamph,  and  the  Tanity, 

The  rapture  of  the  fltrife — 
The  earth  quake- shoat  of  Victory, 

To  thee  the  hreath  of  life; 
The  sword,  the  sceptre,  and  that  sway 
^'hich  man  seeniM  made  but  to  obey. 

Wherewith  renown  was  rife — 
All  queird!— Dark  Spirit!  what  must  be 
The  madness  of  thy  memoiy ! 

The  Desolator  desolate! 

The  Victor  overthrown ! 
The  Arbiter  of  others*  fate 

A  Suppliant  for  his  own ! 
Is  it  some  yet  imperial  hope 

That  with  such  change  can  calmly  scope? 

Or  dread  of  death  alone? 
To  die  a  prince— or  live  a  slave— 
Thy  clioice  is  most  ignobly  brave ! 

He  who  of  old  would  rend  the  oak, 

DrcamM  n(»t  of  the  rebound ; 
Chained  by  the  trunk  he  vainly  broke, 

Alone— how  look'd  he  round?— 
Thou,  in  the  sternness  of  thy  streng;th 
An  equal  deed  hast  done  at  length. 

And  darker  fate  hast  found  : 
He  fell,  the  forest^prowlers*  pr<*y ; 
Hut  thou  must  eat  thy  heart  away ! 

The  Roman,  when  his  burning  heart 

Was  slaked  with  blood  of  Kome, 
Threw  down  the  dagger— dared  depart. 

In  savage  grandeur,  home. 
He  dared  depart,  in  utter  scorn 
Of  men  that  such  a  yoke  had  borne, 

Yet  left  him  such  a  doom! 
UU  only  glory  was  that  hour 
Of  self-upheld  abandoned  power. 

The  Spaniard,  wheii  the  lust  of  iway 
Had  lost  its  quickening  spell. 

Cast  crowns  for  rosaries  away. 
An  empire  for  a  cell ; 

A  strict  accountant  of  his  beads, 

A  subtle  disputant  on  creeds. 
His  dotage  trifled  well: 

Yet  better  had  he  neither  known 

A  bigot^s  shrine,  nor  despot's  throne. 

Rut  then — from  thy  reluctant  hand 

The  thunderbolt  is  wrung— 
Too  late  thou  leav'st  the  high  command 
To  which  tliy  weakness* clung; 
All  Evil  Spirit  as  thou  art. 
It  is  enough  to  grieve  the  heart. 

To  sec  thine  own  unstrung; 
To  think  that  God's  faiif  world  hath  been 
The  footstool  of  a  thing  so  mean ; 

And  (larth  hath  spilt  her  blood  for  him. 
Who  thus  can  hoard  his  own ! 

And  Monarchs  bowM  the  trembling  limb. 
And  thank'd  him  for  a  throne! 


Fair  Freedom !  we  may  hold  thee  dear. 
When  thus  thy  mightiest  foes  their  fear 

In  humblest  guise  have  shown. 
Oh!  ne'er  may  tyrant  leave  behind 
A  brighter  name  to  lure  mankind ! 

Thine  evil  deeds  are  writ  in  gore. 

Nor  written  thus  in  vain  — 
Thy  triumphs  tell  of  fame  no  more, 

Or  deepen  every  stain. 
If  thou  hadst  died  as  honour  dies. 
Some  new  Napoleon  might  arise. 

To  shame  the  world  again — 
But  who  would  soar  the  solar  height, 
To  set  in  such  a  starless  night? 

WeighM  in  the  balance,  hero-dust 

Is  vile  as  vulgar  clay; 
Thy  scales.  Mortality !  are  just 

To  all  that  pass  away; 
Rut  yet  methooght  the  living  great 
Some  higher  sparks  should  animate. 

To  dazzle  and  dismay ; 
Nor  deem'd  contempt  could  thus  make  mirth 
Of  these,  the  Conquerors  of  tlie  earth ! 

And  She,  proud  Austria's  mournful  flower. 

Thy  still  imperial  bride; 
How  bears  her  breast  the  torturing  hour? 

Still  clings  she  to  thy  side? 
Must  she  too  bend,  must  she  too  share 
Thy  late  repentance,  long  despair, 

Thou  throneless  Homicide? 
If  still  she  loves  thee,  hoard  that  gem, 
Tis  worth  thy  vanished  diadem  I 

Then  haste  thee  to  thy  sullen  Isle, 

And  gaie  upon  the  sea; 
That  element  may  meet  thy  smile. 

It  ne'er  was  ruled  by  thee ! 
Or  trace  with  thine  all  idle  hand. 
In  loitering  mood,  upon  the  sand. 

That  £arth  is  now  as  free! 
That  Corinth's  pedagogue  hath  now 
Transfcrr'd  his  by-word  to  thy  brow. 

Thou  Timonr!  in  his  captive's  cage 
What  thoughts  will  there  be  thine. 
While  brooding  in  thy  prison'd  rage  ? 

Rntone— '^The  world  iras  mine:" 
Unless,  like  he  of  Babylon, 
All  sense  is  with  thy  sceptre  gone. 

Life  will  not  long  confine 
That  spirit  ponr'd  so  widely  forth— 
So  long  obey'd— so  little  worth! 

Or  like  the  thief  of  fire  from  heaven. 

Wilt  thoa  withstand  the  shock  ? 
And  share  with  him,  the  nnforgivca. 

His  vulture  and  his  rock! 
Foredoom'd  by  God — by  man  accurst. 
And  that  last  act,  though  not  thy  worst. 

The  very  Fiend's  arch  mock ; 
He  in  his  fall  preserved  his  pride. 
And,  if  a  mortal,  had  as  proudly  died ! 
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SCOTCH    REVIEWERS; 


A      8  A  T  I  R  E. 


I  had  ratker  be  a  kitten,  and  cry  mew! 
Than  one  of  these  same  metre-ballad-moagenL 

Shakspbaeb. 

Such  thamelets  Bards  we  have;  and  yet,  *ti8  tme. 
There  are  as  mad,  abandoned  Critics  too. 

Pors. 


PREFACE 

TO     THE     SECOND     BSITIOIf. 

All  mj  friends,  learned  and  onleamed, 
have  urged  roe  not  to  publish  this  Satire 
with  my  name.  If  I  were  to  be  'Hum'd 
from  the  career  of  my  humour  by  quibbles 
quick,  and  paper-bullets  of  the  brain ,'^  I 
■hould  have  complied  with  their  counsel. 
But  I  am  not  to  be  terrified  by  abuse,  or 
bullied  by  reviewers,  with  or  without  arms. 
I  can  safely  say  that  I  have  attacked  none 
personally  who  did  not  commence  on  the 
offensive.  An  author*s  works  are  public 
property:  he  who  purchases  may  judge, 
and  publish  his  opinion  if  he  pleases ;  and 
the  authors  I  have  endeavoured  to  comme- 
morate may  do  by  me  as  I  have  done  by 
them.  I  dare  say  they  will  succeed  better 
in  condemning  my  scribblings,  than  in 
mending  their  own.  But  my  object  is  not 
to  prove  that  I  can  write  well,  but,  if  pos- 
nble,  to  make  others  write  better. 

As  the  Poem  has  met  with  far  more  suc- 
cess than  I  expected,  I  have  endeavoured 
in  this  edition  to  make  some  additions  and 
alterations  to  render  it  more  worthy  of 
public  perusal. 

In  the  first  edition  of  this  Satire,  published 
anonymously,  fourteen  lines  on  the  subject 
of  Bowleses  rope  were  written  and  inserted 
at  the  request  of  an  ingenious  friend  of  mine, 
who  has  now  in  the  press  a  volume  of 
poetry.  In  the  present  edition  they  are 
erased,  and  some  of  my  own  substituted  in 
their  stead :  my  onlv  reason  for  this  being 
that  which  I  conceive  would  operate  with 
any  other  person  in  the  same  manner— a 
determination  not  to  publish  with  my  name 


any  production  which  was  not  entirely  ni 
exclusively  my  own  composition. 

With  rc^gard  to  the  real  talent*  of  nuj 
of  the  poetical  persons  whose  perfomancd 
are  mentioned  or  alluded  to  in  the  foilmr- 
ing  pages,  it  is  presumed  by  the  antlM 
that  there  can  be  little  difference  of  opinisi 
in  the  public  at  large ;  though,  like  other 
sectaries,  each  has  his  separate  tabernacle 
of  proselytes,  by  whom  his  abilities  ars 
overrated,  hia  faults  overlooked,  and  hif 
metrical  canons  received  without  fempls 
and  without  consideration.  Bnt  the  aa- 
questionable  possession  of  considerable  ge- 
nius by  several  of  the  writers  here  censaiedt 
renders  their  mental  prostitntion  more  ts 
be  regretted.  Imbecility  may-  be  pitied,  or, 
at  worst,  laughed  at  and  uirgotten ;  per- 
verted powers  demand  the  most  decided 
reprehension,  fio  one  can  wish  more  than 
the  author,  that  some  known  and  able  wri- 
ter had  undertaken  their  exposure;  bat 
Mr.  GiFFoan  has  devoted  himself  to  Mas- 
singer,  and,  in  the  absence  of  the  regular 
physician,  a  country-practitioner  nny,  ia 
cases  of  absolute  necessity,  be  allowed  ta 
prescribe  his  nostrum,  to  prevent  the  ex- 
tension of  so  deplorable  an  epidemic,  pro- 
vided there  be  no  quackery  In  hia  treatment 
of  the  malady.  A  caustic  is  here  offered, 
as  it  is  to  be  feared  nothing  short  of  actaal 
cautery  can  recover  the  numerona  paticati 
afflict^  with  the  present  preralent  and 
distressing  rahie9  for  rhymiufc* — Aa  to  the 
Edifihurgh  Reviewers f  it  would,  indeed,  re- 
quire a  Herculea  to  crush  the  Hydra ;  bat 
if  the  author  succeeds  in  merely  ^hruliiag 
one  of  the  heads  of  the  aerpent,**  though 
his  own  hand  should  anffer  In  the 
ter,  he  will  be  amply  aatiafied. 
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Still  miift  I  hear  9 — tliaU  hoam  Fin- 

OBKALD  bavl 
His  crealfing  coapletf  in  a  tavern-hall. 
And  I  not  fing,  lett,  haply,  Scotch  Reriewf 
Should  dub  me  icribbler,  and  denounce  mj 

Mute? 
Prepare  for  rh^e^rU  publiih,  right  or 

wrong: 
Fools  are  my  theme,  let  Satire  be  my  song. 


Oh!  Nature^t  nobleit  gift — my  gray  goofe- 

quill ! 
Slave  of  my  thoughts,  obedient  to  my  will, 
Tom  from  thy  parent-bird  to  form  a  pen. 
That  mighty  instrument  of  little  men  I 
The  pen!    foredoomed  to  aid  the  mental 

throes 
Of  brains  that  labour,  big  with  Terse  or 

prose. 
Though  nymphs  forsake,  and  critics  may 

deride 
The  lover's  solace,  and  the  author's  pride: 
What  wits,  what  poets  dost  thou  daily  raise! 
How  frequent  is  thy  use,  how  small  thy 

praise ! 
Condcmn'd  at  length  to  be  forgotten  quite. 
With  all  the  pages  which  'twas  thine  to 

write. 
But  thou,  at  least,  mine  own  especial  pen ! 
Once  laid  aside,  but  now  assumed  again. 
Our  task  complete,  like  Hamet's  shall  be 

free; 
Tlio'  spnm'd  by  others,  yet  beloved  by  me: 
Then  let  us  soar  to-day ;  no  common  theme, 
Bio  eastern  vision,  no  distempered  dream 
Inspires — our  path,  though  full  of  thorns, 

IS  plain; 
Smooth  be  the  verse,  and  easy  be  the  strain. 


When  Vice  triumphant  holds  her  sove- 
reign sway. 
And  men,  through  life  her  willing  slaves, 

obey; 
When  Folly,  frequent  harbinger  of  crime. 
Unfolds  her  motley  store  to  suit  the  time; 
When  knaves  and  fools  combined  o'er  all 

prevail, 
When  Justice  halts,  and  Right  begins  to  fail, 
ITen  then  the  boldest  start  from  public 

sneers. 
Afraid  of  shame,  unknown  to  other  fears. 
More  darkly  sin,  by  Satire  kept  in  awe. 
And  shrink  from  ridicule,  though  not  from 

law. 


Such  is  the  force  of  Wit!  but  not  belong 
To  me  the  arrows  of  satiric  song ; 
The  royal  vices  of  our  age  demand 
A  keener  weapon,  and  a  mightier  hand. 
Still  there  are  follies  e'en  for  me  to  chase. 
And  yield  at  least  amusement  in  the  races 
Laugh  when  I  laugh,  I  seek  ■•  other  ~ 


The  cry  is  up,  and  Scribblers  are  my  game) 
Speed,  Pegasus ! — ye  strains  of  great  and 

small. 
Ode,  Epic,  Elegy,  have  at  you  all! 
I  too  can  scrawl,  and  once  upon  a  time 
I  pour'd  along  the  town  a  flood  of  rhyme— 
A   schoolboy -freak,    unworthy  praise  or 

blame: 
I  printed  ~  older  children  do  the  same. 
Tis  pleasant,  sure,  to  see  one's  name  in  print; 
A  book's  a  book,  altho'  there's  nothing  int. 
Not  that  a  title's  sounding  charm  can  save 
Or  scrawl  or  scribbler  from  an  equal  grave: 
This  IiAMa  must  own ,  since  his  patrician 

name 
Fail'd  to  preserve  the  spurious  farce  from 

shame. 
No  matter,  Gsobqb  continues  still  to  write. 
The'  now  the  name  is  veil'd  from  public 

sight 
Moved  by  the  great  example,  I  pursue 
The  self-same  road,    but  make  my  owa 

review:  • 
Not  seek  great  JaFFaav's -yet,  like  htm, 

will  be 
Self-constituted  judge  of  poesy. 


A  man  must  serve  his  time  to  every  trade. 
Save  censure  ~  critics  all  are  ready  made. 
Take  hackney'd  jokes  from  MiLLua,  got  by 

rote. 
With  just  enough  of  learning  to  misquote, 
A  mind  well  skul'd  to  find  or  forge  a  fault; 
A  turn  for  punning,  call  it  Attic  salt; 
To  jBFrasT  go,  be  silent  and  discreet. 
His  pay  is  just  ten  sterling  pounds  per  sheet: 
Fear  not  to  lie,  'twill  seem  a  lucky  hit; 
Shrink  not  from  blasphemy,  twill  pass  for 

wit; 
Care  not  for  feeling— pass  your  proper  jest. 
And  stand  a  critic,  hated  yet  caress'd. 


And  shall  we  own  such  judgment?  no— 

as  soon 
Seek  roses  in  December,  ice  in  June; 
Hope  constancy  in  wind,  or  com  in  chaff; 
Believe  a  woman,  or  an  epitaph ; 
Or  any  other  thing  that's  false,  before 
You  trust  in  critics  who  themselves  are  sore; 
Or  yield  one  single  thought  to  be  misled 
By  JarFaar's  heart,    or    Lamb's  itceotian 

head. 


To  these  yming  tyrants,  by  themselves 

misplaced. 

Combined  usurpers  on  the  throne  of  Taste; 

To  these,  when  authors  bend  in  humble  awe. 

And  hail  their  voice  as  truth ,  their  word 

as  law; 

While  these  are  censors,  'twould  be  sin  to 

spare; 

jndie  such  ara  cri  tics,why  shoald  I  farbeart 
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Bnt  yet,  to  near  all  modem  worthies  mn, 
Tit  doubtful  whom  to  seek,  or  whom  to 

fhnn; 
Nor  know  we  when  to  spare ,  or  where  to 

strike, 
Oar  bards  and  censors  are  so  much  alike. 


Then  should  you  ask  me,  why  I  Tentnre 

o'er 
The  path  which  Popb  and  Gifforb  trod 

before ; 
If  not  yet  sickened,  von  can  Htiil  proceed ; 
Go  on ;  my  rhyme  will  tell  you  as  you  read. 


Time  was,  ere  yet  in  these  degenerate  days 
Ignoble  themes  obtainM  mistaken  praise. 
When  Sense  and  Wit  with  Poesy  allied. 
No  fabled  Graces,  flourished  side  by  side. 
From  the  same  fount  their  inspiration  drew. 
And,  rear*d  by  Taste,  bloomM  fairer  as 

they  grew. 
Then,  in  this  happy  isle,  a  Popb*s  pure  strain 
Sought  the  rapt' soul  to  charm,  nor  sought 

in  irain; 
A  polish'd  nation^s  praise  aspired  to  claim. 
And  raised  the  people^s,  as  the  poet's  fame. 
Like  him  great  Drtdsiw  pourM  the  tide  of 

song; 
In  stream  less  smooth,  indeed ,  yet  doubly 

strong; 
Then  Conoutb's  scenes  could  cheer,   or 

Otway's  melt— 
For  nature  then  an  English  audience  felt. 
But  why  these  names,   or  greater  still, 

retrace. 
When  all  to  feebler  bards  resign  their  place? 
Yet  to  such  times  our  lingering  looks  are 

cast. 
When  taste  and  reason  with  those  times 

are  past. 
Now  look  around, and  turn  each  trifling  page, 
Surrey  the  precious  works  that  please  Sie 

This  truth  at  least  let  Satire's  self  allow. 
No  dearth  of  bards  can  be  complained  of  now : 
The  loaded  press  beneath  her  labour  groans. 
And  printers' dcTils  shake  their  weary  bones; 
W^hile  Soutut's  epics  cram  the  creaking 

shelves. 
And  Lrrrxa'i  lyrics  shine  in  hoi-prestM 

twelTOS. 


Thus  saith  the  Preacher,  ^^nonght  beneath 

the  sun 
Is  new;**  yet  still  from  change  to  change 

we  run: 
What  varied  wonders  tempt  us  as  they  pass  I 
The  cow-pox,  tractors,  galvanism,  and  gas 
In  turns  appear,  to  make  the  vulgar  stare, 
Till  the  swoln  bubble  bursts — and  all  is  air. 
Nor  less  new  schools  of  poetry  arise, 
Where  dull  pretenders  grapple  for  the  priies 


O^erTaste  awhUe  these  peeudo-bards  prevtik 
Each  countiy-book-club  bows  the  knee  to 

Baal, 
And,  hurling  lawful  genius  from  the  throM, 
Erects  a  shrine  and  idol  of  its  own ; 
Some  leaden  calf-  but  whom  it  matters  naC 
From  soaring  Southbt  down  to  ^roveliig 

Stott. 


Behold  I  in  various  throngs  the  scribb- 
ling crew. 
For  notice  eager,  pass  in  long  review : 
Each  spurs  his  jsMled  Pegasus  apace. 
And  rhyme  and  blank  maintain  an  equal  tan; 
Sonnets  on  sonnets  crowd,  and  ode  on  edb; 
And  tales  of  terror  jostle  on  the  road ; 
Immeasurable  measures  move  along ; 
For  simpering  Folly  loves  a  Taried  seag. 
To  strange  mysterious   Dulness   still  tk 

friend. 
Admires  the  strain  she  cannot  comprehesi 
Thus  Lays  of  Minstrels  —  may  thcj  be  tif 

lastf- 
On  half-strung  harps  whine  moonfal  ti 

the  blast, 
Whilemountain-spiritsprate  to  river  sprilMf 
That  dames  may  listen  to  their  aoand  si 

nights! 
And  goblin-brats,  of  Gilpin  Homer's  brsej. 
Decoy  young  border-noblee    through  the 

wood. 
And  skip  at  every  step,Lord  knows  how  higk, 
And  frighten  foolish  babes,  the  Lord  knewi 

why; 
While  high- bom  ladies  in  their  magic  cell 
Forbidding  knights  to  read  who  cannot  spell, 
Despatch  a  courier  to  a  wizard**  grave. 
And  fight  with  honest  men  to  ehieiil  a  knave. 


Neit  view  in  state ,  proud  pronciag  sa 

his  roan. 
The  goldea-crested  haughty  ifarauon. 
Now  forging  scrolls ,  now  foremost  ia  tke 

firht. 
Not  quite  a  felon,  yet  but  half  a  knight, 
The  gibbet  or  the  field  prepared  to  grace— 
A  mighty  mixture  of  the  great  and  base. 
And  uinkst  thou,  Soott!  by  vain  coacsit 

perchance. 
On  public  taste  to  foist  thy  stale  roauaee, 
Though  MumoAT  with  his  Mnxam  my 

fsomblne 
To  vield  thy  muse  just  half-a-crowa  per  Uaef 
No!  when  the  sons  of  song  descend  totioie. 
Their  bays  are  sear,  their  former  laniels  Me. 
Let  such  forego  the  poet's  sacred  name. 
Who  rack  their  bmias  Ibr  lacTe,not  for  ftise: 
Low  may  they  sink  to  merited  contempt, 
And  Scom  remnaerate  the  OMaa  attempt! 
Such  be  their  meed,snch  sti  11  the  just  reward 
Of  prostitute  muse  aad  hireliar  hard! 
For  this  we  spam  ApoUo^a  Teaal  ton, 
And  bid  a  long  "^good  aigfal  to  Mamiw.** 
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These    are  the  themes  that  ckdm  our 

plaudits  now; 
These  are  the  bards  to  whom  the  muse 

must  bow: 
^hile  MiLToif ,  DaYDWf,  Pops,  alike  forgot. 
Resign  their  hallowed  bays  to  WAiiTsa  Soott. 


The  time  has  been ,  when  yet  the  muse 

was  young, 
1^  hen  HoMBB  swept  the  lyre  and  Mabo  sung, 
An  epic  scarce  ten  centuries  could  claim. 
While  awe-struck  nations  haiPd  the  magic 

name: 
The  work  of  each  inmiortal  bard  appears 
The  single  wonder  of  a  thousand  years. 
Empires  have  moulderM  from  the  face  of 

earth. 
Tongues  hare  expired  with  those  who  gave 

them  birth. 
Without  the  glory  such  a  strain  can  give. 
As  eyen  in  rum  bids  the  language  live. 
Kot  so  with  us,  though  minor  banb,  content. 
On  Okie  great  work  a  life  of  labour  spent: 
With  eagle-pinion  soaring  to  the  skies. 
Behold  the  ballad-monger  Southby  rise; 
To  himletCAMOMS,  Miltoh,  Tasso,  yield. 
Whose  annual  strains,  like  armies,  take 

the  field. 
First  in  the  ranks  see  Joan  of  Arc  adrance, 
The  scourge  of  England,  and  the  boast  of 

France  I 
Though  burnt  by  wicked  BnoFoan  for  a 

witch. 
Behold  her  statue  placed  in  Glory^s  niche; 
Her  fetters  burst,  and  just  released  from 

prison, 
A  virgin  Phoenix  from  her  ashes  risen. 
Next  see  tremendous  Thalaba  come  on, 
Arabia's  monstrous,wild,andwonderous  son; 
Domdaniers  dread  destroyer,  who  overthrew 
More  mad  magicians  than  the  world  e'er 

knew. 
Immortal  Hero !  all  thy  foes  o*ercome. 
For  erer  reign — the  rival  of  Tom  Thumb! 
Since  startled  metre  fled  before  thy  face. 
Well  wert  thou  doomed  the  last  of  all  thy 

race  I 
Well  might  triumphant  Genii  bear  thee 

hence. 
Illustrious  conqueror  of  common  sense ! 
Now,  last  and  g^reatest,  Madoc  spreads  his 

sails. 
Cacique  in  Mexico ,  and  Prince  in  Wales ; 
Tells  us  strange  tales  as  other  travellers  do. 
More  old  than  Mandcyille's,  and  not  so  true. 
Oh!  SouTHBT,  Sovthbt!  cease  thy  varied 

song! 
A  Bard  may  chaunt  too  often  and  too  long : 
As  thou  art  strong  in  verse ,  in  mercy  spare ! 
A  fourth ,  alas !  were  more  than  we  could 

bear. 
Bat  if,  in  spite  of  all  the  world  can  say, 
ThoQ  still  wilt  verseward  plod  thy  weary 

way; 


If  stiU  in  Berkley  Ballads,  most  uncivil. 
Thou  wilt  devote  old  women  to  the  devil, 
The  babe  unborn  thy  dread  intent  may  rue : 
'"God  help  thee,''  Southby,  and  thy  readers 

too. 


Next  comes  the  dull  disciple  of  thy  school. 
That  mild  apostate  from  poetic  rule, 
The  simple  WoanswoaTH,  framer  of  a  lay 
As  soft  as  evening  in  his  fkyourite  May ; 
Who  warns  his  friend  *'to  shake  off  toU 

and  trouble; 
And  quit  his  books ,  for  fear  of  growing 

double;'* 
Who,  both  by  precept  and  example,  shows 
That  prose  is  'verse,and  verse  is  merely  prt»se. 
Convincing  all,  by  demonstration  plain. 
Poetic  souls  delight  in  prose  insane ; 
And  Christmas-stories,  tortured  int4>  rhyme. 
Contain  the  ectsence  of  the  true  sublime: 
Thus  when  he  tells  the  tale  of  BeUy  Foy, 
The  idiot  mother  of  '*an  idiot  boy;** 
A  moon-struck  silly  lad  who  lost  his  way. 
And,  like  his  bard,  confounded  night  with 

day. 
So  close  on  each  pathetic  part  he  dwells. 
And  each  adventure  so  sublimely  tells. 
That  all  who  view  the  ''idiot  in  his  glory,*' 
Conceive  the  Bard  the  hero  of  the  story. 


Shall  gentle  CoLamwoa  pass  unnoticed 

here. 
To  turgid  ode  and  tumid  stanaa  dear? 
Though  themes  of  innocence  amuse  him  best, 
Yet  still  obscurity's  a  welcome  guest. 
If  Inspiration  should  her  aid  refuse 
To  him  who  takes  a  Pixy  for  a  Muse, 
Yet  none  in  lofty  numbers  can  surpass 
The  bard  who  soars  to  elegize  an  ass. 
How  well  the  subject  suits  his  noble  mind ! 
A  fellow-feeling  makes  us  wondrous  kind." 
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Oh !  wonder-working  Lnwu !  Monk ,  or 

Bard, 
Who  fain  wouldst  make  Parnassus  a  church- 
yard ! 
Lo  I  wreaths  of  yew,  not  laurel ,  bind  thy 

brow. 
Thy  Muse  a  sprite ,  Apollo's  sexton  thou ! 
Whether  on  ailcient  tombs  thou  tak'st  thy 

stand, 
By  gibb'ring  spectres  hail'd ,   thy  kindred 

band; 
Or  tracest  chaste  descriptions  on  thy  page, 
To  please  the  females  of  our  modest  age. 
All  hail,  M.  P. !  from  whose  Infernal  brain 
Thin  sheeted  phantbms  glide,  a  grisly  train; 
At  whose  command,  '"grim  women"  throng 

in  crowds. 
And  kings  of  fire,  of  water,  and  of  clouds. 
With  "small  grey  men,"— "wild  y»gers," 

and  what  not. 
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To  crown  with  hononr  thee  and  Wambb 

Soott: 
Agsin  all  hsil !  If  tmlet  like  thine  may  pleaie, 
St.  Luke  alone  can  vanquish  the  disease ; 
Even  Sa(an*s  self  with  thee  might  dread  to 

dwell, 
And  in  thj  sknll  discern  a  deeper  hell. 


Who,  in  soft  guise,  surrounded  by  a  choir 
Of  virgins  melting,  not  t»  Vestals  fire, 
With  sparkling  eyes,  and  cheek  by  passion 

fluehM, 
Strikes  his  wild  lyre,  whilst  listening  dames 

are  hushed? 
Tis  LiTTu!  young  Catullus  of  his  day. 
As  sweet,  but  as  immoral  in  his  lay! 
Grieved  to  condemn ,  the  Muse  must  still 

be  Just, 
Kor  spare  melodious  advocates  of  lust. 
Pure  is  the  flame  which  o^er  her  altar  burns ; 
From  grosser  incense  with  disgust  she  turns: 
Yet,  kind  to  youth,  this  expiation  o*er. 
She  bids  thee,  "mend  thy  line  and  sin  no 

more." 


For  thee,  translator  of  the  tinsel  song. 
To  whom  such  glittering  ornameS^ts  belong, 
Hibernian  Stran opord  !  with  thine  eyes  of 

blue, 
And  boasted  locks  of  red,   or  auburn  hue, 
Whose  plaintive  strain  each  love-sick  Miss 

admires. 
And  o>r  harmonious  fustian  half  expires. 
Learn,  if  thou  canst,  to  yield  thine  author^s 

sense. 
Nor  vend  thy  sonnets  on  a  false  protence. 
Thinkst  thou  to  gain  thy  verse  a  higher 

place 
By  dressing  Camoens  in  a  suit  of  lace  ? 
Mend,  Strahqfoiid  !  mend  thy  morals  and 

thy  taste ; 
Be  wann,but  pure;  be  amorou8,but  be  chaste: 
Cease  to  deceive;  thy  piifer'dharp  restore. 
Nor  teach  the  Losian  bard  to  copy  Mooan. 


In  many  marble-covered  volumes  view 
Hatlit,  in  vain  attempting  something  new: 
Whether  he  spin  his  comedies  in  rhyme. 
Or  scrawl,  as  Wood  and  Bakclat  walk, 

Against  time. 
His  style  in  youth  or  age  is  still  the  same, 
For  ever  feeble  and  for  ever  tame. 
Triumphant  first  see  "Temperas  Triumphs** 

shine ! 
At  least  I'm  sure  they  triumphed  c»ver  mine. 
Of  <*Music's  Triumphs'*  all  who  read  may 

swear 
That  luckless  Music  never  trinmphM  there. 


Moravians,rise !  bestow  some  meet  rowaid 
On  dull  Devotion —lo!  the  Sabbath-Bard, 


Sepulchral  GaABAH,  ponrs  hfsaoletaabllBe 
In  mangled  prose,  nor  e*en  aspires  torhyae, 
Breaks  into  blank  the  Gospel  of  Si.  Laks, 
And  boldly  pilfers  from  the  Pentateuch ; 
And,  undisturbed  by  conscientious  qualan, 
Perverts  the  Prophets,   and  purloins  tki 

Psalms. 


Hail  Sympathy!  thy  soft  idea  brings 
A  thousand  visions  of  a  thousand  thini^ 
And  shows,  dissolved  in  thine  own  meltiig 

tears, 
The  maudlin  Prince  of  mournful  sonneteen. 
And  art  thou  not  their  Prince,  harmonisai 

Bowies! 
Thou  first,  great  oracle  of  tender  souls? 
Whether  in  sighing  winds  thou  seekst  relieff 
Or  consolation  in  a  yellow  leaf; 
Whether  thy  rouse  most  lamentably  tdb 
What  merry  sounds  proceed  from  Oxfsid 

bells. 
Or,  still  in  bells  delighting,  finds  a  frisai 
In  every  chime  that  jingled  fronoi  OsteaA 
Ah !  how  ranch  juster  wero  thy  Mase's  hip, 
If  to  thy  bells  thou  wonldst  but  add  a  cap! 
Delightful  BowLBs !  still  blessing  and  still 

blest. 
All  love  thy  strain,  but  children  like  it  best 
*Ti8  thine,  witli  gentle  Littlk^s  moral  soag, 
To  soothe  the  mania  of  the  amorous  throng! 
With  thee  our  nursery-damsels  shed  their 

tears. 
Ere  Miss  as  yet  completes  her  infant  yearn: 
But  in  her  teens  thy  whining  powers  are  vais: 
She  quits  poor.  Bowuts,  for  Lims^s  purer 

strain. 
Now  to  soft  themes  thou  scomest  to  confiae 
The  lofty  numbers  of  a  harp  like  thine: 
^* Awake  a  louder  and  a  loftier  strain,** 
Such  as  none  heard  beforo,  or  will  agaia; 
Whero  all  discoveries  jumbled  ftom  the 

flood. 
Since  first  the  leaky  aric  reposed  ia  nrad, 
By  mora  or  less,  aro  sung  m  every  book, 
From  Captain  Noar  down  to  Captain  Cosa. 
Nor  this  alone ,  but  pausing  on  the  real, 
The  Bard  sighs  forth  a  gentle  episode; 
And  gravely  teUs — attend  each  beaateoai 

Miss! — 
When  first  Madeira  trembled  to  a  kiss. 
BowLBs!in  thy  memory  let  this  precept  dwell, 
Stick  to  thy  Sonnets,  man !  at  least  they  sell. 
But  if  some  new-bora  whim,  or  larger  bribe, 
Prompt  thy  crude  brain ,   and  claim  thee 

for  a  scribe ; 
If  chance  some  bard,  though  once  by  dunces 

feared. 
Now,  prone  in  dust,  can  only  be  revered; 
If  Popi,  whose  fame  and  genius  from  the  first 
Have  foird  the  best  of  critics,needs  the  worst. 
Do  thou  essay;  each  fault,  each  fkiling  scan: 
The  first  of  poets  was,  alas!  bat  man! 
Bake  from  each  aacieat  daaghlll  every 
I  pearl. 
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Contiilt  Lord  Faitiit,  and  confide  in  Cina; 
Let  all  the  ecandals  of  a  fonner  age 
Perch  on  thy  pen  and  flutter  o*er  thy  page ; 
Aflect  a  candour  which  thou  canst  not  feel, 
Clothe  envy  in  the  garb  of  honest  seal  $ 
Write  as  if  St.  John's  soul  could  still  inspire, 
And  do  from  hate  what  BIallbt  did  for  hire. 
Oh !  hadst  thou  lived  in  that  congenial  time. 
To  rave  with  Drnvms,  and  wi£  Ralph  to 

rhyme, 
ThrongM  with  the  rest  around  his  living 

head, 
Not  raised  thy  hoof  against  the  lion  dead, 
A  meet  reward  had  crowned  thy  glorious 

gains, 
And  link'd  thee  to  the  Dunciad  for  thy  pains. 


Another  Epic !  who  inflicts  again 
More  books  of  blank  upon  the  sons  of  men  ? 
Btfotian  Cottlu,  rich  Bristowa*s  boast. 
Imports  old  stories  from  the  Cambrian  coast. 
And  sends  his  goods  to  market — all  aiiTc! 
Lines  forty  thousand.  Cantos  twenty-five ! 
Fresh  fish  from  Helicon !  who'll  buyV  wholl 

buy? 
The  precious  bargain's  cheap— in  faith  not  I. 
Too  much  in  turtle  Bristors  sons  delight, 
Too  much  o'er  bowls  of  Rack  prolong  the 

night : 
If  Commerce  fills  the  purse,  she  clogs  the 

brain, 
And  Amos  Cottlv  strikes  the  Lyre  in  vain. 
In  him  an  author's  luckless  lot  behold ! 
Gondemn'd  to  make  the  books  which  once 

he  sold. 
Oh !  Asos  CoTTLB  *  Phoebus  !^what  a  name 
To  fill  the  speaking  trump  of  future  fame  !— 
Oh !  Asos  CoTTLB !  for  a  moment  think 
What  meagre  profits  spring  from  pen  and  ink! 
When  thus  devoted  to  poetic  dreams. 
Who  will  peruse  thy  prostituted  reams  ? 
Oh !  pen  perverted !  paper  misapplied! 
Had  CoTTLB  still  adom'd  the  counter's  side. 
Bent  o'er  the  desk ,  or,  born  to  useful  toils. 
Been  taught  to  make  the  paper  which  he  soils, 
Plough'd ,  delved ,  or  plied  the  oar  with 

lusty  limb, 
He  had  not  sung  of  Wales,  nor  I  of  him. 


As  Sisyphus  against  the  infernal  steep 
Rolls  the  huge  rock,  whose  motions  ne*er 

may  sleep, 
80  up  thy  hill,  ambrosial  Richmond !  heaves 
Dull  Maumcb  all  his  granite  -  weight  of 

leaves: 
Smooth,  solid  monuments  of  mental  pain ! 
The  petrifactions  of  a  plodding  brain. 
That  ere  they  reach  the  top  fall  lumbering 

back  again. 


With  broken  lyre  and  cheek  serenely  palo 
Lo!  sad  AiiGJBUs  wanders  down  tbo  vale! 


Though   fair  they  rose   and  might  have 

bloom'd  at  last, 

His  hopes  have  perish'd  by  the  northern 

blast: 

Nipp'd  in  the  bud  by  Caledonian  gales. 

His  blossoms  wither  as  the  blast  prevails! 

O'er  his  lost  works  let  clasaicSHEFwiELD  weep; 

May  no  rude  hand  disturb  their  early  sleep ! 


Yet  tay !  why  should  the  Bard  at  onee 

resign 
His  claim  to  fkvour  from  the  sacred  Nine? 
For  ever  startled  by  the  mingled  howl 
Of  northern  wolves,  that  still  in  darknoM 

prowl: 
A  coward  brood,which  mangle  as  they  prey. 
By  hellish  instinct,  all  that  cross  their  way : 
Aged  or  young,  the  living  or  the  dead, 
^io  mercy  find-— these  harpies  must  be  fed. 
Why  do  the  injured  unresisting  yield 
The  calm  possession  of  their  native  field  9 
Why  tamely  thus  before  their  fangs  retreat. 
Nor  hunt  the  bloodhounds  back  to  Akthue^ 

Seatf 


Health  to  immortal  Jamnv!  oncefinname, 
England  could  boast  a  judge  almost  the  same: 
In  soul  so  like,  so  merciful,  yet  just. 
Some  think  that  Satan  has  resign'd  his  trust. 
And  given  the  Spirit  to  the  world  again. 
To  sentence  letters  as  he  sentenced  men ; 
With  hand  less  mighty,  but  with  heart  as 

black. 
With  voice  as  willing  to  decree  the  rack; 
Bred  in  the  courts  betimes,  though  all  that 

law 
As  yet  hath  taught  him  is  to  find  a  flaw; 
Since,  well  instructed  in  the  patriot  school 
To  rail  at  party,  though  a  party-tool. 
Who  knows,  if  chance  his  patrons  should 

restore 
Back  to  the  sway  they  forfeited  before. 
His  scribbling  toils  some  recompense  may 

meet. 
And  raise  this  Daniel  to  the  Judgment-seat? 
Let  Jbppribs'  shade  indulge  the  pious  hope. 
And  greeting  thus,  present  him  with  a  rope: 
'^Heir  to  my  virtues !  man  of  equal  mind! 
Skiird  to  condemn  as  to  traduce  mankind. 
This  cord  receive — for  thee  reserved  with 

care. 
To  yield  in  judgment,  and  at  length  to 


n 


Health  to  great  Jbffbbt!  Heaven  pre- 
serve his  life. 
To  flourish  on  the  fertile  shores  of  Fife, 
And  gnard  it  sacred  in  his  future  wars. 
Since  authors  sometimes  seek  the  field  af 

Mars! 
Can  none  remember  that  eventful  day. 
That  ever  glorious,  almost  fatal  fray. 
When  LnTu's  leadless  pistol  met  Ui  ejFO, 
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And  Bow-itreet  myimidoiii  stood  laagli- 

ioff  by  f 
Oh  day  ditaatronf !  on  her  finn  set  rock, 
Dunedin^s  castle  felt  a  secret  shock  ; 
Dark  roird  the  sympathetic  waves  of  Forth, 
Iiow  groan'd  the  startled  whirlwinds  of  the 

north; 
TwBBD  ruffled  half  his  wave  to  form  a  tear, 
The  other  half  por^ued  its  calm  career; 
Aethub^s  steep  summit  nodded  to  its  base; 
The  surly  Tolbooth  scarcely  kept  her  place? 
The  Tolbooth  felt — for  marble  sometimes 

can. 
On  such  occasions ,  feel  as  much  as  man — 
The  Tolbooth  felt  defrauded  of  his  charms 
If  Jbpfbby  died,  except  within  her  arms : 
Nay,  last  not  least,  on  that  portentous  mom 
The  sixteenth  story ,    where  himself  was 

bom. 
His  patrimonial  garret  fell  to  ground. 
And  pale  Edina  shudderM  at  the  sound : 
Strew'd  were  the  streets  around  with  milk- 
white  reams, 
Flow'dall  theCanongate  with  inky  streams; 
This  of  his  candour  seemM  the  sable  dew, 
That  of  his  valour  shewed  the  bloodless  hue, 
And  all  with  justice  deemM  the  two  combined 
The  mingled  emblems  of  his  mighty  mind. 
But  Caledonians  Goddess  lioverM  o*er 
The  field,  and  saved  him  from  the  wrath 

of  Moobb; 
From  either  pistol  snatched  the  vengeful  lead. 
And  straight  restored  it  to  her  favourite*s 

head; 
That  head,  with  greater  than  magnetic 

power. 
Caught  it,  as  Danae  the  golden  shower. 
And,    though  the  thickening  dross    will 

scarce  refine. 
Augments  its  ore,  and  is  itself  a  mine. 
*^llly  ton,**  she  cried,  '*ne*er  thirst  for  gore 

again. 
Resign  the  pistol  and  resume  the  pen; 
0*er  politics  and  poesy  preside, 
Boast  of  thy  country,  and  Britannia*s  guide ! 
For,  long  as  Albion^s  heedless  sons  submit. 
Or  Scottish  taste  decides  on  English  wit. 
So  long  shall  last  thine  unmolested  reign. 
Nor  any  dare  to  take  thy  name  in  vain. 
Behold  a  chosen  band  shall  aid  thy  plan. 
And  own  thee  chieftain  of  the  critic  clan. 
First  in  the  ranks  illustrious  shall  be  seen 
The  traveird  Thane!  Athenian  Abbbdbbb. 
Hbubet  shall  wield  Thob's  hammer,  and 

sometimes. 
In  gratitude,   thon*lt  praise  his  rugged 

rhymes. 
Smug  STOifBT  too  thy  bitter  page  shall  seek. 
And  classic  Hallah,  mudi  renowned  for 

Greek. 
SooTT  may  perchance  his  name  and  influ- 
ence lend. 
And  paltry  Pillahs  shall  traduce  his  friend ; 
While  gay  Thalia's  luckless  votary.  Lamb, 
As  hehimiielf  was  damiiM,sliall  try  to  dano. 


Known  be  thy  name,anbonnded  be  ihj  wwwjl 
Thy  HoLLABn'k  banquets  shall  tmA  ttSU 

repay; 
While  grateful   Britain  yields  the  piaift 

she  owes 
To  Holland's  hirelings,  and  to  Leamin^ 

foeo. 
Yet  mark  one  caution,  ere  thy  next  Review 
Spread  its  light  wings  of  saffron  and  of  bias, 
Beware  lest  blundering  Bbovorax  dcstroj 

the  sale. 
Turn  beef  to  bannocks,  cauliflowers  to  kail** 
Thus  having  saidL,  the  kilted  Goddess  ki4 
Her  son,  and  vanished  in  a  Scottioh  mist 
Illustrious  Holland  !  hard  would  be  his  lol, 
His  hirelings  mentioned  and  himself  forgot! 
Holland,  with  Hbnbt  Pbttt  at  his  back, 
The  whipper-in  and  huntsman  of  the  pack. 
Blest  be  the  banquets  spread  at  Holiantf- 

House, 
Where  Scotchmen  feed,  and  critics  wsj 

carouse! 
Long,  long  beneath  that  hospitable  roof 
Shall  Grub-street  dine,  while  dnua  are  kqfl 

aloof. 
See  honest  Hallam  lay  aside  hb  fork. 
Resume  his  pen,  review  hb  Lordship^s  werfc, 
And,  grateful  to  the  founder  of  the  feast. 
Declare  his  landlord  can  translate,  at  least! 
Dnnedin !  view  thy  children  with  deiickt, 
They  write  for  food,  and  feed  because  ucy 

write. 
And  lest,  when  heated  with  th^  unusual 

Some  glowing  thoughts  should  to  the  press 

escape. 
And  tinge  with  red  the  female  reader^s  cheek. 
My  lady  skims  the  eream  of  each  critique; 
Breathes  o'er  the  page  her  purity  of  soul. 
Reforms  each  error  and  refines  tLe  whole. 


Now  to  the  Drama  turn.  01i,motley  sight! 
What  precious  scenes  the  wondering  eysi 

invite! 
Puns,  and  a  prince  within  a  barrel  peat. 
And    Dibdin's    nonsense    yield    couplets 

content. 
Though  now ,  thank  Heaven !  the  Roacio- 

mania^s  oVr, 
And  full-grown  acton  are  endured  oace 


Yet  what  avail  their  vain  atteaapts  to  please, 
While  British  critics  suffer  scenes  like  these? 
While  Rbynolds  vents  hb  ^^daDimes,  poohs, 

and  moandb,'' 
And  common  -  place ,   and  common -sease 

confounds  f 
While  Kbnnt's    World,  just   suffered  to 

proceed, 
Proclaims  the  audience  very  kind  indeed? 
And  Bbaohont*s  pilfered  Caratach  i^ords 
A  tragedy  complete  in  all  but  words? 
Who  out  miisl  nwnm  while  thcae  are  all 

the  rage. 
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The  degradalioo  of  our  Taanted  iteM  V 
HeaTens !  ii  all  fente  of  ahame,  ana  talent 

gone? 
Have  we  no  Hvuig  bard  of  merit ?~ none? 
ATrakeyGnoau  CoLiiAn,CirHBnu.Aiii»  awake! 
Ring  the  alanim-bell,  let  folly  quake! 
Oh  Shbbidan  !  if  aught  can  move  thy  pen, 
Let  Comedy  refume  her  throne  again, 
Abjure  the  mummery  of  German  tchooli. 
Leave  new  Pisarro§  to  translating  fools ; 
Give,  as  thy  last  memorial  to  the  age, 
One  classic  drama,  and  reform  the  stage. 
Gods !  o*er  those  boards  shall  Folly  rear 

her  head 
Where  GAaaioa  trod,  and  Kbdlx  lives  to 

tread? 
On  those  shall  Farce  display  buffoonery's 

mask. 
And  Hoonn  conceal  his  heroes  in  a  cask? 
Shall  sapient  managers  new  scenes  produce 
From  Cnnaav,  SanFFiNOTOif ,  and  Mother 

GoosB? 
While  SsAKBSPBAaB,  Otwat,  llAssiivaam, 

forgot. 
On  stalls  must  moulder,  or  in  closets  rot? 
Lo!  with  what  pomp  the  daily  prints  proclaim 
The  rival  candidates  for  Attic  fame! 
In  grim  array  though  Lewis'  spectres  rise. 
Still  SKBTFinoToif  and  Gooss  divide  the 

prize. 
And  sure  great  SaaFFmoTon  must  claim 

our  praise. 
For  skirtless  coats,  and  skeletons  of  plays 
Renowned  alike ;  whose  genius  ne'er  confines 
Her  flight   to  garnish   GaBBivwoon's  gay 

designs; 
Nor  sleeps  with  '^Sleeping  Beauties,*'  but 

anon 
In  five  fiiicetloas  acts  comes  thundering  on, 
While  poor  John  Bull,  bewilder'd  with 

the  scene, 
Stares,wondering  what  the  devil  it  can  mean; 
But  as  some  hands  applaud ,  a  venal  few ! 
Rather  than  sleep,why  John  applauds  it  too. 


Such  are  we  now,  ah !  wherefore  shonld 

we  turn 
To  what  our  fathers  were,  unless  to  mourn  ? 
Degenerate  Britons !  are  ye  dead  to  shame. 
Or,  kind  to  dulness,  do  ye  fear  to  blame? 
Well  maj  the  nobles  of  our  priMcnt  race 
Watch  each  distortion  of  a  Naldi's  face ; 
Well  may  ther  smile  on  Italy's  buffoons. 
And  worship  Catalani's  pantaloons, 
Since  their  own  drama  yields  no  fairer  trace 
Of  wit  than  puns,  of  hamoar  than  grimace. 


Then  let  Avsomia,  skill'd  in  every  art. 
To  soften  manners ,  bnt  corrupt  the  heart, 
Pour  her  exotic  follies  o'er  the  town. 
To  sanction  vice  and  hunt  decorum  down: 
Let  wedded  strumpets  languish  o'er  Det- 

hayef, 


And  bless  the  promise  which  hb   form 

displays ; 
While  Gayton  bounds  before  the  enraptured 

looks 
Of  hoary  marquises  and  stripling  dukes : 
Let  high-bom  letchers  eye  the  lively  Presle 
Twirl  her  light  limbs  that  spurn  the  need« 

less  veil: 
Let  Angiolini  bare  her  breast  of  snow. 
Wave  the  white  arm  and  point  the  pliant  toe| 
CoUini  trill  her  love-inspiring  song. 
Strain  her  fair  neck  and  charm  the  lisl* 

ening  throng! 
Raise  not  your  scythe ,  suppressors  of  nor 

vice! 
Reforming  Saints,  too  delicately  nice! 
By  whose  decrees,  our  sinful  souls  to  save, 
No  sunday-tankards  foam,  no  barbers  shave. 
And  beer  undrawn   and   beards  nnmowa 

display 
Your  holy  reverence  for  the  sabbath-day. 

Or  hail  at  once  the  patron  and  the  pile 
Of  vice  and  folly,  Greville  and  Argyle! 
Where  yon  proud  palace.  Fashion's  hal- 

low'd  fane, 
Spreads  wide  her  portals  foV  the  motley 

train. 
Behold  the  new  Petronius  of  the  day. 
The  arbiter  of  pleasure  and  of  play ! 
There  the  hiredEunoch,the  Hesperian  choir. 
The  melting  lute,  the  soft  lascivious  lyra. 
The  song  from  Italy,  the  step  from  France, 
The  midnight  orgy,  and  the  masT  dance. 
The  smile  of  beauty,  and  the  flush  of  wine. 
For  fops,  fools,  gamesters,  knaves,  and 

lords  combine  x 
Each  to  his  humour, — Comns  all  allows ; 
Champaign,  dice,  music,  or  your  neigli- 

bour's  spouse. 
Talk  not  to  us,  ye  starving  sons  of  trade! 
Of  piteous  ruin,  which  ourselves  have  mades 
In  Plenty's  sunshine  Fortune's  minions  bask. 
Nor  think  of  Poverty,  except  ^^n  masque,** 
When  for  the  night  some  lately  titled  ass 
Appears  the  beggar  which  his  grandsire  was. 
The  curtain  dropp'd,  the  gay  Burletta  o'er, 
The  audience  take  their  turn  upon  the  floor; 
Now  round  the  room  the  circling  dow'gen 

sweep. 
Now  in  loose  waits  the  thin-clad  daughters 

leap: 
The  first  in  lengthen'd  line  miy^stic  swim. 
The  last  display  the  free ,  unfetter'd  limb  t 
Those  for  Hibemia's  lusty  sons  repair 
With  art  the  charms  which  Nature  could 

not  spare ; 
These  after  husbands  wing  their  eager 

flight. 
Nor  leave  much  mystery  for  the  nnptial- 

night 

Oh !  blest  retreats  of  infamy  and  ease ! 
Where,  all  foigottea  bnt  the  power  to  please. 
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EBch  maid  mty  giTO  m  Ioom  to  genial 

thought. 
Each  fwain  may  teach  new  nystemt,  or  be 

taught : 
There  the  blithe  yonngtter ,  jnst  retnmM 

from  Spain, 
Gntf  the  light  pack,  or  calls  the  rattling 

main; 
The  jovial  Caster^s  set,  and  seven^  the  nick. 
Or— done !-  a  thousand  on  the  coming  trick! 
If  mad  with  loss,  existence  'gins  to  tire. 
And  all  ynnr  hope  or  wish  is  to  to  expire. 
Here's  Powkll's  pistol  ready  for  your  life, 
And,  kinder  still ,  a  Paost  for  your  wife. 
Fit  consummation  of  an  earthly  race 
Begun  in  ff»lly,  ended  in  disgrace, 
While  none  but  menials  o'er  the  bed  of  death. 
Wash  thy  red  wounds,  or  wateh  thy  waTcr- 

ing  breath ; 
Traduced  by  liars,  and  forgot  by  all. 
The  mangled  victim  of  a  drunken  brawl, 
To  live  like  Glomus,  and  like  Falklaud  fall. 


Tmth!  rouse  some  genuine  Bard,  and 

guide  his  hand 
To  drive  thia  pestilence  from  out  the  land. 
Even  I  —  least  thinking  of  a   thoughtless 

throng, 
Jast  skiird  to  know  the  right  and  chase 

the  wrong. 
Freed  atthat  age  when  Reason's  shield  is  lost 
To  fight  my  course  through  Passion's  count- 
less host. 
Whom  every  path  of  pleafiure's  flowery  way 
Has  lured  in  turn ,  and  all  have  led  astray — 
E'en  I  must  raise  my  voice,  e'en  I  must  feel 
Such  scenes,  such  men,  destroy  the  public 

weal; 
Altho' some  kind,  censorious  friend  will  say, 
^*What  art  thou  better,  meddling  fool,  than 

they  ?" 
And  every  brother-rake  will  smile  to  see 
That  miracle,  a  Moralist  iu  me. 
No  matter— when  some  Bard,  in   virtue 

strong, 
GiFPOBD  perchance,  shall  raise  the  chasten- 
ing song, 
Tlien  sleep  my  pen  for  ever!  and  my  voice 
Be  only  heard  to  hail  him  and  rejoice ; 
Rejoice,and  yield  my  feeble  praise ;  though  I 
May  feel  the  lash  that  virtue  must  apply. 


As  for  the  smaller  fry,  who  twarm  in 

shoals, 
From  silly  Hafis  up  to  simple  Bowlbs, 
Why  should  we  call  them  from  their  dark 

abode. 
In  broad  St  Giles's  or  in  Tottenham  Road? 
Or  (since  some  men  of  fashion  nobly  dare 
To  scrawl  in  verse)  from  Bond-street ,  or 

the  Square? 
If  thingi  of  ton  their  harmless  lays  indite, 
MofC  wMy  doamM  to  sIhui  tke  public  iiglit, 


What  harmf  in  apite  of  erety  ctilie  ell^ 
Sir  T.  may  read  his  staniaa,  to  hinMelf ; 
MiLBH  AiiDBBws  stlU  his  strength  ia  coap- 

leto  tiy. 
And  live  in  prologiiea,lhongh  his  dramas  die. 
Lords  too  are  Gkirds :  such  thinga  at  tiBHi 

befal. 
And  'tis  some  praise  in  Peera  to  write  at  tH 
Yet,  did  or  taste  or  reason  away  the  timely 
Ah !  who  would  teke  their  titles  with  their 

rhymes  T 
RoscoBOiOR  I  SaavFiaLD !  with  yoar  spirili 

fled. 
No  future  laurels  deck  a  noble  head ; 
No  Muse  will  cheer,  with  renovating  mile^ 
The  paral}'tic  puling  of  CAiii.iSLB : 
The  puny  schoolboy  and  his  early  lay 
Men  pardon,  if  his  follies  pass  away; 
But  who  forgives  the  senior's  cseaseli 


Whose  hairs  grow  hoary  aa  his  rfayBM 

grow  worse  f 
What  heterogeneous  honours  deck  the  Peer! 
Lord,  rhymester,  petit-maitre,  pamphleteer! 
So  dull  in  youth,  so  drivelling  in  his  age, 
His  scenes  alone  had  damn*d  our  aiakiig 

stage: 
But  Managers  for  once  cried  ^^hold,  enough !" 
Nor  dmgg'd  their  audience  with  the  tngic 

stntr. 
Yet  at  their  judgment  let  hisLordship  laugh. 
And  case  his  volumes  in  congenial  calf: 
Yes!   doff  that  covering  where   Morocco 

shines. 
And  hang  a  ealf-ikin  on  those  nereaat 

linea. 


With  yon,  ye  Druids!  rich  in  native  lead, 
Who  daily  scribble  for  your  daily  bread. 
With  you  I  war  not:  Ghrpoan's  heavy  hand 
Has  crush'd,  without  remorse,  your  namer- 

ons  band. 
On  ^Hill  the  Talente^  vent  Tonr  venal  spleea. 
Want  yonr  defence,  let  Pity  be  yoar  screen. 
Let  Monodies  on  Fox  regale  yonr  crew. 
And  Melville's  Mantle  prove  a  blanket  toe! 
One  common  Lethe  waits  each  hapless  bard. 
And  peace  be  with  you!  tis  your  best  reward. 
Such  damning  fame  as  Dnnciads  only  give 
Could  bid  your  lines  beyond  a  morning 

live; 
But  now  at  once  your  fleeting  labonia  close, 
With  names  of  greater  note  la  blest  repose. 
Far  be't  from  me  unkindly  to  upbraid 
The  lovely  Rosa's  prose  in  masquerade. 
Whose  strains,  the  fiiithfal  echaea  of  her 

mind. 
Leave  wondering  comprehension  fiur  behind. 
Though  Ceusoa's  bards  no  more  oar  joar- 

nals  fill. 
Some  stragglers  ikirmish  roiuid  thrir  ea- 

Inmna  atill. 
Laat  af  the  hawliag  hast  which  aftea  was 

Bau'a, 
Mati&da  anivalf  yet*  and  Ham  jells; 
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And  Mbbbt^  metephon  appear  anew, 
Caiain'd  to  the  ti^ataie  of  O.  P.  Q. 
When  lonie  briik  yonth,  the  tenant  of 

a  stall. 
Employs  a  pen  less  pointed  than  his  awl. 
Leaves  his  snng  shop,  forsakes  his  store  of 

shoes, 
St  Crispin  quits,  and  cobbles  for  the  Mnse, 
HeaTonsl    how  the   vulgar  stare  !    how 

crowds  appland! 
How  ladies  read,  and  literati  land! 
If  chance  some  wicked  wag  should  pass  his 

jest, 
Tls  sheer  ill-nature ;  don*t  the  world  know 

best? 
Genius  must  guide  when  wits  admire  the 

rhyme. 
And  Capbk  Lopft  declares  ^tu  quite  sublime. 
Hear,  then,  ^  happy  sons  of  needless  trade ! 
Swains !  quit  the  plough,  resign  the  useless 

spade: 
Lo !  Bimns  and  BLooHFiBLD,nay,a  greater  fkr, 
GivFORD  was  bom  beneath  an  advene  star. 
Forsook  the  labours  of  a  servile  state, 
Steaun'd  the  rude  storm  and  triumphM  over 

Fate: 
Then  why  no  more?  ifPhoebus  smiled  on  you, 
Bloomfuld!  why  not  on  brother  Nathan 

toof 
Him  too  the  Hania,  not  the  Muse,  has  seised; 
Kot  inspiration,  but  a  mind  diseased  t 
And  now  no  boor  can  seek  his  last  abode, 
No  common  be  enclosed ,  without  an  ode. 
Oh!  since  Increased  refinement  deigns  to 

smile 
On  Britain's  sons,  and  bless  our  genial  Isle, 
Let  Poesy  go  forth,  pervade  the  whole. 
Alike  the  rustic,  and  mechanic  soul : 
Ye  tnnefiil  cobblers!  still  your  notes  prolong. 
Compose  at  once  a  slipper  and  a  song ; 
So  shall  the  fair  your  handiwork  peruse ; 
Your  soanets  sure  shall  please  —  perhaps 

your  shoes. 
MayMoorland-weavers  boast  Pindaric  skill, 
And  taylors*  lavs  be  longer  than  their  bill ! 
While  ponctnal  beaux  reward  the  grateful 

notes, 
And  pay  for  poema  *  when  they  pay  for  coats. 


To  the  fkmed  throng  now  paid  the  tribute 

duo, 
Neglected  Genius!  let  me  turn  to  you. 
Come  forth,  oh  CAsmu !  give  thy  talents 

scope; 
Who  dares  aspire  if  thou  must  cease  to  hope  f 
And  thou,  melodious  Roonns!  rise  at  last, 
Recal  the  pleasing  memory  of  the  past; 
Arise!  let  blest  remembrance  still  inspire. 
And  strike  to  wonted  tones  thy  hallow'd  lyre! 
Restore  Apollo  to  his  vacant  throne. 
Assert  thy  country's  honour  and  thine  own. 
What  ?  must  deserted  Poesy  still  weep 
Where  her  last  hopes  with  pious  Cowvsa 

sle^ff 
I 


Unless,  perchaaoe,  from  his  cold  blet  she 

turns. 
To  deck  the  turf  that  wraps  her  mlnstre^ 

Bvnifs! 
No!  tho'  contempt  hath  inark'd  the  qmrl- 

oui  brood, 
Tiie  race  who  rhyme  from  folly, or  for  food  | 
Yet  still  some  genuine  sons  'tis  hers  to  boast. 
Who,  least  a#ecting,  still  affect  the  most| 
Feel  as  they  write,  and  write  but  as  they 

feel— 
Bear  witness  Gnvonn,  Sothubt  ,  MAoirnn. 


*'Why  slumbers  Gnvoniif  **    once  was 

ask'd  In  vain : 

Why  slumbers  GirromD?  let  us  ask  again  i 

Are  there  no  follies  for  his  pen  to  purge  T 

Are  there  no  fools  whose  backs  demand  the 

scourge? 

Are  there  no  sins  for  Satire's  Bard  to  greet? 

Stalks  not  gigantic  Vice  in  every  street? 

Shall  peers  or  princes  tread  Pollution's  path. 

And  'scape  alike  theLaw'sand  Muse's  wrath? 

Nor  blase  with  guilty  glare  through  fntura 

time. 

Eternal  beacons  of  consummate  crime  ? 

Arouse  thee,  Gfaonronn!   be  thy   promise 

clalm'd. 

Make  bad  men  better,  or  at  least  ashamed. 


Unhappy  Wmm  I  while  life  was  In  Iti 

spring. 
And  thy  young  muse  Just  waved  her  Joyooa 

wing. 
The  spoiler  came,  and  all  thy  promise  fkir 
Has  sought  the  grave,  to  sleep  for  ever  there. 
Oh !  what  a  noble  heart  was  here  undone. 
When  Science  self  destroyed  her  favourite 

son! 
Yes!  she  too  much  indulged  thy  fond  pursuit. 
She  sow'd  the  seeds,  but  death  has  reap'd 

thefhiit 
^was  thine  own  Genius  gave  the  final  blow. 
And  h^lp'd  to  plant  the  wound  that  laid 

thee  low: 
So  die  struck  eagle,  streteh'd  upon  the  plain. 
No  more  throng  rolling  clouds  to  soar 

again, 
VIew'd  his  own  feather  on  the  fatal  dart. 
And  wing'd  the  shaft  that  quiver'd  In  hia 

heart: 
Keen  were  his  pangs,  but  keener  fiur  to  feel 
He  nursed  the  pinion  which  Impell'd  flie 

steel. 
While  the  same  plumage  that  had  waim^ 

his  nest 
Drank  the  last  life -drop  of  his  bleeding 

breast. 


There  be  who  say  In  these  enlighten^ 

days 
That  fpkmUd  Ilea  are  all  tlM  pooft'to  praiaa  I 
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That  strained  indention,  ever  on  the  wing. 
Alone  impcU  the  modern  hard  toeing: 
n*if  true  tliat  all  who  rhjme,  nay,  nil  who 

write, 
Shrink  from  that  fatal  word  to  Genios— 

trite; 
Yet  truth  sometimes  will  lend  her  noblest 

fires, 
And  decorate  the  veroe  herself  inspires: 
This  fact  in  Virtne*^  name  let  Cbamb  attest— 
Tliongh  nature's  sternest  |>aintcr,y  et  the  best. 


And  here  let  Shbb  and  Genius  find  a  place. 
Whose  pen  and  pencil  yield  an  equal  grace; 
To  guide  whose  hand  the  sister-arts  combine, 
And  trace  the  poet*s  or  the  painter's  line; 
Whose  magic  touch  can  bid  the  canvass 

glow. 
Or  pour  the  easy  rhyme's  harmonious  flow, 
While  honours  doubly  merited  attend 
The  poet's  rival,  but  the  painter's  friend. 


Blest  is  the  man  who  dares  approach 

the  bower 
Where  dwelt  the  IHuses  at  their  natal  hour ; 
Whose  steps  have  press'd ,  whose  eye  has 

mark'd  afar 
The  clime  that  nursed  the  tons  of  song  and 

war, 
The  scenes  which  glory  still  most  hover  o'er. 
Her  place  of  birth,  her  own  Achaian  shore  : 
Rut  donbly  blest  is  he  whose  heart  expands 
With  hallow 'd   feelings  for  those  classic 

lands  ; 
Who  rends  the  veil  of  ages  long  gone  by. 
And  views  their  remnants  with  u  p<»et's  eye! 
Wriout  !  'twas  thy  happy  lot  at  once  to  view 
Those  shores  of  glory,  and  to  sing  them  too ; 
And  sure  no  common  muse  inspired  thy  pen 
To  hail  tlio  land  of  gods  and  godlike  men. 

And  you,  associate  Bards !  who  snatched 

to  light 
Thote  genu  too  long  withheld  from  modem 

sight; 
Whose  mingling  taste  combined  to  cull 

the  wreath 
Where  Attic  flowers  Aonian  odours  breathe. 
And  all  their  renovated  fragrance  flung. 
To  grace  the  beauties  of  your  native  tongue; 
Now   let  those  minds  that  nobly   could 

transfuse 
The  glorious  spirit  of  the  Grecian  muse. 
Though  soft  the  echo,  scorn  a  borrow'd  tone : 
Resign  Achaia's  lyre,  and  strike  your  own. 


Let  these,  or  such  as  these,  with  just 

applause, 
Restore  the  Muse's  violated  laws : 
Rut  not  in  flimsy  Darwin's  pompous  chime. 
That  mighty  mailer  of  nwneMtug  rhyme  { 


Whose  gilded  cymbals,  more  adon'yi  Ihn 

clear. 
The  eye  delighted,  but  fatigued  the  car. 
In  show  the  simple  lyre  could  once  snrpsM, 
Bui  now, worn  down,  appear  in  native  bnsi; 
While  all  his  strain  of  hovering  sylpb 

aniand, 
Kvaporate  in  similies  and  sound : 
Him  let  them  shun,  with  him  lot  tinsel  die: 
False  glare  attracts,bnt  more  oflends  the  eye 


Yet  let  them  not  to  vulgar  Wordswobti 

stoop. 
The  meanest  object  of  the  lowly  group, 
Whose  verse,of  all  but  childish  prmttle  voM, 
Seems  blessed  harmony  to  Lavb  and  hi/o^m 
Let  them  -but  hold,  my  muse,  nor  darcH 

teach 
A  strain  far,  far  beyond  thy  humble  rsodi; 
The  native  genius  with  their  feeling  gires 
Will  point  the  path,  and  peal  their  noici 

to  heaven. 


And  thou,  too,  Scott  !  resign  to 

rude 
The  wilder  Slogan  of  a  Border-fend: 
Let  otiiers  spin  their  meagre  lines  for 
Enough  for  genius  if  itself  inspire ! 
Let  SovnuY  sing,   although  his  teemisg 

muse. 
Prolific  every  spring,  be  loo  profuse ; 
Let  simple  Woanswoam  chime  his  ehilduii 

verse. 
And  brotherCoLnaiDon  iuU  the  babe  at  nnrw; 
Let  spectre-mongeringLnwui  aim,  at  most, 
To  rouse  the  galleries,  or  to  raise  a  ghost; 
Let  MooEB  be  lew'd ;  let  STUAnominn  steal 

from  Moonn, 
And  swear  that  Cahoms  sang  iBeli  aolai 

of  yore; 
Let  Hat&bt  hobble  on,  Mohtqombet  rave, 
And  godly  Gkaham  chaunt  a  staBid  ftavei 
Let  sonnetteeringBowLH  hissCraiae  reiae, 
And  whine  and  whimper  to  the  fowrtomth 

line ; 
Let  Stott,  Cauuslb,  Matiuia,  mad  the  rest 
Of  Grub-street,  and  of  Grosvenor-Place  Iha 

best, 
Sercwl  on,  *till  death  releaae  aa  fkaa  the 

strain. 
Or  Gommon-eense  assert  her  righta  agaia; 
But  thou,  with  powers  that  mock  tlM  aid 

of  praise, 
Shooldst  leave  to  hunhier  baida  IgaoUe 

lays: 
Thy  country's  ▼oice,the  voice  ef  aU  tlwBiiae, 
Demand  a  hallow'd  harp—  that  harp  Is  tUao. 
Say  I  wiU  not  Caledonia'a  aamOs  yi^d 
The  glorious  record  ef  tome  nohfer  field. 
Than  the  vUe  foray  of  n  plnaderiBg  clan, 
Whose  proadest  deeds  dtsgraco  tha  aaae 

ofmaaf 
Or  MannioB'k  sets  of  dataflaa,  fitter  ffrnd 
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For  oatlawM  Shsbwood'a  telet  of  Robin 

Hood? 

Scodiuid!   •till  proadly  claim  thy  native 

Bard, 

And  be  tby  praiM  hlillrtt,  hif  beat  reward ! 

Yet  not  with  thee  alone  his  name  ■hould  live. 

But  own  the  yast  renown  a  world  can  gire; 

Be  known ,  perchance ,  when  Albion  b  no 

more. 

And  tell  the  tale  of  what  she  wai  before; 

To  future  timet  her  fiuled  fame  recal, 

And  rave  her  glory,  though  hit  country  fall. 


Yet  what  avails  the  sanguine  poet*s  hope 
To  conquer  ages,  and  with  time  to  cope? 
New  eras  spread  their  wings,  new  nations 

rise, 
And  other  victors  fill  the  applauding  skies: 
A  few  brief  generations  fleet  along, 
Whose  sons  forget  the  poet  and  his  song: 
£*en  now  what  once-loved  minstrels  scarce 

nmy  claim 
The  transient  mention  of  a  dubious  name ! 
When  Famous  loud  tmmp  hath  blown  it's 

noblest  blast. 
Though  long  the  sound,  the  echo  sleeps  at 

last. 
And  Glory,  like  thePh<rnix  midst  her  fires. 
Exhales  her  odours,  biases,  and  expires. 


Shall  hoary  Granta  call  her  sable  sons, 
Expert  in  science,  more  expert  at  pnns  ? 
Shall  these  approach  the  Muse?  ah,  no! 

she  flies. 
And  even  spurns  the  great  Seatonian  prise, 
Tliongh  printers  condescend  the  press  to  soil 
With  rhyme  by  lloAan,  and  epic  blank  by 

HOTLB : 

Not  him  whose  page,if  still  upheld  by  whist, 
Requires  no  racred  theme  to  bid  us  list. 
Ye  who  in  Granta's  honours  would  surpass, 
Must  mount  her  Pega»us,  a  fuUgrown  ass- 
A  foal  well  worthy  of  her  ancient  dam. 
Whose  Helicon  is  duller  than  her  Cam. 
There  CLAaaa,  still  striving  piteously  *'to 

please,** 
Forgetting  doggrel  leads  not  to  degrees, 
A  would-be  ratirist  a  hired  buffoon, 
A  monthly  scribbler  of  some  low  lampoon, 
CondemuM  to  drudge ,  the  meanest  of  the 


And  furbish  falsehoods  for  a  magasine,  « 
Devotes  to  scandal  his  congenial  mind — 
Himself  a  living  libel  on  mankind. 
Oh,  dark  asylum  of  a  Vandal  race! 
At  once  the  boast  of  learning,  and  disffrace: 
So  sunk  in  dulness  and  so  lost  In  shame, 
Thai  SxTTUB  and  Honosoif  scarce  redeem 

thy  fame! 
But  where  fair  Isis  rolls  her  purer  wave. 
The  partial  muse  delighted  loves  to  lave; 
On  her  green  banks  a  greener  wrrath  Is 

wove, 


To  crown  the  bards  that  haunt  her  dairic 

grofo. 
Where  Riouabds  wakes  a  genuine  poetli 

fires, 
And  modem  Britons  justly  praise  their  sires. 


For  me,  who  thus  unasked  have  dared 

to  tell 
9iy  eountiy  what  her  sons  should  know 

too  well. 
Zeal  for  her  honour  bade  me  here  engage 
The  host  of  idiots  that  Infest  her  age. 
No  just  applause  her  honoured  name  shall 

lose. 
As  first  in  freedom,  dearest  to  the  Muse. 
Oh,  would  thy  bards  but  emulate  thy  fame. 
And  rise  more  worthy,  Albion,  of  thy  name! 
What  Athens  was  in  science,  Rome  In  power. 
What  Tyre  appeared  in  her  meridian  hour, 
*Tis  thine  at  once,  fair  Albion,  to  havebceuy 
Earth's  chief  dictatress,   Ocean's  mighty 

queen: 
Bnt  Rome  decay'd,  and  Athens  strew'd  the 

plain. 
And  Tyre's  proud  piers  lie  shatter'd  in  the 

main: 
Like  these  thy  strength  may  sink  in  rula 

hurl'd, 
And  Britain  fall,  the  bulwark  of  the  world. 
Bnt  let  me  cease,  and  dread  Cassandra's  fate. 
With  warning  ever  scofTd  at,  till  too  late; 
To  themes  less  lofty  still  my  lay  confine, 
And  urge  thy  bards  to  gain  a  name  like  thine. 


Then,  hapless  Britain !  be  thy  rulers  blest. 
The  senate's  oracles,  the  pcople*s  jest ! 
Still  hear  thy  motley  orators  dispense 
The  flowers  of  rhetoric,  though  not  of  sense. 
While  Canmivo's  colleagues  hate  him  for 

his  wit. 
And  old  dame  Pobtland  fills  the  place  of 

Prrr. 


Yet  once  again  adieu !  ere  this  the  sail 
That  wafts  me  hence  is  shivering  in  the  galei 
And  Africa  coast  and  Calpe's  adverse  height, 
And  Stamboul's  minarets  must  greet  my 

sight: 
Thence   shall    I   stra^    through   beauty's 

native  clime. 
Where  Kaff  Is  clad  in  rocks,  and  crown'd 

with  snows  sublime. 
But  should  I  back  return,  no  letter'd  rage 
SbM  drag  my  common-place-book  on  the 

stage: 
Let  vain  Valbrtia  rival  luckless  Cabk, 
And  equal  him  whose  work  he  sought  to  mar; 
Let  AanEDim  and  EhQut  still  pursue  ^ 
The  shade  of  fame  through  regions  of  Virtu; 
Waste  useless  thourands  on  their  Phidlan 

freaks. 
Misshapen  moauMenti  and  naim'd  antiquei ; 
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And  make  their  gnwd  flaloom  m  general 

mart 
For  all  the  mutilated  block*  of  artt 
or  Dardan  tourt  let  dilettanti  tell, 
I  leare  topography  to  clatfic  Gbui; 
And  quite  content,  no  more  ihall  interpofe 
To  itan  mankind  with  poety  or  prose. 


Thnt  far  Vre  held  my  ondli tnrbM  career, 
Prepared  for  rancour,  fteerd  *gainf t  lelfifh 

fear: 
This  thing  of  riiyme  I  ne*er  ditdain'd  to 

own — 
Though  not  obtmtiTe,  yet  not  quite  un- 
known: 
My  Toice  was  heard  again,  though  not  to 

loud; 
Bf y  page,  though  namelesi,  nerer  dlMTOw^d; 
And  now  at  once  I  tear  the  veil  away : 
Cheer  on  the  pack !  the  quarry  standi  at  bay, 
Unscaredby  all  the  din  of  MaLaouaiin-house, 
By  Laxb*s    resentment,   or  by  UouLAiin's 

spouse. 
By  JsmBT^s  harmless  pistol, Hallah*s  rage, 
Enm A*s  brawny  sons  and  brimstone  page. 
Our  men  in   buckram  shall   have   blows 

enough. 
And  feel  they  too  are  ^'penetrable  stuff:** 


Am 

Who  conquers  me  shall  find  a  stobhoralsiL 

The  time  hath  been,  when  no  harsh  seaal 

would  fall 
From  lips  that  now  may  seeoi  imlmedwilk 

gnllf 
Nor  fools  nor  follies  tempt  me  to  despitB 

The  meanest  thing  that  crawrd  bensrik 

my  eyes: 
But  now,  so  callous  grown,  ao  cfaangti 

since  youth, 
IVe  learned  to  think  and  sternly  apeak  tiw 

truth; 
LeamM  to  deride  the  criticV  starch  decra^ 
And  break  him  on  the  wheel  he  meant  for  m; 
To  spurn  the  rod  a  scribbler  bids  me  kiM, 
Nor  care  if  courts  and  crowds  appUmd  « 

hiss: 
Nay,  more,  though  all  my  rival  rfaymestw 

frown, 
I  too  can  hunt  a  poetaster  down  ; 
And,arm*d  in  proof,  the  sanntletcastatt 
To  Scotch  marauder,  and  to  Southern  dm 
Thus  much  Tve  dared  to  do ;  how  far  my  by 
Hath  wrong*d  these  righteous  times,  Id 

others  say ; 
This  let  the  world,  which  knows  not  how 

to  spare. 
Yet  nrely  blames  unjustly,  now  deelvsi 
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Imaolst,  St  psBsm  tcelento  ex  sangaise  tmrniu 


S&ow  sinks,  more  lovely  ere  his  race 

be  run. 
Along  Morenos  hills  the  setting  sun : 
Not,  as  in  northern  climes,  obscurely  bright, 
But  one  unclouded  blase  of  living  light! 
0*er  the  hush*d  deep  the  yellow  beam  he 

throws. 
Gilds  the  green  wave,   that  trembles  as  it 

rlows : 
On  old  .£ffina*s  rock,  and  Idra's  isle. 
The  god  of  gladness  sheds  his  parting  smile; 
0*er  ms  own  regions  lingering  loves  to  shine. 
Though  there  his  altars  are  no  more  divine. 
Descending  fiut  the  mountain-shadows  kiss 
Thy^  glorious  gulph,  unconquer*d  Salamis ! 
Hieir  aiure  arches  through  the  long  expanse. 
More  deeply  purpled,  meet  his  mellowing 

glance. 
And  tenderest  tints,  alons  their  tiimmiti 

m 


Mark  his  gay  course  and  own  the  hmm  if 

heaTen; 
Till,  dari[ly  shaded  from  the  land  and  desp, 
Behind  his  Delphian  cliff  he  sinks  to  slesp. 


On  such  an  eve,  his  palest  beam  he  cast, 
When,  Athens  I  here  thy  wisest  looked  hk 

last: 
How  watch'd  thy  better  sons  his  farewell  ny. 
That  closed  their  murderM  sage*S  latest  dsy! 
Not  yet— not  yet— Sol  pauses  on  the  hill— 
The  precious  hour  of  parting  lingers  stilb 
But  sad  his  light  to  aaonising  eyes. 
And  dark  the  monntiun*s  once  deUghtiUl 

dyes; 
Gloom  o*er  the  lovely  land  he  seenVl  to  pear. 
The   land  where  Fhabus  never  firowaM 

before; 
But  ere  he  sank  below  dthMnsn^  head, 


f 
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Tke  cup  of  woe  wit  qnaflTil^the  ipifit  fled} 
The  fonl  of  him  that  scornM  to  feftr  or  At^ 
Who  liTed  and  died  ai  none  can  lire  or  die! 


Bui,  to !  from  high  Hymettoi  to  the  plain. 
The  qneen  of  night  atfertt  her  silent  reign; 
No  marky  Taponr,  herald  of  the  ttorm. 
Hides  her  fair  face,  nor  girds  her  glowing 

form: 
With  cornice  glimmering  as  the  moonbeams 

play. 
There  the  white  column  greets  her  gratef  nl 

*  ray. 

And  bright  aroond,  with  qnlToring  beams 

beset. 
Her  emblem  sparldes  oVr  the  minaret: 
The  groTcs  of  oUtc  scattered  dark  and  wide 
Where  meek  Cephisas  sheds  his  scanty  tide, 
The  cypress  saddening  by  the  sacred  mosque. 
The  gleaming  turret  of  the  gay  Kiosk, 
And,  dun  and  sombre  mid  tlie  holy  calm, 
Near  Theseus*  fane,  yon  sulitary  palm, 
All  tinged  with  Taried  hues,  arrest  the  eye— 
And  doll  were  his  tiiat  pass'd  them  heed- 
less by. 


Again  the  ilCffean,  heard  no  oiore  afkr. 
Lulls  his  chafed  breast  from  elemental  war; 
Anin  his  waves  in  milder  tints  unfold 
Their  long  amy  of  sapphire  and  of  gold, 
M ixM  with  the  shades  of  many  a  distant  isle, 
That  frown— where  gentler  ocean  seems  to 

smile. 


As  thus  within  the  walls  of  Pallas*  fone 
I  markM  the  beauties  of  the  land  and  main, 
Alone  and  friendless,  on  the  magic  shore 
Whose  arts  and  arms  but  lire  in  poef  s  lore. 
Oft  as  the  matchless  dome  I  tum*d  to  scan. 
Sacred  to  gods,  but  not  secure  from  man, 
The  past  return^,   the  present  seemed  to 

cease, 
AndGlory  knew  no  clime  beyond  her  Greece. 
Hours  rollM  along,  and  Dianas  orb  on  high 
Had  gain'd  the  centre  of  her  softest  sky. 
And  yet  unwearied  still  ray  footsteps  trod 
O'er  the  Tain  shrine  of  many  aranish^d  god ; 
Bat  chiefly,  Pallas!  thine,  when  Hecate*s 

glare. 
Checked  by  thy  columns,  fell  more  sadly  fair 
0*er  the  cliill  marble,  where  the  startling 

tread 
Thrills  the  lone  heart   like  echoes  ftrom 

the  dead. 
Long  liad  I  mused,  and  measured  OTory  trace 
The  wreck  of  Greece  recorded  of  her  race, 
When,  lo !  a  giant-form  before  me  strode. 
And  Pallas  haiPd  me  in  her  own  abode. 
Yes,  'twas  Minenra*s  self,  but,  ah!   how 

changed 
Since  o'er  the  Dardan  field  in  amu  she 

ranged! 


Not  indi  as  erst,  by  her  dlTlne  comnaiidv 
Her  foim  appeared  from  Phidias'  plastic 

hand; 
Gone  were  the  terrors  of  her  awful  brow. 
Her  idle  iSBgis  bore  no  Gorvon  now ; 
Her  helm  was  deep  indented,  and  her  lanoe 
Seem'd  weak  and  shaftless,  e'en  to  mortal 

glance; 
The  olive-branch,  which  still  she  deign^i 

lo  clasp, 
Siimnk  from  her  touch  and  withered  in  her 

ffrasp: 
And,ah !  though  still  the  brightest  of  the  sky. 
Celestial  tears  bedimm'd  her  large  blue  oto; 
Round  the  rent  casque  her  owlet  circled 

slow. 
And  moam'd  his  mistress  with  a  shriek 

of  woe. 
^'Mortal!  (twas  thus  she  spake)  that  blush 

of  shame 
Proclaims  thee  Briton— once  a  noble  name- 
First  of  the  mighty,  foremost  of  the  free. 
Now  honoured  le8$  by  all — and  /east  by  met 
Chief  of  thy  foes  shall  Pallas  still  be  found:— 
Seekst  thou   the  cause?  O  mortal,   look 

around ! 
Lo !  here,  despite  of  war  and  wasting  flrcb 
I  saw  successive  tyrannies  expire; 
'Scaped  from  the  ravage  of  the  Turk  and 

Goth, 
Thy  country  sends  a  spoiler  worse  than  both ! 
Survey  this  vacant  violated  fiuie; 
Recount  the  relics  torn  that  yet  remain; 
Hkese  Cecrops  placed  -  thi$  Pericles  adom'd^ 
TluU  Hadrian  rear'd  when  drooping  science 

moum'd : 
What  more  I  owe  let  gratitude  attest— 
Know,  Alaric  and  Elgin  did  the  rest 
That  all  may  learn  fr<»m  whence  the  plan* 

derer  rame, 
Th'  insulted  wall  sustains  his  hated  name. 
For  Elgin's  fame  thus  grateful  Pallas  pleads: 
Below,  his  name— above,  behold  his  deeds ! 
Be  ever  hail'd  with  equal  honour  here 
The  Gothic  monarch  and  the  Pictish  peer. 
Arms  gave  the  first  his  right— Uie  last  had 

none. 
But  basely  stole  what  less  barbarians  won! 
So  when  the  lion  quits  his  fell  repast. 
Next  prowls  the  wolf— the  filthy  jackal  last  t 
Flesh,  limbs,  and  blood,  the  former  make 

their  own ; 
The  last  base  brute  securely  gnaws  the  bone. 
Yet  still  the  gods  are  just,  and  crimes  are 

crost— 
See  here  what  Elgin  won,  and  what  he  lost! 
Another  name  wiUi  his  p«>llutes  my  shrine. 
Behold  where  Dian's  beams  disdain  to  shine! 
Some  retribution  still  mif^ht  Pallas  claim. 
When  Venus  half  avenged  Minerva's  shame.** 


She  ceased  awhile,  and  thus  I  dared  reply. 
To  soothe  the  vengeance  kindling  In  her 

eye:— 
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^'DttDghterofJoTe!  inBritain'i  injured  name, 
A  trne-born  Briton  may  the  deed  difclaim! 
Frown  not  on  England — England  owna  him 

not — 
Atlicne,  no  !  the  planderer  waa  a  Scot ! 
Afik*rit  thoa  the  dllferencet  From  fair  Phyle'i 

towera 
Surrey  Boeotia— Caledonia *8  oars; 
And  well  I  know  within  that  bastard-land 
Hatli  witfd»ni*8 goddess  never  held  command: 
A  barren  soil,  where  nature's  gennsxon fined, 
To  stern  sterility  can  stint  the  mind ; 
IV  hose  thistle   well  betrays   the  niggard 

earth. 
Emblem  of  all  to  whom  the  land  gives  birth. 
Each  genial  influence  nurtured  to  resist, 
A  land  of  meanness,  sophistry,  and  mut: 
Each  breese  from  foggy  mount  and  marshy 

plain 
Dilutes  with  drivel  every  drizzling  brain, 
Till  burst  at  length  each  watery  head  over- 
flows, 
Foul  as  their  soil,  and  frigid  as  their  snows : 
Ten  tliousand  schemes  of  petulance  and  pride 
Despatch  her  scheming  children  far  and  wide; 
Some  east,  some  west,  some  -  every  where 

but  north. 
In  quest  of  lawless  gain  they  issue  forth ; 
And  thus,  accursed  be  tlie  day  and  year, 
She  sunt  a  Pict  to  play  the  felon  here. 
Yet,  Caledonia  claims  some  native  worth, 
As  dnll  Bopotia  gave  a  Pindar  birth— 
So  may  her  few,  tlie  lettered  and  the  brave. 
Bound  to  no  clime,  and  victors  o*er  the  grave. 
Shake  off"  the  sordid  dust  of  such  a  land. 
And  shine  like  children  of  a  happier  strand : 
As  once  of  yore,  in  some  obnoxious  place. 
Ten  names  (if  found)  had  saved  a  wretched 

race!** 


'^Mortal,**  the  blue-eyed  maid  resumed, 

^^onee  more. 
Bear  back  my  mandate  to  thy  native  shore; 
Though  fallen,  alas!   this  vengeance  still 

is  mine. 
To  turn  my  counsels  far  from  lands  like 

thine. 
Hear  then  in  silence  Pallas'  stem  behest; 
Hear  and  believe,  for  time  shall  tell  the  rest 
First  on  the  head  of  him  who  did  the  deed 
My  curse  shall  light,— on  him  and  all  his 

seed : 
Without  one  spark  of  intellectual  fire. 
Be  all  the  sons  as  senseless  as  the  sire : 
If  one  with  wit  the  parent  brood  disgrace. 
Believe  him  bastard  of  a  brighter  race ; 
Still  with  bin  hireling  artists  let  him  prate. 
And  folly's  praise  repay  for  wisdom'b  hate! 
Long  of  their  patron's  gusto  let  them  tell, 
Whose  noblest  native  gusto — is  to  sell  t 
To  sell,  and  make  (may  shame  record  the 

day!) 
The  state  receiver  of  his  pilfer'd  prey ! 
Meantime,  the  flattering  feeble  doterd.  West, 


Europe's  worstdanber  and  poorBritala'sbeil, 
With  palsied  hand  shall  turn  each  model  sVr, 
And  own  himself  an  infant  of  fourscore: 
Be  all  the  bruisers  call'd  from  all  St  Gilfs, 
That  art  and  nature  may  compare  their 

sty  lea; 
While  brawny  brutes  in  stupid  wonder  itat, 
And  marvel  at  his  lordship's  nione-^kop  then. 
Round  the  tlirong'd  gate  shall  sauntoiig 

coxcombs  creep, 
To  lounge  and  lucubrate,  to  prate  and  pscf : 
While  many  a  languid  maid,  with  loogi^ 

•igh. 
On  giant-statues  casts  the  curious  eye; 
The  room  with    transient  glance  ap|NM 

to  skim. 
Yet  marks  the  mighty  back  and  length  if 

limb  ; 
Mourns  o'er  the  diflerence  of  roio  and  (Acs; 
Exclaims,  '^these  Greeks  indeed  were  pit- 

per  men;" 
Draws  slight  comparisons    of   tAese  vkh 

tko»€. 
And  envies  Lais  all  her  Attic  beans: 
When  shall  a  modem  maid  have  swain 

like  these? 
Alas!  Sir  Harry  is  no  Hercules! 
And  last  of  all,  amidst  the  gaping  crew, 
Some  calm  spectator,  as  he  takes  his  view. 
In  silent  indignation,  mix*d  with  grief. 
Admires  the  plunder,  but  abhors  Uie  thief. 
Loathed  thrf»ughout  life— scarce  pardsaM 

in  the  dust. 
May  hate  pursue  his  sacrilegious  lust! 
Link'd  with  the  fool  who  fired  th'  Epbesiaa 

dome. 
Shall  vengeance  follow  far  beyond  the  loaib; 
Erostratus  and  Elgin  e'er  shall  shine 
In  many  a  branding  page  and  bnmingliae! 
Alike  condemn'd  for  ttye  to  stand  accursed-* 
Perchance  the  secMind  viler  than  the  finti 
So  let  him  stand  through  ages  yet  nnbora, 
Fix'd  statue  on  the  pedestal  of  scora! 
Though  not  for  him  alone  revenge  shall 

wait. 
But  fits  thy  conntnr  for  her  coming  latei 
Hers  were  the  deeds  that  taught  her  law- 
less son 
To  do  what  oft  Britannia^a  self  had  done. 
Look  to  the  Baltic  blaxing  tnnn  afar  — 
Your  old  ally  yet  mourns  perfidious  war: 
Not  to  such  deeds  did  Pallas  lend  her  aid. 
Or  break  the  compact  which  haraelf  had 

made; 
Far  from  such  eooncils,  Arom  the  Uthleit 

field 
She  fled-  but  left  behind  her  €h>rgon-shield; 
A  fataljgif t,  that  tnm'd  your  fk>iends  to  stsae. 
And.  left  loet  Albion  hated  and  alone. 
Look  to  the  east,  where  Ganges'  swarthy  race 
Shall  shake  your  usurpation  to  its  base; 
Lo !  there  rebellion  rears  her  ghastly  held. 
And  glares  tlie  Nemesis  of  native  dead. 
Till  Indus  rolls  a  deep  purpnreal  flood, 
And  daimf  hif  long  arrear  of  northern  blood. 
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8^  may  ye  perish !  Pnllafl,  when  she  ffavo 
Your  free -burn  righls,  forbade  ye  to  enpiaTO. 
Look  on  your  Spain,  fhe  elamps  tlie  hand 

slie  hates. 
Bat  coldly  clasps,  and  thmsts  yon  from 

her  gated. 
Bear  witness  bright  Barrossa,  thou  canst  tell 
>iVho8e  were  the  sons  that  bravely  fought 

and  fell, 
l^liile  Lusitania,  kind  and  dear  ally, 
Can  spare  a  few  to  fight  and  sometimes  fly. 
Oh  glorious  field  !  by  famine  fiercely  won; 
The  Gaul  retires  for  once,  and  all  is  done! 
But  when  did  Pallas  teach  that  one  retreat 
Retrieved  three  long  olympiads  of  defeat  f 
Look  laiit  at  home — ^y e  love  not  to  look  there, 
On  the  grim  smile  of  comfortless  despair  | 
Your  city  saddens,  loud  though  revel  howls. 
Here   famine    faints,    and  yonder  rapine 

prowls : 
See  all  alike  of  more  or  less  bereft— 
No  nii«ers  tremble  when  tliere^s  nothing  left, 
^^niest  paper  credit^  who  shall  dare  to  sing? 
>    It  clogs  like  lead  corruption^  weary  wing: 
Yet  Pallas  plucked  each  Premier  by  the  ear, 
j   H'ho  gods  and  men  alike  disdained  to  hear; 
'   But  one,  repentant  o*er  a  bankrupt  state. 
On  Pallas  calls,  but  calls,  alas !  too  late ; 
Then  raves  for  *** ;  to  that  Mentor  bends, 
Though  he  and  Pallas   never   yet    were 

friends: 
Him  senates  hear  whom  never  yet  they 

heard, 
Contcmptnoos  once,  and  now  no  less  absurd: 
So  once  of  yore  each  reasonable  frog 
Swore  faith  and  fealty  to  his  sovereign  log; 
Thus  liaiPd  your  rulers  their  patrician  clod, 
As  Kgypt  chose  an  onion  for  a  god. 


*^Now  Aire  ve  well,  enjoy  yonr  little  hoor ; 
Go,  grasp   the  shadow  of  your  vanished 

power; 
Gloss  o*er  the  fkilnre  of  each  fondest  scheme, 
Yonr  strength  a  name,  your  bloated  wealth 

a  dream. 
Gone  is  that  gold,  the  marvel  of  mankind. 
And  pirates  Iwrtor  all  that^s  left  behind, 
Ko  more  the   hirelings,    purchased  near 

and  far. 
Crowd  to  the  ranks  of  mercenary  war ; 
Hie  idle  merchant  on  the  useless  quay 
Droops  o*er  the  bales  no  bark  may  bear 

away. 
Or,  back  returning,  sees  rejected  stores 
Rot  piecemeal  on  his  own  encamber*d  shores; 
The  starved  mechanic  breaks  his  rasting 

loom. 
And  desperate  mam  him  Against  the  common 

doom. 


Then  In  the  senate  of  your  sinking  state. 
Show  me  the  man  whose  connseU  may  have 

weight. 
Vain  is  each  voice  whose  tones  could  once 

command ; 
K^en  factions  cease  to  charm  a  factious  land ; 
While  jarring  sects  convulse  a  sister-isle. 
And  light  with  maddening  hands  the  ma- 

tual  pile. 


*'*'  Tis  done,  *tis  past,  since  Pallas  warna 

in  vain. 
The  Furies  seiie  her  abdicated  rei^ ; 
Wide  o'er  the  realm  they  wave  their  kind- 
ling brands. 
And  wring  her  vitals  with  their  fiery  hands. 
But  one  convulsive  struggle  still  remains. 
And  Gaul  shall  weep  ore  Albion  wear  her 

chains. 
The  bannerM  pomp  of  war,  the  glittering 

files, 
O'er  whose  gay  trappings  stera  Belloaa 

smiles ; 
The  braxen  trump,  the  spirit-stirring  drum, 
That  bid  the  foe  defiance  ere  they  come  | 
The  hero,  bounding  at  his  country's  call. 
The  glorious  death  that  decorates  his  fall. 
Swell   the   young  heart    with    visionary 

charms. 
And  bid  it  antedate  the  joys  of  arms. 
But  know,  a  lejson  yon  may  yet  be  taught — 
Wi  th  death  alone  ara  laurels  cheaply  bonghti 
Not  in  the  conflict  havoc  seeks  delight, 
His  day  of  merer  is  the  day  of  fight; 
But  when  the  field  is  fought,  the  battle  wmi. 
Though  drench'd  with  gore,  ids  woes  are 

but  begun. 
His  deeper  deeds  ye  yet  know  but  by  name,-— 
The  slanghter'd  peasant  and  the  ravish^ 

dame^ 
The  rifled  mansion  and  the  foe-reap*d  field, 
ni  suit  with  souls  at  home  untaught  to 

yield. 
Say  with  what  eye,  along  the  distant  down, 
Would  flying  barghen  mark  the  blaming 

town? 
How  view  the  column  of  ascending  flames 
Shake  his  red  shadow  o'er  the  startled 

Thames? 
Nay,  frown  not,  Albion !  for  the  torch  wai 

thine 
That  lit  such  pyres  from  Tagns  to  the  Rhine: 
Now  should  they  burst  on  thy  devoted  coast. 
Go,  ask  thy  bosom,  who  deserves  them 

most? 
The  law  of  heaven  and  earth  is  life  for  life; 
And  she  who  raised  in  vain  regrats  the 

strife.  I 

London,  1812. 
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**lBpftr  CbflfreMiM  AekllU.' 


Tm  **good  old  timet  **— all  timet,  when 

old,  are  good — 
Are  gone ;  the  pretent  might  be,  if  they 

would; 
Great  thingt  have  been,  and  are,  and  great- 
er ttill 
Want  little  of  mere  mortals  but  their  will : 
A  wider  tpace,  a  greener  field  it  given 
To  thote  who  play  their  ^'trickt  before  high 

Heaven.'^ 
I  know  not  if  the  angelt  weep,  but  men 
HaTO  wept  enough — for  what  f— to  weep 

again. 


All  it  exploded— be  it  good  or  bad. 
Reader!  remember  when  thou  wert  a  lad, 
Then  Pitt  wat  all ;  or,  if  not  all,  to  much. 
Hit  Tery  riyal  almott  deemM  him  tuch. 
We,  we  have  teen  the  intellectual  race 
Of  giantt  ttand,  like  Titant,  face  to  face— 
Athot  and  Ida,  with  a  dathing  tea 
Of  eloquence  between,  which  flowM  all  free. 
At  the  deep  billowt  of  the  iiCgean  roar 
Betwixt  the  Hellenic  and  thePhrygian  there. 
But  where  are  they— the  rivalt  ?— a  few  feet 
Of  tuUen  earth  divide  each  winding-theet 
How  peaceful  and  how  powerful  it  the  grave 
Which  huthet  all !  a  calm,  unttormy  wave 
Which  OTcrtweept  the  world.    The  theme 

it  old 
Of  ''dutt  to  dutt;""  but  half  itt  tale  untold. 
Time  tempore  not  itt  terrort— ttill  the  worm 
Windt  itt  cold  foldt,  the  tomb  preterret 

itt  form — 
Varied  above,  but  ttill  alike  below; 
The  urn  may  thine,  the  athet  will  not  glow. 
Though  CIeopatra*t  mummy  crott  the  tea. 
O'er  which  from  empire  the  lured  Anthony; 
Thoujch  Alexander't  urn  a  thow  be  grown 
On   thoret  he  wept  to   conquer,   though 

unknown— 
How  Tain,  how  worte  than  vain  at  length 

appear 
The  madman't  with,  the  Macedonian't  tear! 
He  wept  for  worldt  to  conquer — half  the 

earth 
Knowt  not  hit  name,  or  but  hit  death  and 

birth 
iind  detolation;  while  hit  native  Gte«cie 
HaUi  bH  of  dcMlatioii,  tava  iU  v«iice. 


He  **wept  for  worldt    Co    conquer!*  h  \ 

who  ne*er 

Conceived  the  globe  he  pan  tod  not  to  tpm! 

With  even  the  bnty  Northern  Itle  unkntwi, 

Which  holdt  hit  nm,  and  never  knew  )k 

throne. 


But  where  it  he,  the  modera,  mightierte, 
Who,  bom  no  king,  made  monarcht  dm 

hit  ear; 
The  new  Setottrit,  whoee  anhamett^kiaiii, 
Free*d  from   the  bit,   believe  thcnwehii 

with  wings. 
And  tpnm  the  duit  o*er  which  they  cnwN 

of  late, 
ChainM  to  the  chariot  of  the  iMeftafaili 

■tate? 
Yet  I  where  it  he,  the  Champion  aid  Ik 

Child 
Of  all  thart  great  or  little,  wite  or  wildf 
Whote  game  wat  empiret  and  whoee  tCakci 

were  throaetf 
Whooe  tidile,  earth^whoee  dice  were  hama 

bonetf 
Behold  the  grand  retult  in  yoa  lone  itk, 
And,  at  thy  nature  urget,  weep  or  tadle. 
Sigh  to  behold  the  eagle^i  lofl^  rage 
Reduced  to  nibble  at  hit  narrow  cage; 
Smile  to  tnrvey  the  Qneller  of  the  Natitm 
Now  daily  tqnabbling  o*erditpnted  ratitoq 
Weep  to  perceive  him  mourning,  at  he  diact, 
0*er  curtaird  dithet  and  o*er  etiated  wtatt; 
O'er  petty  qnarrelt  upon  petty  thingt— 
It  thif  the  man  who  scourged  or  fcailBl 

kingtf 
Behold  the  ecalet  in  which  his  IMane 

hangs, 
A  snrgeon't  statement  and  an  earl^  ha- 
rangues! 
A  butt  delay*d,  a  book  refum,  caa  shriw 
The  tleep  of  him  who  kept  the  world  awake. 
It  thit  indeed  the  Tamer  of  the  Great, 
Now  tlave  of  all  could  tease  or  irrilals— 
The  paltry  jailor  and  the  prying  spy. 
The  staring  ttranger  with   his  note- 

nighf 
Plunged  in  a  dungeon,  he  had  stiU 

l\fiw  \v«i ,  \kv«i  V\ta«  wwi  Uiis  middle 
YMteiraea  %  \inMia.  wl  %  ^^aSimcA^ 
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How  few  could  feel  for  what  he  had  to  bear! 
Vain  hii  complaint,— my  [lord  uresenU  liis 

bill, 
Hm  food  and  wine  were  doled  out  dni  j  f till  t 
Vain  was  hif  ficlcncM,— nerer  waa  a  clime 
So  free  from  homicide— to  doubt's  a  crime; 
And  the  stiff  Surgeon,  who  maintain*d  hit 

cause. 
Hath  lost  his  place,  and  gain'd  the  world'a 

applause. 
But  smile — though  all  the  pangs  of  brain 

and  heart 
Disdain,  defy,  the  tardy  aid  of  art; 
Though,  sare  the  few  fond  friends,  and 

imaged  face 
Of  that  fair  boy  his  sire  shall  ne'er  embrace, 
Kone  stand  by  his  low  bed — though  eren 

the  mind 
Be  watering,  which  long  awed  and  awes 

mankind ; — 
Smile-fbr  the  fetter'd  Eagle  breaks  his 

chain, 
And  higher  worlds  than  this  are  his  again. 


How,  if  that  soaring  Spirit  still  retain 
A  conscious  twilight  of  his  blazing  reign. 
Now  must  ho  Mmile,  on  looking  down,  to  see 
The  little  that  he  was  and  sought  to  be ! 
IV  hat  though  his  name  a  wider  empire  found 
Than  hi«  ambition,  though  with  scarce  a 

bound ; 
Though  first  in  glory,  deepest  in  reverse. 
He  tasted  empire's  blessings  and  its  curse; 
Though  kings,  rejoicing  in  their  late  escape 
From  chains,  would  gladly  be  their  tyrant's 

ape; 
How  must  he  smile,  and  turn  to  yon  lone 

The  proudest  sea-mark  that  o'ertops  the 

wave! 
What  though  his  jailor,  dutroui  tothe  last. 
Scarce  deem'd  the  coffin's  lead  could  keep 

him  fast. 
Refusing  one  poor  line  along  the  lid 
To  date  the  birth  and  death  of  all  it  hid, 
That  name  shall  hallow  the  ignoble  shore, 
A  talisman  to  all  saye  him  who  bore : 
The  fleotii  that  sweep  before  the  eastern  blast 
Shall  hear  their  sea-boys  hail  it  from  the 

mast: 
When  Victory's  Gallic  column  shall  but  rise, 
Like  Pompey's  pillar,  in  a  desert's  skies, 
The  rocky  isle  that  holds  or  held  his  dust 
Shall  crown  the  Atlantic  like  the  hero's  bust, 
And  mighty  Nature  o'er  his  obsequies 
Do  more  than  niggard  Envv  slf  U  denies. 
Bat  what  are  these  to  him  1F  Can  glory's  lust 
Touch  the  free'd  spirit  or  the  fctter'd  dust? 
Small  care  hath  he  of  what  his  tomb  consists. 
Nought  if  he  sleeps — nor  more  if  he  exists: 
^Alike  the  better-seeing  Shade  will  smile 
On  the  rude  caTprn  of  the  rocky  Isle, 
A»t  if  his  ashes  found  their  latest  home 
In  Rome'*  Pantheon,  or  Gaul's  mimic  dome. 


He  wants  not  this ;  but  France  shall  feel 

the  want 

Of  this  last  consolation,  though  so  scanl ; 

Her  honour,  fame,  and  faith,  demand  hif 

bones, 

To  rear  abore  a  pyramid  of  thrones ; 

Or,  carried  onward,  in  the  battle's  van 

To  form,  likeGuescIin's  dust,  her  talisman. 

But  be  it  as  it  is,  the  time  may  come 

His  name  shall  beat  the  alarm  like  Ziska'f 

drum. 


Oh,  Heaven !  of  which  he  was  in  power 

a  feature; 
Oh,  Earth!  of  which  he  was  a  noble  creature; 
Thou  Isle !  to  be  remember'd  long  and  well. 
That  iawst  the  unfledged  eaglet  chip  his 

shell  I 
Ye  Alps,  which  view'd  him  in  his  dawning 

flighu 
Hover,  the  victor  of  an  hundred  fights! 
Thou  Rome,  who  sawst  thy  Cesar^i  deedf 

outdone ! 
Alas  !  why  pass'd  he  too  the  Kubicon  ? 
The  Rubicon  of  man's  awaken'd  rights. 
To  herd  with  vulgar  kings  and  parasites  f 
Egypt!  from  whose  all  dateless  t4»mbs  arose 
Forgotten  Pharaohs  from  their  long  repose. 
And  shook  within  their  pyramids  to  hear 
A  new  Cambyses  thundering  in  their  ear ; 
While  the  dark  shades  of  forty  ages  stood 
Like  startled  giants  by  Nile's  fimous  flood  $ 
Or  from  the  pyramid's  tall  pinnacle 
Beheld  the  desert  peopled,  as  from  hell. 
With   clashing   hosts,    who    strew'd   the 

barren  sand 
To  re-manure  the  uncultivated  land! 
Spain !  which,  a  moment  mindless  of  the  Cid, 
Beheld  his  banner  flouting  thy  Madrid ! 
Austria!  which  sa^  thy  twice-ta'en  capital 
Twice  spared,  to  be  the  traitress  of  his  fall! 
Ve  race  of  Frederic! — Frederics  but  in  name 
And  falsehood  —  heirs  to  all  except  his  fame; 
Who,  crush'd  at  Jena,  crouch 'd  nt  Berlin,  fell 
First,  and  but  rose  to  follow ;  ye  who  dwell 
Where  Kosciusko  dwelt,  remembering  yet 
The  unpaid  amount  of  Catherine's  bloody 

debt! 
Poland!    o'er  which  the   avenging  angel 

pass'd. 
Rut  left  thee  as  he  found  thee,  still  a  waste; 
Forgetting  all  thy  still  enduring  claim. 
Thy  lotted  people  and  extinguish'd  name; 
Thy  sigh  for  freedom,  thy  long-flowing  tear. 
That  80und  that  crashes  in  the  tyrant's  ear; 
Kosciusko!  on -on — on— the  tliirst  of  vnv 
Gasps  for  the  gore  of  srrfs  and  of  their  Czar; 
The  half-barbaric  Mosrow's  minarets 
Gleam  in  the  sun,  but  'tis  a  sun  that  sett! 
Moscow !  thou  limit  of  his  long  career. 
For  which  rude  Charles  had  wept  his  fro- 
zen tear 
To  see  in  ymln^he  saw  thee—how  f  with 

spire 
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And  palace  faol  to  one  common  lire. 
To  ihii  the  aoldier  lent  hit  kindlinf^  match. 
To  this  the  peaiant  gare  hi«  c<ittage-thatch. 
To  this  the  merchant  flung  his  hoarded  store, 
The  prince  his  hall— and,  Moscow  was  no 

more! 
Sublimest  of  volcanoes!  Etna's  flame 
Pales  before  thine,  and  quenchless  Hecla^s 

tame; 
Vesuvius  shows  his  blar.e,  an  usual  sight 
For  gaping  tourists,    fn>m   his  hacknejM 

height : 
Thou  standst  alone  unrivalPd  till  the  fire 
To  come,  in  which  all  empires  shall  expire. 
Tliou  other  element !  as  strong  and  stem 
To  teach  a  lesson  conquerors  will  not  learn. 
Whose  icy  wing  flapped  o*er  the  faltering  foe. 
Till  fell  a  hero  with  each  flake  of  snow; 
How  did  thj  numbing  beak  and  silent  feng 
Pierce,  till  hosts  perished  with  a  single 

pang! 
In  vain  shall  Seine  look  up  along  his  banks 
For  the  gay  thousands  of  his  dashing  ranks; 
In  vain  shall  France  recal  beneath  her  vines 
Her  youth — their  blood  flows  faster  than 

her  wines. 
Or  stagnant  in  their  human  ice  remains 
In  frosen  mummies  on  the  Polar  plains. 
In  vain  will  Italy's  broad  sun  awaken 
Her  offspring  chillM;  Its  beams  are  now 

forsaken. 
Of  all  the  trophies  gathered  from  the  war. 
What  shall  return?  The  conqueror's  broken 

car! 
The  conqueror's  yet  unbroken  heart!  Again 
The  horn  of  Roland  sounds,  and  not  in  vain. 
Lutxen,  where  fell  the  Swede  of  victory. 
Beholds  him  conquer,  but,  alas!  not  die: 
Dresden  surveys  three  despots  fly  once  more 
Before  their  sovereign,— sovereirn,as  before; 
But  there  exhausted  Foripne  qiuts  the  field, 
And  Leipsic's  treason  bios  the  nnvanquish'd 

*  yield ; 
The  Saxon  Jackal  leaves  the  Lion's  side 
To  turn  the  Bear's,  and  Wolfs,  and  Fox's 

guide; 
And  backward  to  the  den  of  his  despair 
The  forest-monarch  shrinks,but  finds  no  lair! 
Oh  ye!  and  each,  and  all!   Oh,  France! 

who  found 
Thy  long  fair  fields  plongh'd  up  at  hostile 

ground. 
Disputed  Ibot  by  foot,  till  treason,  still 
His  onlv  victor,  from  Montmartre's  hill 
Look'd  down  o'er  trampled  Paris;  and  thon, 

isle. 
Which  feest  Etruria  from  thy  ramparts 

smile, 
Thon  momentary  shelter  of  his  pride. 
Till  woo'd   by  danger,   his  yet  weepiog 

bride; 
Oh,  France!  retaken  by  a  single  march. 
Whose  path  was  through  one  long  triumphal 

arch! 
Oh,  bloody  and  most  bootless  Waterloo, 


Which  provet  how  foob  nay  iMive  thdr 

fortune  too. 
Won,  half  by  blunder,  half  by  treachsry; 
Oh,  dull  Saint-Helen!  with  thy  Jailor  nigh- 
Hear!  hear!   Prometheus    from  Us  rsd 

appeal 
To  earth,  air,  ocean,  all  that  felt  ar  fed 
His  power  and  glory,  all  who  yet  shall  kfsi 
A  name  eternal  as  the  rolling  year ; 
He  teaches  them  the  lesson  taught  so  Issjc. 
So  oft,  so  vainly— learn  to  do  no  wrsng! 
A  single  step  into  the  right  had  made 
This  man  the  Washington  of  worlds  k^ 

tray'd; 
A  single  step  into  the  wrong  has  given 
Hisname  a  doubt  to  all  the  winds  of  Heaves; 
The  reed  of  Fortune  and  of  thrones  theisd, 
Of  Fame  the  Moloch  or  the  demi-god ; 
His  country's  Cssar,  Europe's  Hannibal, 
Without  their  decent  dignity  of  fall. 
Yet  Vanity  herself  had  better  taught 
A  surer  path  even  to  the  fame  he  son|»li(, 
By  pointing  out  on  history's  fruitless  ptge 
Ten  thousand  conquerors  for  a  single  sage 
While  Franklin's  quiet  memory  diinbs  ts 

heaven. 
Calming  the  lightning  which   he  thcacs 

hath  riven. 
Or  drawing  from  the  no  less  kindled  earth 
Freedom  and  peace  to  that  which  boasts  hit 

birth: 
While  Washington's  a  watch-word,  sadi 

as  ne^er 
Shall  sink  while  there's  an  echo  left  to  air: 
While  even  the  Spaniard's  thiral  of  gold 

and  war 
Forgets  Pisarro  to  shout  Bolivar ! 
Alas !  why  must  the  same  Atlantic  wave 
Which   wafted    freedom    gird    a   tyvaal^ 

grave-- 
The  king  of  kings,  and  yet  of  alavet  tht 

tlave. 
Who  burtt  the  chaint  of  milUona  to  reaev 
The  very   fetters  which    hit  aim  htaki 

through. 
And  cmth'd  the  rightt  of  Europe  and  hit  awa 
To  flit  between  a  dungeon  and  a  tiunMel 


But  twill  not  be,  the  tpark^t  avaken'd^ltl 
The  twarthy  Spaniard  feek  hit  fbmer  glow| 
The  tame  high  tpirit  which  bent  hack  Iha 

Moor 
Through  eight  long  aget  of  altnmale  me 
Revivet— andwheref  in  thatavenglBgcluBe 
Where  Spain  wat  oace  tynonymont  wllh 

crime. 
Where  Cortet'  aad  Piaarro't  banner  flew; 
The  iaDut-world   redeemt   her  naaw  af 

^'iVev.** 
'TIS  the  M  aspiration  breathed  afresh. 
To  kindle  souls  within  degraded  flesh. 
Such  as  ifpulsed  the  Persian  firom  theshtie 
Where  Greece  wot— No!  tho  ttlll  itCfamtt 
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One  oommon  cante  maket  myriadf  of  one 

breaat, 
SlsTee  of  the  East,  or  Helots  of  the  West; 
On  Andes*  mnd  on  Athns*  peaks  nnfurlM^ 
The  self-same  standard  streams  o^er  either 

world ; 
The   Athenian    wears    again    Harmodius* 

sword; 
The  Chili-chief  abjures  his  foreign  lord ; 
The  Spartan  knows  himself  once  more  a 

Greek; 
Young  Freedom  plumes  the  crest  of  each 

Cacique ; 
Debating  despots,  hemmed  on  either  shore. 
Shrink  Tainly  from  the  roused  Atlantic^ 

roar; 
Through  Calpe's  strait  the  rolling   tides 

advance. 
Sweep  slightly  by  the  half-tamed  land  of 

France, 
Dash  o*er  the  old  Spaniard's  cradle,  and 

would  fain 
Unite  Ausonia  to  the  mighty  main : 
But  driven  from  thence  awhile,  yet  not 

for  aye. 
Break  o'er  th'  /Kgean,  mindful  of  the  day 
Of  Salamis — th«re,  there,  the  waves  arise, 
Not  to  be  luird  by  tyrant-victories. 
Lone,  lost,  abandoned  in  their  utmost  need 
By  Christians  unto  whom  they  gave  their 

creed. 
The  desolated  lands,  the  ravaged  isle. 
The  fosterM  feud  encouraged  to  beguile. 
The  aid  evaded,  and  the  cold  delay, 
ProlongM  but  in  the  hope  to  make  a  prey; — 
These,  these  shall  tell  the  tale,  and  Greece 

can  show 
The  false  friend  worse  than  the  infuriate  foe. 
But  this  is  well :  Greeks  only  should  free 

Greece, 
Not  the  barbarian,  with  his  mask  of  peace. 
How  should  the  Aut«»crat  of  Bondage  be 
The  king^  of  serfs,  and  set  the  nations  free? 
Better  still  serve  the  haughty  Mussulman, 
Than  swell  theCossaque's  prowling  caravan; 
Better  still  toil  for  masters,  than  await. 
The  slave  of  slaves,  before  a  Russian  gate, — 
Numbered  by  hordes,  a  human  capital, 
A  live  estate,  existing  but  for  thrall. 
Lotted  by  thousands,  as  a  meet  reward 
For  the  first  courtier  in  the  Ciar's  regard ; 
While  their  immediate  owner  never  tastes 
His  sleep,  sans  dreaming  of  Siberia's  wastes; 
Better  succumb  even  to  their  own  despair, 
And  drive  the  camel  than  purvey  the  bear. 


But  not  alone  within  the  hoariest  clime. 
Where  Freedom  dates  her  birth  with  that 

of  Time; 
And  not  alone  where,  plunged  in  night,  a 

cr«>wd 
Of  Incas  darken  to  a  dubious  olond. 
The    dawn   revives:    renown'd,    romantic 


Spain 


Holds  back  the  invader  from  her  soil  again. 
Not  now  the  Roman  tribe  nor  Punic  horde 
Demand  her  fields  as  lists  to  prove  the  sword  ; 
Not  now  the  Vandal  or  the  Visigoth 
Pollute  the  plains  alike  abhorring  both ; 
Kor  old  Pelayo  on  his  mountain  rears 
The  warlike  fathers  of  a  thousand  years. 
That  seed  is  sown  and  reap'd,  as  oft  the  Moor 
Sighs  to  remember  on  his  dusky  shore. 
Long  in  the  peasant's  song  or  poet's  page 
Has  dwelt  the  memory  of  Abencerage, 
The  Zegri,  and  the  captive  victors,  flung 
Back  to  the  barbarous  realm  from  whence 

they  sprung. 
But  these  are  gone — their  faith,  their  swords, 

their  sway. 
Yet  left  more  anti-christian  foes  than  they: 
The  bigot  monarch  and  the  butcher  priest. 
The  Inquisition,  with  her  burning  feast. 
The  Faith's  red  '•auto,"  fed  with  human  fuel. 
While  sat  the  Catholic  Moloch,calmly  cruel, 
Enjoying,  with  inexorable  eye, 
That  fiery  festival  of  agony  I 
The  stem  or  feeble  sovereign,  one  or  both 
By  turns ;  the  haughtiness  whose  pride  was 

sloth; 
The  long  dMpenerate  noble ;  the  debased 
Hidalgo,  ana  the  peasant  less  disgraced 
But  more  degraded ;  the  unpeopled  realm ; 
The  once  prood  navy  which  forgot  the  helm; 
The  once  impervious  phalanx  disarray'd; 
The  idle  forge  that  form'd  Toledo's  blade ; 
The  foreign  wealth  that  flow'd  on  every 

shore. 
Save  hers  who  eam'd  it  with  the  natives' 

gore; 
The  very  language,  which  might  vie  with 

Rome's, 
And  once  was  known  to  nations  like  their 

home's. 
Neglected  or  forgotten:— such  was  Spain; 
But  such  she  is  not,  nor  shall  be  again. 
These  worst,these  home  invaders,felt  and  feel 
The  new  Numantine  soul  of  old  Castile. 
Up!  up  again!  undaunted  Tauridor! 
The  bull  of  Phalaris  renews  his  roar; 
Mount,  chivalrous  Hidalgo !  not  in  vain 
Revive  the  ery-*^Iago!  and  close  Spain!*' 
Yes,  close  her  with  your  armed  bosoms 

round. 
And    form  the   barrier  which   Napoleon 

found,  — 
The  exterminating  war ;  the  desert  plain; 
The  streets  without  a  tenant,  save  the  slain; 
The  wild  Sierra,  with  its  wilder  troop 
Of  vulture-plumed  Guerillas,  on  the  stoop 
For  their  incessant  prey;  the  desperate  wall 
Of  Saragossa,  mightiest  in  her  fall ; 
The  man  nerved  to  a  spirit,  and  the  maid 
Waving  her  more  than  Amaxonian  blade; 
The  knife  of  Arragon,  Toledo's  steel ; 
The  fiunoas  lance  of  chivalrous  Castile; 
The  unerring  wiHe  of  the  Catalan ; 
The  Andalusian  courser  in  the  van; 
llie  torch  to  make  a  Moscow  of  Madrid ; 
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And  In  each  heart  the  ipirit  of  the  Cid:  — 
Sach  have  heen,  tuch  thall  be,  each  are. 

Advance, 
And  win — not  Spain,  bat  thine  own  freedom, 

France! 


But  lo !  a  Congre08 !  What,  that  hallowM 

name 
Which  freeM  the  Atlantic  ?   May  we  hope 

thc!  tame 
For  outworn  Europe?  With  the  sound  arise, 
Like  Samuel's  shade  to  Saul's  monarchic 

eyes. 
The  prophets  of  young  Freedom,  tummooM 

far 
From  climes  of  Washington  and  BoliTar; 
Henry,  the  forest-born  Demosthenes, 
Whose  thunder   shook  the  Pliilip  of  the 

seas; 
And  stoic  Franklin's  energetic  shade. 
Robed  in  the   lightnings  which  his  hand 

allay'd ; 
And  Washington,  the  tj  rant-tamer,  wake, 
To  bid  us  blush  for  these  uld  chains,  or 

break. 
But  trho  compose  this  Senale  of  the  few 
That  should  redeem  the  uiany?  /f'Ao  renew 
This  consecrated  name,  till  now  assigned 
To  councils  held  to  benefit  mankind  ? 
Who  now  a^oemble  at  the  holy  call  ? — 
The  blc8s'dAliiance,which  says  three  are  all! 
An  earthly  Trinity,  which  wears  the  shape 
Of  fleavcn'ij,  as  man  !«  raimick'd  by  the  ape. 
A  pious  unity!  in  purpose  one— 
To  melt  three  fools  to  a  Napoleon. 
Why,  Egypt^s  god$  were  rational  to  these; 
Their  doffs  and  oxen  knew  their  own  degrees. 
And,  qniet  in  their  kennel  or  their  shed. 
Cared  little,  so  that  they  were  duly  fed; 
But  these,  more  hungry,  must  have  some- 
thing more  - 
The  power  to  bark  and  bite,  to  toss  and  gore. 
Ah,  how  much  happier  were  good  i£top^s 

frogs 
Than  we !  for  ours  are  animated  logs. 
With  ponderous  malice  swaying  to  and  fro. 
And  crushing  nations  with  a  stupid  blow. 
All  dully  anxious  to  leave  little  work 
Unto  the  revolutionary  stork. 


Thrice  bless'd  Verona!  since  the  holy 

three 
With  their  imperial  presence  shine  on  thee; 
HonourM  by  them,    thy  treacherous  site 

forgete 
The  vaunted  tomb  of  «<all  the  Capulets;^ 
Thy  Scaligers— for   what    was  ^^Dog  the 

Great,"" 
«'Gan' Grande"  (which  I  venture  to  translate) 
To  these  sublimer  pugs?  Thy  poet  too, 
Catullus,  whose  old  laarels  yield  to  new; 
Thine  amphitheatre,  where  Romans  sate; 
And  Daate*e  ezUe,  ihelterM  by  thy  gate; 


Thy  good  old  man,  whoae  wtirld  wm  ill 

within 
Thy  wall,  nor  knew  the  coantry  held  his  ti: 
Would  that  the  royal  guests  it  girds  absd 
Were  so  far  like,  as  never  to  get  out! 
Ay,  shout!   inscribe!    rear    monomeiti  if 

,  shame. 
To  tell  Oppression  that  the  world  is  tame! 
Crowd  to  the  theatre  with  loyal  rage^ 
The  comedy  is  not  upon  the  «tage ; 
The  show  is  rich  in  riblnm ry  and  etars-- 
Then  gaze  upon  it  through  thy  duogeM- 

bars  ; 
Clap  thy  permitted  palms,  kind  Italy, 
For  thus  much  still  thy  fetter'd  hands  lii 

free! 


Resplendent  sight !  behold  the  coxconk 

Czar, 
The  autocrat  of  waltxes  and  of  war ! 
As  eager  for  a  plaudit  as  n  realm. 
And  just  as  fit  for  flirting  as  the  helm; 
A  C/almuck  beauty  with  a  Cossack  wit, 
And  generous  spirit,  when  'ti^  nut  frost-bit; 
Now  half  di«siohing  to  a  liberal  thaw. 
But  hardened  back  whene|^r  the  momingfi 

raw  ; 
With  no  objection  to  true  liberty. 
Except  tliat  it  would  make  the  nations  free. 
How   well  the  Imperial  Dandy  prates  of 

peace. 
How  fain,  if  Greeks  would   be  his  slates, 

free  Greece  1 
How  nobly  gave  he  back   the  Poles  their 

Diet, 
Then  told  pugnacious  Poland  to  bo  qniet ! 
How  kindly  would  he  send  the  mild  Ukraine, 
With  all  her  pleat^ant  pnlks,  to  lectoreSpaiei 
How  royally  show  off  in  proud  Madrid 
His  goodly  person,  from  the  South  leag 

hid,— 
A  blessing  cheaply  pnrchaeed,   the  watid 

knows. 
By  having  Muscovites  for  friende  or  foes. 
Proceed,tibou  namesake  of  Great  Philip^s  sea! 
La  Harpe,  thine  Aristotle,  beckons  on ; 
And  that  which  Scythia  wae  to  him  of  yore. 
Find  with  thy  Scythians  on  Iberia's  shura. 
Yet  think  upon,  thou  somewhat  aged  yantht 
Thy  predecesfor  on  the  banka  of  Pmth; 
Thou  hast  to  aid  thee,  thonid  hu  lot  be 

thine. 
Many  an  old  woman,  bat  no  Catherine. 
Spain  too  hath  rocks,  and  riven,  apddefilea. 
Tlie  bear  may  rash  into  the  lion's  toili. 
Fatal  to  Goths  are  Xeres'  snnny  fields; 
Thinktt    thou   to  thee  Napolaoa'ii  Tidar 

yields  f 
Better  reclaim  thy  deserts,  turn  thy  swsidf 
To  ploughshares,  shave  and  wash  thy  Bwh 

kir  hordes. 
Redeem  thy  realms  from  slavery  aad  the 

knout. 
Than  follow  headlong  in  the  fatal  laals, 
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"  To  tofflBt  the  clloM,  whow  aklei  tnd  laws 

are  pare, 
'    With  thy  foal  legions.    Spain  wants  no 

mannre} 
Her  soil  is  fertile,  bat  she  feeds  no  foe ; 
Her  Tultares,  too,  were  gorged  not  long  ago; 
And  wouidst  thoa  famish  them  with  fresher 

prejl 
Alas !  thoa  wilt  not  conqaer,  bat  parrey. 
1  am  Diogenes,  thoagh  Rase  and  Han 
Stand  between  mine  and  many  a  myriad*s 

san ; 
But  were  I  not  Diogenes,  I*d  wander 
Rather  a  worm  than  »uek  an  Alexander! 
Be  slaves  who  will,  the  Cjnic  shall  be  free, 
Hid  tub  hath  tougher  walls  than  Sinope: 
Still  will  he  lioid  his  lanthom  ap  to  vcan 
The  face  of  monarchs  for  an  '^honest  man." 


And  what  doth  Ganl,  the  all-prolific  land 
Of  ne  p/us  ultra  Ultras  and  their  band 
Of  mercenaries?  and  her  noi«y  Chambers 
And    Tribune,    which    each    orator   first 

clambers 
Before  he  finds  a  voice,    and,    when  *tis 

found. 
Hears  ^^the  lie**  echo  for  his  answer  round? 
Our  British  Commons  sometimes  deign  to 

hear; 
A  Gallic  Senate  hath  mtire  tongue  than  ear ; 
i)Ten  Constant,^  their  sole  master  of  debate. 
Must  fight  next  day,  his  speech  to  vindicate. 
But  this  costs  little  to  true  Franks,  who 

had  rather 
Combat  than  listen,  were  it  to  their  father. 
What  is  the  simple  standing  of  a  shot. 
To  listening  long,  and  interrupting  not? 
Though  this  was  not   the  methitd  of  old 

Rome, 
When  l*nlly  fnlmined  o*er  each  vocal  dome, 
Demosthenes  has  sanction*d  the  transaction, 
In  saying  eloquence  meant  '^Action,  action  1  ^ 

But  whereas  the  Monarch?  hath  he  dined? 

or  yet 

Groans  beneath  indigestion's  heavy  debt? 

Have  revolutionary  pdtds  risen. 

And  turned  the  royal  entrails  to  a  prison  ? 

Have  discontented  movements  stirr*d  the 

troops? 

Or  have  no  movements  followed  traiteroas 

soups  ? 

Have  Carbonaro  eooks  not  carboaadoed 

Each  coarse  enough?  or  doctors  dire  dis- 
suaded 

Repletion?  Ah!  in  thy  dejected  looks 

I  read  all *s  treason  in  her  cooks! 

Good  classic !  is  it,  canst  thou  say. 

Desirable  to  be  the  '' ?*" 

Why  woaldst  thoa  leave  calm- *s  green 


abode, 

Apician  table  and  Horatlan  ode. 
To  rale  a  people  wha  will  ■•!  be  ruled. 


And  love  much  rather  to  be  seonrged  than 

schoord? 
Ah !  thine  was  not  the  temper  or  the  taate 
For  thrones— the  table  sees   thee    better 

J  placed: 
,  at  best. 
To  be  a  kind  host  and  as  good  a  guest. 
To  talk  of  letters,  and  to  know  by  heart 
One  hay  the  poet*s,  all  the  gourmand's  art; 
A  scholar  always,  now  and  then  a  wit. 
And  gentle  when  dieestion  may  permit  — 
But  not  to  govern  lands  enslaved  or  free; 
The  goat  was  martyrdom  enough  for  thee! 


Shall  noble  Albion  pass  without  a  phrase 
From  a  bold  Briton  in  her  wonted  praise? 
**ArtB— arms— and  G^rge^and  glory  and 

the  isles— 
And  happy^  Britain — wealth  and  freedom^ 

smiles- 
White  cliffs,  that  held  invasion  far  aloof- 
Contented  subjects,  all  alike  tax- proof— 
Froud  Wellington,with  eagle-beak  so carl*d,  ^ 
That  nose,  the  hook  where  he  suspends  the 

world  I 
And  Waterloo— and  trade — and (hash! 

not  yet 

A  syllable  of  imposts  or  of  debt) 

And  ne^er  (enough)  lamented  Castlereagh, 
Whose  pen-knife  slit  a  goose-quill  toother 

day— 
And   pilots     who    have  weatherM   eveij 

storm— 
(But,  no,  not  even  for  rhyme's  sake,  name 

reform). '' 
These  are  the  themes  thus  sung   ao  oft 

before, 
Methinks  we  need  not  sing  them  any  more; 
Found  in  so  many  volumes  far  nnd  near. 
There's  no  occasion  you  should  find  them 

here. 
Yet  something  may  remain  perchance  to 

chime 
With  reason,   and,  what's  stranger  still, 

with  rhyme; 
Even  this  thy  genius.  Canning !  may  permll. 
Who,  bred  a  statesman,  still  was  bom  a  wit. 
And  never,  even  in  that  dull  house,  couldst 

tame 
To  unleaven'd  prose  thine  own  poetic  flame; 
Our  last,  oar  best,  oar  only  orator, 
Even  I  can  praise  thee  -Tories  do  no  more, 
Nay,  not  so  much; — they  hate  thee,  maa, 

because 
Thy  spirit  less  apholds  them  than  it  awes,— 
The  liounds  will  gather  to  their  hantsman^ 

hollo. 
And,  where  he  leads,  the  duteous  pack  will 

follow ; 
Bat  not  for  love  mistake  their  yelling  eij, 
Their  yelp  for  game  is  not  an  eulogy; 
Lees  Mthnil  far  thaa  the  fonr-footed  nack, 
A  dubious  soeat  would  lure  the  biyeds  hack^ 
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Nor  royal  utalllon^  feet  eitremely  sure; 
The  onwieldy  old  White  Horae  ie  apt  at  last 
To  ftomble^kickfand  now  and  then  stick  fast 
With  his  great  self  and  rider  in  the  mad ; 
But  what  of  that?  the  animal  shows  blood. 


Alas,the  country !  how  shall  tongne  or  pen 
Bewail  her  now  nnconntry- gentlemen  f — 
The  la«it  to  bid  the  cry  of  warfare  cease, 
The  first  to  make  a  malady  of  peace. 
For  what  were  all  these  coantry-patriots 

bnmf 
To  hnnt,and  vote,  and  raise  the  price  of  com. 
Bnt  com,likc  every  mortal  thing,must  fall — 
Kings,  conquerors,  and  markets  most  of  all. 
And  most  ye  fall  with  every  ear  of  grain  f 
Why  wonld  you  trouble  Bonaparte^s  reign? 
He  was  your  great  Triptolemus !  his  vices 
DestroyM  but  realms,  and  still  maintaiuM 

your  prices ; 
He  amplified,  to  every  Lord*s  content. 
The  grand  Agrarian  Alchymy — high  Rent, 
Why  did  the  tyrant  stumble  on  the  Tartars, 
And    lower    wheat    to    such    desponding 

quarters  ? 
Why  did  you  chain  him  on  yon  isle  so  lone? 
The  man  was  worth  much  more  upon  his 

throne. 
TVne,  blood  and  treasure  boundlessly  were 

spilt. 
But  what  of  that?  the  Gaul  may  bear  the 

guilt; 
But  bread  was  high.the  farmer  paid  his  way. 
And  acres  told  upon  the  appointed  day. 
Bnt  where  is  now  the  goodly  audit-ale  ? 
The  purse-proud  tenant  never  known  to  fail? 
The  farm  which  never  yet  was  left  on  hand  ? 
The  marsh  reclaimed   to  most  improTing 

land? 
The  impatient  hope  of  the  expiring  lease  ? 
The  doubling  rental  ?  What  an  eviFs  peace ! 
In  vain  the  prise  excites  the  ploughman's 

skill, 
la  vain  the  Commons  pass  their  piAriot  bill ; 
The  landed  tntercst— (you  may  understand 
The  phrase  much  better  leaving  out  the 

landy- 
The  land  aelf-interest  groans  from  shore  to 

shore. 
For  fear  that  plenty  should  attain  the  poor. 
Up!  up  again!  ye  rents,  exalt  your  notes, 
Or  else  the  Ministry  will  lose  their  votes. 
And  Patriotism,  so  delicately  nice, 
Her  loaves  will  lower  to  the  market-price; 
For  ah !  **the  loaves  and  fishes,**  once  so  high. 
Are  gone—  their  oven  closed,their  oceaq  dry ; 
And  nought  remains  of  all  the  millions  spent, 
Excepting  to  grow  moderate  and  content. 
They  who  are  not  so,Aiifl  their  tum-4ind  turn 
About  still  flows  from  Fortuned  equal  am ; 
Now  let  their  virtue  be  its  own  reward. 
And  share  the  blessings  which  themselves 

prepared. 
See  these  ingtorioss 


Farmers  of  war,  Dietat<m  of  the  9um\ 
Their  ploughshare  was  the  aword  ia  hht* 

lin^  hands, 
neir  fields  manured  by  gore  of  other  laaiii 
Safe  in  their  bams,  these  Sabine  tillcri«al 
Their  brethren  oat  to  baUle—  why?  forlUstf 
Year  after  year  they  voted  cost,  per  e&t 
Blood,  sweat,  and  tear-wmng^ millisBs- 

why  f  for  Rett! 
They  roar'd,  they  dined,  they  drank,  Ikf 

swore  they  bmsiI 
To  die  for  England— why  then  live?  fa 

Real! 
The  peace  has  made  one  general  malcsoliri 
Of  these  high-market  patriots ;  war  vs 

Rent! 
rheir  love  of  country  ,millions  all  mis-spcsl, 
How  reconcile? — by  recoacillni^  Rent 
And  will  thev  not  repay  the  treasures  Icsll 
No :  down  with  every  thing ,   and  ap  wilh 

Rest! 
Their  good,  ill,  health,  woidth,  jey,  m 

disccmtent. 
Being,  end,  aim,  religion— Rent,  Rent^od! 
Thou  sold^st  thy  birth-right,  Esaa !  fsr  i 

mean: 
Thou  shouldst  have  gotten  more,  or  colli 

less; 
Now  thoa  hast  swiird  thy  pottage,  thy 

demands 
Are  idle;  Israel  says  the  bargain  stands. 
Such,  landlords,  was  year  appetite  for  war. 
And,  gorged  with  blood ,  youi  irmmble  at 

a  scar! 
What,  wonld  they  spread  their  earthquake 

even  oVrCash? 
And  when  land  erambles ,  bid  firai  po;<r 

crash? 
So  rent  may  rise,  bid  bank  and  natioB  fell. 
And  found  on  Change  a  FundOng'  Hospital? 
Lo,  Mother  Charch,    while  aU  reiigisa 

writhes. 
Like  Niobe,  weeps  o*er  her  offspring.  Tithes ; 
The  Prelates  go  to— where  the  Saints  have 

R«iO, 
And  proud  pluralities  subside  to  oae; 
Church,state,and  factioa,wiestle  ia  Ihedafk* 
Toss*d  by  the  ileluge  in  their  comoMO  ark 
Shom  of  her  Bishops,  banks,  anddivideadi» 
Another  Babel  soars— but  Britmia  eads. 
And  why?to  pamper  the  selff-seekiag  wants, 
And  prop  the  hill  of  these  agrarian  anti. 
*^Go  to  these  ants,  thon  slo^nrd,  and  be 

wise;"" 
Admire  their  patience  through  each  sncriice. 
Till  taught  to  feel  the  lesson  of  their  pride, 
The  price  of  taxes  and  of  homicide; 
Admira  their  jastice,  which  would  faia  dcnjr 
The  debt  of  nations t— pray,  wdbo  anids  U 

high? 

Or  torn  to  snU  between  thoae  sUftiBg 

voefcs, 
ThentwSyaplegades^Iha  cvnilungStacfcff. 
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Where  Midai  micht  o^in  hi«  with  behold 
!■  real  pauer  or  unagined  gold. 
That  magic  palace  of  Alcina  ihowa 
More  wealth  than  Britain  ever  had  to  looe, 
Were  all  her  atonifl  of  itnleavcnM  ore. 
And  all  her  pebblet  ftrom  Pactolns*  iliore. 
There  Fortune  playt,  while  Rumour  holds 

tlie  stake. 
And  the  world  trembles  to  bid  brokers  break. 
How  rich  is  Britain !  not  indeed  in  mines. 
Or  peace,  or  plentj,  com,  or  oil,  or  wines; 
No  land  of  Canaan,  full  of  milk  and  honey, 
Nor  (save  in  paper  shekels)  ready  money: 
But  let  us  not  to  own  the  truth  refuse. 
Was  ever  Christian  land  so  rich  in  Jews? 
Those  parted  with  their  teeth  to  good  King 

John, 
And  now,    ye  kings!    they  kindly  draw 

ronr  own ; 
^  ,         sovereigns  they 

controul, 
And  waft  a  loan  ''from  Indus  to  the  Pole.^ 
The  banker  —  broker  —  baron  —  brethren, 

speed 
To  aid  these  bankrupt  tyrants  in  their  need. 
Nor  these  alone;  Columbia  feels  no  less 
Fresh  speculations  follow  each  success ; 
And  philanthropic  Israel  deigns  to  drain 
Her  mild  per  centage  from  exhausted  Spain. 
Not  without  Abraham's  seed    can  Russia 

march — 
*Tisgold,  not  steel,  that  rears  the  conqner- 

or^s  arch. 
Two  Jews,  a  chosen  people,  can  command 
In  every  realm  their  scripture-promiied 

land: 
Two  Jews  keep   down  the  Ronuns,  and 

uphold 
The  accursed  Hun,  more  brutal  than  of  old : 
Two  Jews^but  not  Samaritans — direct 
The  world,  with  all  the  spirit  of  their  sect 
What  is  the  happiness  of  earth  to  them  f 
A  Congress  forms  their  ''New  Jemsalem,** 
Where  baronies  and  orders  both  invite^ 
Oh,  holy  Abraham!  dtist  thou  see  the  sight? 
Thy  followers  mingling  with  these  royal 

swine. 
Who  spit  not  *'on  their  Jewish  gaberdine,** 
But  honour  them  as  portion  of  the  show — 
(Where  now,  oh.  Pope !  is  thy  forsaken  toe? 
Could  it  not  favour  Judah  with  some  kicks? 
Or  has  it  ceased  to  "kick  against  the  pricks?**) 
On  Shylock*8  shore   behold   them  stand 

afresh, 
To  cat  from  nations*  hearts  their  ^'pooad 

of  flesh.** 


Strange  sight  this  Congress !  destined  to 

unite 
All  that*s  incongruous,  all  that*s  opposite. 
I  speak  not  of  the  Sovereigns — they*re  alike, 
A  common  coin  as  ever  mint  could  strike  i 
But  those  who  sway  the  puppets,  pall  the 

strings, 


Have  more  of  motley  than  their  heavy  kings. 
Jews,  authors,  generals,eharlatans,combine. 
While  Europe  wonders  at  the  vast  design : 
There  Metternich,power*^  foremost  parante. 
Cajoles;  there  Wellington  forgets  to  fight; 
There  Chateaubriand  forms  new  books  of 

martyrs; 
And   subtle    Greeks   intrigue  for    stupid 

Tartars; 
There   Montmorency ,  the  sworn   foe  Co 

charters. 
Turns  a  diplomatist  of  groat  eclat, 
To  furnish  articles  for  the  "Debats:** 
Of  war  so  certain— yet  not  quite  so  save 
As  his  dismissal  in  the  "Moniteur.** 
Alas !  how  could  hb  cabinet  thus  err  ? 
Can  peace  be  worth  an  Ultra-Minister? 
He  falls,  indeed, — perhaps  to  rise  Bgain, 
"Almost  as  quickly  as  he  conquer*d  l^pain.** 


Enough  of  this — a  sight  more  moamftil 

woos 
The  averted  ere  of  the  reluctant  Muse. 
The  imperial  daughter,  the  imperial  bridoy 
The  imperial  victim — sacrifice  to  pride; 
The  mother  of  the  hero*s  hope,  the  boy^ 
The  young  Astyanax  of  mooem  Troy ; 
The  still  pale  shadow  of  the  loftiest  queen 
That  earth  has  yet  to  see,  or  e*er  hath  seen; 
She  flits  amidst  the  phantoms  of  the  hour. 
The  theme  of  pity,  and  the  wreck  of  power. 
Oh,  cruel  mockery !  Could  not  Austria  spare 
A  daughter?  What  did  France*s  widow  there? 
tier  fltter  place  was  by  St  Helen*s  wave— 
Her  only  throne  is  in  Napoleon*s  g^ve. 
But,  no,— she  still  must  hold  a  petty  reign, 
Flank*d  by  her  formidable  Chamberlain ; 
The  martial  Argus,  whose  not  hundred  eyea 
Must  watch  her  through  these  paltry  pa- 
geantries. 
What  though  she  share  no  more  and  shared 

in  vain 
A  sway  surpassing  that  of  Charlemagne, 
Which  swept  from  Moscow  to  the  Southern 


Yet  still  she  rules  the  pastoral  realm  off 

cheese, 
Where  Parma  views  the  traveller  resort 
To  note  the  trappings  of  her  mimic  court 
But  she  appears  I  Verona  sees  her  shorn 
Of  all  her  beams— while  nations  gaae  aad 

mourn — 
Ere  yet  her  husband*s  ashes  have  had  time 
To  chill  in  their  inhospitable  clime 
(If  e*er  those  awfkil  ashes  can  now  cold— 
But  no, — their  embers  soon  will  burst  the 

mould) ; 
She  comes!  —  the  Andromache  (but  not 

Racine*s, 
Nor  Homer*s);  lo !  on  Py rrhus*  arm  she  leans! 
Yes !  the  right  arm ,  yet  red  from  Waterloo, 
Which  cut  her  lord*s  lialf-shatter*d  sceptre 

through. 
Is  ofier*d  and  accepted !  Coold  a  tlaTO 
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Do  moref  or  lettf — and  he  in  hi«  new  RfaTO ! 
Her  eye,  her  cheek,  betray  no  inward  «trife. 
And  the  Kx-Enipres0  grows  as  ISjt  a  wife! 
So  much  for  human  tiet  in  royal  breaitt ! 
Why  fpare  inen*f  feelingt ,  when  their  own 

are  jettf  f 


But,  tired  of  foreign  follies,  1  turn  home. 
And  sietch  the  group — the  picture**  yet  to 

come. 
My  Muse  ^gan  weep,  but,ere  a  tear  was  spilt. 
She  raueht  Sir  William  Curtis  in  a  kilt! 
While  thronged  the  Chiefs  of  every  High- 
land clan 


To  hidl  their  brother,  VIch  Ian  Aldenn! 
Guildhall  grows  Gael,  and  echoes  with Bm 

roar. 
While  all  theCommon-Coaiicll  cry,  *'Qai' 


BDiore!*' 


To  see  proud  Albyn^ft  Tartans  as  a  bdl 
Gird  the  gross  sirloin  of  a  Ciij-Celt, 
She  burst  into  a  laughter  ao  extreaie, 
That  I  awoke  -  and  lo !  it  waa  «o  J— » 


Here,  reader,  will  we  pauae :  -  if  ihat^ 

no  harm  ia 
This  first— yottll,  have,  perhaps,  a 

^'Carmen.** 


THE    VISION    OF   JUDGMENT. 

BY    QUEVEDO    REDIVIVU8.  j 

SvaoafTBD  n  thb  gohpositioii  so  bhtttlkd  bt  vhb  authob  ov  ^wat  ttld.'^ 


A  Daniel  come  to  Judgment!  yen,  a  -Dnniell 
I  thank  thee,  Jew,  for  teaching  me  that  word. 


Sahit  Peter  sat  by  the  celestial  gate. 
His  keys  were  rusty,  and  the  lock  was  dull, 
So  little  trouble  had  been  given  of  late; 
Not  that  the  place  by  any  means  was  full. 
But  since  the  Gallic  era  **eighty-eight,^ 
The  devils  had  ta^en  a  longer.stronger  pull, 
And  ''a  pull  altogether,**  as  they  say 
At  sea— which  drew  most  souls  another 

way. 


The  angels  all  were  singing  out  of  tune. 
And  hoarse  with  having  little  else  to  do. 
Excepting  to  wind  up  the  sun  and  moon. 
Or  curb  a  runaway  young  star  or  two. 
Or  wild  colt  of  a  comet,  which  too  soon 
Broke  out  of  bounds  o*er  the  ethereal  blue. 
Splitting  some  planet  with  its  playful  tail, 
As  boats  are  sometimes  by  a  wanton  whale. 


The  guardian  seraphs  Jhad  retired  on  high. 
Finding  their  charges  past  all  care  below ; 
Terrestrial  business  filled  nonght  in  the  sky, 
Save  the  recording  angePs  black  bureau  ;* 
Who  found ,  indeed ,  the  facts  to  multiply 
With  such  rapidity  of  vice  and  woe. 
That  he  had  stripped  off  both  his  wings  in 

quills, 
And  yet  was  ,in  arrear  of  human  ills. 


His  business  so  augmented  of  late  yean. 
That  he  was  forced, against  his  will,no  donVt 
(Just  like  those  cherubs,  earthly  ministers), 
For  some  resource  to  turn  himself  abont, 
And  claim  the  help  of  his  celestial  peers. 
To  aid  him  ere  he  should  be  quite  worn  sat 
By  the  increased  demand  for  his  renarki ; 
Six  angels  and  twelTC  sainta  were  named 

hb  clerka. 


This  was  a  handsome  board— at  least  ftr 

heaven ; 
And  yet  they  had  even  then  enoagh  tt  i^ 
So  many  conquerors*  cars  were  daily  drivea, 
So  many  kingdoms  fitted  np  anew ; 
Each  day ,too,slew  its  thousands  aix  or  seWt 
Till  at  the  crowning  carnage,  Waterlso, 
They  threw  their  pens  down  in  divine  dit- 

gnst— 
The  page  was  lo  besmeared  with  blood  lad 

datt 


This  by  the  way;  *tis  not  mine  to  record 
What  angels  shrink  from:  even  the  very  devil 
On  this  occasion  his  own  work  abhorr*d, 
So  surfeited  with  the  lafcraal  revel  ; 
Though  he  himself  had  sharpened  cvsij 

award. 
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It  almoflt  qaench'd  his  innate  thint  of  eril. 
(Here  Satan*t  sole  good  work  deserrei  in- 

flertion — 
*Tii,  that  he  haf  both  generals  in  rererrion.) 


Let*!  skip  afewfhortyearg  of  hollow  peace. 

Which  peopled  earth  no  better,  hell  at  wont. 

And  heaven  none  —  they  form  the  tyrant's 

lease. 

With  nothing  but  new  names  sabscribed 

npon  t; 

Twill  one  day  finish  t  meantime  they  in- 
crease, 

**With  seren  heads  and  ten  horns,**  and  all 

in  front, 

Like  Saint  John's  foretold  beast ;  bat  oars 

are  born 

Less  formidable  in  the  head  than  horn. 


In  the  first  year  of  freedom's  second  dawn 
Died  George  the  Third :  although  no  tyrant, 

one 
Who  shielded  tyrants,  till  each  sense  with- 
drawn 
Left  him  nor  mental  nor  external  snn : 
A  better  ftirmer  ne'er  brash'd  dew  from  lawn, 
A  worse  king  never  left  a  realm  andone ! 
He  died — ^bat  left  his  subjects  still  behind. 
One  half  as  mad — and  t'oUier  no  less  blind. 


He  died !— his  death  made  no  great  stir  on 

earth; 
His  burial  made  some  pomp;    there  was 

profusion 
Of  Telvet,  gilding,  brass,  and  no  great  dearth 
Of  aught  out  tears  — save  those  shed  by 

collusion ; 
For  these  things  may  be  bought  at  their 

true  worth : 
Of  elegy  there  was  the  due  infusion — 
Bought  also;  and  the  torches,  cloaks,  and 

banners. 
Heralds,  and  relics  of  old  Crothic  oMnaers, 


Form'd  a  sepulchral  melo-drame.    Of  all 
The  fools  who  fiock*d  to  swell  or  see  the 

show. 
Who  cared  about  the  corpse?  The  foperol 
Made  the  attraction,  and  the  black  the  woe. 
There  throbb'd  not  there  a  thought  which 

pierced  the  pall; 
And  when  the  gorgeous  coffin  was  laid  low, 
It  §cemM  the  mockery  of  hell  to  fold 
The  rottenness  of  eighty  years  in  gold. 


So  mix  his  body  with  the  dust !  It  might 
Return  to  what  it  mutt  far  sooner,  were 
The  natural  compound  left  alone  to  fight 
Its  way  back  into  earth,  and  fire,  and  air; 
Bat  the  aaaatuiBi  halsams  merely  bii|^t\ 


What  nature  mode  him  at  his  birth,  as  barn 
As  the  mere  million's  base  unmummied 

clay — 
Yet  all  hb  spices  but  prolong  decay. 


Ue%  dead— and  upper  earth  with  him  has 

done: 
He's  buried ;  save  the  undertaker's  bill. 
Or  lapidary  scrawl,  the  world  is  gone 
For  him,  unless  he  left  a  German  will ; 
But  Where's  the  proctor  who  will  ask  his  sonf 
In  whom  his  qualities  are  reigning  still. 
Except  that  household  virtue,  most  un- 
common. 
Of  constancy  to  a  bad,  ugly  woomui. 


'*God  save  the  king !"  It  is  a  large  economy 
In  God  to  save  the  like ;  but  if  he  will 
Be  saving,  all  the  better ;  for  not  one  am  I 
Of  those  who  think  damnation  better  still: 
I  hardly  know  too  if  not  quite  alone  am  I 
In  this  small  hope  of  bettering  future  ill 
By  circumscribing ,  with  some  slight  re- 
striction. 
The  eternity  of  hell's  hot  jurisdiction. 


I  know  this  is  unpopular ;  I  know 
Tis  blasphemous ;  1  know  one  may  be  damned 
For  hoping  no  one  else  may  e'er  be  so; 
I  know  my  catechism;  I  know  we  are  cramm'd 
With  the  best  doctrines  till  we  quite  o'erflow; 
I  know  that  all  save  England's  church  have 

shamm'd. 
And  that  the  other  twice  two  hundred 

churches 
And  synagoguet  have  made  a  damn'd  bad 

purchase. 


Chid  help  us  all !  God  help  me,  too  I  I  am, 
God  knows,  as  helpless  as  the  devil  can  wish. 
And  not  a  whit  more  difficult  to  damn 
Than  is  to  bring  to  land  a  late-hook'd  fish, 
Or  to  Uie  butcbnr  to  purvey  the  lamb ; 
Not  that  I'm  fit  for  such  a  noble  dish 
As  one  day  will  be  that  immortal  fry 
Of  almost  every  body  bom  to  die. 


Saint  Peter  sat  by  the  eelestial  gate. 
And  nodded  o'er  his  keys;  when  lo!  thefe 

came 
A  wonderooi  aolse  he  had  not  heard  of 

late— 
A   rushing  sound  of  wind,    and  stream, 

and  flame; 
In  short,  a  roar  of  things  extremely  great. 
Which  would  have  made  aught  save  a  saiat 

exclaim ; 
But  he,  with  first  a  sUrt  and  then  a  wink, 
S^d«  ^^Th»f«k'%  «»^^«i  %Vtt  ViEw^ 
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Bnt  ere  he  conld  retorn  to  his  repose, 
A  cherub  flapped  his  right  wing  o'er  his 

eyes— 
At  which  Saint  Peter  yawned ,  and  mbb'd 

hirt  nose: 
"Saint  porter/*  said  the  Angel,**  prithee  rise!** 
Waving  a  goodly  wing,  which  glow*d,  as 

Flows 
^   .  ,  with  heavenly 

dyes; 
To  which  the  Saint  replied,  "Well,  what's 

the  matter; 
Is  Lacifer  come  back  with  all  this  clatter  ?** 


"No,**  qaoth  the  Chemb;   "George  the 

Third  is  dead,** 
"And  who  is  George  the  Third?'*  replied 

the  Apostle; 
"If  Aot  George?  what  Third?"  "The King  of 

England,  "said 
The  Angel.  "Well!  he  wo'ntfind  kings  to 

jottle 
Him  on  his  way ;  bift  does  he  wear  his  head? 
Beranse  the — we  saw  here  had  a  tnssle. 
And  ne>r  would  have  got  into  heaven's 

good  graces, 
Had  he  not  flung  his  head  in  all  our  faces. 


He  was,  if  I  remember,  king  of— 

That  head  of  his,  which  could  not  keep  a 

crown 
On  earth,  yet  ventured  in  my  ficice  to  advance 
A  claim  to  those  of  martyrs — like  my  own : 
If  I  had  had  my  sword,  as  I  had  once 
When  I  cut  ears  off,  I  had  cut  him  down; 
But  having  but  my  Jire^s,  and  not  my  brand, 
I  only  knock'd  his  head  from  out  his  hand. 


And  then  he  set  up  such  a  headless  howl. 
That  all  theSaints  came  out,and  took  him  in; 
And  there  he  sits  by  Saint  Paul,  cheek  by 

Jowl; 
That  fellow  PftuI  -•  the  parvenu !  The  skin 
Of  Saint  Bartholomew,which  makes  his  cowl 
In  heaven,  and  upon  earth  redeem'd  his  sin 
So  as  to  make  a  martyr,  never  sped 
Better  than  did  this  weak  and  wooden  head. 


But  had  it  come  up  here  upon  its  shoulders, 
There  would  have  been  a  differeat  tale  to 

tell: 
The  Mlow-feeling  in  the  Saints  beholders 
Seems  to  have  acted  on  them  like  a  spell. 
And  so  this  very  foolish  head  heaven  solders 
Back  on  its  trunk :  it  may  be  very  well. 
And  seems  the  custom  here  to  overthrow 
Whatever  has  been  wisely  done  below." 


The  Angel  answer'd,  "Peter!  do  not  povt; 
The  king  who  eomes  has  head  and  all  entire. 


And  never  knew  much  what  it 
He  did  as  doth  the  puppet—  by  its  wire. 
And  will  be  judged  likeall  the  reetBotaM: 
My  business  and  your  own  is  not  to  ia^iiR 
Into  such  matters,  but  to  mind  our 
Which  is  to  act  as  we  are  bid  to  do.* 


While  thus  they  spake,  the  angelic  eaitra, 
Arriving  like  a  rush  of  mighty  wind. 
Cleaving  the  fields  of  space,  as  doth  the  iwn 
Some  silver-stream(sayGanges,Nile,orlBk 
Or  Thames,  or  Tweed),  and  midst tkn 

an  old  man 
With  an  old  soul,  and  both  extremely  blisi 
Halted  befere  the  gate,   and  in  his  shrad 
Seated  their  fellow-traveller  on  a  dead. 


But  bringing  up  the  rear  of  this  bright  ksd, 
A  Spirit  of  a  different  aspect  waved 
His  wings,  like  thunder-clonde  above  sew 

coast 
Whose  barren  beach  with  frequent  wredi 

is  paved ; 
His  brow  was  like  the  deep  when  teapeil- 

tiMt; 
Pierce  and  unfigithomable  thoughts  csgnvsi 
Eternal  wrath  on  his  immortal  Dmc, 
And  where  he  gaied  a  gloom  pmiaded  spaee. 


As  he  drew  near,  he  gased  opon  the  j^ste, 
Ne*er  to  be  enter*d  more  by  him  or  sis. 
With  such  a  glance  of  supernatural  hate, 
As  made  Saint  Peter  wish  himself  withis; 
He  potter*d  with  his  kevs  at  a  great  rate. 
And  sweated  through  his  apostolic  skia : 
Of  course  his  perspiration  was  bat  ichor, 
Or  some  such  other  spiritaal  liquor. 


The  very  cherubs  huddled  altogethor, 
Like  birds  when  soars  the  fUeoB;and  th^  fcit 
A  tingling  to  the  tip  of  every  feather. 
And  rorm'd  a  circle,  like  Orion's  belt, 
Around  their  poor  old  charge ,  who  scares 

knew  wiiitiker 
His  guards  had  let  him,   tlMragh  tibey 

gently  dwlt 


With  royal  manes  (for,  bv  many  storiss, 
And  tnie,we  learn  the  angtdf  allaiaTorios). 


As  things  were  in  this  posture,  tiie  gateisir 
Aennder,  and  the  flashing  of  Its  idngcs 
Flung  over  space  an  universal  hue 
Of  many-eolour'd  flame,  until  its  tingss 
Reach'd  even  our  speck  of  earth,  and 


Aurora  borealis  spread  its  firlngea 
O'er  the  North  Pole;  tfie  anmo  om 

lee-lMNiBd, 
Bj  Captain  Pany^  enwa,  in  ««MfllviIM 
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How  few  coald  feel  for  what  he  hftd  to  bear! 
Tain  hit  complaint,— mj  Lord  pretent«  hij 

biU, 
Hit  food  and  wine  were  doled  oat  dol  j  ttill  i 
Tain  was  his  sicknets,— never  was  a  clime 
So  free  from  homicide— to  doubrt  a  crime; 
And  the  stifT  Surgeon,  who  maintaiii*d  hu 

came. 
Hath  loflt  hif  place,  and  gain'd  the  world*« 

applauie. 
But  imiie — though  all  the  pangt  of  brain 

and  heart 
Disdain,  defy,  the  tardy  aid  of  art ; 
Though,   save  the  few  fond  friends,  and 

imaged  face 
Of  that  fair  boy  his  sire  shall  ne*erembrace, 
Kone  stand  by  his  low  bed — though  even 

the  mind 
Be  wavering,  which  long  awed  and  awes 

mankind  $ — 
Smile— for  the  fettered  Eagle  breaks  his 

chain, 
And  higher  worlds  than  thit  are  his  again. 


How,  if  that  soaring  Spirit  still  retain 
A  conscious  twilight  of  his  blazing  reign. 
Now  must  he  Mmile,  on  looking  down,  to  see 
The  little  that  he  was  and  sought  to  be ! 
Vr' hat  though  his  name  a  wider  empire  found 
Than  his  ambition,  though  with  scarce  a 

bound; 
Though  first  in  glory,  deepest  in  reverse. 
He  tasted  empire's  blessings  and  its  curse; 
Though  kings,  rejoicing  in  their  late  escape 
From  chains,  would  gladly  be  their  tyrant's 

ape; 
How  must  he  smile,  and  turn  to  yon  lone 

grave. 
The   proudest  sea-mark  that  o'ertops  the 

wave! 
What  though  his  jailor,  dutf*ous  tothe  last, 
Scarce  deemed  the  coffin's  lead  could  keep 

him  fast. 
Refusing  one  poor  line  along  the  lid 
To  date  the  birth  and  death  of  all  it  hid. 
That  name  shall  hallow  the  ignoble  shore, 
A  talinman  to  all  save  him  who  bore : 
The  fleet*  that  sweep  before  the  eastern  blast 
Shall  hear  their  sea-boys  hail  it  from  the 

mast: 
When  Victory's  Gallic  column  shall  but  rise. 
Like  Pompey's  pillar,  in  a  desert's  skies, 
The  rocky  i»le  that  holds  or  held  his  dust 
Shall  crown  thn  Atliinlir  like  the  her«»*s  bust, 
And  mighty  Nature  o'er  his  obsequies 
Do  more  than  niggard  Envy  slf  11  denies. 
But  what  are  tliene  to  him  T  Can  glory's  lust 
Touch  the  free'd  spirit  or  the  fctterM  dust? 
Small  care  hath  he  of  what  his  tomb  consists. 
Nought  if  he  sleeps — nor  more  if  heeiists: 
^Alike  the  better-seeing  Shade  will  smile 
On  the  rude  cavern  of  the  rocky  fsle. 
As  if  his  ashes  found  their  lat«*st  home 
In  Rome's  Pantheon,  or  Gaul's  mimic  dome. 


He  wants  not  this ;  bat  France  shall  feel 

the  want 

Of  this  last  consolation,  though  so  scant; 

Her  honour,  fame,  and  faith,  demand  hi* 

bones. 

To  rear  above  a  pyramid  of  thrones ; 

Or,  carried  onward,  in  the  battle's  van 

To  form,  likeGuesclin's  dust,  her  talisman. 

But  be  it  as  it  is,  the  time  may  come 

His  name  shall  beat  the  alarm  like  Ziska'i 

drum. 


Oh,  Heaven !  of  which  he  was  in  power 

a  feature; 
Oh,  Earth!  of  which  he  was  a  noble  creature; 
Thou  Isle !  to  be  remcmber'd  long  and  well, 
That  sawst  the  unfledged  eaglet  chip  his 

shell ! 
Ye  Alps,  which  view'd  him  in  his  dawning 

flights 
Hover,  the  victor  of  an  hundred  fights! 
Thou  Rome,  who  sawst  thy  Cesar's  deeds 

outdone ! 
Alas  !  why  pass'd  he  too  the  Rubicon  f 
The  Rubicon  of  man's  awaken'd  rights. 
To  herd  with  vulgar  kings  and  parasites  t 
Eg^'pt!  from  whose  all  dateless  tombs  arose 
Forgotten  Pharaohs  from  their  long  repose, 
And  shook  within  their  pyramids  to  hear 
A  new  Cambyses  thundering  in  their  ear; 
While  the  dark  shades  (»f  forty  ages  stood 
Like  startled  giants  by  Nile's  famous  flood) 
Or  from  the  pyramid's  tall  pinnacle 
Beheld  the  desert  peopled,  as  from  hell. 
With   clashing   hosts,    who    strew'd   the 

barren  sand 
To  re-manure  the  uncultivated  land! 
Spain !  whirh,  a  moment  mindless  of  the  Cid, 
Beheld  his  banner  flouting  thy  Madrid ! 
Austria!  which  sa|f  thy  twice- ta'en  capital 
Twice  spared,  to  be  thetraitrc;ssof  hisfall! 
Ye  race  of  Frederic? — Frederics  but  in  name 
And  falsehood —heirs  to  all  except  his  fame; 
Who,  crush'd  at  Jena,  crouch 'd  at  Berlin,  fell 
First,  and  but  rose  to  follow ;  ye  who  dwell 
Where  Kosciusko  dwelt,  remembering  yet 
The  unpaid  amount  of  Catherine's  bloody 

debt ! 
Poland!   o'er  which  the   avenging  angel 

pass'd. 
But  left  thee  as  he  found  thee,  still  a  waste; 
Forgetting  all  thy  still  enduring  claim, 
Thy  lotted  people  and  cxtinguish'd  name| 
Thy  sigh  for  fr^pdom,  thy  long-flowing  tear, 
That  HOund  that  cravhes  in  the  tyrant's  ear; 
Kosciuiiko!  on    on — on--tiie  thirst  of  war 
Gasps  for  the  gore  of  serfs  and  of  their  Czar; 
The  half-barbaric  Moscow's  minarets 
Gleam  in  the  sun,  but  'tis  a  sun  that  sets! 
Moscow !  thou  limit  of  his  long  career. 
For  which  rude  Charles  had  wept  his  fro- 

len  tear 
To  see  in  vain— Ac  saw  thee^how?  with 


n 
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"^Michael  P  replied  the  Prince  of  Air,  ^^even 

here, 
Before  the  gate  of  him  thou  serreft,  mait 
I  rlaim  my  subject;  and  will  make  appear 
That  as  he  was  my  worshipper  in  dust, 
So  shall  he  be  in  spirit,  although  dear 
To  thee  and  thine,  because  nor  wine  nor  last 
Were  of  his  weaknesses  I  yet  on  the  throne 
He  reignM  o'er  millions  to  serve  me  alone. 


Look  to  our  earth,  or  rather  mine;  it  was, 
Once,  mare  thy  master*s:  but  I  trinmph  not 
In  this  poor  planet*^  conquest,  nor,  alas ! 
Need  he  thou  servest  envy  me  my  lot : 
With  all   the  myriads  of  bright  worlds 

which  pass 
In  worship  round  him,  he  mair  have  forgot 
Yon  weak  creation  of  such  paltry  things ; 
I  think  few  worth  damnation  save  Uieir 

kings, 


And  these  but  as  a  kind  of  quit-rent,  to 
Assert  my  right  as  Lord ;  and  even  liad 
I  such  an  inclination,  Hwere  (as  you 
Well  know)  superfluous ;  they  are  grown 

80  bad. 
That  hell  has  nothing  better  left  to  do 
Than  leave  them  to  themselves:  so  much 

more  mad 
And  evil  by  their  own  internal  curse. 
Heaven  cannot  make  them  better,nor  I  worse. 


Look  to  the  earth,  I  said,  and  say  again; 
When  thb  old,  blind,  mad,  helpless,  weak, 

poor  worm 
Began  in  youth's  first  bloom  and  flush  to 

reign. 
The  world  and  he  both  wore  a  different  form. 
And  mnch  of  earth  and  all  the  watery  plain 
Of  ocean  call*d  him  king:   through  many 

a  storm 
His  isles  had  floated  on  the  abyss  of  Time ; 
For  the  rough  virtues  chose  them  for  their 

clime. 


He  came  to  bis  aceptre,  young ;  he  leaves 

it,  old: 
Look  to  the  state  in  which  he  found  his 

realm. 
And  left  it ;  and  his  annals,  too,  behold. 
How  to  a  minion  first  he  gave  the  helm ; 
How  grew  upon  his  heart  a  thirst  for  gold. 
The  beggar's  vice,which  can  but  overwhelm 
The  meanest  hearts ;  and  for  the  rest,  but 

glance 
Thine  eye  along  America  and  France ! 


Tis  true,  he  was  a  tool  from  first  to  last 
(I  have  the  workmen  safe) ;  but  as  a  tool 
So  let  him  be  consumed !  From  oat  the  past 


Of  ages,  since  mankind  ha^e  known  tfM  file 
Of  monarchs^from  the  bloody  rolls  imasi^i 
Of  sin  and  slaughter — from   the  Gbsh^ 

school. 
Take  the  worst  pupil,  and  produce  a  rogi 
More  drench'd  with  gore,  more  cnnbcs^ 

with  the  thda! 


He  ever  warr'd  with  fireedom  and  thoftsei 
Nations  as  men,  home  subject*,  foreign  fseit 
So  that  they  utter'd  the  word  ''Liberty.*" 
Found  George  the  Third  their  first  opfs- 

nent.     Whose 
History  was  ever  stain'd  as  his  will  be 
With  national  and  individual  woesf 
I  grant  his  household  aiMtinence;  Igml 
His  neutral  virtues,  which  most  monarcki 

want; 


I  know  he  was  a  constant  consort ;  own 
He  was  a  decent  sire,  and  middling  Imd. 
All  this  is  much,  and  most  upon  a  thrtee; 
As  temperance,  if  at  Apicins'  board. 
Is  more  than  at  an  anchorite's  supper  shows. 
I  grant  him  all  the  kindest  can  accord ; 
And  this  was  well  for  him,  but  not  for  thoM 
Millions  who  found  him  what  opprestisa 

chose. 


The  new  world  shook  him  off;  the  old  yst 

groans 
Beneath  what  he  and  his  prepared ,  if  net 
Completed  :  he  leaves  heirs  on  many  tfarsaei 
To  all  his  vices,  without  what  bc^ 
Compassion  for  him » his  tame  Tiitassi 

dronea 
Who  sleep,or  despots  who  have  aow  fst^get 
A  lesson  which  shall  be  re-taught  theatwus 
Upon  the  thrones  of  Earth;  but  let  thca 

qmkel 


Five  millions  of  the  primitive,  who  heU 
The  faith  which  makes  ye  great  aa  earth, 

implored 
A  part  of  that  vast  att  they  held  of  old,- 
A*eedom  to  worship — not  alone  your  Lord, 
Michael,  but  you,  aad  yon.  Saint  Peter ! Gold 
Must  be  your  souls.  If  yon  have  act  ahhen'd 
The  foe  to  CathoUe  participation 
In  all  the  liceaie  of  a  Ghriatiaa  natioa. 


True !  he  allow'd  them  to  pnj  God ;  but,  ai 
A  consequence  of  prayer,  renued  the  law 
Which  would  have  placed  them  npaa  tte 


With  those  who  did  not  h^A  the  sahUsii 


But  here  Saint  Peter  started  frosn  his  pfave. 
And  eried,  •«  Yon  mmy  the  priaoMr  witfc- 
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Ere  Hearen  ihall  ope  her  pertalt  to  thlf 

Gaelf, 
While  I  am  guard,  may  I  he  danui'd  myfelf ! 


Sooner  will  I  with  Cerhemg  exchange 
My  office  (and  Att  if  no  linecure) 
Than  tee  thii  royal  Bedlam-higot  range 
The  aiare  fields  of  heaTen,of  that  he  tare  P 
^Saint !  '*  replied  Satan ,  ^'  yon  do  well  to 

aTonge 
The  wrongs  he  made  your  satellites  endnre ; 
And  if  to  this  exchange  yoa  should  he 

given, 
rU  try  to  coax  wr  Gerhenu  up  to  hearen.** 


Here   Michael  interposed t   **6ood  saint! 

and  doTil ! 
Pray , not  so  fast;  yon  hoth  ont-run  discretion. 
Skint  Peter!  you  were  wont  to  he  more 

civil : 
Satan!  excuse  this  warmth  of  his  expression. 
And  condescension  to  the  vulgar's  level : 
Even  saints  sometimes  forget  themselves  in 

session. 
Have  you  got  more  to  say  f— ''No!**— «'If 

you  please, 
ril  trouble  you  to  call  your  witn 


Then  Satan  tum'd  and  waved  hb  swarthy 

hand, 
Which  stirrM  with  its  electric  qualities 
€londs  fartiier  off  than  we  can  understand, 
Although  we  find  him  sometimes  in  our 

skies; 
lafSsmal  thunder  shook  both  sea  and  laad 
In  all  the  planets,  and  helPs  batteries 
Let  off  the  artillery,  which  Milton  mentions 
Aa  one  of  Satan's  most  sublime  inventions. 


Tliis  was  a  signal  unto  such  damn'd  souls 
As  have  the  privilege  of  their  damnation 
Extended  far  beyond  the  mere  controls 
Of  worlds  past,  present,  or  to  come;  no 

station 
Is  theirs  particularly  in  the  rolls 
Of  hell  assigned ;  but  where  their  inclination 
Or  business  carries  them  in  search  of  game, 
They  may  range  fireely— being  damn'd  the 


They  are  proud  of  thif — as  very  well  tiiej 

may, 
It  being  a  sort  of  knighthood,  or  gilt  key 
Stuck  in  their  loins ;  or  like  to  an  '^entr^** 
Up  the  hack  stairs,  or  such  free-masonry: 
I  borrow  mj  comparisons  from  clay, 
Being  clay  myself.  Let  not  those  spirits  be 
Offended  with  such  base  low  likenesses ; 
We  know  their  posts  are  nobler  far  than 

these. 


Whoi  the  great  dgnal  ran  from  heaven  to 

hell,— 
About  ten  million  times  the  distance  reckoned 
From  our  sun  to  its  earth,  as  we  can  tell 
How  much  time  it  takes  up,  even  to  a  second. 
For  every  ray  that  travels  to  dispel 
The  fogs  of  London ;  through  which,  dimly 

b^con'd. 
The  weathercocks  are  gilt,  some  thrice  a 

year. 
If  that  the  finmaer  is  not  too  severes — 


I  say  tliat  I  can  tell — twas  half  a  minute; 
I  know  the  solar  beams  take  up  more  time 
Ere,pack'd  up  for  their  joumey,they  begin  it; 
But  then  their  telegraph  is  less  sublime. 
And  if  they  rail  a  race,  they  would  not  win  it 
'Gainst  Satan's  couriers  bound  for  their 

own  clime. 
The  sun  takes  up  some  years  for  every  ray 
To  reach  its  goal*  the  devil  not  half  a  day. 


Upon  the  verge  of  space,  about  the  siie 
Of  half-a-crown,  a  little  speck  appear'd 
(I've  sera  a  something  like  it  in  the  skies  J 
In  the  ^gean,  ere  a  squall) ;  it  near'd. 
And,  growing  bigger,  took  another  guise ; 
Like  an  aeriu  ship  it  tack'd,  and  steer'd 
Or  waa  steer'd  (I  am  doubtful  of  the  grammar 
Of  the  last  phrase,  which  makes  the  stania 

stammer; — 


But  take  your  choice) ;  and  then  it  grew 

a  cloud. 

And  so  it  was^a  cloud  of  witnesses. 

But  such  a  cloud !  Ko  land  e'er  saw  a  crowd 

Of  locusts  numerous  as  the  heavens  saw 

these; 

They  shadow'd  with  their  myriads  space ; 

their  loud 

And  varied  cries  were  like  those  of  wild- 
geese 

rif  nations  may  be  liken'd  to  a  goose) , 

And  realixed  the  phrase  of  ''hell  broke 

loose." 


Herecrash'd  a  sturdy  oath  of  stout  JohnBuU, « 
Who  damn'd  away  his  eyes,  as  heretofore! 
There  Paddy  brogued  ''by  Jasus !  "-"Whafi 

▼our  wull?" 
The  temperate  Scot  exclaim'd ;  the  French 

ghost  swore 
In  certain  terms  I  sl^'n't  translate  in  fuU, 
As  the  first  coachman  will^ind  'midst  the  war 
The  voice  of  Jonathan  was  heard  to  express, 
^'ihur  President  is  going  to  war,  I  guess.* 


lides,  there  were  the  Spaniard,  Dutch, 

and  Dane; 
la  ihortt  aa  uaivenal  thoal  of  thades 
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From  Otaheite'0  If  le  to  Salitbory  Plain, 
Of  all  climes  and  profeftioni,  yean  and 

trades. 
Ready  to  fwear  againct  the  good  king^i 

reign. 
Bitter  ai  clubs  in  cards  are  against  spades: 
All  summoned  by  this  grand  ^^sabpcpna,^  to 
Try  if  kings  maynH  be  damnM,  like  me 

or  yon. 


When  Michael  saw  this  host,  he  flrst  grew 

pale. 
As  angels  can ;  next,  like  Italian  twilight, 
He  tom^d  all  colours  -  as  a  peacock's  tail. 
Or  sunset   streaming    throngh  a  Gothic 

skylight 
In  some  old  abbey,  or  a  trout  not  stale. 
Or  distant  lightning  on  thehoriion  by  night. 
Or  a  fresh  rainbow,  or  a  grand  rcTiew 
Of  thirty  regiments  in  red,  green,  and  blue. 


Then  he  address'd  himself  to  Satan :  ''Why  - 
My  good  old  friend,  for  such  I  deem  you, 

though 
Our  different  parties  make  us  fight  so  shy, 
I  ne'er  mistake  you  for  a  pentmal  foe; 
Our  difference  is  politieal,  and  I 
Trust  that,  whatever  may  occur  below. 
You  know  my  great  respect  for  you ;  and 

this 
Makes  me  regret  whatever  you  do  amiss — 


Why,  mj  dear  Lucifer,  would  you  abuse 
My  call  for  witnesses?  I  did  not  mean 
That  yon  should  half  of  earth  and  hell 

produce; 
Tis  OTon  superfluous,   since  two  honest, 

clean. 
True  testimonies  are  enough :  we  lose 
Our  time,  nay,  our  eternity,  between 
The  accusation  and  defence  t  if  we 
Hear  both,  'twill  stretch  our  immortality." 


Satan  replied,  ^*To  me  the  matter  is 
Indifferent,  in  a  personal  point  of  view : 
I  can  have  fifty  better  souls  than  this 
.  With  far  less  trouble  than  we  have  gone 

through 
Already;  aad  I  merely  argued  his 
Late  Miyesty  of  Britain's  case  with  you 
Upon  a  point  of  form  i  yon  may  dvpose 
Of  him;  I've  kings  enough  below,    God 

knows!" 


Thus  spoke  the  Demon  (late  caH'd  «'mnlti- 

faced" 
Bymulto-scribblingSouthey).  ''Then  we'll 

call 
One  or  two  persons  of  the  myriads  placed 
Around  our  congress,  and  disfense  with  all 


The  rest,*  quoth  Michael :  »' Who  may  ta 

so  graced 
As  to  speak  fiistf  there's  choiee  enough* 

who  shall 
It  be?"  Then  Satan   answer'd,    "There 

are  many; 
But  yon  may  chooae  Jack  Wilkes  as  wdl 

as  any." 


A  mernr,  cock-eyed,  curious  looking  Sprite, 
Upon  the  instant  started  from  the  thrsag, 
Dress'd  in  a  fashion  now  forgotten  quite; 
For  all  the  fashions  of  the  flesh  stick  losg 
By  people  in  the  next  world ;  where  nailc 
All  the  costumes  since  Adam's,   right  or 

wrong. 
From  Eve's  fig-leaf  down  to  the  petticoat, 
Almost  as  soanty,  of  days  leoa  remote. 


The  Spirit  look'd  around  upon  the  crowAi 
Assembled,  and  exclaim'd,  "My  friends  of  all 
The  spheres,  we  shall  catch  cold  amongit 

these  clouds; 
So  let's  to  business :  why  this  general  call? 
If  those  are  freeholders  I  see  in  shren^ 
And  'tis  for  an  election  that  they  bawl. 
Behold  a  candidate  with  untnm'd-coat ! 
Saint  Peter,  may  I  count  upon  your  vote?" 


Sir,"  replied  Michael,  *'y on  mistake  i  tibmt 

things 
Are  of  a  former  life,  and  wkat  we  do 
Above  is  more  august;  to  judge  of  kings 
Is  the  tribunal  met;  so  now  you  know." 
«*Then  I  presume   those  ^tleoMB  with 

winga," 
Said  Wilkes,  "are  cherubs;  and  that  seal 

below 
Looks  much  like  George  the  Third;  but  to 

my  mind 
A  good  deal  older-^less  me !  ia  he  blind?* 


"He  is  what  you  behold  him,  aad  hudoom 
Depends  upon  his  deeds,"  the  Angel  said. 
"If  you  have  aught  to  arraign  in  Um,  tho 

tomb 
Gives  license  to  the  humblest  beggar^  head 
To  lift  itself  against  the  loflieot"— "Some," 
Said  Wilkes,  "don't  wait  to  see  them  laid 

in  lead. 
For  such  a  liberty— and  I,  for  one. 
Have  told  them  what  I  thou^t  heaealk 

tho  inn." 


'^Abfwe  the  sun  repeat,  then,  whatthotthait 
To  urge  against  him,**  iaid  theArehaagiL 

**Wlgr," 
the  Spirit,  **dMC9  aid 


Must  I  tuiB  ovIdniGo?  In  faith,  aot  L 
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Besides,  I  beat  him  hollow  al  the  last. 
With  all  hif  Lords  and  Commons :  in  the  sky 
I  don*t  like  ripping  up  old  stories^  since 
His  conduct  was  hot  nataral  in  a  prince. 


Foolish,  no  doubt,  and  wicked,  to  oppress 
A  poor  unlock  J  devil  without  a  shilling; 
Rut  then  1  blame  the  man  himself  much  less 
Than   Bute   and   Grafton,    and   shall  be 

nnwillinff 
To  see  him  pnnishM  here  for  their  excess. 
Since  they  were  both  damned  long  ago,  and 

still  in 
Their  place  below ;  for  me,  I  haTe  foigiven. 
And  vote  his  ^^habeas  corpus**  into  heaven.** 


*'Wilkes,**  said  the  Devil,  ««I  nndentand 

all  this; 
You  turn*d  to  half  a  courtier  ere  jou  died. 
And  seem  to  think  it  would  not  be  amiss 
To  grow  a  whole  one  on  the  other  side 
Of  Charon*s  ferrr ;  jou  forget  that  Ait 
Keign  is  concluded ;  whatsoe*er  betide. 
He  won*t  be  sovereign  more:  you*ve  loft 

your  labour. 
For  at  the  best  he  will  bat  be  year  neighbour. 


However,  I  knew  what  to  think  of  it. 
When  I  beheld  you,  in  your  jesting  way. 
Flitting  and  whispering  reand  about  the  spit 
Where  Helfal,  upon  duty  for  the  day. 
With  Fox*s  lard  was  basting  William  Pitt, 
His  pupil ;  1  knew  what  tn  think,  I  saT  * 
l*hat  fellow  even  in  hell  breeds  fiurtber  ilb ; 
1*11  have  him  gagged — ^*twas  one  of  hii  own 

bills. 


Call  Junius!**  From  the  crowd  a  Shadow 

stalk*d. 
And  at  the  name  there  was  a  general  sqneeie. 
So  that  the  very  ghosts  no  longer  walk*d 
In  comfort,  at  their  own  atrial  ease. 
But  were  all  nDnm*d,  and  jamm^  (bat  to 

be  balk*d. 
As  we  shall  tee)  and  jostled  hands  and 

kaeea. 
Like  wind  compress*d  and  pent  widiin  a 

bladder. 
Or  like  a  haman  cholic,  which  Is  ttdder. 


The  Shadow  came!  a  tall,  thin,  gray-hair'd 

figure. 
That  look*d  as  it  had  beea  a  shade  on  earth; 
Quick  in  its  motions,  with  an  air  of  vigour. 
But  nought  to  mark  its  breeding  or  its  birth : 
Now  it  wax*d  little,  then  again  grew  bigger, 
With  now  an  air  of  gloom,  or  savage  mirth ; 
But  as  you  gaied  upon  its  features,  they 
Changed  every  instant — to  what,  nonecoold 

nay. 


The  more  intently  the  ghosts  gosed,  the  ion 
Could  they  distinguish  whose  the  features 

were; 
The  Devil  himself  seem*d  pnnled  even  to 

guess; 
They  varied  like  a  dream — ^now  here,  now 

there; 
And  several  people  swore  from  out  the  prem. 
They  knew  him  perfectly ;  and  one  could 

swear 
He  was  hisfithers  upon  which  another 
Was  tare  he  was  his   mother*s  consin't 

brothers 


Another,  that  he  was  a  doke,  or  knight, 
An  orator,  a  lawyer,  or  a  priest, 
A  nabob,  a  manniBidwlfe;  but  the  wight 
Mysterious  changed  his  countenance  at  least 
As  oft  as  they  their  minds:  though  in  fall 

sight  ^ 
He  stood,  the  puzxle  only  was  increased; 
The  man  was  a  phantasmagoria  in 
Himself— he  was  so  Tolatile  and  thin ! 


The  moDient  that  yoa  had  pronounced  him 

one. 
Presto !  his  facechanged,and  he  was  another; 
And  when  that  change  was  hardly  welt 

put  on, 
It  varied,  till  I  don*t  think  his  own  mother 
(If  that  he  had  a  mother)  would  her  son 
Have  known,  he  shifted   so  from  one  to 

t*other. 
Till  gaesring  from  a  pleasure  grew  a  task. 
At  this  epistolary  '«iron-aiask.** 


For  sometioMs  he  likeCerbems  would  i 
*«Three  gentlemen  at  once**  (as  sagely  soya 
Good  Mrs.  Malaprop) ;  then  you  might  deem 
That  he  was  not  even  one  ;  now  many  rays 
Were  flashing  roand  him;  and  now  a  thiefc 

steam 
Hid  him  from  sight — like  fogs  on  Londoa 

days: 
Now  Burke,  now  Tooke,  he  grew  to  peopled 

fancies. 
And  oertes  often  like  Sir  Philip  Francis. 


I*ve  aa  hypothesis— *tb  quite  my  own ; 
I  never  let  It  out  till  now,  for  fear 
Of  doing  people  harm  about  the  throne. 
And  iqjanng  some  minister  or  peer 
On  whom  the  stigma  might  perhaps  be 

blown; 
It  is — my  gentle  public,  lead  thine  ear! 
*Tis,  that  what  Junius  we  are  woat  to  call« 
Was  reaUy,  tm/y,  nobody  at  alL 


I  don*t  see  wherefore  letlem  ihAoyLnaA.%A 
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fe. 


Them  written  without  heads;  and  booki 

we  tee 
Are  fiird  as  well  without  the  latter  too: 
And  really  till  we  fix  ou  tomehodj 
For  certain  sure  to  claim  them  as  his  due. 
Their  author,  like  the  Niger's  mouth,  will 

hother 
The  world  to  say  if  there  be  mouth  or  author. 


''And  who  and  what  art  thouf  **  the  Areh- 

angel  said. 
''For  ihaiy  yon  may  consult  my  title-page,*' 
Replied  this  mighty  Shadow  of  a  ShiMle: 
"If  I  hare  kept  my  secret  half  an  age, 
I  scarae  shall  tell  it  now.''— "Canst  thou 

upbraid," 
Continued  Michael,  "George  Rex,  or  allege 
Aught  further?"  Junius  answer'd,  "You 

had  better 
First  ask  him  for  hie  answer  to  my  letter: 


My  charges  upon  record  will  outlast 
The  brass  of  both  his  epitaph  and  tomb." 
"Repent'st  thou  not,"    said  Michael,  "of 

some  past 
Exaggeration  ?  something  which  may  doom 
Thyself,  if  false,  as  him  if  true?  Thou  wast 
Too  bitter— is  it  not  so?  in  thy  gloom 
Of  passion?"  "Passion  !"  cried  the  Phan- 
tom dim, 
"I  loved  my  country,  and  I  hated  him. 


What  I  have  written,  I  have  written:  let 
The  rest  be  on  his  head  or  mine ! "  So  spoke 
Old  "Nominis  Umbra ; "  and  while  speaking 

yet. 

Away  he  melted  in  celestial  smoke. 
Then  Satan  said  to  Michael,  "Dont  forget 
To    call   George  Washington,    and  Jdm 

Home  Tooke, 
And  Franklin :"— but  at  this  time  there  was 

heard 
A  Giy  I6r  room,  though  not  a  phantom  stirr'd. 


At  length,  with  Jostling,  elbowing,   and 

the  aid 
Of  cherubim  appointed  to  that  post. 
The  devil  Asmodeus  to  the  circle  made 
His  way,  and  look'd  as  if  his  journey  cost 
Some  trouble.    When  his  burden  down  he 

laid, 
"What's  this?"  cried  Michael ;  "why,  *tis 

not  a  ghost?" 
"I  know  it,"  quoth  the  incubus ;  "but  he 
Shall  be  one,  if  you  leare  the  aflirir  to  me. 


Confound  the  Renegade!  I  have  sprain'd 
My  left  wing,  he's  so  heavy  $  one  would  think 
Some  of  his  works  about  his  neck  were 

chain'd. 


But  to  the  point:  while  horering  aVr  lis 

brink 
Of  Skiddaw  (where,  as  usual,  it  ttfllnda^ 
I  saw  a  taper,  far  below  me,  wink. 
And,  stooping,  caught  this   fellow  ati 

libel— 
No  leii  on  Histofy  than  the  Holy  BiUe. 


The  former  is  the  devil's  scripture,  and 
The  latter  yours,   good  Michael;  so  tk 

affiiir 
Belongs  to  all  of  us,  you  understand. 
I  snatch'd  him  up  Just  as  yon  see  him  ihm, 
And  brought  him  off  for  aentence  oat  d 

hand: 
Pve  scarcely  been  ten  minutes  in  the  air- 
At  least  a  quarter  it  can  hardly  be:  i 

I  dare  say  that  his  wife  if  atill  al  tea.*       ^ 


Here  Satan  said,  "1  know  tida  man  of  eU, 
And  have  expected  him  for  aome  time  hen} 
A  sillier  fellow  you  will  semree  beiiold. 
Or  more  conceited  in  his  petty  sphere: 
But  surely  it  was  not  worth  while  to  foU 
Such  trash  below  your  wing,  Asmodeus  dearl 
We  had  the  poor  wretch  safe  (without  beiag 

boied 
With  carriage)  coming  of  hia  own  accoai 


But  iinoe  he*t  here,  let^  see  what  he  hit 

done.'* 
"Done!"  cried  Asmodeus,  "he  antii 
The  very  business  you  are  now  upon. 
And  scribbles  as  if  head-clerk  to  theFitM. 
Who  knows  to  what  his  ribaldry  may  ma. 
When  such  an  ass  as  this,  like  Balaam's, 

prates?" 
"Lefs  hear,"  quoth  Michael,  "whathebai 

to  say; 
You  know  we*re  bound  to  thai  in  every  waj.^ 


Now  the  Bard,  glad  to  get  an  audience,  which 
By  no  means  often  was  his  caae  below. 
Began  to  cough,  and  hawk,  nnd  hem,  aad 

pitch 
His  voice  into  that  awful  note  of  woe 
To  all  unhappy  hearers  within  reach 
Of  poets  when  the  tide  of  rhvme's  in  flov; 
But  stuck  fast  with  his  flrat  liezameter. 
Not  one  of  all  whose  gouty  feet  would  stir. 


But  ere  the  sparia'd  dactyls  could  be  ipnfi 
Into  recitative,  in  great  disnmj 
Both  cherubim  and  seimphim  were  hear! 
To  murmur  loudly  through  tfieir  long  artqr; 
And  Michael  rose  ere  he  conld'get  a  wsni 
Of  all  his  founder'd  verses  under  way. 
And  cried,  "For  God's  wMb  atop,  my  f  risnii! 


"/Van  IN,  non  Aaarfntt— **  ye«  know  the  isit* 
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A  general  battle  spread  throagfaont  the 

thrung, 

"Which  leem^d  to  hold'all  verse  in  detestation; 
^The  angels  had  of  coarse  enough  of  song 
^When  apon  service ;  and  the  generation 
Of  ghosts  had  heard  too  mach  in  life,not  long 
BeK»re,  to  profit  by  a  new  occasion ; 
The  Monarch,   mate  till  then,   ezclaim*d 

''What!  what! 
Pye  come  againf  No  more — no  more  of  that  I " 


The  tumnlt  grew,  an  uniTcrsal  congh 
ConTulsed  the  skies,  as  daring  a  debate, 
When  Castlereagh  has  been  ap  long  enoagh 
(Before  he  was  first  minister  of  state, 
I  mean—the  »lave$  hear  now)^  some  cried 

"off,  off," 
As  at  a  farce;  till  grown  qaite  desperate, 
The  Bard  Saint  Peter  pray'd  to  interpose 
(Himself  an  aathor)  only  for  his  prose. 


The  varlet  was  not  an  ill-faTonr^d  knare ; 
A  good  deal  like  a  mltare  in  the  face. 
With  a  hook  nose  and  a  hawk^s  eye,  which 

pave 
A  smart  and  sharper  looking  sort  of  grace 

To  his  whole  aspect,  which,  though  nther 

grave. 

Was  by  no  means  so  agly  as  his  case; 

But  that  indeed  was  hopeless  as  can  be, 

Quite  a  poetic  felony  "de  se." 


Then  Michael  blew  his  trump,  and  stiird 

^  the  noise 

With  one  still  greater,  as  is  yet  the  mode 
On  earth  besides;  except  some  grumbling 

voice. 
Which  now  and  then  will  make  a  slight 

inroad 
Upon  decorous  silence,  few  will  twice 
Lift  up  their  lungs  when  fairly  overcrowed; 
And  now  the  Bard  could  plead  his  own 

bad  cause. 
With  all  the  attitadea  of  self-applaose. 


He  said— (1  only  give  the  heads)-— he  said. 
He  meant  no  harm  in  scribbling;  Hwas  his 

way 
Upon  all  topics';  'twas,  besides,  his  bread. 
Of  which  he  butter'd  both  sides;  *twoaId 

delay 
Too  long  the  assembly  (he  was  pleased  to 

dread) , 
And  take  up  rather  more  time  than  a  day. 
To  name  bin  works  -  he  would  but  cite  a  few~ 
Wat  Tyler,  Rhymes  on  Blenheim, Waterloo. 


He  had  written  praises  of  a  regicide; 
He  had  written  praises  of  all  kings  whatever; 
He  had  written  for  repaiilics,  far  and  widdi 


And  then  against  them,  bitterer  than  ereri 
For  pantisocracy  he  once  had  cried 
Aloud,  a  scheme  less  moral  than  *twas  clever; 
Then  grew  a  hearty  anti-jacobin — 
Had  turned  his  coat-  and  would  have  tum'd 

his  skin. 


He  had  sung  against  all  battles,  and  again 
In  their  high  pniise  and  gloiy ;  he  had  caird 
Reviewing  "the  ungentle  craft,"  and  tihen 
Become  as  base  a  critic  as  e'er  crawl'd  — 
Fed,  paid,  and  pamper'd  by  the  very  meo 
By  whom  his  muse  and  morals  had  been 

maul'd: 
He  had  written  mach  blank  verse,  and 

blanker  prose. 
And  more  of  both  than  any  body  knows. 


He  had  written  Wesley's  life:— here,  tam- 
ing round 
To  Satan,  "Sir,  ^n  ready  to  write  yours, 
In  two  octavo  volumes,  nicely  bound. 
With  notes  and  preface,  all  that  most  allures 
The  pious  purchaser;  and  there's  no  ground 
For  fear,  for  I  can  choose  my  own  reviewers : 
So  let  me  have  the  proper  documents. 
That  I  may  add  yoa  to  my  other  saints.** 


Satan  bow'd,  and  was  silent.   "Well,  if  you. 
With  amiable  modesty,  decline 
My  offer,  what  says  Michael?  There  are  few 
Whose  memoirs  could  be  render'd  more 

divine. 
Mine  is  a  pen  of  all  work ;  not  so  new 
As  it  was  once,  but  I  would  make  you  shiae 
Like  your  own  trumpet ;  by  the  way,  ray  own 
Has  more  of  brass  in  it,  and  u  as  well  blown. 


Bat   talking  about  trumpets,    here's  my 

Vision ! 
Now  yoa  shall  jndge,  all  people;  yes,  yo« 

shall 
Judge   with   my  judgment!    and  by  my 

decirion 
Be  guided  who  shall  enter  heaven  or  fall! 
I  settle  all  these  things  by  intuition. 
Times  present,  past,  to  come,  heaven,  hell, 

and  all. 
Like  King  Alfonso!  When  I  thus  see  double, 
I  save  the  Deity  some  worlds  of  troable." 


He  ceased,  and  drew  forth  an  MS. ;  and  no 
Persuasion  on  the  part  of  devils,  or  saints. 
Or  angels,  now  could  stop  the  torrent ;  so 
He  read  the  first  three  lines  of  the  contents; 
But  at  the  fourth,  the  whole  spiritual  show 
Had  vanish'd  with  variety  of  scents. 
Ambrosial  and  sulphureous,  as  they  sprang. 
Like  lightning,  off  from  his  '^melodioof 

twang.** 
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Those  grand  heroics  acted  m  a  tpell : 
The  angels  Ittopp^d  their  ears  and  plied  their 

pinions ; 
The  devils  ran  howling,  deafen*d,  down  to 

hell; 
The  ghosU  fled,  gibbering,  for  their  own 

dominions 
(For  His  not  yet  decided  where  they  dwell, 
And  I  leave  every  man  to  his  opinions) ; 
Michael  took  refuge  in  his  tmmp— but  lo! 
His  teeth  were  set  on  edge,  he  could  not 

blow! 


Saint  Peter,  who  has  hitherto  been^  known 
For  an  impetuous  saint,  upraised  his  keys. 
And  at  the  fifth  line  knocked  the  Poet  down ; 
U'ho  fell  like  Phaeton,  but  more  at  ease. 
Into  his  lake,  for  there  he  did  not  drown, 
A  diflcrent  web  being  by  the  Destinies 
Woven   for   the  Laureate^s  final    wreath, 

whene'er 
Reform  shall  happen  either  here  or  thera. 


He  first  sunk  to  the  bottom— 1 

But  soon  rose  to  the  surface — likehinNl^ 

For  all  corrupted  things  are  hnoy'd,  Ol 

corks. 
By  their  own  rottenness,  light  as  aa  elf. 
Or  wisp  that  flits  o*er  a  morass:  he  lirki, 
It  may  be,  still,  like  dull  books  on  a  Mi, 
In  his  own  den,  to  scrawl  some  ^^Life"  a 

''Vision,'' 
As  Wellborn  say»— ''the^  devil  Inni'd  p» 

cisian." 


As  for  the  rest,  to  conie  to  the  coaclade 
Of  this  true  dream,  the  telescope  is  gsse 
Which  kept  my  optics  free  from  all  delnsi« 
And  showM  me  what  I  in  my  tnra  ban 

shown : 
All  I  saw  further  in  the  last  confusios, 
Was,  that  King  George  slipp'd  into  beam 

for  one  ; 
And  when  the  tumult  dwindled  to  a  cila 
I  left  him  practising  the  hundredth  pstla 
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A  SKETCH  FROM  PRIVATE  LIFE. 


Hoaett— hosett  Isfo! 

If  lliat  thoa  be'tt  a  devU,  I  caaaot  kill  th«^. 

SHAKirBAEC. 


BoaN  in  the  garret,  in  the  kitchen  bred. 
Promoted  thence  to  deck  her  mistress'  head; 
Next — for  some  gracious  service  nnezprest. 
And  from  its  wages  only  to  be  auess'd — 
Raised  from  the  toilet  to  the  Uuile,  where 
Her  wondering  betters  wait  behind  her 

chair: 
With  eye  unmoved,  and  forehead  unabash'd, 
She  dines  from  ofl*the  plate  she  lately  wash'd. 
Quick  with  the  tale,  and  ready  with  the  lie. 
The  genial  cimfidante,  and  general  spy; 
Who  could,  ye  gods !  her  next  employment 

guess, 
An  only  infant's  earliest  governess ! 
She  taught  the  child  to  read,  and  taught 

so  well 
That  she  herself,  by  teaching,  leara'd  to 

spell. 
An  adept  next  in  penmanship  she  grows, 
As  many  a  namelesji  slander  deftlv  shows: 
What  she  had  made  the  pupil  of  her  art. 
None  know — but  that  high  soul  secured  the 

heart. 
And  panted  for  the  truth  it  could  not  Hear, 
With  laaging  breast  and  aadeladed  ear. 


Foil'd  was  perversion  by  that  yaathffsl 

mind. 
Which  flaUery  fool'd  not,  baseness  conU 

not  blind. 
Deceit  infect  not,  near  contagion  soil. 
Indnlgence  weaken,  nor  example  spoil. 
Nor  master'd  science  tempt  her  to  lookdsvi 
On  humbler  talents  with  a  pityinr  frovi, 
Nor  genius  swell,  nor  beaaty  renoer  vua, 
Nor  envy  ruffle  to  retaliate  paia. 
Nor  fortune  change,  pride  raise,  norpasrisi 

bow. 
Nor  virtue  teach  austerity— till  now. 
Serenely  purest  of  her  sex  that  live. 
But  wanting  one  sweet  weakneas_to  forgi? e; 
Too  shock'd  at  faults  h^  aool  caa  aenr 

know. 
She  deems  that  all  could  be  like  bar  belsv: 
Foe  to  all  vice,  yet  hardly  virtual  IHsai— 
For  virtue  pardons  thoae  she  would 


But  to  the  thema— now  laid  aaide  too  Isi^ 
The  baleful  bnrthep  of  this  hoaeet  io^g— 
Though  all  her  (brmer  fuictioos  art  aa 

more. 
She  rules  the  circle  which  she  served  bcfKa. 
If  mothers —none  know  whT—hafara  her 

awuce; 
If  daughters  dread  her  for  the  mathar^  «la; 
if  early  habita-thaaafolaaliaka^  whMbiad 
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At  times  the  loftiest  to  the  meanest  mind — 
Have  giren  her  power  too  deeply  to  instil 
The  an^^y  essence  of  her  deadly  will ; 
If  like  a  snake  she  steal  within  your  walls, 
Till    the   hiack  slime  betray  her  as  she 

crawls ; 
If  like  a  viper  to  the  heart  she  wind. 
And  leave  the  venom  there  she  did  not  find; 
IVhat  marvel  that  this  hag  of  hatred  works 
Eternal  evil  latent  as  she  lurks, 
To  make  a  Pandemonium  where  she  dwells, 
And  reign  the  Hecate  of  domestic  hellsV 


Skiird   by  a  touch  to  deepen  scandal's 

tinU, 
With  all  the  kind  mendacity  of  hints. 
While  mingling  truth  with  falsehood,  sneers 

with  smiles, 
A  thread  of  candour  with  a  web  of  wiles ; 
A    plain    blunt    show    of    briefly-spoken 

seeming. 
To  hide  her  bloodless  heart's  soul-harden'd 

scheming ; 
A  lip  of  lies,  a  face  formed  to  conceal. 
And,  without  feeling,  mock  at  all  who  feel; 
With  a  vile  mask  the  Gorgon  would  disown, 
A  cheek  of  parchment,  and  an  eye  of  stone. 
Mark  how  the  channels  of  her  yellow  blood 
Ooze  to  her  skin,  and  stagnate  there  to  mud. 
Cased  like  the  centipede  in  saffron  mail. 
Or  darker  greenness  of  the  scorpion's  scale, 
(For  drawn  from  reptiles  only  may  we  trace 
Congenial  colours  in  that  soul  or  face). 
Look  on  her  features !  and  behold  her  mind 
As  in  a  mirror  of  itself  defined: 
Look  on  the  picture!    deem  it  not  over- 
charged ~ 
Ther^    is   no    trait  which  might  not  be 

enlarged ; 
Yet  true  to  '^Natnre's  journeymen,''  who 

made 
This  monster  when  their  mistress  left  off 

trade, — 
This  female  dog-star  of  her  little  sky, 
Where  all  beneath  her  influence  droop  or  die. 


Oh!  wretch  without  a  tear— without  a 

thought. 
Save  joy  above  the  ruin  thou  hast  wrought— 
The  time  shall  come,  nor   lone   remote, 

when  thou 
Shalt  feel  far  more  than  thou  inflictestnow; 
Feel  for  thy  vile  self-loving  self  in  vain, 
And  turn  thee  howling  in  nnpi tied  pain. 
May  the  strong  curse  of  crush'd  affectiont 

light 
Back  on  thy  bosom  with  reflected  blight ! 
And  make  thee,  in  thy  leprosy  of  mind, 
As  loathsome  to  thyself  as  to  mankind ! 
Till  all  thy  self-thoughts  curdle  into  hate. 
Black  as  thy  will  for  others  would  create: 
Till  thy  hard  heart  be  calcined  into  dust, 
And  thy  soul  welter  in  its  bideous  emst. 


Oh,  may  thy  grave  be  sleepless  as  the  bed. 
The  widow'd  conch  of  fire,  that  thoa  hast 

spread ! 
Then,  when  thou  fain  wonldst  weary  heaven 

with  prayer. 
Look  on  thine  earthly  victims — and  despair! 
Down    to  the  dnst!~and,  as  thou  rott'st 

away. 
Even  worms  shall  perish  on  thy  poisonous 

clay. 
But  for  the  love  I  bore,  and  still  must  bear. 
To  her  thy  malice  from  all  ties  would  tear. 
Thy  name— thy  human  name — to  every  eye 
The  climax  of  all  scorn  should  hang  on  high. 
Exalted  o'er  thy  less  abhorr'd  compeers. 
And  festering  m  the  infamy  of  years. 

March  80,  1810. 


ADDRESS, 


sFoxaif   AT  TKa  oviaino   op  navaT-LANa 

TlUATaa,  SATVaDAY,  OCTOBSa  10,  1812. 

Iif  one  dread  night  our  city  saw, and  sigh'd, 
Bow'd  to  the  dust  the  Drama's  tower  of  pride; 
In  one  short  hour  beheld  the  blazing  fane, 
Apollo  sink,  and  Shakespeare  cease  to  reign. 


Ye  who  beheld ,  (oh !  sight  admired  and 

monm*d. 
Whose  radiance  mock'd  the  ruin  it  adorn 'd!) 
Through  clouds  of  fire,   the  massy  frag- 
ments riven. 
Like  Israel's  pillar,  chase*  the  night  from 

heaven; 
Saw  the  long  column  of  revolving  flames 
Shake  its  r»l    shadow   o'er  the   startled 

Thames, 
While    thousands,    throng'd  around    the 

burning  dome. 
Shrank  back  appall'd,  and  trembled  for 

their  home. 
As  glared  the  volnmed  blaze,  and  ghastly 

shone 
The  skies,  with  lightnings  awful  as  their 

own. 
Till  blaekening  ashes  and  the  lonely  wall 
Usurp'd  the  Muse's  realm,  and  raark'd  her 

fell; 
Say-  shall  this  aew,  nor  lose  aspiring  pile, 
R<»r'd  where  once  rose  the  mightiest  in 

our  isle. 
Know  the  same  fiivonr  which  the  former 

knew, 
A  shrine  for  Shakespeare — worthy  him  and 


Yes—  it  shall  be— the  magic  of  that  name 
Defies  the  scythe  of  time,  the  torch  of  flame ; 
On  the  same  spot  still  couecrates  the  scene. 
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And  bidf  tlie  Drama  be  where  the  hath  been : 
This  fabric'i  birth  attests  the  potent  spell— 
Indulge  our  honest  pride,  and  say,  How  well ! 


As  soars  this  fane  to  emulate  the  last, 

Oh !  might  we  draw  our  omens  from  the  past, 

Some  hour  propitious  to  our  prayers  may 

boast 

Names  such  as  hallow  still  the  dome  we  lost. 

On  Drnry  first  your  Siddons *  thrilling  art 

O'erwhelm^d  the  gentlest,  storm'd  the  stern- 
est heart. 

On  Drury  Crarricl(*s  latest  laurels  grew; 

Here  your  last  tears  retiring  Roscius  drew, 

SighM  his  last  thanks ,  and  wept  his  last 

adieu : 

But  still  for  living  wit  the  wreaths  may 

bloom 

That  only  waste  their  odours  o*er  the  tomb. 

Such  Drury  claimed  and  claims — nor  you 

refuse 

One  tribute  to  reTiye  his  slumbering  muse ; 

With  garlands  deck  your  own  Menander's 

head! 

Nor  hoard  your  honours  idly  for  the  dead ! 


Dear  are  the  days  which  made  our  annals 

bright. 
Ere  Garrick  fled,  or  Brinsley  ceased  to  write. 
Heirs  to  their  labours,  like  all  high-bom 

heirs, 
Tain  of  our  ancestry  as  they  of  theirs  ; 
While  thus  Remembrance  borrows  Banquets 

glass 
To  claim  the  sceptred  shadows  as  they  pass, 
And  we  the  mirror  hold,  where  imaged  shine 
Immortal  names,  emblazonM  on  our  line, 
Pause  — ere    their   feebler  offspring  yon 

condemn. 
Reflect  how  hard  the  task  to  rival  them ! 


Friends  of  the  stage !  to  whom  both  Play- 
ers and  Plays 
Must  sue  alike  for  pardon,  or  for  praise, 
Whose  judging  voice  and  eye  alone  direct 
The  boundless  'power  to  cherish  or  reject ; 
If  e^er  frivolity  has  led  to  fame. 
And  made  us  blush  that  you  forboro  to  blame; 
If  e^er  the  sinking  stage  could  condescend 
To  soothe  the  sickly  taste,  it  dare  not  mend. 
All  past  reproach  may  present  scenes  refute, 
And  censure,  wisely  loud,  be  justly  mute! 
Oh !  since  your  fiat  stamps  the  Drama's  laws. 
Forbear  to  mock  us  with  misplaced  applause; 
So  pride  shall  doubly  nerve  the  actor's 

powen. 
And  reason's  voice  be  echo'd  back  by  ours ! 


This  greet ingo*er, the  ancient  rule  obey'd. 
The  Drama's  homage  by  her  herald  paid. 
Receive  otir  welcome  too,  whose  every  tone 


Springs  from  our  hasitt,  mad  lUa  wmV 

win  your  owi. 
The  curtain  rises— may  onr  stage  anfiU 
Scenes  not  unworthy  Dmry*«  days  of  sli! 
Britons  our  judges ,  Nature  for  onr  gaile, 
Still  may  we  please -long,   long  mayyn 


ODE. 


Oh  Venice!  Venice !  when  thy  marble-wilb 
Ara  level  with  the  waten,  there  shall  be 
A  cry  of  nations  o*er  thy  sunken  halls, 
A  loud  lament  along  the  sweeping  sea! 
If  I,  a  northern  wanderer,  weep  for  thcc 
What  should  thy  sons  do? — any  thing bH    ' 

weep: 
And  jet  they  only  murmur  in  their  sleefi 
In  contrast  with  their  fathera — as  the  slinc,  . 
The  dull  green  ooze  of  the  receding  deep, 
Is  with  the  dashing  of  the  spring-tide-fosn, 
That  drives  the  sailor  shipless  to  his  hone, 
Are  they  to  those  that  were ;  and  thus  the; 

creep. 
Crouching  and  crab -like,    through  tbdr 

sapping  streets 
Oh!  agony— that  centuries  should  reap 
No  mellower  harvest!  Thirteen  hundred 

ycaw 
Of  wealth  and  glory  turn'd  to  dust  and  tears; 
And  every  monument  the  stranger  meets. 
Church,  palace,  pillar,  as  a  nioumer  greets; 
And  even  the  Lion  all  subdued  appears, 
And  the  harsh  sound  of  the  barbarian  dram, 
With  dull  and  daily  dissonance,  repeats 
The  echo  of  thy  tyrant's  voice  silong 
The  soft  waves,  once  all  musical  to  song, 
That  heaved  beneath  the  moonlight  with 

the  throng 
Of  gondolas — and  to  the  bnay  hum 
Of  cheerful  creatures,   whose  most  sinful 

deeds 
Wera  but  the  overheating  of  the  heart. 
And  flow  of  too  much  happines8,which  needs 
The  aid  of  age  to  turn  its  course  apart 
From  the  luxuriant  and  volnptnons  flood 
Of  sweet  sensations,  battling  with  the  blood. 
But  these  ara  better  than  the  rioomy  errsrs, 
The  weeds  of  nations  in  their  last  decay, 
When  Vice  walks  forth  with  her  nnM»flea'd 

terrors. 
And  Mirth  isniadness,and  hut  smiles  to  sliy ; 
And  Hope  is  nothing  but  a  fialso  delay, 
The  sick  man's  lightning  half  an  honr  ere 

death, 
WhenFaintnes8,thelastmortal  birth  ofPrfs, 
And  apathy  of  limb,  the  dull  begianiag 
Of  the  cold  staggering  race  which  Deilh 

is  winning. 
Steals  vein  by  vein  and  pnlee  by  pulse  awiy; 
Yet  so  Kelieviag  the  •'ertoriurod  day. 
To  him  appean  reaewnl  of  hk  bteatt, 
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And  freedom  die  mere  nnmlmeM  of  hif 

chain;— 
And  then  he  talki  of  life,  and  how  again 
He  feelfl  his  ipiriU  foaring— alheit  weak, 
And  of  the  frcther  air,  which  he  wonld  teek ; 
And  af  he  whif  pert  knowt  not  tliat  he  gaspe, 
Tliat  hif  thin  finger  feels  not  what  it  claspt. 
And  so  the  film  comes  o'er  him  —  and  the 

dizzy 
Chamber  swims  ronnd   and    ronnd — and 

shadows  basj 
At  which  he  Tain  It  catches,  flit  and  gleam. 
Till  the  last  rattle  chokes  the  strangled 

scream, 
And  all  is  ice  and  blackness, -and  the  earth 
That  which  it  was  the  moment  ere  onr  birth. 


There  is  no  hope  for  nations !— Search  the 

Of  many  thousand  years^ — the  daily  scene. 
The  flow  and  ebb  of  each  recurring  age. 
The  CTcrlasting  to  be  which  hath  been. 
Hath  taught  us  nought  or  little :  still  we 

lean 
On  things  that  rot^beneath  our  weight,  and 

wear 
Our  strength  away  in  wrestling  with  the  air; 
For  *tis  onr  nature  strikes  us  down:  the 

beasts 
Slaughtered  in  hourly  hecatombs  for  feasts 
Are  of  as  high  an  order— they  must  go 
ETcn  where  ueir  driTcr  goads  them,  though 

to  slaughter. 
Ye  men,  who  pour  your  blood  for  kings  as 

water. 
What  haTo  they  giTen  your  children  in 

return  f 
A  heritage  of  serritude  and  woes, 
A   blindfold  bondage  where  your  hire  is 

blows. 
What!  do  npt  yet  the  red-hot  plougtishares 

bum, 
0*er  which  you  stumble  in  a  false  ordeal. 
And  deem  this  proof  of  loyalty  the  real; 
Kissing  the  hand  that  guides  you  to  your 

scars, 
And  glorying  as  you  tread  the  glowins  barsf 
All  Siat  your  sires  huTO  left  you,  lul  that 

Time 
Bequeaths  of  free,  and  Histoir  of  sublime. 
Spring  from  a  different  theme !—  Ye  see  and 

read. 
Admire  and  sigh,  and  then   succumb  and 

bleed! 
Sare  the  few  spirits,  who,  despite  of  all. 
And  worse  than  all,    the  sudden  crimes 

engendered 
By  the  down-thundering  of  the  prison-wall. 
And  thirst  to  swallow  the  sweet  waters 

tendered, 
Gushing  from  Freedom's  fountains — when 

the  crowd, 
Maddened  with  centuries  of  drought,  are 

loud. 


And  trample  on  each  other  to  obtain 
The  cup  which  brings  obllTion  of  a  chain 
Heavy  and  sore,— in  which  long  yoked 

they  ploughed 
The  sand,  —  or  if  there  sprung  the  yellow 

grain, 
HTwas  not  for  them,   their  necks  were  too 

much  bow*d. 
And  their  dead  palates  chew'd  the  cud  of 

pain:— 
Yes !  the  few  spirits— who,  despite  of  deeds 
Which  they  abhor,  confound  not  with  the 

cause 
Those  momentary  starts  from  Nature's  laws. 
Which,  like  the  pestilence  and  earthquake, 

smite 
But  for  a  term,  then  pass,  and  leaTe  the  earth 
With  all  her  seasons  to  repair  the  blight 
With  a  few  summers ,  and  again  put  forth 
Cities  and  generations— fair ,  when  free — 
For,Tyranny,  there  bloonu  no  bud  for  theet 


Glory  and  Empire !  once  upon  these  lowen 
With  freedom  —  godlike  Triad !   how  ye 

sate! 
The  league  of  mightiest  nations,  in  those 

hours 
When  Venice  was  an  envy,  might  abate. 
But  did  not  quench,  her  spirit— in  her  fate 
All  were  enwrapped:  the  feasted  monarchi 

knew 
And  loTod  their  hostess,  nor  could  learn  to 

hate, 
Althongfa  they  humbled — with  the  kingly 

few 
The  many  felt,for  from  all  days  and  climea 
She  was  the  Toyager*s  worship;— CTen  her 

crimes 
Were  of  the  softer  order — ^bom  of  Loto, 
She  drank  no  blood,  nor  fattened  on  the  dead. 
But  gladdenM  where  her  harmless  conquests 

spread; 
For  these  restored  the  Cross,  that  from  above 
Hallowed  her  sheltering  banners,    which 

incessant 
Flew  between  earth  and  the  unholy  Crescent, 
Which ,  if  it  waned  and  dwindled ,  Earth 

may  thank 
The  city  it  has  clothed  in  chains,which  clank 
Now,  creaking  in  the  ears  of  those  who  owe 
The  name    of  Freedom   to  her  glorious 

struggles ; 
Yet  she  but  shares  with  them  a  common  woe. 
And  caird  the  '*  kingdom"  of  a  conquering 

foe, — 
But  knows  what  all— and,  most  of  all,  im 

know— 
With  what  set  gilded  terms  a  tyrant  juggles! 


The  name  of  Conmionwealth  is  past  and 

gone 
0*er  the  three  fractions  of  the  groaning 

globe; 
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Venice  If  crailiM,  and  Holland  deignf  to  own 
A  scepire,  and  endures  the  purple  robe ; 
If  the  free  SwiUer  yet  beitrides  alone 
Hit  chainleti  mountains,  His  but  for  a  time, 
For  tjranny  of  late  is  cunning  grown. 
And  m  its  own  good  sea»on  tramples  down 
The  sparkles  of  our  ashes.  One  great  clime. 
Whose  vigorous  offspring  by  dividing  ocean 
Are  kept  apart  and  nursed  in  the  devotion 
Of  Freedom,  which  their  fathers  fought 

for,  and 
Bequeathe— a  heritage  of  heart  and  hand, 
And  proud  distinction  from  each  other  land. 
Whose  sons  must  bow  them  at  a  monarch's 

motion. 
As  if  his  senseless  sceptre  were  a  wand 
Full  of  the  magic  of  exploded  science— 
Still   one  great  clime,  in  full   and   free 

defiance. 
Yet  rears  her  crest,nnconquer^d  and  sublime. 
Above  the  far  Atlantic!— She  has  taught 
Her  Esau  -  brethren  that  the  haughty  flag. 
The  floating  fence  of  Albion^s  feeler  crag, 
May  strike  to  those  whose  red  right  hands 

have  bought 
RighU  cheaply  eam'd  with  blood.    StUl» 

still,  for  ever 
Better,  though  each  man's  life-blood  were 

a  river. 
That  it  should  flow,and  oTerflow,than  creep 
Through  thousand   lazy  channels   in  our 

veins, 
Damm'd  like  the  dull  canal  with  locks  and 

chains. 
And  moving,  as  a  sick  man  in  his  sleep. 
Three  paces,  and  then  faltering :  -  better  be 
Where  the  extinguished  Spartans  still  are 

free. 
In  their  proud  chamel  of  Thermopylie, 
Than  stagnate  in  our  marsh,...or  o*er  the  deep 
Fly,  and  one  current  to  the  ocean  add. 
One  spirit  to  the  souls  our  fathers  had. 
One  freeman  more,  America,  to  thee! 


ODE. 


Oh,  shame  to  thee.  Land  of  the  Gaul ! 
Oh,  shame  to  thy  children  and  thee ! 
Unwise  in  thy  glory,  and  base  in  thy  fall, 
How  wretched  tliy  portion  shall  be! 
Derision  shall  strike  thee  forlorn, 
A  mockery  that  never  shall  die; 
The  curses  of  hato,  and  the  hisses  of  scorn. 

Shall  burden  the  winds  of  thy  sky ; 
And  proud  o*er  thy  ruin  for  ever  be  hnrl'd 
The  laughtor  of  triumph,  the  jeers  of  the 

world! 


Oh,  where  is  thy  spirit  of  yore, 
The  spirit  that  breathed  in  thy  dead. 
When  gallantry's  star  was  the  beacon  before. 
And  hoBoar  the  poition  thai  led? 


Thy  storms  have  awakened  tlwir  sleep, 
They  groan  from  the  plac»  of  their  reit, 
And    wrathfuUy  murmur,    and    solleoly 

weep. 
To  see  the  foul  stain  on  thy  breast ; 
For  where  is  the  glory  they  left  thee  in  tmitf 
Tis  scattered  in  darkness,    'tis    trampled 

in  dost! 


Go  look  through  the  kingdoms  of  earth, 
From  Indus  all  round  to  the  pole, 
And  something  of  goodness,    of  honour, 

and  worth. 
Shall  brighton  the  sins  of  the  soul. 
But  thou  art  alone  in  thy  shaoie. 
The  world  cannot  liken  thee  there ; 
Abhorrence  and  vice  have  disfigured  Ikj 

name 
Beyond  the  low  reach  of  compare; 
Stopeadous  in  guilt,    thou  thalt  lend  ni 

through  time 
A  proverb,  a  bye-word,  for  tradteiy  and 

crime ! 


While  conquest  illumined  his  sword. 
While  yet  in  his  prowess  he  stood. 
Thy  praises  still  foilow'd  tho  steps  of  thy 

lord. 
And  welcomed  the  torrent  of  blood: 
Though  tyranny  sat  on  his  crown. 
And  withered  the  nations  afar. 
Yet  bright  in  thy  view  was  that  despofk 

renown. 
Till  fortune  deserted  his  car; 
nen  back  from  the  chieftain  thou  tluakest 

away. 
The  foremost  t'  insult,  the  first  to  betray! 


Foraot  were  the  feats  he  had  done, 
'Ae  toils  he  had  borne  in  thy  cause; 
Thou  tumedst  to  worship  a  new  rising  san. 
And  waft  other  songs  of  applanse. 
But  the  storm  was  beginning  to  lower. 
Adversity  clouded  his  beam ; 
And  honour  and  faith  were  the  brag  of  aa 

hoar. 
And  loyalty's  self  but  a  dream : — 
To  him  thou  hadstbanish'd  thy  vows  were 


And  the  first  that  had  scoflPd  were  the  first 

that  adaied! 


What  tumult  thus  bnrtheu  the  air? 
What  throng  thus  eadrclea  hb  throat 
Tit  the  ihont  of  delight,  tis  Hie  ailUiai 

that  awear 
His  sceptre  shall  niile  thesD  aloae. 
Reverses  shall  brMileB  their  aeal« 
Misfortune  shall  hallow  hia  name. 
And   die   world  thai  pvnuoa  him  shall 

movBiidly  fosi 
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How  qaenchleM  the  spirit  and  flame 
That  Frenchmen  will  breathe,  when  their 

heartf  are  on  fire, 
For  the  hero  they  love,  and  the  chief  they 

admire ! 


Their  hero  hat  mthM  to  the  field ; 
His  laurels  are  covered  with  shad( 
But  where  h  the  spirit  that  noTcr  should 

yield. 
The  loyalty  never  to  fade  ? 
In  a  moment  desertion  and  gaile 
Abandon^  him  up  to  the  foe ; 
The  dastards  that  flourished  and  grew  in 

«  his  smile. 

Forsook  and  renounced  him  in  woe; 
And  the  millions  that  swore  they  would 

perish  to  save. 
Beheld  him  a  fugitive,  captive,  and  slave! 


The  savage  all  wild  in  his  glen 
Is  nobler  and  better  than  thou; 
Thou  standest  a  wonder,  a  marvel  to  men. 
Such  perfidy  blackens  thy  brow! 
If  thou  wert  the  place  of  my  birth. 
At  once  from  thy  arms  would  I  sever; 
IM  fly  to  the  uttermost  parts  of  the  earth. 

And  quit  thee  for  ever  and  ever; 
And  thinking  of  thee  in  my  long  after- 
years. 
Should  but  kindle  my  blushes  and  waken 

my  tears. 


Oh,  shame  to  thee.  Land  of  the  Gaul! 
Oh,  shame  to  thy  children  and  thee ! 
Unwise  in  thy  fflory,  and  base  in  thy  fall, 
How  wretched  thy  portion  shall  be! 
Derision  shall  strike  thee  forlorn, 
A  mockery  that  never  shall  die ; 
The  curses  of  hate,    and  the  hisses  of 

scorn. 
Shall  burthen  the  winds  of  thy  sky ; 
And  proud  o^er  thy  ruin  for  ever  be  hnrlM 
The  laughter  of  triumph,  the  jeers  of  the 

world ! 


WRHTrai  IN  AN  ALBUM. 

• 

As  o^er  the  cold  sepulchral  ftone 
Some  name  arrests  the  passer-by  s 

Thus  when  thou  view^st  this  page  alone, 
May  mine  attract  thy  pensive  eye! 

And  when  by  thee  that  name  is  read. 
Perchance  in  some  succeeding  year. 

Reflect  on  me  as  on  the  dead. 

And  think  my  heart  is  buried  here. 

September  14,  1809. 


TO  •  •  • 

Oh  Ladv !  when  I  left  the  shore. 

The  distant  shore  which  gave  me  birth, 
I  hardly  thought  to  grieve  once  more, 

To  quit  another  spot  on  earth : 
Yet  here,  amidst  this  barren  isle. 

Where  panting  Nature  droops  the  head,. 
Where  only  thou  art  seen  to  smile, 

I  view  my  parting  hour  with  dread. 
Though  far  firom  Albinos  craggy  shore. 

Divided  by  the  dark  blue  main ; 
A  few,  brief,  rolling  seasons  o*er. 

Perchance  I  view  ner  clifis  again : 
But  wheresoever  I  now  may  roam. 

Through  scorching  clime  and  varied  sea. 
Though  time  restore  me  to  my  home, 

I  ne'er  shall  bend  mine  eyes  on  theei 
On  thee,  in  whom  at  once  conspire 

All  charms  which  heedless  hearts  cm 

move. 
Whom  but  to  see  is  to  admire. 

And,  oh !  forgive  the  word — to  love. 
Forffive  the  word,  in  one  who  ne^er 

With  such  a  word  can  more  oflend ; 
And  since  thy  heart  I  cannot  share. 

Believe  me,  what  I  am,  thy  friend. 
And  who  so  cold  as  look  on  thee. 

Thou  lovely  wanderer,  and  be  less? 
Nor  be,  what  man  should  ever  be. 

The  friend  of  Beauty  in  distress? 
Ah!  who  would  think  that  form  had  past 

Through  Danger^s  most  destructive  path. 
Had  braved  the  death-wing*d  tempest's  blast. 

And  'scaped  a  tyrant's  fiercer  wrath? 
Lady!  when  I  shall  view  the  walls 

Where  free  Byzantium  once  arose. 
And  Stamboul's  Oriental  halls 

The  Turkish  tjrrants  now  enclose ; 
Though  mightiest  in  the  lists  of  fame, 

Thatglonous  city  still  shall  be; 
On  me  'twill  hold  a  dearer  claim. 

As  spot  of  tliy  nativity : 
And  though  I  bid  thee  now  farewell. 

When  1  behold  that  wonderous  scene. 
Since  where  thou  art  I  may  not  dwell, 

vTwill  soothe  to  be,  where  thou  hast  been. 

September,  1809. 


STANZAS. 


waiTTBii  in  PAssina  thb  AMBaAoiAN  avKra, 
Novamaa  14,  1809. 


TnuivoH  cloudless  skies.  In  silvery  sheen. 
Full  beams  the  moon  on  Actium's  coast  x 

And  on  these  waves,  for  Egypt's  queen. 
The  ancient  world  was  won  and  lost 

And  now  upon  the  scene  1  look. 
The  aiure  grave  of  many  a  Romaa ; 

Where  stem  Ambition  once  forsook 
Hit  wavering  erawn  to  follow 
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Floraicel  whom  I  will  love  ai  well 

At  ever  yet  wat  said  or  Bung, 
(Since  Orpheat  sang  hu  sponie  from  hell) 

Whilst  thoa  art  fair  and  I  am  joong; 

Sweet  Florence!  those  were  pleasant  times. 
When  worlds  were  staked  for  ladies'  eyes: 

Had  hards  as  many  realms  as  rhymes. 
Thy  charms  might  raise  new  Anthonies. 

Though  Fate  forhids  soch  things  to  he. 
Yet,  hy  thine  eyes  and  ringlets  curPd! 

I  cannot  lose  a  world  for  thee. 
Bat  would  not  lose  thee  for  m  world. 


STANZAS. 


Compoied  October  11th,  1809,  dnring  the  night, 
in  a  thoDderstorm,  when  the  foides  had  Ifott 
the  rond  to  Zitia,  near  the  ranjce  of  moon- 
tainf  formerly  called  Pindns,  in  Albania. 

Cmu  and  mirk  is  the  nightly  hlast. 
Where  Pindns'  mountains  rise. 

And  angry  clouds  are  pouring  fast 
The  vengeance  of  the  skies. 

Our  guides  are  gone,  our  hope  is  lost, 
And  lightnings,  as  they  play. 

But  show  where  rocks  our  path  have  crost, 
Or  gild  the  torrent's  spray. 

Is  yon  a  cot  I  saw,  though  lowf 
When  lightning  hroke  the  gloom^ 

How  welcome  were  its  shade  !~ah,  no  I 
Tis  hut  a  Turkish  tomh. 

Through  sounds  of  foaming  waterfalls, 

I  hear  a  voice  exclaim — 
My  wa^-wom  countryman,  who  calif 

On  distant  England's  name. 

A  shot  is  fired— hy  foe  or  friend? 

Another— 'tis  to  tell 
Hie  mountain-peasants  to  descend, 

And  lead  us  where  they  dwell. 

Oh!  who  in  such  a  night  will  dare 

To  tempt  the  wilderness? 
And  who  'mid  thunder-peals  can  hear 

Our  signal  of  dbtress  ? 

And  who  that  heard  our  shouts  would  rite 

To  try  the  dubious  road? 
Kor  rather  deem  from  nightly  cries 

That  outlaws  were  abroad. 

Clouds  hurst,  skies  flash,  oh,  dreadful  hoar ! 

More  fiercely  pours  the  storm ! 
Yet  here  one  thought  has  still  the  power 

To  keep  my  boMm  warm. 


While  wand'ring  through  each  bnAea  pitk, 
O'er  brake  and  craggy  brow  ; 

While  elements  exhaust  their  wrath. 
Sweet  Florence,  where  art  thou? 

Not  on  the  sea,  not  on  the  sea. 
Thy  bark  hath  long  been  gone : 

Oh,  may  the  storm  that  pours  ob  me, 
Bow  down  my  head  alone  I 

Full  swiftly  blew  the  swift  Siroc, 
When  last  I  press'd  thy  lip ; 

And  long  ere  now,  with  foaming  shock, 
Impelrd  thy  gallant  ship. 

Now  thou  art  safe ;  nay,  long  ere  now 
Hast  trod  the  shore  of  Spam : 

'Twere  hard  if  ought  so  fair  as  thou 
Should  linger  on  the  main. 

And  since  I  now  remember  thee 

In  darkness  and  in  dread. 
As  in  those  hours  of  revelry 

Which  mirth  and  music  sped; 

Do  thou  amidst  the  fair  white  walls. 

If  Cadis  yet  be  free. 
At  times  from  out  her  latticed  halls 

Look  o'er  the  dark  blue  sea; 

Then  think  upon  Calypso's  isles, 

Endear'd  by  days  gone  by ; 
To  others  give  a  thousand  smiles. 

To  me  a  single  sigh. 

And  when  the  admiring  circle  mark 

The  paleness  of  thy  &ce, 
A  half-form'd  tear,  a  traosient  spark 

Of  melancholy  grace, 

Again  thoult  smile,  and  blushing  shun 

Some  coxcomb^s  raillery; 
Nor  own  for  once  thou  thoughtst  of  one, 

Who  ever  thinks  on  thee. 


Though  smile  and  sigh  alike  are  vain. 
When  sever'd  hearts  repine. 

My  spirit  files  o'er  mount  and 
And  mourns  in 


raaiB, 
of  thine. 


WRITTEN  AT  ATHENS. 
iMmiAMY  16,  1816. 

Tub  spell  is  broke,  the  charm  is  flown! 

Thus  is  it  with  life's  fltful  fever : 
We  madly  smile  when  we  should  groaa; 

Delirium  is  our  best  deceiver. 

Each  lucid  interval  of  thought 
Recals  the  woes  af  Nature's  charter, 

And  he  that  acts  as  wise  men  aught. 
But  lives,  as  saints  have  died,  a  martyr. 
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WRITTEN  AFTER  SWIMMING  FROM 
SESTOS  TO  ABYDOS. 

■AT  9,  1810. 

If,  in  the  month  of  dark  December, 
Leander,  who  was  nightly  wont 

(What  maid  will  not  the  tale  rememher?) 
To  croM  thy  stream,  broad  Hellespont ! 

If,  when  the  wintry  tempest  roarM, 
He  sped  to  Hero,  nothing  loth. 

And  thus  of  old  thy  current  ponrM, 
Fair  Venas !  how  I  pity  both ! 

For  me,  degenerate  modern  wretch, 
Though  in  the  genial  month  of  May, 

My  dripping  limbs  I  faintly  stretch, 
And  think  l^e  done  a  feat  to-day. 

But  since  he  crossM  the  rapid  tide. 
According  to  the  doubtful  story. 

To  woo,  — and — Lord  knows  what  beside, 
And  swam  for  LoTe,  as  I  for  Gloiy ; 

*Twere  hard  to  say  who  fured  the  best: 
Sad  mortals!  thus  theOods  still  plague  you! 

He  lost  his  labour,  I  my  jest : 
For  he  was  drowuM,  and  I've  the  ague. 


SONG. 

Zcifi  fioVf   aag  ay  and. 

ATHBRS,   1810. 

Maib  of  Athens,  ere  we  part. 
Give,  oh,  give  me  back  my  heart ! 
Or,  since  Uiat  has  left  my  breast. 
Keep  it  now,  and  take  the  rest ! 
Hear  my  vow  before  I  go, 
Z^Mj;  fiovy  odg  ayaxio. 

By  those  tresses  unconfined, 
Woo'd  by  each  iEgean  wind ; 
By  those  lids  whose  jetty  fringe 
Kiss  thy  soft  cheeks'  blooming  tinge ; 
By  those  wild  eyes  like  the  roe, 
ZtSi;  fiovy  Odg  dyourto. 

By  that  lip  I  long  to  taste; 
By  that  zone-encircled  waist; 
By  all  the  token-flowers  that  tell 
"What  words  can  never  speak  so  well ; 
By  Love's  alternate  joy  and  woe, 
Ziitj  fiov,  odg  dycutd. 

Maid  of  Athens!  I  am  gone: 
Think  of  me,  sweet !  when  alone. — 
lliough  I  fly  to  Istambol, 
Athens  holds  my  heart  and  soul : 
Can  I  cease  to  love  tfieef  No! 
Ztitj  fJioVf  adg  dycarto. 


TRANSLATION    OF   THE   FAMOUS 
GREEK  WAR  SONG 

^iVT9  Jtaldig  rtav  *£Aji^vav 

Written  by  Rin,  who  perished  In  the  attempt 
to  rovolotioniie  Greece.  The  followinff  truis- 
Istlon  is  u  literal  as  the  author  could  make 
it  in  verse ;  it  in  of  the  same  raeaanre  as  that 
of  the  original. 

Sons  of  the  Greeks,  arise! 

The  glorious  hour's  gone  forth. 
And,  worthy  of  such  ties. 

Display  who  gave  us  birth. 

CnoRus. 
Sons  of  Greeks !  let  us  go 

In  arms  against  the  foe, 
Till  their  hated  blood  shall  flow 

In  a  river  past  our  feet. 

Then  manfully  despising 

The  Turkish  tyrant's  yoke. 
Let  your  country  see  you  rising. 

And  all  her  chains  are  broke. 
Brave  shades  of  chiefs  and  sages, 

Behold  the  coming  jtrife ! 
Hellenes  of  past  ages. 

Oh,  start  again  to  life! 
At  the  sound  of  my  trumpet,  breaking 

Your  sleep,  oh,  join  with  me ! 
And  the  seven-hill'd  city  seeking. 

Fight,  conquer,  till  weYe  ftree. 

Sona  4if  Greeks,  etc 

Sparta,  Sparta,  why  in  slumbers 

Lethargic  dost  thou  He? 
Awake,  and  join  thy  numbers 

With  Athens,  old  ally ! 
Leonidas  recalling. 

That  chief  of  ancient  sonr. 
Who  saved  ye  once  from  falling, 

The  terrible !  the  Htrong ! 
Who  made  that  bold  diversion 

In  old  Thermopyle, 
And  warring  with  the  Persian 

To  keep  his  country  free ; 
With  his  three  hundred  waging 

The  battle,  long  he  stood. 
And  like  a  lion  raginr. 

Expired  in  seas  of  blood. 

Sons  of  Greeks,  ele. 


WRITTEN  BENEATH  A  PICTURE. 

Dbar  object  of  defeated  care! 

Though  now  of  Love  and  thee  bereft. 
To  reconcile  me  with  despair 

Thine  image  and  my  tears  are  left. 

Tis  said  with  Sorrow  Time  can  cope ; 

But  this  I  feel  can  ne'er  be  true : 
For  by  the  death-blow  of  my  Hope 

My  Memory  immortal  grew. 


I 
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TRANSLATION  OF  THE  ROMAIC 

SONG 

MnfyiA  fug  *t6'  XigifioJU 

The  MBC  from  which  this  la  takes  if  a  great 
favoarrte  with  the  young  firla  of  Athens  of  all 
cla««e«.  Their  manner  of  singing  it  is  by  ver- 
■es  in  rotation,  the  whole  number  present  Join- 
ing in  the  chorus.  1  have  heard  it  frequently 

at  our   ^'j^^C*'"    I>>  <b®  winter  of    1819— 11- 
The  air  is  plaintive  and  pretty. 

1  BTiTKB  thj  g:arden  of  roget, 

Beloved  and  fair  llaidee, 
Ea«:li  morning  where  Flora  repofes, 

For  rarely  I  «ee  her  in  thee. 
Oh,  Lovely  !  thus  low  1  implore  thee, 

KeceiTO  thia  fond  truth  from  my  tongue, 
^'hich  iittera  its  aong  to  adore  thee. 

Yet  tremhlei  for  what  it  haa  tung; 
Aa  the  branch,  at  the  bidding  of  Nature, 

Adds  fragrance  and  fruit  to  the  tree, 
Through  her  eyea,    through    her   every 

feature. 

Shines  the  foul  of  the  young  Haidee. 

But  the  lovelieft  garden  growa  hateful 

When  Love  haa  abandoned  the  bowers ; 
Bring  me  hemlock—since  mine  is  ungrateful, 

I'hat  herb  is  more  fragrant  than  flowers. 
The  p«>ison,  when  pour*d  from  the  chalice, 

Will  deeply  embitter  the  bowl ; 
But  when  dnink  to  escape  from  thy  malice. 

The  drauffht  shall  be  sweet  to  my  son!. 
Too  cruel!  in  vain  1  implore  thee 

My  heart  from  these  horrors  to  save: 
Will  nought  to  my  bosom  restore  thee? 

Then  open  the  gates  of  the  grave. 

As  the  chief  who  to  combat  advances 

Secure  of  his  conquest  before. 
Thus  Uiou,  with  those  eyes  for  thy  lances. 

Hast  pierced  through  my  heart  to  its  core. 
Ah,  tell  me,  my  soul!  must  I  perish 

By  pangs  which  a  smile  would  dispel? 
Would  the  hope ,  which  thou  once  badst 

me  eherish, 

For  torture  repay  me  too  well? 
Now  sad  is  the  garden  of  roses, 

Beloved  but  false  Haidee ! 
There  Flora  all  wither*d  reposes. 

And  mourns  o^er  thine  abst^nce  with  me. 


ON  PARTING. 

Tn  kiss,  dear  maid !  thy  lip  hu  left. 
Shall  never  part  from  mine. 

Till  happier  hours  restore  the  gift 
Untainted  back  to  thine. 


Thy  parting-glance,  which  fondly  bciBi, 

An  equal  love  may  see: 
The  tear  that  from  thine  eyelid  stream 

Can  weep  no  change  in  me. 

I  ask  no  pledge  to  make  me  blest 

In  gaiing  when  alone; 
Nor  one  memorial  for  a  breast. 

Whose  thoughts  are  all  thine  own. 

Nor  need  I  write — to  tell  the  tale 

My  pen  were  doubly  weak : 
Oh  !  what  can  idle  words  avail, 

linless  the  heart  could  speak? 

By  day  or  night,  in  weal  or  woe. 

That  heart,  no  longer  free. 
Must  bear  the  love  it  cannot  show. 

And  silent  ache  for  thee 


TO  THYRZA. 

Wirnorr  a  stone  to  mark  the  spot. 

And  say, what  Truth  might  well  have  said, 
By  all,  save  one,  perchance  forgot. 

Ah,  wherefore  art  thou  lowly  laid? 
By  many  a  shore  and  many  a  sea 

Divided,  yet  beloved  in  vain; 
The  past,  the  future  fled  to  thee 

To  bid  us  meet — no— ne^er  again! 
Could  this  have  been—  a  word,  a  look 

That  softly  said,  ''We  part  in  peace,** 
Had  taught  my  bosom  how  to  brook. 

With  fainter  sighs,  thy  soars  release. 
And  didst  thou  not,  since  Death  for  thee 

Prepared  a  light  and  pangless  dart. 
Once  long  for  him  thou  ne*er  ahalt  see. 

Who  held,  and  holds  thee  in  his  heartf 
Oh !  who  like  him  had  watched  thee  heiet 

Or  sadly  marked  thy  rlasing  eye. 
In  that  dread  hoar  ere  oeath  appear. 

When  silent  Sorrow  fears  to  sigh. 
Till  all  was  past?  Bat  when  no  more 

*Twas  tliine  to  reck  of  hamaa  woe, 
Affection^s  heart- drops,  gashing  o^er. 

Had  flowed  as  f)ut — as  now  they  flew. 
Shall  they  not  flow,  when  many  a  day 

In  these,  to  me,  deserted  towen. 
Ere  caird  bat  for  a  time  away, 

Affection^s  mingling  tears  were  oari? 
Onrs  too  the  glance  none  saw  beside; 

The  smile  none  else  misfat  naderstairf; 
The  whisperM  thought  of  hearta  allied. 

The  pressure  of  the  thrilling  haad; 
The  kiss  so  guiltless  tad  refined 

That  Love  each  wamer  wish  foriiofe; 
Those  eyes  proclaim^  so  pure  a  mind. 

Even  passion  blash*d  ta  plead  for  M 


The  tone,  that  taaght  me  to  rqjoica, 
When  prone,  anfike  thee,  to  repiae; 

The  song,  celestial  flroai  thy  Toke, 
Bat  sweet  to  me  Aram  m»o  bmt  tUm; 
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SIfV 


The  pledg;e  we  wore— I  wear  it  itill. 

Bat  where  it  thine?— ah,  where  art  thoa? 
Oft  haTe  I  borne  the  weight  of  ill. 

Rut  never  bent  beneath  till  now ! 
Weil  hatt  thou  left  in  life's  best  bloom 

The  cup  of  woe  for  me  to  drain. 
If  rest  alone  be  in  the  tomb, 

I  would  not  wish  thee  here  again ; 
But  if  in  worlds  more  blest  than  this 

Thy  virtues  seek  a  fitter  sphere. 
Impart  some  portion  of  thy  bliss. 

To  wean  me  from  mine  anguish  here. 
Teach  me — too  early  taught  by  thee ! 

lo  bear,  forgiving  and  forgiven: 
On  earth  thy  love  was  such  to  me. 

It  fain  would  form  my  hope  in  heaven ! 


STANZAS. 


Away,  away,  ye  notes  of  woe ! 

Be  silent,  thou  once  soothing  strain, 
Or  I  must  flee  from  hence,  for,  oh  I 

I  dare  not  trust  those  sounds  again. 
To  me  they  speak  of  brighter  days— 

But  lull  the  chords,  for  now,  alas ! 
I  must  not  think,  I  may  not  gaze 

On  what  I  am,  on  what  I  was. 

The  voice  that  made  those  sounds  more  sweet 

Is  hushM,  and  all  their  charms  are  fled ; 
And  now  their  softest  notes  repeat 

A  dirge,  an  anthem  o*er  the  dead ! 
Yes,  Thyrxa!  yes,  they  breathe  of  thee. 

Beloved  dust!  since  dust  thou  art; 
And  all  that  once  was  harmony 

Is  worse  than  discord  to  my  heart ! 

*Tis  silent  all !— but  on  my  ear 

The  well-rememberM  echoes  thrill ; 
I  hear  a  voice  I  would  not  hear, 

A  voice  that  now  might  well  be  still; 
Yet  oft  my  doubting  soul  'twill  shake : 

Even  slumber  owns  its  ^ntle  tone, 
Till  consciousness  will  vainly  wake 

To  listen,  though  the  dream  be  flown. 

Sweet  Thy na!  waking  as  in  sleep. 

Thou  art  but  now  a  lovely  dream ; 
A  star  that  trembled  o'er  the  deep, 

Then  turn'd  from  earth  its  tender  beam. 
But  he,  who  through  life's  dreary  way 

Must  pass,  when  heaven  is  veil'd  in  wrath, 
Will  long  lament  the  vanish'd  ray 

That  seatter'd  gladness  o'er  his  path. 


TO  THYRZA. 

Our  struggle  more,  and  I  am  free 

From  pangs  that  rend  m^  heart  in  twain; 

One  last  long  sigh  to  love  and  thee. 
Then  back  to  busy  life  again. 

It  suits  me  well  to  oilngle  now 


With  things  that  never  pleased  before: 
Though  every  joy  is  fled  below. 

What  future  grief  can  touch  me  moref 

Then  bring  me  wine,  the  banquet  bring ; 

Man  was  not  form'd  to  live  alone : 
I'll  be  that  light  unmeaning  thing 

That  smiles  with  all,  and  weeps  with  none. 
It  was  not  thus  in  days  more  dear. 

It  never  would  have  been,  but  thou 
Hast  fled,  and  left  me  lonely  here; 

Thou'rt  nothing,  all  are  nothing  now. 

In  vain  my  lyre  would  lightly  breathe ! 

The  smile  that  sorrow  fain  would  wear 
But  mocks  the  woe  that  lurks  beneath. 

Like  roses  o'er  a  sepulchre. 
Though  gay  companions  o'er  the  bowl 

Dispel  awhile  the  sense  of  ill ; 
Though  pleasure  fires  the  maddening  soul, 

The  heart— the  heart  is  lonely  still! 

On  many  a  lone  and  lovely  night 

It  soothed  to  gaze  upon  the  sky ; 
For  then  I  deem'd  the  heavenly  light 

Shone  sweetly  on  thy  pensive  eye ; 
And  oft  I  thought  at  Cyntliia's  noon. 

When  sailing  o'er  the  >£gean  wave, 
^^Now  Thyrza  gazes  on  that  moon    " 

Alas,  it  gleam'd  upon  her  grave! 

When  stretch'd  on  fever*s  sleepless  bed, 

And  sickness  shrunk  my  throbbing  veins, 
''  rris  comfort  still, "  I  faintly  said, 

'^That  Thjrrza  cannot  know  my  pains : " 
Like  freedom  to  the  time-worn  slave, 

A  boon  'tis  idle  then  to  give. 
Relenting  Nature  vainly  gave 

My  life,  when  Thyrza  ceased  to  live! 

MyThyrza's  pledge  in  better  days, 

When  love  and  life  alike  were  new ! 
How  different  now  thou  meetst  my  gaze ! 

How  tinged  by  time  with  sorrows  hue! 
The  heart  that  gave  itself  with  thee 

Is  silent — ah,  were  mine  as  still ! 
Though  cold  as  e'en  the  dead  can  be, 

It  feels,  it  sickens  with  the  chill. 

Thou  bitter  pledge !  thou  mournful  tolcen  I 

Though  painful,  welcome  to  my  breast! 
Still,  still,  preserve  that  love  unbroken. 

Or  break  the  heart  to  which  thou'rt  prest! 
Time  tempers  love,  but  not  removes. 

More  hallow'd  when  its  hope  is  fled : 
Oh !  what  are  thousand  living  loves 

To  that  which  cannot  quit  the  dead  ? 


EUTHANASIA. 

Whuiv  Time,  or  soon  or  late,  shall  bring 
The  dreamless  sleep  that  lulls  the  dead, 

Oblivion!  may  thy  languid  wing 
Wave  gently  o'er  my  dying  bed ! 


MISCELLANEOUS    POEMS. 


Ko  band  of  friendt  or  lieirf  be  there. 
To  weep,  or  wiih,  the  coming  blow$ 

Ko  maiden,  irich  diiheTell'd  hair. 
To  feel,  or  feign,  decoroiu  woe. 

Bat  silent  let  me  sink  to  Earth, 
With  no  offlciouf  mournen  neart 

I  would  not  mar  one  hour  of  mirth, 
Nor  ftartle  friendfhip  with  a  fear. 

Yet  tiOTe,  if  Love  in  tach  an  hour 
Could  nobly  check  its  u«ele«9  8ighf, 

Might  then  exert  itf  latest  power 
In  her  who  lives  and  him  who  dies. 

'Twere  sweet,  my  Psyche !  to  the  last 
Thy  features  still  serene  to  see ; 

Forgetrul  of  its  struggles  past, 

E'en  Pain  itself  should  smile  on  thee. 

But  rain  the  wish  —  for  Beauty  still 

Will  shrink,  as  shrinks  the  ebbing  breath ; 

And  woman^s  tears,  produced  at  will, 
Deceive  in  life,  unman  in  death. 

Then  lonely  be  my  latest  hour. 
Without  regret,  without  a  groan ! 

For  thousands  Death  hath  ceased  to  lower. 
And  pain  been  transient  or  unknown. 

*^Ay,  but  to  die,  and  go,"  alas ! 

Where  all  have  gone,   and  all  must  go! 
To  be  the  nothing  that  I  was 

Ere  born  to  life  and  living  woe! 

Count  o'er  the  joys  thine  hours  have  seen. 
Count  o'er  thy  days  from  anguish  free. 

And  know,  whatever  thou  hast  been, 
rris  something  better  not  to  be 


STANZAS. 


Hen    quanto    minns    est    cum  reliquis    vertari 
qiiam  tni  memiuisse ! 

Anh  then  art  dead,  as  young  and  fair 

As  aught  of  mortal  birth ; 
And  form  so  soft,  and  charms  so  rare. 

Too  soon  retum'd  to  Earth ! 
lliough  Earth  received  them  in  her  bed, 
And  o'er  the  spot  the  crowd  may  tread 

In  carelessness  or  mirth. 
There  is  an  eye  which  could  not  brook 
A  moment  on  that  grave  to  look. 

I  will  not  ask  where  thou  lieat  low. 

Nor  gaze  upon  the  spot; 
There  flowers  or  weeds  at  will  may  grow. 

So  I  behold  them  not : 
It  ia  enough  for  me  to  prove 


That  what  I  loved,  and  long  most  Iotc, 

Like  common  earth  can  rot; 
To  me  there  needs  no  stone  to  tell, 
Tis  nothing  that  I  loved  so  well. 

Yet  did  I  love  thee  to  the  last 

As  fenently  as  thou. 
Who  didst  not  change  through  all  thefirt, 

And  canst  not  alter  now. 
The  love  where  Death  haa  set  his  sed, 
Nor  age  can  chill,  nor  rival  steal. 

Nor  falsehood  disavow: 
And,  what  were  worse,  thou  canst  not  m 
Or  wrong,  or  change,  or  fault  in  me. 

The  better  days  of  life  were  ours; 

The  worst  can  be  but  mine : 
The  sun  that  cheers,  the  storm  that  lowen, 

Shall  never  more  be  thine. 
The  silence  of  that  dreamless  sleep 
I  envy  now  too  much  to  weep; 

Nor  need  1  to  repine 
That  all  those  charms  have   passf'd  awtj, 
1  might  have  watch'd  through  long  decij. 

The  flower  in  ripen'd  bloom  unmatch'd 

Must  fall  the  earliest  prey ; 
Though  by  no  hand  untimely  snatch'd, 

The  leaves  must  drop  away: 
And  yet  it  were  a  greater  grief 
To  watch  it  withering,  leaf  by  leaf, 

Than  see  it  plnckM  to-day ; 
Since  earthly  eye  but  ill  can  bear 
To  trace  the  change  to  fool  from  fair. 

I  know  not  if  I  could  have  borne 

To  sec  thy  beauties  fade ; 
The  night  that  foUow'd  soch  a  mom 

Hud  worn  a  deeper  shade  : 
Thy  day  without  a  cloud  hath  past, 
And  thou  wert  lovely  to  the  last ; 

Extinguish'd,  not  decay 'd ; 
As  stars  that  shoot  along  the  sky 
Shine  brightest  as  thej  MI  from  high. 

As  once  I  wept,  if  I  could  weep 

My  tears  might  well  be  shed. 

To  think  I  was  not  near  to  keep 

One  vigil  o'er  thy  bed ; 
To  gaze,  how  fondly!  on  thy  face. 
To  fold  thee  in  a  faint  embrace, 

Uphold  thy  drooping  head ; 
And  show  that  love,  however  Tain, 
Nor  thon  nor  I  can  feel  again. 

Yet  how  much  lest  it  were  Co  gain. 
Though  thou  liast  left  me  nee. 
The  loveliest  things  that  still  remaia. 

Than  thus  remember  thee ! 
The  all  of  thine  tiiat  cannot  die 
Through  dark  and  dread  Eternity, 

Returns  again  to  me. 
And  more  thy  bnrled  love  endears 
Tiun  anght,  eieept  lit  liTing  years. 
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If  sometimef  in  the  hannU  of  men 

Thine  image  from  my  breast  may  fiide, 
The  lonely  hour  presents  again 

The  semblance  of  thy  gentle  shade : 
And  now  that  sad  and  silent  hoar 

Thns  much  of  thee  can  still  restore, 
And  sorrow  nnobserred  may  poor 

The  plaint  s«e  dare  not  speak  before. 

Oh,  pardon  that  in  crowds  awhile, 

I  waste  one  thought  I  owe  to  thee. 
And,  self-condemnM,  appear  to  smile. 

Unfaithful  to  thy  memory! 
Nor  deem  that  memory  less  dear. 

That  then  I  seem  not  to  repine ; 
I  would  not  fools  should  OTcrhear 

One  sigh  that  should  be  wholly  thine. 

If  not  the  goblet  pass  unquafTd, 

It  is  not  drained  to  banish  care. 
The  cup  must  hold  a  deadlier  draught. 

That  brings  a  Lethe  for  despair. 
And  could  Oblivion  set  my  soul 

From  all  her  troubled  visions  free, 
l*d  dash  to  earth  the  sweetest  bowl 

That  drownM  a  single  thought  of  thee. 

For  wert  then  vanishM  from  my  mind. 

Where  could  my  vacant  bosom  turn? 
And  who  would  tnen  remain  behind 

To  honour  thine  abandonM  urn? 
No,  no — it  is  my  sorrow's  pride 

That  last  dear  duty  to  fulfil ; 
Though  all  the  world  forget  beside, 

*Tis  meet  that  I  remember  still. 

For  well  I  know,  that  inch  had  been 

Thy  gentle  care  for  him,  who  now 
Unmoum*d  shall  quit  this  mortal  scene. 

Where  none  regarded  him,  but  thou: 
And,  Oh !  1  feel  In  that  was  given 

A  blessing  never  meant  for  me ; 
Thou  wert  too  like  a  dream  of  Heaven, 

For  earthly  love  to  merit  thee. 

March  nth,  1812. 


ON    A   CORNELIAN    HEART    WHICH 
WAS  BROKEN. 

Ill-fatbd  Heart!  and  can  it  be 

That  thou  shouldst  thus  be  rent  In  twain? 
Have  years  of  care  for  thine  and  thee 

Alike  been  all  employed  in  vain  ? 

Yet  precious  seems  each  shattered  part. 
And  every  fragment  dearer  grown. 

Since  he  who  wears  thee,  feels  thoo  art   ' 
A  fitter  emblem  of  his  oion. 


TO  A  YOUTHFUL  FRIEND. 

Fbw  years  haTo  passed  since  thou  and  I 
Were  flrmestt  friends,  at  least  in  name. 

And  childhood's  gay  sincerity 
Preserved  our  feelings  long  the  same. 

But  now,  like  me,  too  well  thou  knows! 

What  trifles  oft  the  heart  recal ; 
And  those  who  once  haTO  loved  the  mott 

Too  soon  forget  they  loved  at  all. 

And  such  the  change  the  heart  displays. 
So  frail  is  early  friendship's  reign, 

A  month's  brief  lapse,  perhaps  a  day's. 
Will  Tiew  thy  jmind  estranged  again. 

If  so,  it  never  shall  be  mine 

To  mourn  the  l«»ss  of  such  a  heart ; 

The  fault  was  Nature's  fault,  not  thine, 
Which  made  thee  fickle  as  thou  art. 

As  rolls  the  ocean's  changing  tide. 
So  human  feelings  ebb  and  flow ; 

And  who  would  in  a  breast  confide 
Where  stormy  passions  ever  glow  f 

It  boots  not,  that  together  bred. 

Our  childish  davs  were  days  of  joy ; 

My  spring  of  life  has  quickly  fled ; 
lliou,  too,  hast  ceased  to  be  a  boy. 

And  when  we  bid  adieu  to  youth. 
Slaves  to  the  specious  world's  control. 

We  sigh  a  long  farewell  to  truth ; 
That  world  corrupts  the  noblest  soul. 

Ah,  joyous  season!  when  the  mind 
Dares  all  things  boldly  but  to  lie} 

When  thought  ere  spoke  is  unconfined. 
And  sparkles  in  the  placid  eye. 

Not  so  in  Man's  maturer  years. 
When  Man  himself  is  but  a  tool ; 

When  interest  sways  our  hopes  and  fears, 
And  all  must  love  and  hate  by  rule. 

With  foob  in  kindred  vice  the  same. 
We  learn  at  length  our  faults  to  blend, 

And  those,  and  those  alone  may  claim 
The  prostituted  name  of  friend. 

Such  is  the  common  lot  of  man : 
Can  we  then  'scape  from  folly  free? 

Can  we  reverse  the  general  plan. 
Nor  be  what  all  in  turn  most  be? 

No,  for  mTself,  so  dark  my  fiate 
Through  erery  turn  of  life  hath  been  $ 

Man  and  the  world  I  so  much  hate, 
I  care  not  when  I  quit  the  scene. 

Bat  thou,  with  spirit  frail  and  light. 
Wilt  shine  awhile  and  pass  away ; 

As  glow-worms  sparkle  through  the  night, 
Bat  dare  not  i tand  the  test  of  day. 
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AIm!  whenever  follj  calU 

Where  parasites  and  princei  meet, 

(For  cherished  firit  in  ntjal  hallt. 
The  welcome  vicet  kindly  greet) 

Even  now  thouVt  nightlj  teen  to  add 
One  insect  to  the  flutterinf^  crowd ; 

And  §lill  thy  trifling  lieart  ia  glad, 
To  join  the  vain,  aafi  court  the  proud. 

There  dost  thou  glide  from  fair  to  fair. 
Still  limpering  on  with  eager  haste. 

As  flics  along  the  gay  parterre. 

That  taint  the  flowers  they  scarcely  taste. 

But  say,  what  nymph  will  prize  the  flame 
Which  seems,  as  marshy  vapours  move. 

To  flit  along  from  dame  to  dame. 
An  ignis-fatnns-gleam  of  love? 

What  friend  for  thee,  howeVr  inclined, 
Will  deign  to  own  a  kindred  care? 

Who  will  dehase  his  manly  mind. 
For  Friendship  every  fool  may  share? 

In  time  forbear;  amidst  the  throng 
No  more  so  base  a  thing  be  seen ; 

Ko  more  so  idly  pass  along : 
Be  something,  any  thing,  but— mean. 


TO 


Wall  !  thou  art  happy,  and  I  feel 
That  I  should  thus  be  happy  too; 

For  still  my  heart  regards  tliy  weal 
Warmly,  as  it  was  wont  to  do. 

Til V  husband^s  blest—  and  'twill  impart 
Some  pangs  to  view  his  happier  lot : 

But  let  them  pass— Oh  I  how  my  heart 
Would  hate  him,  if  he  loved  thee  not! 

When  late  I  saw  thy  favourite  child, 
I  thought  my  jealous  heart  would  break ; 

But  when  the  unconscious  infant  smiled, 
I  kissM  it,  for  its  mother^s  sake. 

I  kissM  it,  and  repress^  my  sighs 

Its  father  in  its  face  to  see ; 
But  then  it  had  its  mother's  eyes, 

And  they  were  all  to  love  and  me. 

Marr,  adieu !  I  must  away ; 

While  thou  art  blest  FU  not  repine ; 
But  near  thee  I  can  never  stay ; 

My  heart  would  soon  again  be  thine. 

I  dei'm'd  tliat  time,  I  deem'd  that  pride 
Had  quenched  at  length  my  boyish  flame; 

Nor  knew,  till  seated  by  thy  side. 
My  heart  in  ail,  save  hope,  the  same. 


Yet  was  I  calm  i  I  knew  the  time 
My  breast  would  thrill  before  thy  losk; 

But  now  to  tremble  were  a  crime — 
We  met,  and  not  a  nerve  was  shook. 

I  saw  thee  gaxe  upon  my  face. 
Yet  meet  with  no  confusion  there: 

One  only  feeling  couldst  tlion  trace; 
The  sullen  cahnness  of  despair. 

Away !  away !  my  early  dream 
Remembrance  never  must  awake : 

Oh!  where  is  Lethe's  fabled  stream? 
My  foolish  heart  be  still,  or  break! 


FROM  THE  PORTUGUESE. 

Iiv  moments  to  delight  devoted, 

''My  life  !**  with  tenderest  tone,  yoncry; 
Dear  words !  on  which  my  heart  had  delei 

If  youth  could  neither  fade  nor  die. 
To  death  even  hours  like  these  must  roll, 

Ah!  then  repeat  those  accents  never; 
Or  change  ''my  life!  into  ^^my  soul!" 

Which,  like  my  love,  exists  for  ever. 


IMPROMPTU,  IN  REPLY  TO  A  FRIEKD 

Whs?«  from  the  heart  where  Sorrow  sits, 

Her  dusky  shadow  mounts  too  high. 
And  o'er  the  changing  aspect  flits. 

And  clouds  the  brow,  or  fills  the  eye; 
Heed  not  that  gloom,  which  soon  shall  sink : 

My  thoughts  their  dungeon  know  tii  welk 
Back  to  my  breast  the  wanderers  shrink, 

And  droop  within  their  siieot  ceiL 


TO  TIME. 


Tiau !  on  whose  arbitrary  wing 

The  varying  hours  must  flag  or  fly. 
Whose  tai^y  win  tar,  fleeting  spring. 

But  drag  or  drive  us  on  to  die- 
Hail  thou !  who  on  my  birth  bestow^ 

Those  boons  to  all  that  know  thee  luiowa; 
Yet  better  I  sustain  thy  load. 

For  now  I  bear  the  weiglit  alone. 
I  would  not  one  fond  heart  ahonld  share 

I'he  bitter  moments  thoa  hast  given; 
And  pardon  thee,  since  thou  couldst  spare 

All  that  I  loved,  to  peace  or  imvea. 
To  them  be  joy  or  rest,  oa  me 

Thy  future  ills  shaU  press  in  Mdn ; 
I  notliing  owe  but  years  to  thee, 

A  debt  already  paid  in  pain. 
Yet  e'en  that  pain  was  some  reUef ; 

It  felt,  but  stiU  forgot  Chjr  power: 
The  active  agony  of  grief 
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Retardf ,  bat  nerer  counts  the  hour. 
In  joy  IVc  tlghM  to  think  thy  flight 

Would  floon  subside  from  swift  to  slow; 
Thy  cloud  could  overcast  the  light, 

But  could  not  add  a  night  to  woe ; 
For  then,  however  drear  and  dark. 

My  soul  was  suited  to  thy  sky ; 
One  star  alone  shot  forth  a  spark 

To  prove  thee— not  Eternity. 
That  beam  hath  sunk ;  and  now  thou  art 

A  blank ;  a  thing  to  count  and  curse 
Through  each  dull  tedious  trifling  part, 

Which  all  regret,  yet  all  rehearse. 
One  scene  even  thou  canst  not  deform ; 

The  limit  of  thy  sloth  or  speed, 
When  future  wanderers  bear  the  storm 

Which  we  shall  sleep  too  sound  to  heed : 
And  1  can  smile  to  think  how  weak 

Thine  efforts  shortly  shall  be  shown. 
When  all  the  vengeance  thou  canst  wreak 

Must  fall  upon — a  nameless  stone! 


TRANSLATION  OF  A  ROMAIC  LOVE- 
SONG. 

Ah  !  Love  was  never  yet  without 
I'he  pang,  the  agony,  the  doubt. 
Which  rends  my  heart  with  ceaseless  sigh, 
While  day  and  night  roll  darkling  by. 

Without  one  friend  to  hear  my  woe, 
I  faint,  I  die  beneath  the  blow. 
Tliat  Love  had  arrows,  well  I  knew ; 
Alas !  I  find  them  poisoned  too. 

Birdu,  yet  in  freedom,  shun  the  net, 
Which  Love  around  your  haontf  hath  set ! 
Or  circled  by  his  fatal  fire. 
Your  hearts  thall  bum,  your  hopes  expire. 

A  bird  of  firee  and  careless  wing 
Was  I,  through  many  a  smiling  spring ; 
But  canght  within  the  subtle  snare, 
I  burn,  and  feebly  flutter  there. 

Who  ne*er  have  loved,  and  loved  In  vain, 
Can  neither  feel  nor  pity  pain. 
The  cold  repulse,  the  look  askance. 
The  lightning  of  Love's  angry  glance. 

In  flattering  dreams  I  deemM  thee  mines 
Now  hope,  and  he  who  hoped,  decline; 
Like  melting  wax,  or  withering  flower, 
1  feel  my  passion,  and  thy  power. 

My  light  of  life !  ah,  tell  me  why 
That  pouting  lip,  and  altered  eye  ? 
My  bird  of  love !  my  beauteous  mate ! 
And  art  thou  changed,  and  canst  thou  hate  ? 

Mine  eyes  like  wintry  streams  overflow: 
What  wretch  with  me  would  barter  woe? 
My  bird !  relent :  one  note  could  give 
A  charm,  to  bid  thy  lover  live. 


My  curdling  blood ,  my  maddening  brain, 
In  silent  anguish  I  sustain ; 
And  still  thy  heart,  without  partaking 
One  pang,  exults— while  mine  is  breaking. 

Pour  me  the  poison ;  fear  not  thou ! 
Thou  canst  not  murder  more  than  now : 
I've  lived  to  curse  my  natal  day. 
And  Love,  that  thus  can  lingering  slay. 

My  wounded  soul,  my  bleeding  breast,' 
Can  patience  preach  thee  into  rest? 
Alas !  too  late,  I  dearly  know. 
That  joy  is  harbinger  of  woe. 


A  SONG. 


Thov  art  not  fsdse,  but  thou  art  fickle. 
To  those  thyself  so  fondly  sought ; 

The  tears  that  thou  hast  forced  to  trickle 
Are  doubly  bitter  from  that  thought : 

*Tis  this  which  breaks    the   heart    thou 

grievest. 

Too  well  thou  lovest—  too  soon  thou  leavest. 

The  wholly  false  the  heart  despises, 
And  spurns  deceiver  and  deceit ; 

But  she  who  not  a  thtmght  disguises. 
Whose  love  is  as  sincere  as  sweet,— 

When  she  can  change  who  loved  so  truly. 

It  feels  what  mine  has  felt  so  newly. 

To  dream  of  joy  and  wake  to  sorrow 
Is  doomed  to  all  who  love  or  live ; 

And  if,  when  conscious  on  the  morrow, 
We  scarce  our  foncy  can  forgive. 

That  cheated  ns  in  slumber  only. 

To  leave  the  waking  soul  more  lonely. 

What  must  they  feel  whom  no  false  vision. 
But  truest,  tenderest  passion  warm*d  f 

Sincere,  but  swift  in  sad  transition. 
As  if  a  dream  alone  had  charmed  ? 

Ah !  sure  such  grief  is  fancy's  scheming. 

And  all  thy  change  can  be  but  dreaming! 


ON  BEING  ASKED  WHAT   WAS  THE 
'^ORIGIN  OF  LOVEr 

Tm  ''Origin  of  Love!''— Ah  why 
That  cruel  question  ask  of  me. 

When  thou  mavst  read  in  many  an  eye 
He  starts  to  life  on  seeing  theef 

And  shouldst  thou  seek  his  end  to  know : 
My  heart  forebodes,  my  fears  foresee. 

He'll  linger  long  in  silent  woe ; 
But  live— until  I  cease  to  be. 
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LI^'ES 
nricEiiaD  irpon  a  ovp  fobmbd  vrox  a  ikulk. 

St  AST  not — nor  deem  my  ipirit  fled : 

In  me  behold  the  only  fiinll 
From  which,  unlike  a  livine  head, 

Whatever  flow8  if  never  dull. 


1  lived,  I  loved,  I  quafTd  like  thee; 

I  died,  let  earth  my  bones  resign  s 
Fill  up — thou  canst  not  injure  me; 

The  worm  hath  fouler  lips  than  thine. 

Better  to  hold  the  sparkling  grape, 

Than  nurse  the  earth-worm^s  slimy  brood ; 

And  circle  in  the  goblets  shape 

The  drink  of  Gods,  than  reptile's  food. 

Where  once  my  wit,  perchance,  hath  shone. 
In  aid  of  others*  let  mo  shine ; 

And  when,  alas !  our  brains  are  gone. 
What  nobler  substitute  than  wine ! 

Quaff  while  thou  canst— another  rare, 
When  thou  and  thine  like  me  are  sped, 

Bfay  rescue  thee  from  earth's  embrace. 
And  rhyme  and  revel  with  the  dead. 

Why  not  f  since  through  life's  little  day 
Our  heads  such  sad  effects  produce; 

Redeem'd  from  worms  and  wasting  clay, 
This  chance  is  theirs,  to  be  of  use. 

^ewitead  A^,  1806. 


REMEMBER  HIM. 

RnmiBBR  him,  whom  passion's  power 
Severely,  nleeply,  rainly  proved ; 

Remember  thou  that  dangerous  hour 
When  neither  feli,though  both  were  loved. 

That  yielding  breast,  that  melting  eye, 
Too  much  invited  to  be  blest : 

That  gentle  prayer,  that  pleading  sigh, 
The  wilder  wish  reproved,  represt. 

Oh !  let  me  feel  that  all  I  lost. 

But  saved  thee  all  that  conscience  fean ; 
And  blush  for  every  pang  it  cost 

To  spare  the  vain  remorse  of  yean. 

Yet  think  of  this  when  many  a  tongue. 
Whose  busy  accents  whisper  blame, 

Would  do  the  heart  that  loved  thee  wrong, 
And  brand  a  nearly  blighted  name. 

Think  that,  whate'er  to  others,  thou 
Hast  seen  each  selfish  thought  subdaed : 

I  bless  thy  purer  soul  even  now. 
Even  now,  in  midnight  solitude. 


Oh,  God !  that  we  had  met  in  time, 
Our  hearts  as  fond,  thy  hand  more  free; 

When  thou  hadst  loved  without  a  crinn, 
And  I  been  less  unworthy  thee! 

Far  may  thy  days,  as  heretofore. 
From  this  our  gaudy  world  be  past! 

And,  that  too  bitter  moment  o'er. 
Oh !  may  such  trial  be  thy  last ! 

This  heart,  alas!  perverted  long, 
Itself  destroy'd  might  there  destroy; 

To  meet  thee  in  the  glittering  throng. 
Would  wake  Presumption's  hope  of  joj. 

Then  to  the  things  whose  bliss  or  woe, 
Like  mine,  is  wild  and  worthless  all, 
That  world  resign — such  scenes  forego. 

Where  those  who  feel  most  sarelv  fiH 

• 

Thy  youth,  thy  charms,  thy  tendernen, 
Thy  soul  from  long  seclusion  pure ; 

From  what  ev^n  here  hath  past,  may  gnea, 
What  there  thy  bosom  must  endure. 

Oh !  pardon  that  imploring  tear. 
Since  not  by  Virtue  thod  in  vain. 

My  frenzy  drew  fnim  eyes  so  dear; 
For  me  they  shall  not  weep  again. 

Though  long  and  monrnful  must  it  be, 
The  thought  that  we  no  more  may  meet; 

Yet  I  deserve  the  stem  decree. 
And  almost  deem  the  sentence  sweet 

Still,  had  I  loved  thee  less,  mr  heart 
Had  then  less  sacrificed  to  thine ; 

It  felt  not  half  so  much  to  part» 
As  if  its  guilt  had  made  thee  mine. 


ON    THE    DEATH    OF    SIR    PETER 
PARKER,  BART. 

Trbbb  is  a  tear  for  all  that  die, 
A  mourner  o^er  the  humblest  grave; 

But  nations  swell  the  funeral  cry. 
And  Triumph  weeps  above  the  brave. 

For  them  is  Sorrow'i  pnreet  tigii 
O'er  Ocean's  heaving  bosom  tent: 

In  vain  their  bones  nnbnried  lie. 
All  earth  becomea  their  momunent! 

A  tomb  is  theirs  on  every  page. 

An  epitaph  on  every  toag;Qe. 
The  present  hours,  the  future  age« 

For  them  bewail,  to  them  belong. 

For  them  the  voice  of  festal  nlrtli 
Grows  hush*d,  their  name  the  only  wamk 

While  deep  Remerohraace  pimrs  to  WeiA 
The  goblet*!!  tributary  rami. 


I  S  C  EL  I«  A  N  BO  U  S    POEMa 
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jk  theme  to  croirdt  thai  knew  them  not. 

Lamented  by  admiring  foet, 
,*Who  w»uld  not  share  their  glorious  lotT 
'     Who  would  not  die  the  death  they  chotef 

^'And,  gallant  Parker!  thas  enshrined 
''     Thy  life,  thy  fall,  th^  fame  shaU  be; 
And  early  valour,  glowing,  find 
A  model  in  thy  memory. 

'  But  there  are  breasts  that  bleed  with  thee 
In  woe,  that  glory  cannot  quell; 

^nd  shuddering  hear  of  victory, 

Where  one  so  dear,  so  dauntless,  fell. 

liVhere  shall  they  turn  to  mourn  thee  less? 

When  cease  to  hear  thy  cherished  name? 
Time  cannot  teach  forgetfulness. 

While  Griefs  fuU  heart  is  fed  by  Fame. 

Alas!  for  them,  though  not  for  thee. 
They  cannot  choose  but  weep  the  more; 

Deep  for  the  dead  the  grief  must  be, 
Who  ne*er  gave  cause  to  mourn  before. 


TO  A  LADY   WEEPINO. 

Wbrp,  daughter  of  a  n»yal  line, 
A  Sire*s  disgrace,  a  realm's  decay ; 

Ah,  happy  !  if  each  tear  of  thine 
Could  wash  a  father's  fault  away! 

Weep— for  thy  tears  are  Virtue^  tears — 
Auspicious  to  these  suffering  isles ; 

And  be  each  drop  in  future  years 
Repaid  thee  by  thy  people  s  smiles ! 

Moreh,  1812. 


When  thou  wert  changed,  they  altered  too  | 
The  chain  is  broke,  the  music  mnto: 

Tii  past — to  them  and  thee  adieu— 
False  heart,  frail  chain,  and  ailenl  IntoS 


FROM  THE  TURKISH. 

Taa  chain  I  gave  was  fair  to  view. 
The  lute  I  added  sweet  in  sound. 

The  heart  that  offer'd  both  was  true. 
And  ill  deserved  the  fate  it  found. 

These  gifts  were  charm'd  by  secret  spell 
Thy  truth  in  absence  to  diviae; 

And  they  have  done  their  duty  well, 
Alas !  they  could  not  teach  thee  thine. 

That  chain  was  firm  in  every  link. 
But  not  to  bear  a  stranger's  touch ; 

That  lute  was  sweet— till  thou  couldstthiak 
In  other  hands  its  notes  were  such. 

Let  him,  who  from  thy  neck  unbound 
The  chain  which  shiver'd  in  his  grasp. 

Who  iraw  that  lute  refuse  to  eouiHl* 
Restring  the  chordf,  reoew  tha  cUiy. 


SOKNET. 

VO      OBMBTBA. 

Tmnm  eyes*  blue  tenderness,  thy  long  fair 

hair. 
And   the   wan   lustre  of    thv  features*- 

caught 
From   contemplation   —    where  serenely 

wrought, 
Seems  Sorrow's  softoess  charm'd  from  its 

despair — 
Have  thrown  such  speaking  sadness  in  thine 

air. 
That  —  but  I  know  thy   blessed  bosom 

fraught 
With  mines   of   unalloyed    and  stainless 

thought — 
I  should  have  deem'd  thee  doom'd  to  earthly 

care. 
With  such  an  aspect,  by  his  colours  blent. 
When  from  his  beauty-breathing  pencil 

bom, 
(Except  that  thou  hast  nothing  to  repent) 
The  Magdalen  of  Onido  saw  ttie  mom- 
Such  seemst  thou— but  how  much  more 

excellent! 
With  nought  Remorse  can  claim  —  nor 

Virtue  scorn. 


SONNET. 


VO      OBMBVnA. 


Tht  cheek  is  pale  with  thought,  but  not 

from  woe. 

And  yet  so  lovely,  that  if  mirth  could  flush 

Its  rose  of  whiteness  with  the  brightest 

blush, 

My  heart  would  wish  away  that  ruder 

glow :— 

And  daxxle  not  thy  deep-blue  eyes — but  ohi 

While  gaxing  on  them  stemer  eyes  will 

gush. 

And  into  mine  mv  mother's  weakness  rush^ 

Soft  as  the  last  urops  round  heaven's  airy 

brfw. 

For,   tfirongh  thy  long  dark  lashet  low 

depending. 

The  soul  of  melancholy  Gentleness 

Gleaau  like  a  seraph  from  the  sky  des- 
cending. 

Above  all  pain,  yet  f  itying  all  distress ; 

At    once    such    msjesty    with    sweetaess 

blending, 

I  worship  more,  but  cannot  love  tfiee  U 
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INSCRIPTION 


Wk  THB  MONUaUraT  OP  A   irKWP0irNDI.A]lD-D0O. 

Whbm  tome  proad  ion  of  man  retnmg  to 

earth. 
Unknown  to  glory,  but  upheld  by  birth, 
The  fculptor^8  art  exhautt*  the  pomp  of  woe, 
And  storied  urii«  record  who  rests  below ; 
When  all  is  done,  upon  the  tomb  is  seen, 
Not  what  ho  was,  but  what  he  should  have 

been: 
But  the  poor  d«»g,  in  life  the  firmest  friend. 
The  first  to  welcome,  foremost  to  defend. 
Whose  honest  heart  is  still  his  master^s  own, 
Who  labours,   fights,    lives,    breathes  for 

him  alone, 
Unhononr'd  falls,  unnoticed  all  his  worth, 
Denied  in  heaven  the  soul  he  held  on  earth: 
While  man,  vain  insect!   hopes  to  be  for- 
given, 
And  claims  himself  a  sole  exclusive  heaven. 
Oh  man !  thou  feeble  tenant  of  an  hour. 
Debased  by  slavery,  or  corrupt  by  poM'er, 
Who  knows  thee  well  must  quit  thee  with 

disgust. 
Degraded  mass  of  animated  dust ! 
Thy  love  is  lust,  thy  friendship  all  a  cheat. 
Thy  smiles  hypocrisy,  thy  words  deceit! 
By  nature  vile,  ennobled  but  by  name. 
Each  kindred  brute  might  bid  thee  blush 

for  shame. 
Ye !  who  perchance  behold  M^  simple  urn. 
Pass  on— It  honouri  none  you  wish  to  mourn: 
To  mark  a  friend^s  remains  these  stones 

arise, 
1  wever  knew  but  one,  and  here  he  lies. 

^'ewatead  Abbeys  Oct.  30,  1808. 


FAREWELL. 

Fabbwbll  !  if  ever  fondest  prayer 

For  others'  weal  avail*d  on  high. 
Mine  will  not  all  be  lost  in  air. 

But  waft  thy  name  beyond  the  sky. 
Twere  vain  to  speak,  to  weep,  to  sigh : 

Oh!  more  than  tears  of  blood  can  tell. 
When  wrung  from  guilt*s  expiring  eye, 

Are  in  that  word— Farewell!-  Farewell! 

.i 

These  lips  are  mute,  theee  eyes  are  dry  $ 

But  in  my  breast,  and  in  my  brain. 
Awake  the  pangs  that  pass  not  by. 

The  thought  that  ne'er  shall  sleep  a^n. 
Mysonl  nor  deigns  nor  dares  complain. 

Though  grief  and  passion  there  rebelj 
I  only  know  we  loved  in  vain — 

I  only  feel  -Farewell  !—Fareweil ! 


BaiQHT  be  the  place  of  tliy  soul ! 

No  lovelier  spirit  than  thine 
E'er  burst  from  its  mortal  control. 


In  the  orbs  of  the  bloMed  to  shine. 
On  earth  thou  wert  all  bat  divine. 

As  thy  soul  shall  immortally  be; 
And  our  sorrow  may  ce«rte  to  repine. 

When  we  know  that  thy  God  is  with  I 

Light  be  the  turf  of  thy  tomb ! 

May  its  verdure  like  emeralds  be: 
There  should  not  be  the  shadow  of  gl 

In  aught  that  reminds  us  of  thee. 
Young  flowers  and  an  evergreen  tree 

May  spring  from  the  spot  of  thy  ret 
But  nor  cypress  nor  yew  let  us  see ; 

For  why  should  wo  mourn  for  the  b 


When  we  two  parted 

In  silence  and  tears, 
Half  broken-hearted 

To  sever  for  years. 
Pale  grew  thy  cheek  and  (u>id. 

Colder  thy  kiss; 
Truly  that  hour  foretold 

Sorrow  to  this. 

The  dew  of  the  morning 

Sunk  chill  on  my  brow — 
It  felt  like  the  warning 

Of  what  I  feel  now. 
lliy  vows  are  all  broken. 

And  light  is  thy  fame; 
I  hear  tliy  name  spoken. 

And  share  in  its  shame. 

They  name  thee  before  me, 

A  knell  to  mine  ear ; 
A  shudder  comes  o'er  me — 

Why  wert  thou  so  dear? 
They  know  not  I  knew  thee. 

Who  knew  thee  too  well : — 
Long,  long  shall  I  rue  thee. 

Too  deeply  to  tell. 

In  secret  we  met — 

In  silence  I  grieve. 
That  thy  heart  could  forget. 

Thy  spirit  deceive. 
If  I  should  meet  thee 

After  long  years. 
How  should  I  greet  thee  ? — 

With  silence  and  tean. 


STANZAS  FOR  MUSIC. 

Thbrb  be  none  of  Beauty's  danghlM 

With  a  magic  like  thee; 
And  like  music  on  the  wmten 
Is  thy  sweet  voice  to  me: 
Wlien,  as  if  its  aound  were  cuuiiig 
The  charm'd  oeean's  paasiag. 
The  wavet  lie  still  aiid  gleaouog. 
And  the  InlVi  winds  mob  dieaming. 
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And  the  nidniglit  moon  it  wending 
Her  bright  chain  o*er  thee  deep ; 

Whose  breast  it  gently  heaving. 
As  an  infantas  asleep: 

So  the  spirit  bows  before  thee, 

To  listen  and  adore  thee ; 

IVith  a  full  but  soft  emotion, 

liike  the  swell  of  Summer's  ocean. 


STANZAS  FOR  MUSIC. 

O  Laehrymariim  fons,  tenero  stcros 
Ducentium  ortus  ei  tnimo:  qaater 
Felii!  in  imo  qoi  icatcntem 
Pectore  te,  pia  Nympha,  seiifit. 

Oeav. 

TuBRB^t  not  a  joy  the  world  can  give  like 

that  it  taket  away, 
When  the  glow  of  early  thought  deciinet 

in  feeling*t  dull  decay; 
n^it  not  on  youth'i  tmooth  cheek  the  blnth 

alone,  which  fadet  to  fast, 
But  the  tender  bloom  of  heart  is  gone,  ere 

youth  itself  be  past 

Then   the   few  whote  tpiritt  float  aboye 

the  wreck  of  happinett. 
Are  driven  o'er  the  shoals  of  guilt  or  ocean 

of  excess: 
Tlie  magnet  of  their  course  it  gone,  or 

only  pointt  in  vain 
The  thore  to  which  their  shivered  sail  shall 

never  ttretch  again. 

Then  the  mortal  coldnett  of  the  toul  like 
death  itself  comet  down ; 

It  cannot  feel  for  othert'  woet,  it  dare  not 
dream  itt  own; 

That  heavy  ch^U  hat  frozen  o*er  the  fount- 
ain of  our  teart. 

And  though  the  eye  may  tparkle  ttill,  tit 
where  the  ice  appears. 

Though  wit  may  flath  from  fluent  lipt, 

and  mirth  distract  the  breast. 
Through  midnight  hours  that  yield  no  more 

their  former  hope  of  rest ; 
Tit  but  as  ivy-leaves  around  the  ruin'd 

turret  wreathe. 
All  green  and  wildly  fresh  without,  but 

worn  and  gray  beneath. 

Oh   could  I   feel  as  I  have  felt,— or  be 

what  I  have  been, 
Or  weep,  as  I  could  once  have  wept,  o*er 

many  a  vanish*d  scene: 
As  springs,  in  deserts  found,  teem  tweet ^ 

all  brackith  though  they  be,— 
So,  midtt  the  wither'd  watte  of  life,  thaie 

teart  wonid  flow  to  me. 


FARE  THEE  WELL. 

• 

Alu!  tkey  kad  been  fWends  in  youth; 
Bot  whispering  tonfoet  can  poison  trnth; 
And  constancy  lives  in  realms  above: 
And  Life  is  thorny;  and  youth  is  vain: 
And  to  be  wroth  with  one  we  love, 
Doth  work  like  madness  in  the  brain: 

But  never  either  found  another 

To  free  the  hollow  heart  from  painingr- 

They  stood  aloof,  the  scars  remaining. 

Like  clilfs,  which  had  been  rent  asunoer; 

A  dreary  sea  now  flows  between, 

But  neither  heat,  nor  frost,  nor  thunder 

Shall  wholly  do  away,  I  ween, 

The  marks  of  that  which  once  hath  been. 

COLEAISOC. 

Pars  thee  well !  and  if  for  over, 

Still  for  ever,  fare  thee  well: 
Even  though  unforgiving,  never 

^Gainst  thee  shall  my  heart  rebel. 
Would  that  breatt  were  bared  before  thee 

Where  thy  head  so  oft  hath  lain. 
While  that  placid  sleep  came  o*er  thee 

Which  thou  ne*er  canst  know  again : 
Would  that  breast,  by  thee  glanced  over. 

Every  inmost  thought  could  show ! 
Then  thou  wouldst  at  last  discover 

Twat  not  well  to  tpum  it  to. 
Though  the  world  for  this  commend  thee — 

Though  it  smile  upon  the  blow. 
Even  itt  praises  must  offend  thee. 

Founded  on  another's  woe— 
Though  my  many  faultt  defaeed  me, 

Gould  no  other  arm  be  foond 
Than  the  one  which  once  eodNraced  roe. 

To  inflict  a  cureless  wound  f 
Yet,  oh  yet,  thyself  deceive  not ; 

Love  may  sink  by  slow  decay, 
But  by  sudden  wrench,  believe  not 

Hearts  can  thus  be  torn  away: 
Still  thine  own  its  life  retaineth — 

Still  must  mine,  though  bleeding,  beat; 
And  the  undying  thought  which  paineth 

Is — that  we  no  more  may  meet. 
These  are  words  of  deeper  sorrow 

Than  the  wail  above  the  dead ; 
Both  shall  live,  but  every  morrow 

Wake  us  from  a  widow'd  bed. 
And  when  thou  wouldst  solace  gather, 

When  our  child^s  first  accents  flow. 
Wilt  thou  teach  her  to  say  "Father!  "* 

Though  his  care  she  must  forego? 
When  her  little  hands  shall  press  thee. 

When  her  lip  to  thine  is  prest. 
Think  of  him  whose  prayer  shall  blett  thee. 

Think  of  him  thy  love  had  blettM ! 
Should  her  lineamentt  retemble 

Thote  thou  never  more  maytft  fee. 
Then  thy  heart  will  toftly  tremble 

With  a  pulte  yet  true  to  me. 
All  my  fkultt  perchance  thou  knowett„ 

All  my  madnett  none  can  know ; 
All  my  hopet,  where'er  thou  goett^ 

Wither — ^yet  with  thee  they  go^ 
Everjr  feeling  hath  been  thaken  ; 

Pride,  which  not  a  world  could  bow. 
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Bowt  to  thee— liy  thee  fonakem 
Even  my  ioul  fowakef  me  nowt 

But  'tif  done- all  wordi  are  idle- 
Words  from  me  are  Talner  •till ; 

But  the  thoughts  we  cannot  hridle 
Force  their  way  without  the  will.  - 

Fare  thee  well  !-thiis  diranited, 
Tom  from  every  nearer  tie, 

8ear'd  in  heart,  and  lone,  and  hlighted- 
More  than  this  I  scarce  can  die. 


And  these,  whea  all  WM  lort  ^f^ 
Were  found,  and  stUl  are  fixeda*  Wi- 

And  hearing  still  a  hreast  so  tried. 
Earth  is  no  desert— otco  to  me. 


ODE. 


[vBoa 


1 


TO 


•  •  • 


Wnit  all  aroand  grew  drear  nnd  dark, 
And  reason  half  withheld  her  ray— 

And  hope  hut  shed  a  dying  spark 
Which  more  misled  my  lonely  way; 

In  that  deep  midnight  of  the  mind. 
And  that  internal  strife  of  heart,^ 

When  dreading  to  he  deemM  too  kind. 
The  weak  despair— the  cold  depart; 

When  fortune  changed— and  love  fled  far, 
And  hatred*s  shaftii  flew  thick  and  fast, 

Thou  wert  the  solitary  star 

Which  rose  and  set  not  to  the  last. 

Oh!  blest  he  thine  anhroken  light! 

That  watch'd  me  as  a  seraph's  eye. 
And  stood  hetween  me  and  the  night. 

For  ever  shining  sweetly  nigh. 

And  when  the  cloud  upon  us  came. 

Which  strove  to  blacken  o'er  thy  ray- 
Then  purer  spread  its  gentle  flame, 
And  dash'd  the  darkness  all  away. 

Still  may  thy  spirit  dwell  on  mine, 
And  teach  it  what  to  braye  or  brook— 

There's  mi  re  in  one  soft  word  of  thine, 
Than  in  the  world'to  defied  rebuke. 


Thou  stood'st,  as  stands  a  lovely  tree. 
That  still  nnbroke,  though  gently  bent. 

Still  waves  with  fond  fidelity 
Its  boughs  above  a  monument. 

The  winds  mightrend-4he  skies  might  pour. 
But  there  thoa  wert-and  still  woaldst  be 

Devoted  in  the  stormiest  hoar 
To  shed  thy  weeping  leaTes  o'er  me. 

Bat  thoa  and  thine  shall  know  no  blight, 
Whatever  fate  on  me  mav  fall ; 

For  heaven  in  snnshine  will  reqaite 
The  kind— and  thee  the  most  of  all. 

Then  let  the  tiea  of  baffled  love 
Be  broken— thine  will  never  break ; 

Thy  heart  can  feel— but  will  not  move; 
Thy  soul,  thoagh  toft,  will  aever  shake. 


by  BnoMPmrte.  Hs  elnyrto  bis  "^  "  ™^ 
wrote  a  fetur  to  Lord'keltli,  •■t~tjjf  £ 

menial  oapMity,  whldi  conld  not  be  edaittii 

Must  thoa  go,  my  glorioas  Chief; 

Sever'd  from  thy  faithful  few? 
Who  can  tell  thy  warrior's  mef,  | 

Maddening  o'er  that  long  adiea? 
Woman's  love,  and  friendship's  aeal- 

Dear  as  both  have  been  to  me— 
What  are  they  to  all  I  feel. 

With  a  soldier's  faith,  for  thceV 

Idol  of  the  soldier's  soal  I  ^ 

First  in  fight,  but  mightieal  now: 
Many  could  a  world  control ; 

Thee  alone  no  doom  can  bow. 
By  thy  side  for  years  I  dared 

Death,  and  envied  those  who  fsll, 
When  their  dying  shout  was  heard 

Blessing  him  they  served  so  well. 

Would  that  I  were  cold  with  those. 

Since  this  hour  I  live  to  see ; 
When  the  doubU  of  coward  foes 

Scarce  dare  trust  a  man  with  thee, 
Dreadinff  each  should  set  thee  free. 

Oh!  idthough  in  dungeons  pent, 
All  their  chains  were  light  to  me, 

Gaxing  on  thy  soal  aabeat 

Would  the  sycophants  of  him 

Now  so  deaf  to  duty's  prayer. 
Were  his  borrow'd  glories  dim, 
,     In  his  native  darkness  share? 
I  Were  that  world  this  hoar  his  owa. 
All  thoa  calmly  dost  resiga. 
Could  he  purchase  with  that  throne    ^ 
HearU  like  those  which  still  are  thiwl 


My  chief,  aiy  king,  my  friend,  adiea  I 

Never  did  1  droof  before  ; 
Never  to  my  sovereiga  sae. 

As  his  foes  I  now  implore. 
All  I  ask  is  to  divide 

Every  peril  he  mast  brmva. 
Sharing  by  the  hero's  ride 

His  fall,  his  exile,  and  hit  gfsva. 


[nuw  vn 


il 


Wb  do  not  carse  thoa,  Waterloo! 
Thoagh  fVeedom'k  Uaad  thy  plaia  bedsi 
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Thete  *Cwit  ihed,  bat  it  not  mmk*- 

Rifing  from  esch  gorj  tmnV, 

Like  the  water-ipout  from  ocean, 

With  a  strong  and  growing  motion^ 

It  toarf,  and  mingles  in  the  air, 

With  that  of  lostLABBDOTBas— 

With  that  of  him  whose  honoarM  gra 

Contains  the  ^^braTest  of  the  braye.^ 

A  crimson  cloud  it  spreads  and  glows, 

But  shall  retarn  to  whence  it  rose ; 

When  'tis  full  *twill  burst  asunder— 

Never  jet  was  heard  such  tbnnder 

As  then  shall  shake  the  world  with  wonder — 

KoTor  yet  was  seen  such  lightning, 

As  o'er  heaven  shidl  then  1^  brinit'ning ! 

liike  the  Wormwood-Star  foretold 

By  the  sainted  Seer  of  old, 

Showering  down  a  fiery  flood, 

Turning  nvers  into  blood. 

The  Chief  has  fallen,  but  not  by  yon. 
Vanquishers  of  Waterloo! 
When  the  soldier-citiien 
SwayM  not  o>r  his  fellow-men — 
Save  in  deeds  that  led  them  on 
Where  Glory  smiled  on  Freedom's  son— 
Who,  of  all  the  despots  banded. 
With  that  youthful  chief  competed  f 
Who  could  boast  o*er  France  defeated. 
Till  lone  Tyranny  commanded? 
I'ill,  goaded  by  Ambition's  sting, 
The  Hero  sunk  into  the  King? 
Then  he  fell; — So  perish  all. 
Who  would  men  by  man  enthrall 

And  then  too  of  the  snow-white  plume ! 
Whose  realm  refused  thee  even  a  tomb; 
Better  hadst  thou  still  been  leading 
France  o'er  hosts  of  hirelings  bleeding. 
Than  sold  thyself  to  death  and  shame 
For  a  meanly  royal  name. 
Such  as  he  of  Naples  wears. 
Who  th^  blood-bought  title  bears. 
Little  didst  thou  deem,  when  dashing 
On  thy  war-horse  through  the  ranks. 
Like  a  stream  which  burst  its  banks. 
While  helmets  cleft,  and  sabres  clashing, 
Shone  and  shiver'd  fast  around  thee— 
or  the  fate  at  last  which  found  thee : 
Was  that  haughty  plume  laid  low 
By  a  slave's  dishonest  blow  ? 
Once— as  the  Moon  sways  o'er  the  tide. 
It  rolled  in  air,  the  warrior's  guide; 
Through  the  smoke-created  night 
Of  the  black  and  sulphurous  fight, 
The  soldier  raised  his  seeking  eye 
To  catch  that  crest's  ascendancy,— 
And  as  it  onward  rolling  rose, 
80  moved  his  heart  upon  our  foes. 
There,wheTe  death's  brief  pang  was  qnickest. 
And  the  battle's  wreck  lay  Uiickest, 
Strew'd  beneath  the  advancing  banner 
Of  the  eagle's  burning  crest— 
(There,  with  thunder-clouds  to  fam  her, 
Who  could  then  her  wing  arreet— 


Victoiy  beaiuing  froni  her  brenftf) 
While  the  broken  line  enlarging 
Fell,  or  fled  along  the  plain ; 
lliere  be  sure  was  BfuuAT  charging  I 
There  he  ne'er  shall  charge  again! 

O'er  glories  gone  the  invaders  march. 
Weeps  IVinmph  o'er  each  levell'd  arch— 
But  let  Freedom  rejoice. 
With  her  heart  in  her  voice ; 
But,  her  hand  on  her  sword. 
Doubly  shall  she  be  adored ; 
France  hath  twice  too  well  been  taught 
The  ^'mond  lesson "  dearly  bought— 
Her  safety  sits  not  on  a  throne. 
With  Capbt  or  Napolbon  ! 
But  in  equal  rights  and  laws. 
Hearts  and  hands  in  one  great  cause- 
Freedom,  such  as  God  hath  given 
Unto  all  beneath  his  heaven 
With  their  breath,  and  from  their  birth. 
Though  Guilt  would  sweep  it   from  the 

earth; 
With  a  fierce  and  lavish  hand 
Scattering  nations'  wealth  like  sand : 
Pouring  nations'  blood  like  water. 
In  imperial  seas  of  slaughter! 

But  the  heart  and  the  mind. 
And  the  voice  of  mankind. 
Shall  arise  in  communion— 
And  who  shall  resist  that  proud  union  ? 
The  time  is  past  when  swords  subdued— 
Man  may  die— the  soul's  renew *d  : 
Even  in  this  low  world  of  care 
Freedom  ne'er  shall  want  an  heir; 
Millions  breathe  but  to  inherit 
Her  for  ever  bounding  spirit — 
When  once  more  her  hosts  assemble. 
Tyrants  shall  believe  and  tremble  — 
Smile  they  at  this  idle  threat? 
Crimson  tears  will  follow  yet 


ON  THE  STAR  OF  THE  LEGION  OF 

HONOUR. 

[fBOX    TU    FESlfOR.] 

Stab  of  the  bravel— whose  beam  hath  shed 
Such  glory  o'er  the  quick  and  dead— 
Thou  radiant  and  adored  deceit! 
Which  millions  rush'd  in  arms  to  greet,— 
Wild  meteor  of  immortal  birth  I 
Why  rise  in  Heaven  to  set  on  Earth? 

Souls  of  slain  heroes  form'd  thy  rays ; 
Eternity  flash'd  through  thy  blase; 
The  music  of  thy  martial  sphere 
Was  fiune  on  high  and  honour  here ; 
And  thy  light  broke  on  human  eyes 
Like  a  Volcano  of  the  skies. 
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Like  lava  roUM  thj  f tream  of  blood. 
And  swept  down  empires  with  its  flood ; 
Earth  rock*d  beneath  thee  to  her  base. 
As  thou  didst  lighten  through  all  space; 
And  the  shorn  Sun  grew  dim  in  air. 
And  set  while  thou  wert  dwelling  there. 

Before  thee  rose,  and  with  thee  grew^ 

A  rainbow  of  the  loveliest  hue 

Of  three  bright  colours,  each  diyine. 

And  fit  for  that  celestial  sign; 

For  Freedom^s  hand  had  blended  them 

Like  tints  in  an  immortal  gem. 

One  tint  was  of  the  sunbeam's  djes  $ 
One,  the  blue  depth  of  Seraph's  eves  ; 
One,  the  pure  Spirit's  veil  of  white 
Had  robed  in  radiance  of  its  light: 
The  three  so  mingled  did  beseem 
The  texture  of  a  neavenlj  dream. 

Star  of  the  brave !  thy  ray  is  pale, 
And  darkness  must  again  prevail ! 
Uut,  oh  thou  Rainbow  of  the  free ! 
Our  tears  and  blood  must  flow  for  thee. 
When  thy  bright  promise  fades  away. 
Our  life  is  but  a  load  of  clay. 

And  Freedom  hallows  with  her  tread 
The  silent  cities  of  the  dead; 
For  beautiful  in  death  are  they 
Who  proudly  fall  in  her  array ; 
And  soon,  oh  Goddess!  may  we  be 
For  evermore  with  them  or  thee ! 


Oh!    for    the   veteran     hearta    that  woi 

wasted 
In  strife  with  the  ttorm,  when  their  btttla 

were  won — 
Then   the  Eagle,  whose  gaze  in  that  ■•-     1 

ment  was  blasted,  i 

Had  still  soar'd  with  eyes  fiz'd  onVictory'i 

sun! 


Farewell    to   thee,   France!  —  bat  wba 

Liberty  rallies 
Once  more  in  thy  regions,  remember  m 

then — 
The  violet  still  grows  in  flie  depth  of  thj 

valleys ; 
Though  withered,  thy  teara  wiU  onfoMil 

again — 
Yet,  yet  I  may  baffle  the  hosts  that  fo^ 

round  ns,  ^ 

And  yet  may  thy  heart  leap  awake  to  b^ 

voice — 
There  are  links  which  mast  break  in  tk 

chain  that  has  bonnd  m. 
Then  torn  thee  and  call  on  the  Chief  of  Chy 

choice ! 


KAFOLEON'S  FAREWELL. 

[PKOM    THB    FaSlVCH.] 

FAaawBLL  to  the  Land  where  the  gloom  of 

my  Glory 

Arose  and  o'ershadow'd  the  earth  with  her 

name — 

She  abandons  me  now,— but  the  page  of 

her  story. 

The  brightest  or  blackest,  is  fill'd  with 

my  fame. 

I  have  warr'd  with  a  world  which  van- 
quished me  only 

When  the  meteor  of  Conquest  allured  me 

too  far; 

I  have  coped  with  the  nations  which  dread 

me  thus  lonely. 

The  last  single  Captive  to  millions  in  war. 

Farewell  to  thee,  France!— when  thy  dia- 
dem crown 'd  me 

I  made  thee  the  gem  and  the  wonder  of 

earth,  — 

But  thy  weakness  decrees  1  should  leave 

as    I   found  thee, 

Oecay'd  in  thy  glory  and  sunk  in  thy  worth.  I 


WRITTEN    ON    A    BLANK    LEAF  W 
''THE  PLEASURES  OF  MEMORY." 

ABSBirr  or  present,  still  to  thee. 

My  friend,  what  magic  spells  beloog ! 
As  all  can  tell,  who  share,  like  me. 

In  turn,  thy  converse  and  thy  song. 
But  when  the  dreaded  hoar  shall  rome, 

By  Friendship  ever  deemM  t(K>  nigh. 
And  ''MsnoaT  ^  o*er  her  Drnid^s  tomb 

Shall  weep  that  aught  of  thee  can  die, 
How  fondly  will  She  then  repay 

Thy  homage  offered  at  her  shrine. 
And  blend,  while  Ages  roll  away. 

Her  name  immortally  with  thine! 

April  19,  18U. 


SONNET. 


RorssBAV — Voltaire— oar  Gibboii — aad  de 

Stael— 
Leman!   these  names  are  worthj  of  tky 

shore. 
Thy  shore  of    names   like    thctse;    w«t 

thoa  no  more. 
Their    memory  thy  remembrance  waoU 

recal: 
To  them  thy  banks  were  loTely  as  ta  alt ; 
But  they  have  made  them  lovelier,  Isf 

the  lore 
Of  mighty  minds  doth  hallow  in  the  etre 
Of  human  hearts  the  nun  of  a  wall 
Where  dwelt  the  wise  and  WMdiwu;  kat 
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How  much  more,  Lake  of  Beauty !  do  we 

feel. 
In  fweetly  (gliding  o^er  thy  cry§tal  tea. 
The  wild  glow  of  that  not  ungentle  zeal, 
Which  of  the  heir§  of  immortality 
!•  proud,  and  makes  the  breath  of  glory  real! 


In  the  desert  a  fountain  it  ipringing, 
In  the  wide  waste  there  still  is  a  tree. 

And  a  bird  in  the  solitude  singing. 
Which  speaks  to  my  spirit  of  tAee. 


ST4\ZAS  TO  •  •  • 

Tmoitgh  the  day  of  my  destiny *s  oyer. 

And  the  star  of  my  fate  hath  declined, 
Thj'  soft  heart  refused  to  discover 

The  faults  which  so  many  could  find ; 
Though  thy  soul  with  my  grief  was  ac- 

quninted, 

ft  shrunk  not  to  share  it  with  me. 
And  the  love  which  my  spirit  hath  painted 

It  never  hath  found  but  in  thee. 

Then  when  nature  around  me  is  smiling 

The  last  smile  which  answers  to  mine, 
I  do  not  believe  it  beguiling 

Because  it  reminds  me  of  thine ; 
And  when  winds  are  at  war  with  the  ocean, 

As  the  breasts  I  believed  in  with  me. 
If  their  billows  excite  an  emotion. 

It  is  that  they  bear  mo  from  thee. 

Though  the  rock  of  my  last  hope  is  shivered. 

And  its  fragments  are  sunk  in  the  wave, 
Though  I  feel  that  my  soul  is  deliver^ 

To  pain  —  it  shall  not  be  its  slave. 
There  is  many  a  pang  to  pursue  me : 

'Ilicy   may  crush,    but  they  shall   not 

contemn— 
Th^  may  torture,  but  shall  not  subdue  me  ^ 

'TIS  of  thee  that  I  think— not  of  them. 

Though  human,  thou  didst  not  deceive  me. 

Though  womAu,  thou  didst  not  forsake. 
Though  loved,  thou  forborest  to  grieve  me. 

Though  slanderM,    thou   never .  couldat 

shake,— 
Though  trusted  thou  didst  not  disclaim  me, 

Though  parted,  it  was  not  to  fly, 
Though  watchful,  'twas  not  to  defame  me. 

Nor,  mute,  that  the  world  might  belie. 

Yet  I  blame  not  the  world,  nor  despise  it, 

KoT  the  war  of  the  many  with  one — 
If  my  soul  was  not  fitted  to  prize  it, 

'Twas  folly  not  sooner  to  shun: 
And  if  dearly  that  error  hath  cost  me. 

And  more  than  I  once  could  foresee, 
I  have  found  that,  whatever  it  lost  me. 

It  could  not  deprive  me  of  thee. 

From  the  wreck  of  the  past,  which  hath 

perished. 

Thus  much  I  at  least  may  recal, 
it  hath  taught  me  that  what  I  most  cherished 

Deserved  to  be  dearest  of  all : 


A  VERY  MOURIKFTJL  BALLAD  ON  THE 
SIEGE  AND  CONQUEST  OF  ALHAMA. 

The  effect  of  the  original  ballad  (which  existed 
both  in  Spanish  una  Arabic)  was  such  that  it 
was  forbidden  to  be  sung  by  the  Moors,  oa 
pain  of  death,  within  Granada. 

Thk  Moorish  King  rides  up  and  down 
Through  Granada's  royal  town ; 
From  Elvira^s  gates  to  those 
Of  Bivarambla  on  he  goes. 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama ! 

Letters  to  the  monarch  tell 
How  Alhama's  city  fell; 
In  the  fire  the  scroll  he  threw. 
And  the  messenger  he  slew. 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama! 

He  quits  his  mule,  and  mounts  his  horse. 
And  throuffh  the  street  directs  his  course; 
Through  the  street  of  Zacatin 
To  the  Alhambra  spurring  in. 

Woe  is  me,  Xlhama ! 

When  the  Alhambra  walls  he  gaiuM, 
On  the  moment  he  ordain*d 
That  the  trumpet  straight  should  sound 
WiUi  the  silver  clarion  round. 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama! 

And  when  the  hollow  drums  of  war 
Beat  the  loud  alarm  afar. 
That  the  Moors  of  town  and  plain 
Might  answer  to  the  martial  strain. 
Woe  is  me,  Alhama! 

Then  the  Moors  by  this  aware 
I'hat  bloody  Mars  recalled  them  there. 
One  by  one,  and  two  by  two, 
To  a  mighty  squadron  grew. 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama ! 

Out  then  spake  an  aged  Moor 
In  these  words  the  king  before, 
*^ Wherefore  call  on  us,  oh  king? 
What  may  mean  this  gathering?"* 
Woe  is  me,  Alhama! 

'^Friends!  ye  nave,  alas!  to  know 
Of  a  most  disastrous  blow. 
That  the  Christians,  stem  and  bold, 
Ha^e  obtained  Alhama's  hold." 

Woe  if  me,  Alhama! 
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Oat  then,  f pake  old  Alfaqai, 
With  his  beard  to  white  to  fee, 
*'6ood  King !  thou  art  justly  served. 
Good  King!  thb  thou  hast  ffeserrcMl. 
Woe  is  me,  Alhama ! 

Bj  thee  Vere  slaiu,  in  evil  hour, 
The  Abencerrage,  Granada^s  flower ; 
And  strangers  were  received  by  thee 
Of  Cordova  the  Chivalry. 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama  I 

And  for  this,  oh  King!  is  sent 
On  thee  a  double  chastisement. 
Thee  and  thine,  thy  crown  and  realm, 
One  last  wreck  shall  overwhelm. 
Woe  is  me,  Alhama ! 

He  who  holds  no  laws  in  awe. 
He  must  perish  by  the  law; 
And  Granada  must  be  won. 
And  thyself  with  her  undone. " 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama ! 

Fire  flashed  from  out  the  old  Moor^s  eyes, 
The  Monarches  wrath  began  to  rise. 
Because  he  answered,  and  because 
He  spake  ezceedini;  well  of  laws. 
Woe  is  me,  Alhama  ! 

**There  is  no  law  to  say  such  things 
As  may  disgust  the  ear  of  kings :  ^ — 
Thus,  snortmff  with  his  choler,  said 
The  Moorish  King,  and  doomM  him  dead. 
Woe  is  me,  Alhama! 


Moor  Alfaqui !  Moor  Alfequi ! 
Though  thy  beard  so  hoary  be. 
The  King  hath  sent  to  have  thee 
For  Alhaoia's  loss  displeased. 

Woe  is  me,  Alhanui ! 


And  to  fix  thy  head  upon 
High  Alhambra's  loftiest  stone; 
That  this  for  thee  should  be  the  law, 
And  others  tremble  when  they  saw. 
Woe  is  me,  Alhama! 

**Cavalier!  and  man  of  worth! 
Let  these  words  of  mine  go  forth ; 
Let  the  Moorish  Monarch  know. 
That  to  him  I  nothing  owe : 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama! 

But  on  my  soul  Alhama  weighs. 
And  on  my  inmost  spirit  preys ; 
And  if  the  King  his  land  hath  lost, 
Yet  others  may  have  lost  the  most. 
Woe  is  me,  Alhama ! 

Sires  have  lost  their  children,  wives 
Their  lords,  and  valiant  men  their  lives ; 
One  what  best  his  love  might  claim 
Hath  lost,  another  wealth  or  fame. 
Woe  if  me,  AlUamal 


I  lost  a  damael  in  thai  hoar. 
Of  all  the  land  the  lovelieet  flower; 
Doubloons  a  hundred  I  vroiild  pay. 
And  think  her  ransom  eheap  tl|at  d^.* 
Woe  11  me,  Alhama! 

And  as  these  thing*  the  old  Moor  mi, 
They  severed  from  the  trunk  his  hetd; 
And  to  the  Alhambra*s  vmll  with  spesi 
Twas  carried,  as  the  King  decreed. 
Woe  is  me,  Alhama! 

And  men  and  infants  therein  weep 
Their  loss,  so  heavy  and  no  deep; 
Granada^s  ladies,  all  she  rears 
Within  her  walls,  burst  into  tears. 
Woe  is  me,  Alhama ! 

And  from  the  windows  u^er  the  walls 
The  sable  web  of  monming  falb! 
The  King  weeps  as  a  woman  ote 
His  loss,  for  it  is  much  and  tore. 
Woe  is  me,  AUumMf 


TRANSLATION    FROM    VITTOREUl 

OH  A  mm. 

Sonnet  composed  in  tke  name  of  n  Mher  vkii 
daughter  had  recently  died  ahortlj  after  W 
marriage ;  and  addreeted  to  the  father  ef  to 
who  had  lately  taken  Che  veiL 

Op  two  fair  virgins,  modest,  though  adnditi 
Heaven  made  ns  happy ;  and  now,  wretcki 

aires. 
Heaven   for  a  «iobler   doom  their  worik 

desiree. 
And  gazinff  upon  either,  both  required. 
Mine,  while  the  torch  of  Hymen  newly  finl 
Becomes  eztinguishM,    eoon  —  too  issb 

expires: 
But  thine  within  the  closing  grate  retired, 
Eternal  captive,  to  her  God  aspires. 
But  thou  at  least  fh>m  ont  the  jcaalonsdssr, 
Which  shuts  between  your  nererHBDestiig 


Mayst  hear  her   tweet    and   pions  vsics 

once  more: 
/  to  the  marble,  where  my  daughter  liei, 
Rush,— the  swoln  flood  of  bitterness  I  psar, 
And  knock,  and  knock,  and   knack— kat 

none  vepUei. 


STANZAS. 


River,  that  rollest  by  the  ancient 
Where  dwells  the  lady  of  my  love. 
Walks  by  thy  brink,  and  theiw 


walk 


i: 
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if  thy  deep  and  ample  ■treftm  thonld  be 
ror  of  my  heart,  where  8he  may  read 
ooiond  thoQghtt  1  now  betray  to  thee, 
\»  thy  wave,and  headlong  as  thy  speed? 

do  1  say— a  mirror  of  my  heart? 
jt  thy  waters  sweeping,   dark  and 

strong  ? 
8  my  feelings  were  and  are,  thou  art; 
ch  as  thou  art,  were  my  passions  long. 

may  have  somewhat  tamed  them,  not 

for  ever: 

iverflowst  thy  banks,  and  not  for  aye; 

Dsom  overboils,  congenial  river ! 

ioods  subside;  and  mine  have  sunk 

away— 

It  long  wrecks  behind  them,  and  again 
in  our  old  unchanged  career,  we  move; 
tendest  wildly  onward  to  the  main, 
to  loving  one  I  should  not  love. 

irrent  I  behold  will  sweep  beneath 
itive  walls,  and  murmur  at  her  feet; 
es  will  look  on  thee,  when  she  shall 

breathe 
rilight-air,  unharmed  by  summer's 

heat. 

11  look  on  thee :  I  hR\  e  look'd  on  thee, 
of    that    thought,    and    from   that 

moment  ne*er 
Bters  could  I  dream  of,  name  or  see, 
at  the  inseparable  sigh  for  her. 

right  eyes  will  be  imaged  in  thy 

stream ; 
ey  will  meet  the  wave  I  gaxe  on  now  t 
annot  witness,  even  in  a  dream, 
appy  wave  repass  me  in  its  flow. 

ave  that  bears  my  tears  returns  no 

more: 
he  return  by  whom  that  wave  shall 

sweep? 
read  thy  banks,  both  wander  on  thy 

shore; 
hy  source,  she  by  the  dark-blue  deep. 

at  which  keepeth  us  apart  is  not 
«,  nor  depth  of  wave,  nor  space  of 

earUi, 
5  distraction  of  a  yarious  lot, 
ions  as  the  climates  of  oar  birth. 

iger  loves  a  lady  of  the  land, 

ir  beyond  the  mountains,  bnt  hla 

blood 
aeridian,  as  if  never  fannM 
lileak  wind  that  chills  the  polar  flood. 

lod  is  all  meridian ;  were  it  not, 
lot  left  my  clime;— I  shall  not  be 
)  of  tortures  nc*er  to  be  forgot, 
)  again  of  love,  at  least  of  thee. 


Tis  vain  to  straggle— lei  mc  y.erish  youngs 
Live  as  1  lived,  and  love  as  1  have  loved : 
To  dust  if  I  return,  from  dust  I  sprung. 
And  then  at  least  my  heart  can  ne*er  be 

moved. 


DRINIONO-SOKG. 

Fill  the  goblet  again,  for  I  never  before 
Felt  the  glow  that  now  gladdens  my  heart 

to  its  core : 
Let  OS  drink— who  would  not?  since,  thro* 

lifers  varied  round, 
Li  the  goblet  alone  no  deeeption  is  found. 

I  have  tried  in  its  turn  all  that  lifecan  supply; 
I  have  bask'd  in  the  beams  of  a  dark  rolling 

eye; 
I  have  lov*d— whohas  not  ?  but  what  tongue 

will  decldre 
That  pleasure  eiisted  while  passion  was 

there? 

In  the  days  of  our  vouth,  when  the  heart*! 

in  its  spring. 
And  dreams  that  affection  can  never  take 

wing, 
I  had  friends,— who  has  not?   but  what 

tongue  will  avow 
That  friends,  rosy  wine,  are  so  fiaithfal  as 

thou? 


Tlie  breast  of  a  mistress  some  boy  may 

estrange; 
Friendship  shifts  with  the  sun-beam,— thou 

never  canst  change. 
Thou  growst  old — ^who  does  not?  out  ob 

earth  what  appears. 
Whose   virtues,  like  thine,  but  increase 

with  our  years? 

Yet  if  blest  to  the  utmost  that  love  can 

bestow. 
Should  a  rival  bow  down  to  our  idol  below. 
We  are  jealous — ^who  *s  not?  tkou  hast  no 

such  alloy. 
For  the  more  that  ei^oy  thee,  the  more  thej 

enjoy. 

When,  the  season  of  yontfi  and  its  jollities 

past. 
For  refuge  we  fly  to  the  goblet  at  last. 
Then  we  find—who  does  not?  in  the  flow 

of  the  soul. 
That  truth,  as  of  yore,  is  confined  to  the  bowl. 

When  the  box  of  Pandora  was  opened  on 

earth. 
And  Memory's  triumph  commenced  over 

Mirth, 
Hope  was  USt^^mtm  she  aot?  but  the  goblet 

^  106  kiss. 

And  care  not  for  hope,  who  are  certain  of 

Miss. 


HOURS    OF    IDLENESS. 


Long  life  to  the  gvape!  and  when  fommer 

is  flown. 

The  age  of  onr  nectar  thall  gladden  my  own. 

We  mnit  die— who  does  not?  may  our  fins 

be  forffiTen! 

And  Hebe  shall  nerer  be  idle  m  Heaven. 


ON  SIR  JOHN  MOORE'S  BURIAL. 

Not   a  dmm  was  heard,   nor  a  fnneral 

note. 
As  his  corse  to  the  ramparts  we  hurried ; 
Not  a  soldier  discharged  his  farewell  shot 
0*er  the  grave  where  onr  hero  we  buried. 

We  buried  him  darkly  at  dead  of  night. 
The  sods  with  our  bayonets  turning, — 
By  the  struggling  moonbeam^s  misty  light. 
And  the  lantern  dimly  burning. 

No  useless  coffin  confined  his  breast. 
Nor  in  sheet  nor  in  shrouds  we  bound  him, 
But  he  lay  like  a  warrior  taking  his  rest. 
With  his  martial  cloak  aroond  him. 


Few  and  short  were  the  piayan  we  wH 
And  we  spoke  not  a  wonl  of  aorrow; 
But  we  stedfastly  gaied  on  the  face  fffti 

dead. 
And  we  bitterly  thought  of  the  momv. 

We  thought,  as  we  heap*d  his  narrow  bei 
And  smoothM  down  his  lonely  pillow, 
That  the  foe  and  the  stranger  would  trcd 

o'er  his  held 
And  we  far  away  on  the  billow! 

Lightly  they'll  talk  of  the  spirit  that's  goK, 
And  o'er  his  cold  ashes  upbraid  him ; 
But  nothing  he'll  reck,    if   they  let  Mi 

sleep  on 
In  the  grave  where  a  Briton  has  laid  kin 

But  half  of  our  heavy  task  was  done. 
When  the  clock  told  the  hoar  for  retiring; 
And  we  heard  by  the  distant  and  random  gu, 
That  the  foe  was  suddenly  firing. 

Slowly  and  sadly  we  laid  him  down, 
From  the  field  of  his  fame  fresh  and  gorj; 
We  carved  not  a  line,  we  raised  not  a  stone, 
But  we  left  him  alone  with  his  glory. 


\ 
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^ijr   ag  fie  juidA*  aivte,  fi^re  ri  viimi, 

Honxm. 

He  whistled  ae  he  went  for  went  of  thought. 

Devobn. 


TO   THU  aiOHT  HONOVBABLn 

FREDERICK,  EARL  OF  CARLISLE, 
khigut  op  ran  oautbb,  ete.  ete. 

THBSB  rOBMS  ABM  HfSOailBD  BT  HIS    OBLIGBO 
WABD  ABB   AVFBCnONATB   KIBSXAlff, 

THE  AUTHOR. 


ON  LEAVING  NIBWSTEAD  ABBEY . 

Why  dost  thou  bofld  the  haOf  Son  of  the  winged 
days !  Thon  lookeat  from  thy  tower  to-day ;  yet  a 
few  yean,  and  the  biait  of  the  desert  comes ;  it  howls 
in  tJ^  empty  conrt. 

OSSUR. 

Thbouoh  thy  battlements,  Newstead,  the 
hollow  winds  whistle; 
Thou,  the  hall  of  my  Fathers ,  art  gone 
to  decay ; 
In  thy  once  smiling  garden  the  hemlock  and 
thistle 
llaire  choked  up  the  rose,   which  late 
bloomed  in  the  way. 


Of  the  mail-coTer'd  Barona,  who,  proudly, 
to  battle 
Led  their  vassab  from  Europe  to  Pilei- 
tine^s  plain. 
The  escutcheon  and  shield,  which  with 
every  blast  rattle. 
Are    the   only    sad  Testigea  now  that 
remain. 

No  more  doth  old  Robert,  with  harp-striag- 
ing  numbers. 
Raise  a  flame  in  the  breaat,  forthewir- 
laureird  wreath  ; 
Near  Askalon*s  lowen  Jolw  of  Horistn 
slumbers. 
Unnerved  is  the  hand  of  his  minstrel,  kj 
death. 

Paul  and  Hubert  too  sleep,  intheiralleysf 
Cressy; 
For  the  safety  of  EdwanI  and  Bngtaai 
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Biy  PkUhenI  Clio  tmn  of  ymnrcMUitiyra- 
dreM  ve; 
Howyoafoaght!  how  you  died!  still  her 
unali  can  tell. 

On  Maraton,  with  Rupert  *galnft  traitors 
contending. 
Four  brothers  enriched  with  their  blood 
the  bleak  field; 
For  the  rights  of  a  monarch,  their  country 
defending. 
Till  death  their  attachment  to  royalty 
seal'd. 

Shades  of  heroes,  farewell !  your  descendant, 
departing 
From  the  seat  of  his  ancestors,  bids  you 
adieu! 
Abroad,  or  at  home,  your  remembrance 
imparting 
New  courage,  hell  think  upon  glory  and 
you. 

Though  a  tear  dim  his  eye.  at  this  sad 

separation , 

Tis  nature ,  not  fear ,  that  excites  his 

regret; 

Far  distant  he  goes,  with  the  same  emulation. 

The  fame  of  his  Fathers  he  ne'er  can  forget 

That  fame,  and  that  memory,  still  will  he 
cherish , 
He  TOWS  that  he  ne'er  will  disgrace  your 
renown; 
Like  yon  will  he  lire,  or  like  you  will  he 
perish; 
When  decay'd ,  may  he  mingle  hb  dust 
with  your  own. 

1808. 


EPITAPH  ON  A  FRIEND. 

A0T9Q  XQVffier  tiafvreg  tn  (aotOtv  itaog, 

Linnoi. 

Oa !  Friend !  for  ever  lored,  for  ever  dear ! 

What  fruitless  tears  haye  bathed  thy  hon- 
oured bier! 

What  sighs  re-echo'd  to  thy  parting  breath. 

While  thou  wast  struggling  in  the  pangs  of 
death! 

Omld  tears  retard  the  tyrant  in  his  course ; 

Could  sighs  avert  his  dart's  relentless  force; 

Could  youth  and  rirtue  claim  a  short  delay. 

Or  beauty  charm  the  spectre  from  his  prey ; 

I'hou  stUl  hadst  lived,  to  bless  my  aching 
sight. 

Thy  comrade's  honour,  and  thy  friend's 
delight. 

If,  yet,  thy  gcnde  spirit  hover  ni^h 

The  spot,  where  now  thy  mouldenng  ashes 
lie. 

Here  wilt  thou  read,  recorded  on  my  heart, 

A  gri(^  too  deep  to  trust  the  sculptor's  art. 


No  marble  mailcs  thy  coadi  of  lowly  sleep, 
But  living  statues  there  are  seen  to  weep  \ 
Affliction's  semblance  bends  not  o'er  thy 

tomb, 
Affliction's  self  dejj^lores  thy  youthful  doom. 
What  though  thy  sire  lament  his  failing  line, 
A  father's  sorrows  cannot  equal  mine ! 
Though  none,  like  thee,  his  dying  hoar  will 

cheer, 
Yet  other  offspring  soothe  his  anguish  here: 
But,  who  with  me  shall  hold  thy  fonner 

place  ? 
Thine  image,  what  new  friendship  can 

efface? 
Ah,  none!  a  father's  tears  will  cease  to  flow. 
Time  will  assuage  an  infant-brother's  woe; 
To  all,  save  one,  is  consolation  known , 
While  solitary  FHendship  sighs  alone. 

1808. 

A  FRAGMENT. 

Wiujr,  to  their  airy  hall,  niy  Fathers' voleo 
Shall  call  my  spirit,  joyful  in  their  choice ; 
When,  poised  upon  the  gale,  my  form  shall 

ride. 
Or,  dark  in  mist,  descend  the  mountains' 

side; 
Oh!  may  my  shade  behold  no  sculptured 

urns. 
To  mark  the  spot  where  earth  to  earth  re- 
turns: 
No  leng^en'd  scroll,  no  praise-encumber'd 

stone; 
My  epitaph  shall  be,  my  name  alone : 
If  that  with  honour  fail  to  crown  my  clay, 
Oh !  may  no  other  fame  my  deeds  repay ; 
That,  only  that,  shall  single  out  the  spot. 
By  that  remember'd,  or  with  that  forgot 

1808. 

THE  TEAR. 

Olaehi^unm  foni,  teaero  Muaros 
Dueeiitiom  ortns  eianfno;  quter 
Felix!  ia Imo qui teateiitem 
Pectore  te,  pia  Nymphs,  seBsit. 

Geay. 

Whbbi  Friendship  or  Love 

Our  sympathies  move ; 
When  Truth,  in  a  glance,  should  appear. 

The  lips  may  beguile. 

With  a  dimple  or  smile. 
But  the  test  of  affection 's  a  Tear. 

Too  oft  is  a  smile 

But  the  hypocrite's  wile, 
To  mask  detestation,  or  fear; 

Give  me  the  soft  sigh. 

Whilst  the  soul-telling  eye 
Isdimm'd,  for  a  time,  with  a  Tear 

Mild  Charity's  glow , 
To  us  mortals  below. 
Shows  the  soul  from  barbarity  clear ; 
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CompaifloB  will  nelt. 
Where  this  Tirtae  is  felt. 
And  itg  dew  b  diflfbiied  in  a  Tear. 

The  man,  doomMtorail 

With  the  hlast  of  the  sale. 
Through  hillows  Atlantic  to  steer ; 

As  he  bends  o'er  the  wave. 

Which  may  soon  be  his  gmre^ 
The  green  sparkles  bright  with  a  Tear. 

The  soldier  braves  death. 

For  a  fanciful  wreath, 
In  Glory's  romantic  career ; 

Bat  he  raises  the  foe. 

When  in  battle  laid  low, 
And  bathes  every  woond  with  a  Tear. 

If,  with  high-bounding  pride. 

He  return  to  his  bride. 
Renouncing  the  gore-crimson'd  spear ; 

All  his  toils  are  repaid. 

When,  embracing  the  maid. 
From  her  eyelid  he  kisses  the  Tear. 

Sweet  scene  of  my  youth. 

Seat  of  Friendship  and  Truth, 
Where  love  chased  each  fast-ileeting  year ; 

Loth  to  leave  thee,  I  moum'd, 

For  a  last  look  I  tum'd, 
But  thy  spire  was  scarce  seen  through  a  Tear. 

Though  my  vows  I  can  pour, 

To  my  Mary  no  more. 
My  Mary,  to  Love  once  so  dear; 

In  the  shade  of  her  bower, 

I  remember  the  hour. 
She  rewarded  those  vows  with  a  Tear. 

By  another  possest. 

May  she  live  ever  blest. 
Her  name  still  my  heart  must  revere ; 

With  a  sigh  I  resign. 

What  I  once  thought  was  mine , 
And  forgive  her  deceit  with  a  Tear. 

Ye  friends  of  my  heart. 

Ere  from  you  I  depart. 
This  hope  to  my  breast  is  most  near ; 

If  again  we  shall  meet, 

In  this  rural  retreat, 
May  we  meet,  as  we  part,  with  a  Tear. 

When  my  soul  winn  her  flight, 

To  the  regions  of  uMit, 
And  my  corse  shall  recline  on  its  bier ; 

As  ye  pass  by  the  tomb. 

Where  my  ashes  consume. 
Oh !  moisten  their  dust  with  a  Tear. 

May  no  marble  bestow 
The  splendour  of  woe, 


Which  the  diiUven  oirwadtj 
No  fiction  of  fame 
Siiall  blaaon  my  Bame, 

AUIask,  alllwidi,  isaT 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF 


FOX 


The  foOowHi^  iOiberai^  tm^rompim  wffmi 
in  a  Jlfoniffig^JVijper. 

'^Oua  Nation^s  foee  lament  on  Foi^  dstlk 
But  bless  the  hoar  when  Pitt  resign^  M 

breath; 
These  feelings  wide,  let  Sense  and  Tfik 

DDclee, 
We  give  the  palm  where  Jnetiee  peiati  i' 

dae."" 
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To  w1d€h  Ifte  Author  of  tkeoe  Pieea  Mt 
the  following'  MUfhg. 

Oh!  factious  viper!  whoee  enveaemM tsUl 
Would  mangle  still  the  deed,   pertertiig 

truth; 
What,  though  our  ^nation's  foea"  lanol 

the  ffiate. 
With  generous  feeling,    of  the  good  wi 


Shall  dastard  tongaea  essay  te  blart  tki 


Of  him,  whose  meed  eiieta  In  eadless  hmA 
When  Pn-r  expired,  in  plenitnde  of  powa^ 
Though  ill  success  obscured  hie  dying bssr, 
Pity  her  dewr  wings  before  him  spreoi 
For  noble  spirits  ''war  aot  with  thedesi* 
His  friends,  in  tears,  a  laatsad  requiem  gif«i 
As  all  his  errors  slumberM  in  the  grsfs; 
He  sunk,  an  Atlas,  bending'  *neath  the  weight 
Of  cares  overwhelming  oar  coaflicting  ststt; 
When,  lo!  a  Hercules,  la  Fox,  appeal'^ 
Who,  for  a  time,  the  ruln'd  ffabrie  rtar^; 
He,  too,  is  felivn,  who  BriCaia's  leas  sapplM; 
With  him,  our  fist  reviving  hopea  have  dki: 
Not  one  great  people  onlj  raise  his  am, 
All  Europe^  fiu*  extended  ref^oae  aioan. 
«'These  feelings  wide,  let  Sense  aad  TnA 

vaclue. 
To  give  the  palm  where  Justice  poinU  il 

dae;** 
Yet  let  not  canker'd  calumny  assail. 
Or  round  cor  statesaiaa  wiad  her  irlssaf 

veU.  ^^ 

FofK  I  o*er  whose  corse  a  moaralag  wsrii 

mast  weep. 
Whose  dear  reomlas  la  hoaoar^  aMilli 

aleep. 
For  whom,  at  last,  e'ea  hostile  aatieas  gisai, 
While  friends  and  foes  alike  his  taleats  owB| 
Fox  shall,  in  Britaia's  f atare  ■■■miI*,  shias, 
Nor  e*en  to  Prrr  the  patriot**  palm  resSga, 
Vlhich  En  vy ,  wearingCanVloar^  sacred  mwk, 
For  Pitt,  and  Pitt  aloae,  has  dared  ta  hL 
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AN  OCCASIONAL  PROLOGUE, 

^Mivcrcd  preoioui  to  ikeperfarmanee  of'Tke 
Miked  of  Fortmne/*  at  a  private  theatre. 

Bnt CB  the  refinement  of  thif  polish^  age 
Hae  swept  immoral  raillery  from  the  stage ; 
Biace  taste  has  now  expunged  liceatioas  wit, 
^Which  stamped  disgrace  on  all  an  author 

writ; 
Since,  now,  to  please  with  purer  scenes  we 

seek, 
Vor  dare  to  call  the  hlnah  from  Beanty^s 

cheeic; 
Oh !  let  the  modest  Muse  some  pity  claim. 
And  meet  indulgence  though  she  find  not 

fame. 
Still,  not  for  her  alone  we  wish  respect. 
Others  appear  more  conscious  of  defect ; 
To-night,  no  Veteran  Roscii  you  hehold, 
In  all  the  arts  of  scenic  action  old ; 
No  CooKB,  no  KnwiLB,  can  salute  you  here. 
No  Sddoivs  draw  the  sympathetic  tear; 
To-night,  you  throng  to  witness  the  debut. 
Of  embryo-Actors,  to  the  drama  new. 
Here,  then,  our  almost  unfledged  wings 

we  try; 
Clip  not  our  pinions,  ere  the  birds  can  fly; 
Failinff  in  this  our  first  attempt  to  soar, 
Uniopmg,  alas!  we  fall  to  rise  no  more. 
Not  one  poor  trembler,  only,  fear  betrays. 
Who  hopes,  yet  almost  dreads,  to  meet 

your  praise. 
But  all  our  Dramatis  Persous  wait. 
In  fond  suspense,  this  crisis  of  their  fite. 
No  irenal  Tiews  our  progress  can  retard, 
Your  generous  plaudits  are  our  sole  reward; 
For  these  each  Hero  all  his  power  displays. 
Each  timid  Heroine  shrinks  before  your 

gaxe: 
Surely,  the  last  will  some  protection  find. 
None,  to  the  softer  sex,  can  prove  unkind ; 
Whilst  Youth  and  Heauty  form  the  female 

shield, 
The  sternest  Censor  to  the  fair  must  yield. 
Yet  should  our  feeble  efforts  nought  avail. 
Should,  after  all,  our  best  endeavours  fail; 
Still,  l^t  some  mercy  in  your  bosoms  live. 
And,  if  you  can't  applaud,  at  least  forgive. 


Then  read,  dear  Girl,  with  feeHnr  read. 
For  thou  wilt  ne^er  be  one  of  tnoae; 

To  thee  in  vain  I  shall  not  plead. 
In  pity  for  the  Poet^s  woes. 


He  was,  in  sooth,  a  genuine  bard ; 

His  was  no  feint  fictitious  flame ; 
Like  his,  may  love  be  thy  reward. 

But  not  thy  hapless  fete  the  same. 


:i 


STANZAS  TO  A  LADY. 

With  the  Poeau  ef  CsmoeM. 

Tns  votive  pledge  of  fond  esteem. 

Perhaps,  dear  Girl !  for  me  thou*lt  priie; 

It  sinn  of  Love*s  enchanting  dream, 
A  theme  we  never  can  despise. 

Who  blames  it,  bnt  the  envious  fool, 
The  old  and  disappointed  maid  f 

Or  pupil  of  the  prudish  school. 
In  single  sorrow  doomed  to  Me. 


TO  M  •  •  • 

Ou !  did  those  eyes.  Instead  of  flre. 
With  bright,  but  mild  affection  shine: 

Though  they  might  kindle  less  desire. 
Love,  more  thui  mortal,  would  be  thine. 

For  thou  art  formed  so  heavenly  fdr. 
However  those  orbs  may  wildly  beam. 

We  must  admire,  but  still  despair  t 
That  fatal  glance  ferbids  esteem. 

When  nature  stamp'd  thy  beauteous  birth. 
So  much  perfection  in  thee  shone. 

She  fear'd,  that,  too  divine  for  earth. 
The  skies  might  claim  thee  for  their  own. 

Therefore,  to  guard  her  dearest  work. 
Lest  angels  might  dispute  the  priie. 

She  bade  a  secret  lightning  lurk 
Within  those  once  celestud  eyes. 

These  might  the  boldest  sylph  appal. 
When  gleaming  with  meridian  blaie; 

Thv  beauty  must  enrapture  all. 
But  who  can  dare  thine  ardent  gaie  f 

'TIS  said,  that  Berenice's  hair 
In  stars  adorns  the  vault  of  heaven ; 

But,  they  would  ne'er  permit  thee  there. 
Thou  wonldst  so  fer  outshine  the  seven. 

For,  did  those  eyes  as  planets  roll, 
lliy  sister-lights  would  scarce  appear: 

E'en  suns,  which  systems  now  controul. 
Would   twinkle   dimly    through    their 

sphere. 


TO  WOMAN. 

WoHAJi !  experience  might  have  told  me, 
That  all  must  love  thee  who  behold  thee; 
Surely,  experience  might  have  taught. 
Thy  firmest  promises  are  nought; 
But,  placed  in  all  thy  charms  before  me. 
All  I  forget,  but  to  adore  thee. 
Oh  !  Memory !  thou  choicest  blessing. 
When  join'd  with  hope,when  still  poesestlng; 
Bnt  how  much  cursed  by  every  lover. 
When  hope  Is  fled,  and  passion's  over. 
Woman,  that  feir  and  fond  deeei¥er, 
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How  prompt  are  ttrlplinffs  to  beliere  herl 

How  throbs  the  pulfo,  when  first  we  view 

The  eye  that  rolk  in  glotiy  blue, 

Or  sparkles  black,  or  mildly  throws 

A  beam  from  under  hazel  brows ! 

How  quick  we  credit  every  oath. 

And  hear  her  plight  the  willing  troth ! 

Fondly  we  hope  'twill  last  for  aye, 

IVhen,  io!  she  changes  in  a  day. 

This  record  will  for  ever  stand, 

'^  Woman  I  thy  vows  are  traced  in  sand.** 


TO   M.  S.  G. 

Wan  I  dream  that  yon  love  me,  youll 

surely  forgive, 

Extend  not  your  anger  to  sleep ; 
For  in  visions  alone  your  affection  can  live; 

I  rise,  and  it  leaves  me  to  weep. 

Then,Morpheus !  envelope  my  faculties  fast, 
Shed  o*er  me  your  laneuor  benign; 

Should  the  dream  of  to-nlsht  but  resemble 

the  last. 
What  rapture  celestial  u  mine ! 

They  tell  us,   that  slumber,   the  sister  of 

death, 

Mortality's  emblem  is  given ; 
To  fate  how  I  long  to  resign  my  frail  breath. 

If  this  be  a  foretaste  of  heaven ! 

Ah!  frown  not,  sweet  Lady,  unbend  your 

soft  broWf 

Nor  deem  me  too  happy  in  this ; 
If  I  sin  in  my  dream,  I  atone  for  it  now, 

Thus  doomM  but  to  gaze  upon  bliss. 

Though  in  visions,  sweet  Lady,  perhaps, 

you  may  smile, 
Oh!  think  not  my  penance  deficient; 
When  dreams  of  your  presence  my  slumbers 

beguile, 
To  awake  will  be  torture  sufficient. 


Yet,  It  oonld  not  be  Love,  Ibr  I  kMtH      n 

the  name;  a< 

What  paisioD  can  dwell  in  the  heart  di 

child?  T 

But,  still,  I  perceive  an  emotion  theflsi    1 
As  I  felt,  when  a  boy,  on  the  crag-ceial    ]  $ 

wild :  h 

One  image,  alone,  on  my  boeom  imprati 
I  loved  my  bleak  regions,nor  panted  forser, 
And  few  were  my  wants,   for  my  wiAB 

were  bleet. 
And  pure  were  my  thoughts,   for  my  ml 

was  with  yon. 


SONG. 


Whbr  I  roved,  a  young  Highlander,  o'er 

the  dark  heath. 
And climb'd  thy  steep  summit,  oh!  Morven 

of  Snow, 
To  gaie    on  the  torrent  that  thnnder'd 

beneath. 
Or  the  mist  of  the  tempest  that  gathered 

below. 
Untutored  by  science,  a  stranger  to  fear. 
And  rude  as  the  rocks  where  my  infancy 

grew. 
No  feuling,  save  one,  to  my  bosom  was  dear. 
Need  I  say,  my  sweet  Mary,  *twas  centred 

in  yout 


I  arose  with  the  dawn;  with  my  dsga 

my  g^ide. 
From  mountain  to   mountain    I   boanM 

along, 
I  breasted  the  billows  of  lice's  rushing  ti^    y 
And  heard  at  a  distance  the  Highlando^i 

song: 
At  eve,  on  my  heath-cover'd  coach  of  repsssi 
No  dreams,  save  of  Mary,  were  spread  to 

my  view. 
And  warm  to  the  skies  my  devotions  arsse, 
For  the  first  of  ny  prayers  was  a  blessiig 

on  you. 

I  left  my  bleak  home,  and  my  visions  an 

gone. 
The  mountains  are  vanished,  my  yontk  h 

no  more ; 
As  the  last  of  my  race,  I  must  wither  aloae. 
And  delight  but  in  days  I  have  witnessed 

before. 
Ah!  splendour  has  raised,  but  embittert 

my  lot. 
More  dear  were  the  scenes  which  my  ia- 

fancy  knew ; 
Though  my  hopes  may  have  fail'd,  yet  they 

are  not  forgot, 
Though  cold  is  my  heart,  still  it  Imgen 

with  you. 

When  I  see  some  dark  hill  point  its  ciest 

to  the  skr, 
I  think  of  the  rocks  that  o'ershaJlow  Col- 

hieen; 
When  I  see  the  soft  blue  of  a  love-speaking 

eye, 
I  think  of  those  eyes  that  endeorM  the  mde 

scene; 
When,  haply,  some  light  waving  locks  I 

behold. 
That  faintly  resemble  my  Mary's  in  hue, 
I  think  on  the  long  flowing  ringlets  of  gold. 
The  locks  that  were  sacred  to  beauty  sad 

yon. 

Yet  the  day  may  arrive,  when  the  nouat- 

ains,  once  more, 
Shall  rise  to  my  sight,  In  their  numtles  of 


But  while  those  ao«r  above  ne,  undbaagtd 

as  before. 


0UB8     OP    IDLBNBSa 


655 


Till  Msvy  be  Uiwe  torecetve  mef  ab,  no! 
Adien !  then,  ye  hilb,  where  mj  childhood 

WM  bred, 

*Thoa  tweet  flowing  Dee,   to   thjr  waten 

adien ! 
Slo  home  in  the  forest  f  ball  shelter  my  head ; 
^hl  Marj,  what  home  could  be  mine,  bat 

with  yoaf 


If  danger  demanded ,  were  wholly  yo«ff 


TO  •  •  • 


Oh  !  yes,  I  will  own  we  were  dear  to  each 

other. 
The  friendships  of  childhood,    though 

fleeting,  are  true ; 
The  lore  which  yoa  felt,  was  the  love  of 

a  brother, 
Wor  less  the  afiection  I  cherishM  for  yon. 

BvtFriendsbip  can  rary  her  gentle  dominion, 
Tlie  attachment  of  years  in  a  moment 

expires ; 
Like  Lore  too,  she  mores  on  a  swift-waiing 

pinion, 
Bat  glows  not,  like  Love,  with  onqnench- 

able  fires. 

Foil  oft  have  [we  wanderM  throngh  Ida 

together. 
And  blest  were  the  scenes  of  oar  yoath, 

I  allow; 
in  the  spring  of  oar  life  how  serene  is  the 

weather! 
Bat  winter^s  rnde  tempests  are  gathering 

now. 

No    more   with  Affection  shall  Memory 

blending 
The  wonted  delights  of  our  childhood 

retrace; 
When  Pride  steels  the  bosom,  the  heart  is 

unbending. 
And  what  woald  be  Justice  appears  a 

disgrace. 


You  knew  me  unalter'd,  by  years  or  by 

distance. 
Devoted  to  love  and  to  friendship  alone. 

Yoa  knew, — bat  away  with  the  vain  re- 
trospection. 
The  bond  ofaffection  no  longer  endures  | 
Too  late  yoa  may  droop  o'er  the  fond  re- 
collection. 
And  sigh  for  the  friend  who  was  fonnerly 

yours. 

For  the  present,  we  part, — I  will  hope  nol 

for  ever. 
For  time  and  rmret  will  restore  you  at  last; 
To  forget  our  dissension  we  both  should 

endeavour ; 
I  ask  no  atonement,  but  days  like  the  past 


However,    dear  S-^— ,  for  I  still  mast 

esteem  you, 
The  few  whom  I  love  I  can  never  upbraid, 
The  chance,  which  has  lost,  may  in  future 

redeem  you, 
Repentance  will  cancel  the  vow  yoa  have 

nmde. 

I  will  not  complain ,  and  though  chill*d  is 

affection. 
With  me  no  corroding  resentment  shall 

live; 
My  bosom  is  calm'd  by  the  simple  reflection, 
hat  both  may  be  wron^,  and  that  both 

uld  forgive. 


T 


shoi 


Yoa  knew  that  my  soul ,  that  my  heart, 

my  existence. 


TO  MARY, 

OH  BSCBIVIIIO  Hm  FIGTDaB. 

This  faint  resemblance  of  thy  charms, 
Though  strong  as  mortal  art  could  give. 

My  constant  heart  of  fear  disarms. 
Revives  my  hopes,  and  bids  me  live. 

Here,  I  can  trace  the  locks  of  gold. 
Which  round  thv  snowy  for&ead  wave  f 

The  cheeks,  which  sprung  from  Beauty^ 

mould. 
The  lips,  which  made  me  Beauty^  slave. 

Here,  I  can  trace ah  no !  that  eye. 

Whose  axure  floats  in  liquid  fire, 

Must  all  the  painter's  art  defy. 
And  bid  him  from  the  task  retire. 

Here  1  behold  its  beauteous  hue. 
But  Where's  the  beam  so  sweetly  straying  t 

Which  gave  a  lustre  to  its  blue. 
Like  Luna  o'er  the  ocean  playing. 

Sweet  copy!  far  more  dear  to  me. 
Lifeless,  unfeeling  as  thou  art. 

Than  all  the  living  fomu  could  be, 
Save  her  who  pCiced  thee  next  my  heait 

She  placed  it,  sad,  with  needless  fear. 
Lest  time  miffht  shake  my  wavering  seal. 

Unconscious,  that  her  image,  there. 
Held  every  sense  in  fut  eontrouL 

Thro'  hours,  thro'  years,  thro'  time,  twill 

cheer; 

My  hope,  in  gloomy  moments,  raise; 
In  life's  last  conflict  'twill  appear. 

And  meet  my  fond  expiring  gaie. 
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DAMXTAS. 


In  Inw  an  infant,  and  in  yean  a  boy. 
In  mind  a  tlaye  to  ereiy  Ticioas  joy, 
From  eir^rj  tenfe  of  shame  and    virtue 

weanM, 
In  lies  an  adept,  in  deceit  a  fiend ; 
Verted  in  iiypocriiy,  wliile  yet  a  child, 
Fickle  af  wind,  of  inclinations  wild ; 
Woman  his  dnpe,  his  heedless  friend  a  tool. 
Old  in  the  world,  tho'  scarcely  broke  from 

school ; 
DamsBtas  ran  throogh  all  the  maze  of  sin. 
And  found  the  goal,  when  others  jnst  begin ; 
Even  still  conflicling  passions  shake  his  soul. 
And  bid  him  drain  the  dregs  of  pleasure's 

bowl: 
But,  paird  with  Tice,  he  breaks  his  former 

chain. 
And,   what  was  once  his  bliss,    appears 

his  bane. 


TO  MARION. 

Mahioii  !  why  that  pensiye  brow  Y 
What  disgust  to  life  hast  thout 
Change  that  discontented  air ; 
Frowns  become  not  one  so  fair. 
n'is  not  lore  disturbs  thy  rest. 
Love's  a  stranger  to  thy  breast; 
He  in  dimpling  smiles  appears. 
Or  mourns  in  sweetly  timid  tears ; 
Or  bends  the  languid  eyelid  down. 
But  shuns  the  cold  forbidding  frown. 
Then  resume  thy  former  fire. 
Some  will  love,  and  all  admire ; 
While  that  icy  aspect  chills  us. 
Nought  but  cool  indifierence  thrills  as. 
Wouldst  thou  wandering  hearts  beguile. 
Smile,  at  least,  or  seem  to  smile ; 
Eyes  like  thine  were  never  meant 
To  hide  their  orbs,  in  dark  restraint ; 
Spite  of  all,  thou  fain  wouldst  say, 
Still  in  truant  beams  they  play. 
Thy  lips,— but  here  my  modest  Muse 
Her  impulse  chaste  must  needs  refuse. 
She  blushes,  curtsies,  frowns, — in  short  she 
Dreads,  lest  the  subject  should  transport  me. 
And  flying  off,  in  search  of  reason, 
Brinn  prudence  back  in  proper  season. 
All  I  shall  therefore  say  (whatever 
I  think  is  neither  here  nor  there), 
la  that  such  lips,  of  looks  endearing. 
Were  fonuM  for  better  things,than  sneering. 
Of  soothing  compliments  divested. 
Advice  at  least's  disinterested ; 
Such  is  my  artless  song  to  thee. 
From  all  the  flow  of  flattery  f^; 
Counsel,  like  mine,  is  as  a  brother's. 
My  heart  is  given  to  some  others; 
That  is  to  say,  unskill'd  to  cozen, 
It  shares  itself  amongst  a  dozen. 
Marion !  adieu !  oh !  prithee  slight  not 
This  warning,  though  it  may  delight  not; 
And,  lest  my  precepts  be  displeasing 


To  those  who  think  remoiiatnmce  leuii^ 
At  once  Til  tell  tibee  our  opinion. 
Concerning  woman's  soft  dominion: 
Howe'er  we  eaze  with  admiration. 
On  eyes  of  blue,  or  lips  carnation ; 
Howe'er  the  flowing  locks  attract  us, 
Howe'er  those  beauties  may  distract  u; 
Still  fickle,  we  are  prone  to  rove, 
These  cannot  fix  our  souls  to  love ; 
It  is  not  too  severe  a  stricture. 
To  say  they  form  a  pretty  picture. 
But  wouldst  thou  see  the  secret  chaii, 
Which  binds  us  in  yonr  humble  train. 
To  ha(ll  yon  queens  of  all  creation. 
Know,  in  a  word,  tis  Anixatios. 


OSCAR  OF  ALVA. 

A  TAUI. 

How  sweetly  shines,  through  asnie 
The  lamp  of  Heaven  on  Lora's  shore; 

Where  Alva's  hoary  turrets  rise, 
And  hear  the  din  of  arms  no  more. 

Bnt  often  has  yon  rolling  moon 
On  Alva's  casques  of  silver  play'd, 

And  view'd,  at  midnight's  silent  nooo, 
Her  chiefs  in  gleaming 


And,  on  the  criiuson'd  rocks  beneath. 
Which  scowl  o'er  ocean^  sullen  fiow, 

Pale  in  the  scatter'd  ranks  of  death. 
She  saw  the  gasping  warrior  low. 

While  many  an  eye,  which  ne'er  agsii 
Could  mark  the  rising  orb  of  day, 

Tum'd  feebly  from  the  gory  plain. 
Beheld  in  death  her  ffuling  ray. 

Once,  to  those  eyes  the  lamp  of  Love, 
They  blest  her  dear  propitious  light: 

But,  now,  she  glimmer'd  from  above, 
A  sad  fnnereu  torch  of  night. 

Faded  is  Alva's  noble  race. 
And  gray  her  towers  are  seen  afar; 

No  more  her  heroes  urge  the  chase. 
Or  roll  the  crimson  tide  of  war. 

But,  who  was  last  of  Alva^s  claa  ? 

Why  grows  the  moss  oa  Alva's  stoaet 
Her  towers  resound  no  steps  of  man. 

They  echo  to  the  gale  alone. 

And,  when  that  gale  is  fierce  and  high* 
A  sound  is  heard  in  yonder  hall. 

It  rises  hoarsely  through  the  sky, 
Apd  vibrates  o*er  the  ■sonlderiag  wtD. 


Yes,  when  the  eddying  tempest  eigfas. 
It  shakes  the  shield  of  Oocar  brave; 

But  there  no  more  his  banners  rise. 
No  more  hit  pinnies  af  «ble  wave. 
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lone  the  inn  on  Oscar^s  birth, 
n  Angus  hail*d  hit  elde«t-born ; 
ssals  roand  their  chieftain'0  hearth 
^d  to  applaad  the  happj  morn. 

-east  upon  the  mountain-deer, 
pibroch  rained  its  piercing  note, 
dden  more  their  Highland  cheer, 
strains  in  martial  numbers  float, 

ey  who  heard  the  war-notes  wild, 
^d  that,  one  day ,  the  pibroches  strain 
play  before  the  heroes  chil4t 
le  he  should  lead  the  Tartan  train. 

r  year  is  quickly  past, 
Angus  hails  another  son, 
tal  day  is  like  the  last. 
Boon  the  jocund  feast  was  done. 

t  by  their  sire  to  bend  the  bow, 
Llva's  dusky  hills  of  wind, 
ys  in  childhood  chased  the  roe, 
left  their  hounds  in  speed  behind. 

e  their  years  of  youth  are  o'er, 
r  mingle  in  the  ranks  of  war ; 
ightly  wield  the  bright  claymore, 
send  the  whistling  arrow  far. 

as  the  flow  of  Oi$car*s  hair, 
ly  it  streamed  along  the  gale; 
lan's  locks  were  bright  and  fair, 
pensive  seemM  his  cheek,  and  pale. 

car  ownM  a  hero's  soul, 
ark  eye  shone  through  beams  of  truth; 
lad  early  learn'd  controul, 
smooth  his  words  had  been  from 

youth. 

)oth  were  brave:  the  Saxon  spear 
shiverM  oft  beneath  their  steel ; 
tear's  bosom  scorn'd  to  fear, 
Oscar's  bosom  knew  to  feel. 

Allan's  soul  belied  his  form, 
nrthy  with  such  charms  to  dwell; 
3  the  lightning  of  the  storm, 
oes  his  deadly  vengeance  fell. 

kigh  Southannon's  distant  tower 
^ed  a  young  and  noble  dame ; 
lenneth's  land  to  form  her  dower, 
alvon's  blue-eyed  daughter  came: 

)rar  claira'd  the  beauteous  bride, 
Angus  on  his  Oscar  smiled; 
icd  the  father's  feudal  pride, 
to  obtain  Glenalvon's  child. 

to  the  pibroch's  pleasing  note, 
!  to  the  swelling  nuptial  song ; 
us  strains  the  voices  float, 
itill  the  choral  peal  prolong. 


See,  how  the  heroes*  blood-red  plumes 
Assembled  wave  in  Alva's  hall ; 

Each  youth  his  varied  plaid  assumes. 
Attending  on  their  chieftain's  call. 

It  is  not  war  their  aid  demlinds, 
The  pibroch  plays  the  song  of  peacef 

To  Oscar's  nuptials  throng  the  bands. 
Nor  yet  the  sounds  of  pleasure  cease. 

But  where  is  Oscar?  sure  'tis  late : 
Is  this  a  bridegroom's  ardent  flame  f 

While  thronging  guests  and  ladies  wait. 
Nor  Oscar  nor  hU  brother  came. 

At  length  young  Allan  join'd  the  bride : 
'^Why  comes  not  Oscar?"  Angus  said; 

*'Is  he  not  here?"  the  Youth  replied, 
^^With  me  he  roved  not  o'er  the  glade. 

Perchance,  forgetful  of  the  day, 
Tis  his  to  chase  the  bounding  roe  \ 

Or  Ocean's  waves  prolong  his  stay. 
Yet  Oscar's  bark  is  seldom  slow." 

''Oh!  no!"  the  anguish'd  Sire  rejoin'd, 
'^Nor  chase,  nor  wave  my  Boy  delay  | 

Would  he  to  Mora  seem  unkind? 
Would  aught  to  her  impede  his  way? 

Oh !  search,  ye  Chiefs !  oh !  search  around  I 
Allan,  with  these,  through  Alva  fly. 

Till  Oscar,  till  my  son  Us  found; 
Haite,  haste,  nor  dare  attempt  reply.** 

All  is  confusion, — through  the  vale. 
The  name  of  Oscar  hoarsely  rings. 

It  rises  on  the  murmuring  gale. 

Till  Night  expands  her  dusky  wings. 

It  breaks  the  stillness  of  the  night. 

But  echoes  through  her  shades  in  vain  ; 

It  sounds  through  morning's  misty  light. 
But  Oscar  comes  not  o'er  the  plain. 

Three  days,   three  sleepless  nights,   the 

Chief 

For  Oscar  search'd  each  mountain-cave ; 
Then  hope  is  lost  in  boundless  grief. 

His  locks  in  gray  torn  ringlets  wave. 

*«Oscar!  my  Son!— Thou  God  of  Heaven! 

Restore  Uie  prop  of  sinking  age ; 
Or,  if  that  hope  no  more  is  given. 

Yield  his  assassin  to  my  rage. 

Yes,  on  some  desert  rocky  shore. 
My  Oscar's  whiten'd  bones  must  lie  ; 

Then  grant,  thou  God !  1  ask  no  more. 
With  him  his  frantic  Sire  may  die. 

Yet,  he  may  live, — away  despair ; 

Be  calm,  my  soul !  he  yet  may  live : 
T'  arraign  my  fate,  my  voice  forbear ; 

O  Cm  !  my  impious  prayer  forgive. 
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What,  if  he  Hto  for  me  no  more, 

I  8ink  forgotten  in  the  doft. 
The  hope  of  AItb^s  aee  if  o*er; 

Alas !  can  pangf  like  thefe  be  jnf t  Y" 

Thus  did  the  hapless  parent  mourn, 
Till  Time,  who  soothes  soTorest  woe. 

Had  bade  serenity  retnm. 
And  made  the  tear-drop  cease  to  flow. 

For,  still,  some  latent  hope  sarvired. 
That  Oscar  might  once  more  appear ; 

His  hope  now  droopM,  and  now  revived. 
Till  Time  had  told  a  tedious  year. 

Days  rollM  along,  the  orb  of  light 
Again  had  run  his  destined  race  ; 

Xo  Oscar  blessM  his  Father*s  sight. 
And  sorrow  left  a  fainter  trace. 

For  youthful  Allan  still  remainM, 
And,  now,  his  father's  only  joy : 

And  Mora's  heart  was  quickly  gained. 
For  beauty  crown'd  the  fair-hair*d  boy. 

She  thought  that  Oscar  low  was  laid, . 

And  Allan's  face  was  wondrtms  fair ; 
If  Oscar  lived,  some  other  maid 

Had  claim'd  his  faithless  bosom's  care. 

And  Angus  said,  if  one  year  more 
In  fruitless  hope  was  pass'd  away, 

His  fondest  scruples  should  be  o'er. 
And  he  would  name  their  nuptial  day. 

Slow  roll'd  the  moons,  but  blest  at  last. 
Arrived  the  dearly  destined  morn ; 

The  year  of  anxious  trembling  past. 
What  smiles  the  Lover's  cheeks  adorn ! 

Hark  to  the  pibroch's  pleasing  note ! 

Hark  to  the  swelling  nuptial  song! 
In  joyous  strains  the  voices  float. 

And  still  the  choral  peal  prolong. 

Again  the  clan,  in  festive  crowd. 
Throng  through  the  gate  of  Alva's  hall ; 

The  sounds  of  mirth  re-echo  loud, 
And  all  their  foruMr  joy  recal. 

But,  who  U  he,  whose  dariren'd  brow 
Glooms  in  the  midst  of  general  mirth  9 

Before  his  eye's  Imr  flercer  glow 
The  blue  flames  caitlle  o%r  tfie  hearth. 

Dark  is  the  robe  which  wraps  his  form, 
And  tkH  his  plume  of  gory  red ; 

His  voice  is  like  the  rising  storm. 
But  light  and  trackless  is  his  tread. 

'Tiri  noon  of  night,  the  pledge  goes  round, 
The  bridegroom's  health  is  deeply  quaft ; 

IVitfc  shouts  the  vaultcA  roufs  tesonnd^ 
And  all  Combine  to  hail  Uie^rvui^i. 


Sudden  the  stranger  chief  arose. 

And  all  the  clamorous  crowd  are  hiikl; 

And  Angus'  cheek  with  wonder  glewi, 
And  Mora's  tender  booom  blnsh'd 

''Old  man !  **  he  cried,  ''this  pledge  Is  dfse. 

Thou  sawst  'twas  duly  drank  by  me^ 
It  hail'd  the  nuptials  of  thy  son  ; 

Xow  will  I  claim  a  pledge  flrom  thee. 

While  all  around  is  mirth  and  joy. 
To  bless  thy  Allan*s  happy  lot. 

Say,  hadst  thou  ne'er  another  boy? 
Say,  why  should  Oscar  be  forgot?" 

"Alas !"  the  hapless  Sire  replied. 
The  big  tear  starting  as  he  spoke ; 

"When  Oscar  left  my  hall,  or  died. 
This  aged  heart  was  almost  broke. 

Thrice  has  the  earth  revolved  her  conm, 
Since  Oscar's  form  has  blest  my  sight; 

And  Allan  is  my  last  resource. 
Since  martial  Oscar's  death,  or  flight" 

'"Tis  well,"  replied  the  stranger  stern. 
And  fiercely  flash'd  his  rolling  eye; 

"Thy  Oscar's  fate  I  fain  would  lean; 
Perhaps  the  hero  did  not  die. 

Perchance  if  those  whom  most  he  loved 
Would  call,  thy  Oscar  might  retan; 

Perchance  the  chief  has  only  roved. 
For  him  thy  Beltane  yet  may  born. 

Fill  high  the  bowl,  the  table  round. 
We  will  not  claim  the  pledge  by  stesltk; 

With  wine  let  every  cup  be  crown'd, 
Pledge  me  departed  Oscar^s  health." 

"With  all  my  soul,"  old  Angus  said. 
And  fill'd  his  goblet  to  the  brim; 

"Here's  to  my  boy !  idive  or  dead, 
I  ne'er  shall  find  a  son  like  him." 

"Bravely  old  man,  this  health  has  sped. 
But  why  does  Allan  trembling  stand  f 

Come,  drink  remembrance  of  the  dead. 
And  raise  thy  cup  with  fijrmor  hand." 

The  crimson  glow  of  Allan's  fkce 
Was  tum'd  at  once  to  ghastly  hue ; 

The  drops  of  death  each  oti^er  chase, 
Adown  in  agonizing  dew. 

Thrice  did  ho  raise  the  goblet  high. 
And  tiirice  his  tips  reftised  to  taste; 

For  thrice  he  eangfit  the  stranger's  eye, 
On  his  witli  deadly  Airy  placed. 


V 


"And  is  it  thos  a  brother  hails 

A  brother's  fbnd  remembrance  heref 
If  thus  afiectioBis  strength  prevaib. 
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Routed  by  the  sneer,  he  raised  the  bowl; 

^^  Woald  Oscar  now    could   share    our 

mirth ! "" 
Internal  fear  appallM  his  sonl, 

He  said,  and  dashM  the  cup  to  earth. 

«*  *Ti8  he !  I  hear  my  murderer^s  Toice,** 
Loud  shrieis  a  darily  gleaming  Form; 

^^A  murderer^s  yoiee  !'*  the  roof  replies, 
And  deeply  swells  the  bursting  storm. 

Tlie  tapers  wink,  the  chieftains  shrink. 
The  stranger's  gone,— amidst  the  crew 

A  F'orm  was  seen,  in  tartan  green. 
And  tall  the  shade  terrific  grew. 

Hi8  waist  was  bound  with  abroad  belt  round, 
His  plume  of  sable  stv«Mn*d  on  high; 

But  his  breast  was  bare,    with  the  red 

wounds  there. 
And  fix'd  was  the  glare  of  his  glassy  eye. 

And  thrice  he  smiled,  with  hit  tye  so  wild. 
On  Anffus,  bending  low  the  knee ; 

And  thnce  he  frown'd  on  a  Chief  on  the 

ground. 
Whom  shiyering  crowds  with  horror 


The  bolts  loud  roll,  from  pole  to  pole. 

The  thunders  through  the  welkin  ring ; 
And  the  gleaming  Form,  through  the  mist 

of  the  storm. 
Was  borne  on  high  by  the  whirlwind^s 

wing. 

Cold  was  the  feast,  the  rerel  ceased ; 

Who  lies  upon  the  stony  floor  ? 
Oblivion  prest  old  Angus'  breast. 

At  length  his  life-pulse  throbs  once  more. 

*^Away,  away,  let  the  leech  essay. 
To  pour  the  light  on  Allan's  eyes;** 

His  sand  is  done,  -  his  race  is  run, 
Oh !  never  more  shall  Allan  rise ! 

But  Oscar's  breast  is  cold  as  clav. 
His  locks  are  lifted  by  the  gale. 

And  Allan's  barbed  arrow  lay. 

With  him  in  dark  Glentanar^s  vale. 

And  whence  the  dreadful  stranger  came, 
Or  who,  no  mortal  wight  can  tell ; 

But  no  one  doubts  the  Form  of  Flame, . 
For  Alva's  sons  knew  Oscar  well. 

Ambition  nerved  young  Allan's  hand. 
Exulting  demons  wiag'd  his  dart. 

While  Envy  waved  her  burning  brand. 
And  pour'd  her  venom  round  his  heart. 

Swift  is  the  shaft  from  Allan's  bow: 
Whose  streaming  life-blood  stains  his 

side? 

Dark  Oscar's  sable  crest  is  low. 
The  dart  has  drunk  hiA  vital  tide. 


And  Morals  eye  could  Allan  move, 
Sho  bade  his  wounded  pride  rebel  i 

Alas!  that  eyes,  which  beam'd  with  love, 
Should  urge  tho  soul  to  deeds  of  Hell. 

Lo !  seest  thou  not  a  lonely  tomb. 

Which  rises  o'er  a  warrior  dead ! 
It  glimmers  through  the  twilight  gloom ; 

Oh !  that  b  Allan's  nuptial  bed. 

« 

Far,  distant  far,  the  noble  grave, 

Which  held  his  clan's  great  ashes,  stood; 

And  o'er  his  corse  no  banners  wave. 
For  they  werestain'd  with  kindred  blood. 

What  minstrel  gray,  what  hoaiy  bard. 
Shall  Allan's  deeds  on  harp-strings  raise  ? 

The  song  is  glory's  chief  reward. 
But  who  can  strike  a  murderer's  praise  Y 

Unstrung,  untouch^,  the  harp  must  stand, 
No  minstrel  dare  the  theme  awake  ; 

Guilt  would  benumb  his  palsied  hand. 
His  harp  in  diuddering  chords  woiild 

break. 

No  lyre  of  feme,  no  hallow'd  verse. 
Shall  sound  his  glories  high  in  air, 

A  dying  father's  bitter  curse, 
A  brother's  death-groan  echoes  there. 


TO  THE  DUKE  OF  DORSET. 

la  looking  over  mv  papers ,  to  teleot  a  few  ad- 
ditioaal  Poems  for  tke  eeeond  edition,  I  found 
the  following  lines,  which  I  had  totally  for- 
gotten, composed  in  the  Summer  of  1W5,  a  short 
time  previous  to  my  departure  ft'om  Harrow. 
They  were  addressed  to  a  young  school-fellow 
of  high  rank,  who  had  been  my  frequent  oompa- 
nion  in  some  rambles  through  the  neighbouring 
eountry;  however,  he  never  saw  the  lines,  and 
most  probably  never  will.  As,  on  a  repemsal, 
I  fouud  thrai  not  worse  than  some  other  pieces 
in  the  collection,  I  have  now  published  them, 
for  the  first  time,  after  a  slight  revision. 

DoBSST !  whose  early  steps  with  mine  have 

stray'd. 
Exploring  every  path  of  Ida^s  glade. 
Whom,  still,  affection  taught  me  to  defend. 
And  made  me  less  a  tyrant  than  a  friend ; 
Though  the  harsh  custom  of  our  youthful 

band 
Bade  thee  obey,  and  gave  me  to  command 
Thee,  on  whose  head  a  few  short  years  will 

shower 
The  gift  of  riches,  and  the  pride  of  power; 
Even  now  a  name  illustrious  is  thine  own. 
Renown 'd  in  rank,not  far  beneath  the  throne. 
Yet,  Dorset,  let  not  this  seduce  thy  soul. 
To  shun  fair  science,  or  evade  control ; 
Though  passive  tutors,  fearful  to  dispraise 
The  titled  child,  whose  future  breath  may 

raise. 
View  ducal  errors  with  indulgent  eyes, 
And  wink  at  faults  they  tremble  to  cluAtU^. 
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When  yoaihftil  ptradtee,  who  hend  die 

knee 
To  wealth,  their  golden  idol,— not  to  ttiee ! 
And^evenin  timplehovhood^s  opening^  dawn, 
Some  siaTOfl  are  founfl  to  flatter  and  to  fawn : 
When  thete   declare,    ^^that  pomp  alone 

•honld  wait 
On  one  hr  hirth  predentined  to  be  great ; 
That  books  were  only  meant  for  drudging 

fools. 
That  gallant  spirits  scorn  the  common  roles;** 
Believe  them  not,— they  point  the  path  to 

shame. 
And  seek  to  blast  the  honours  of  thy  name: 
Turn  to  the  few,  in  Ida*s  early  throng. 
Whose  souls  disdain  not  to  condemn  the 

wrong; 
Or,  if  amidst  the  comrades  of  thy  youth. 
None  dare  to  raise  the  sterner  Toice  of  truth. 
Ask  thine  own  heart!  'twill  bid  thee,  boy, 

forbear. 
For  ipeQ  I  know  diat  virtue  lingers  there. 


Yes !  I  hare  markM  thee  many  a  passing 

day, 
But  now  new  scenes  invite  me  far  away ; 
Yes !  I  ha?e  mark'd,  within  that  generous 

mind, 
A  soul,  if  well  matured,  to  bless  mankind  ; 
Ah !  thonffh  myself  by  nature  haughty  ,wild, 
Whom   Indiscretion    hailM    her    favourite 

child ; 
Though  every  error  stamps  me  for  her  own, 
And  dooms  my  fall,  I  fain  would  fall  alone; 
Though  my  proud  heart  no  precept  now 

can  tame, 
I  love  the  virtues  which  I  cannot  claim. 
*Tis  not  enough,  with  other  Sons  of  power. 
To  gleam  the  lambent  meteor  of  an  hour, 
To  swell  some  peerage-page  in  feeble  pride. 
With  long-drawn  names,    that  grace  no 

page  beside ; 
Then  share  with  titled  crowds  the  conunon 

lot, 
In  life  just  gazed  at,  in  the  grave  forgot ; 
While  nought  divides  thee  from  the  vulgar 

dead. 
Except  the  dull  cold  stone  that  hides  thy 

head. 
The  mouldering  'scutcheon,  or  the  Herald's 

roll. 
That  well-emblazon'd,  but  neglected  scroll, 
Where  Lords,  unhonour'd,  in  the  tomb  may 

find 
One  spot  to  leave  a  worthlessname  behind;— 
There  sleep,  unnoticed  as  the  gloomy  vaults 
That  veil   their  dust,   their  follies,  and 

their  faults; 
A  race,  with  old  armorial  lists  overspread. 
In  records  destined  never  to  be  read. 
Fain  would  I  view  thee,with  prophetic  eyes, 
Exalted  more  among  the  good  and  wise ; 
A  glorious  and  a  long  career  pursue. 
As  first  in  Rank,  the  first  in  Talent  too ; 


Spurn  every  vf  ce,  eiidi  little  mcannesi  ikn, 
Not  Fortune's  minion,  but  her  noblest  m. 

Turn  to  the  annals  of  a  former  daj. 
Bright  are  the  deeds  thine  earlier  Sim 

display; 
One, though  a  Courtier,li ved  a  man  of  vort^     1 
And  call'd,  proud  boast  I  the  British  Dm 

forth. 
Another  view  I  not  less  renowned  for  Wit, 
Alike  for  courts,  and  campa,  or  senates  fit| 
Bold  in  the  field,  and  favoar'd  by  the  Nine. 
In  every  splendid  part  oiMainM  to  shine; 
Far,  ftir  distinguish'd  from  the  glitterini 

throng. 
The  pride  of  Princes,  and  the  boast  of  Soi^ 
Such  were  thy  Fathers,  than  preserve  their 


Not  heir  to  titles  only,  but  to  Fame. 
The  hour  dnws  nigh ,    a  few  brief  daji 

will  close. 
To  me,  this  little  scene  of  joys  and  woei; 
Each  knell  of  Time  now  warns  me  to  rpsigo 
Shades,  where  Hope,  Peace  and  Frie ndihip, 

all  were  mine; 
Hope,that  could  vary  like  the  rainbow-shse. 
.4ndgild  their  pinions,  as  the  moments flev; 
Peace,  that  reflection  never  frown'd  awir, 
By  dreams  of  ill,  to  cloud  some  future  da?; 
Friendship,  whose  truth  let  childhood  oulj 

tell, 
Alas!  they  love  not  long,  who  love  sowdL 
To  these  adieu!  nor  let  me  linger  o^er 
Scenes  hail'd,as  exiles  hail  their  nativeshon, 
Receding  slowly  through  the  c^irk  blue  dee^ 
Beheld  by  eyes  that  mourn,  yet  cannot  weep. 


DoRSBT !  farewell !  I  will  not  ask  one  put 
Of  sad  remenbrance  in  so  young  a  heart; 
The  comingmorrowfrom  thy  youthful  mind, 
Will  sweep  my  name,  nor  leave  a  trace 

behind. 
And  yet,  perhaps,  in  some  matarer  year. 
Since  chance  has  thrown   as  in   the  self- 
same sphere. 
Since  the  same  senate,  nay,  the  same  d^mte, 
May  one  day  claim  our  suffrage  for  the  state. 
We  hence  may  meet,  and  pass  each  other  by 
With  faint  regard,  or  cold  and  distant  eye. 
For  me,  in  future,  neither  friend  or  fbe, 
A  stranger  to  thyself,  thy  weal  or  woe; 
With  thee  no  more  again  I  hope  to  trace 
The  recollection  of  our  early  race  ; 
No  more,  as  once,  in  social  hoars,  rejoice. 
Or  hear,  unless  in  crowds,  thy  well-knowa 

voice. 
Still,  if  the  wishes  of  a  heart  antaught 
To  veil  those  feelings,  which  perchaBce, 

it  ought ; 
If  these,  —  but  let  me  cease  the  lengthen^ 

strain. 
Oh !  if  these  wishes  are  not  breathed  in  vaia, 
I'he  Guardian  Seraph,  who  directs  thy  fate« 
Will  leave  thee  glorions,  as  he  fSimnd  tkei 

gntLt 


RANSLATIONS   AND  IMITATIONS. 


'S    ADDRESS   TO   HIS    SOUL, 
WHEN  DYING. 

isitla!  TB^la,  blandtila, 
>8pc8  comesqae  corporis, 
IS  nunc  abibis  in  loca? 
ilidula,  rigida,  nadula, 
c,  at  8olefl,  dabis  jocot. 

tie,  fleeting,  wavering  Sprite, 

nd  asiociate  of  thi«  ciaj ! 

at  unknown  region  borne, 

u  now  wing  thy  distant  flight  9     , 

,  with  wonted  humoar  gay, 

llid,  cheerless,  and  foriorn. 


SLATION  FROM  CATULLUS. 

AO   LBSBIAM. 

JoTe  that  youth  must  be, 
ban  Jove,  he  seems  to  me, 
e  from  Jealousy^s  alarms, 
views  thy  matchless  charms; 
ek,  which  ever  dimpling  glows, 
ith  from  whence  such  music  flows, 
alike,  are  always  known, 
for  him,  and  him  alone, 
lia!  though  ^tis  death  to  me, 
choose  but  look  on  thee ; 
he  sight,  my  senses  fly ; 
lust  gaze,  but  gazing  die ; 
-embling  with  a  thousand  fears, 

0  tlie  throat ,  my  tongue  adheres, 

1  beats  quick,  my  breath  heayes 

short, 
I  deny  their  slight  support; 
s  my  pallid  face  overspread, 
dly  languor  droops  my  head, 
with  tingling  echoes  ring, 
itself  is  on  the  wing; 
refni^e  the  cheering  light, 
IS  are  veiPd  in  starless  night ; 
gs  my  nature  sinks  beneath, 
a  temporary  death. 


ATION  OF  THE  EPITAPH  ON 
[RGIL  A\D  TIBULLUS. 

BY   DOniTIUS   SIABSVS. 

sublime,  in  Epic  numbers  roird, 
who  struck  the  softer  lyre  of  love, 
's  unequal  hand  alike  controird, 
trades  in  Elysian  regions  more. 


TRANSLATION  FROM  CATULLUS. 
KvoYua  »■  ■omTB  PAanmii. 

• 

Ys  Capids,  droop  each  little  head. 
Nor  left  yoar  wings  with  jot  be  spr«ii| 
My  Lesbians  fayourite  bird  is  dead. 

Whom  dearer  than  her  eyes  she  lovod } 
For  he  was  gentle,  and  ao  true. 
Obedient  to  her  call  he  flew, 
No  fear,  no  wild  alarm  he  knew. 

But  lightly  o*er  her  bosom  moredt 
And  softly  fluttering  here  and  there, 
He  nerer  sought  to  cleave  the  air; 
But  chirruped  oft,  and  free  from  caie, 

Tuqed  to  her  ear  his  grateful  tftraln. 
Now  having  pastii  the  gloomy  bourn. 
From  whence  he  never  can  return. 
His  death,  and  Lesbia^  grief,  I  mourn. 

Who  sighs,  alas !  but  sighs  in  vain. 
Oh !  curst  be  thou,  devoaring  grave ! 
Whose  jaws  eternal  victims  crare. 
From  whom  no  earthly  power  can  save. 

For  thoii  hasft  ta*en  the  bird  away : 
From  thee,  my  Lesbia's  eyea  overflow. 
Her  swollen  cheeks  with  weeping  glow, 
Thou  art  the  cause  of  all  her  woe, 

Receptacle  of  life*s  decay. 


IMITATED  FROM  CATULLUS. 

TO   SLLBlff. 

Or  I  might  I  kiss  those  eyes  of  Are, 
A  million  scarce  woald  quench  desire ; 
Still,  would  I  steep  my  lips  in  bliss. 
And  dwell  an  age  on  every  kiss; 
Nor  then  my  soul  should  sated  be. 
Still  would  I  kise  and  cling  to  thee: 
Nought  should  my  kiss  from  thine  dissoTer, 
Still  would  we  kiss,  and  kiss  for  ever ; 
E>n  though  the  number  did  exceed 
The  yellow  harvests  countless  seed ; 
To  part  would  be  a  Tain  endeavour. 
Could  I  desist  f — ah !  never — oerer. 


TRANSLATION  FROM  ANACREON. 


TO   HIS   LTBX. 


I  WISH  to  tune  my  quivering  lyre. 
To  deedji  of  fame,  and  notes  of  fire ; 
To  echo  from  its  rising  swell. 
How  heroes  fought,  and  nations  fell ; 
When  Atrea^  tout  «ilt«n!c»A.N»  '^wwt^ 


TRANSLATIONS  AND  IMITATIONS. 


Or  Tyrian  Cadmi^fl  rored  afar ; 
But,  8till,  to  martial  strains  unknown, 
My  lyre  recurs  to  lore  alone. 
Fired  with  the  hope  of  future  fame, 
I  seek  some  nohler  hero's  name ; 
The  dying  chords  are  strung  anew, 
To  war,  to  war  my  harp  is  due; 
With  glowing  strings  the  epic  strain 
To  Jove^s  great  son  I  raise  affain; 
Alcides  and  his  glorious  deeds, 
Beneath  whose  arm  the  Hydra  bleeds; 
All,  all  in  Tain,  my  wayward  lyre 
Wakes  silver-notes  of  soft  desire. 
Adieu!  yeehiefs  renownM  in  arms! 
Adieu  !  the  clang  of  war's  alarms. 
I'o  other  deeds  my  soul  is  strung, 
And  sweeter  notes  shall  now  he  sung; 
My  harp  shall  all  its  powers  reveal. 
To  tell  the  tale  my  heart  must  feel ; 
Love,  love  alone,  my  lyre  shall  claim. 
In  songs  of  bliss,  and  sighs  of  flame. 


ODE  IIL 


^Twasnow  the  hour,  when  Night  had  driven 

Her  car  half  round  yon  sable  heaven ; 

Bootes,  only,  seem'd  to  roll 

His  Arctic  charge  around  the  Pole ; 

While  mortals,  lost  in  gentle  sleep. 

Forgot  to  smile,  or  ceased  to  weep ; 

At  this  lone  hour  the  Paphian  boy. 

Descending  from  the  realms  of  joy. 

Quick  to  my  gate  directs  his  course. 

And  knocks  with  all  his  little  force ; 

My  visions  fled,  alarm'd  I  rose; 

^'What  stranger  breaks  my  blest  repose?'^ 

'''Alas!''  replies  the  wily  child. 

In  faultering  accents,  sweetly  mild ; 

''A  hapless  infant  here  I  roam. 

Far  from  my  dear  maternal  home ; 

Oh !  shield  me  from  the  wintery  blast. 

The  mighty  storm  is  pouring  fast; 

No  prowling  robber  lingers  here ; 

A  wandering  baby,  who  can  fearT'* 

I  heard  his  seeming  artless  tale, 

I  heard  his  sighs  upon  the  gale; 

My  breast  was  never  pity's  foe. 

But  felt  for  all  the  baby's  woe ; 

I  drew  the  bar,  and  by  the  light. 

Young  Love,  the  infant,  met  my  sight ; 

His  bow  across  his  shoulders  flung. 

And  thence  his  fatal  quiver  hung. 

(Ah !  little  did  I  think  the  dart 

Would  rankle  soon  within  my  heart;) 

With  care  I  tend  ray  weary  guest. 

His  little  fingers  chill  my  breast; 

His  glossy  curls,  his  asure  wing. 

Which  droop  with  nightly  showers,  I  wring; 

His  shivering  limbs  the  embers  warm, 

And  now,  reviving  from  the  storm. 

Scarce  had  he  felt  his  wonted  glow. 

Than  swift  he  seiied  his  slender  bow : 

''I  fun  would  koow,  my  gentU  hoft^'* 


He  cried,  ''if  this  iU  strength  has  M; 
I  fear,  relax'd  with  midnight-dews. 
The  strings  their  former  aid  refuse.** 
With  poison  tipt,  his  arrow  flies. 
Deep  in  my  tortured  heart  it  lies : 
Then  loud  the  joyous  urchin  langh'd, 
"My  bow  can  still  impel  the  shaft, 
'TIS  firmly  fix'd,  thy  sigha  reveal  it; 
Say,  courteous  host,  canst  tfMm  not  feel  itf 


FRAGMENTS  OF  SCHOOL  EXERCISES^ 

FBOK  THE  PKOXBTHBUi  VIHCTUa  OF  MtCKTlXk 

Grbat  Jove !  to  whose  Almighty  throne 
Both  &»ds  and  mortals  homage  pay. 

Ne'er  may  my  soul  thy  power  disowa, 
Thy  dread  behests  ne'er  disobey. 

jOft  shall  the  sacred  victim  fall 

In  sea-girt  Ocean^s  mossy  hall ; 

My  voice  shall  raise  no  impious  straia 

'Gainst  him  who  rules  the  sky  and  axvt 

main. 
•  •  •  •  •  • 

How  different  now  thy  joyless  fate. 

Since  first  Hesione  thy  bride. 
When  placed  aloft  in  godlike  state. 

The  blushing  beauty  by  thr  side. 
Thou  sat'st,  while  reverend  Ocean  snilfli 
And  mirthful  strains  the  hours  beguiled; 
The  Nymphs  and  Tritons  danced  arooni,      | 
Nor  yet  thy  doom  was  fix'd ,  nor  Jove  i«- 

lentless  frowst. 
Harrow,  Dee.  1,  1811 


THE  EPISODE  OF  NISUS  AND 
EURYALUS. 

A  PARAPHRASB  FROM  THS  JBfKID,  Ul.  9. 

Nisus,  the  guardian  of  the  portal,  stood, 
Eager  to  gild  his  arms  with  hostile  blood; 
Well  skill'd  in  fight,   the  quivering  lance 

to  wield. 
Or  pour  his  arrows  through  th'  embattled 

field; 
From  Ida  torn,  he  left  his  sjItub  caye. 
And  sought  a  foreign  home,  a  distant  grave; 
To  watch  the  movements  of  the  Danaiaa 

hoet. 
With  him,  Euryalus  sustaina  the  post: 
No  lovelier  mien  adom'd  the  ranks  of  Troy, 
And  beardless  bloom  yet  eraced  the  gallant 

hojr; 
Though  few  the  seasons  of  his  youthful  life, 
As  yet  a  novice  in  the  martiul  atrife. 
'Twas  his, with  beauty  valour'a  gift  to  share, 
A  soul  heroic,  as  his  form  waa  fkir; 
These  bum  with  one  pure  flame  of  generoas 

love. 
In  peace,  in  war,  united  atill  ttiey  mere; 
Friendshipaad  glonr  form  their  joint  lewaid. 
And  now  eomhined  they  hold  the  nightly 

8««rd. 


TRANSLATIONS    AND    IMITATIONS. 


(W3 


•'What  God!''  eiclaimM  the  first,  ''inttiU 

tltii  fire? 
Or,  in  itself  a  God,  what  great  desire? 
My  labouring  sonl ,  with  anxious  thought 

opprest. 
Abhors  this  station  of  inglorious  rest : 
The  love  of  fame  with  this  can  ill  accord, 
Be't  mine  to  seek  for  glory  with  my  sword. 
Seest  thou  yon  camp ,  with  torches  twink- 
ling dim. 
Where  drunken  slumbers  wrap  each  lasy 

limb? 
Where  confidence  and  ease  the  watch  disdain. 
And  drowsy  Silence  holds  her  sable  reign? 
Then  hear  my  thought :— In  deep  and  suUen 

grief. 
Our  troops  and  leaders  mourn  their  absent 

chief; 
Now  could  the  gifts  and  promised  prize  be 

thine 
(The  deed,the  danger,and  the  fame  be  mine); 
Were   this  decre^; — beneath  yon  rising 

mound, 
Methinks,an  easy  path  perchance  were  found. 
Which  past,  I  speed  my  way  to  Pallas*  walls. 
And  lead  JEneaa  from  Eyander's  halls.** 
With  equal  ardour  fired,  and  warlike  joy, 
HU  glowing  friend  addressed  the  Dardan  boy: 
*^These  deeds,  my  Nisus,  shalt  thou  dare 

alone? 
Must  all  the  fame,  the  peril  be  thine  own  ? 
And  I  by  thee  despised,  and  left  afar. 
As  one  unfit  to  share  the  toils  of  war? 
Not  thns  hb  son  the  great  Opheltes  taught. 
Not  thus  my  sire  in  ArgiTO  combats  fought ; 
Not  thus,  when  Ilion  fell,  by  heaTenly  hate, 
I  tracked  i£neas  through  the  walls  of  fate; 
Thou  knowst  my  deeds ,  my  breast  devoid 

of  fear. 
And  hostile  life-drops  dim  my  gory  spear; 
Here  is  a  soul  with  hope  immortal  bumf 
And  life,  ignoble  Ufe,  for  Olary  spurns;^ 
Fame ,  fame  is  cheaply  eam*d  by  fleeting 

breath. 
The  price  of  honour  is  the  sleep  of  death.** 
Then  Nisus— '^Calm  thy  bosom's  fond  alarms. 
Thy  heart  beats  fiercely  to  the  din  of  arms; 
More  dear  thy  worth  and  valour  than  my  own, 
I  swear  by  him  who  fills  Olympus*  throne ! 
So  may  I  triumph,  as  I  speak  the  truth. 
And  clasp  again  the  comrade  of  my  youth. 
But  should  1  fall,  aiid  he  who  dares  advance 
Through  hostile  legions  must  abide  by 

chance ; 
If  some  Rutulian  arm,  with  adverse  blow. 
Should  lay  the  friend  who  ever  loved  thee 

low ; 
Live  thou,  such  beauties  I  would  fain  pre- 
serve. 
Thy    budding  years    a  lengthened    terra 

deserve; 
When  humbled  in  the  dust,  let  some  one  be. 
Whose  gentle  eyes  will  shed  one  tear  for  me; 
Whose  manly  arm  may  snatch  me  back  by 

force. 


Or  wealth  redeem  from  foes  my  captive  corse: 
Or,  if  my  destiny  these  last  deny. 
If  in  the  spoiler's  power  my  ashes  lie. 
Thy  pious  care  may  raise  a  simple  tomb. 
To  mark  thy  love,  and  signalize  my  doom. 
Why  s|iould  thy  doating  wretched  mother 

weep 
Her  only  boy,  reclined  in  endless  sleep  ? 
Who,  for  thy  sake,  the  tempest's  fury  dared, 
Who,for  thy  sake,  war's  deadly  peril  shared; 
Who  braved  what  woman  never  braved 

before. 
And  left  her  native  for  the  Latlan  shore.** 
^*In  vain  you  damp  the  ardour  of  my  soul,** 
Replied  Euryalus,  ^4t  scorns  control ; 
Hence,     let  us  haste,**— their   brother- 
guards  arose. 
Roused  by  their  call,  nor  court  again  repose; 
The  pair,buoy'd  up  on  Hope's  exulting  wing. 
Their  stations  leave,  and  speed  to  seek  the 

king. 
Now,  o*er  the  earth  a  solemn  stillness  ran, 
And  luU'd  alike  the  cares  of  brute  and  man  ; 
Save  where  the  Dardan  leaders  nightly  hold 
Alternate  converse,  and  their  plans  unfold; 
On  one  great  point  the  council  are  agreed. 
An  instant  message  to  their  prince  decreed ; 
Each  lean'd  upon  the  lance  he  well  could 

wield. 
And  poised,with  easy  arm,his  ancient  shield; 
When  Nisus  and  his  friend  their  leave  request 
To  offer  something  to  their  high  behest. 
With  anxious  tremors,  yet  unawed  by  fear. 
The  faithful  pair  before  the  throne  appear  ; 
lulus  greets  them;  at  his  kind  command. 
The  elder  first  address'd  the  hoary  band. 


u 


''With  patience,"  thus  Hyrtacides  begaa. 
Attend,  nor  judge  from  youth,  our  humble 

plan; 

Where  yonder  beacons,  half-expiring,  beam. 
Our  slumbering  foes  of  future   conquest 

'  dream. 
Nor  heed  that  we  a  secret  path  have  traced. 
Between  the  ocean  and  the  portal  placed: 
Beneath  the  covert  of  the  blackening  smoke. 
Whose  shade  securely  our  design  whI  cloak. 
If  you,  ye  Chiefs,  and  Fortune  will  allow. 
We'll  bend  our  course  to  yonder  moun- 
tain's brow; 
Where  Pallas'  walls,  at  distance,  meet  the 

sight. 
Seen  o'er  the  glade,  when  not  obscured  by 

night ; 
Then  shall  i^Jneas  in  his  pride  return. 
While  hostile  matrons  raise  their  offsprings' 

nm. 
And  Latian  spoils,  and  purpled  heaps  of  dead. 
Shall  mark  the  havoc  of  our  hero's  tread ; 
Such  is  our  purpose,  not  unknown  the  way. 
Where  yonder  torrent's  devious  waters ttm^ 
Oft  have  we  seen ,  when  hunting  by  the 

stream^ 
The  distaut  t^vNa«0kNn^ite^^n^«i%  ^^ 
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TRANSLATIONS    AND    IMITATIONS. 


Mature  in  yean,  for  sober  witdom  famed. 
Moved  by  the  speech,  Alethen  here  eKclaimHl: 
**  Ye  parent  Gods !  who  rule  the  fate  of  Troy, 
Still  dwells  the  Dardan  spirit  in  the  boy ; 
When  minds  like  these  in  striplings  thus 

ye  raise, 
Yours  is  the  god-like  act,  be  yours  the  praise; 
In  ffallant  youth  my  fainting  hopes  revive, 
And  Ilion^s  wonted  glories  still  survive.** 
Then ,  in  his  warm  embrace ,  the  boys  he 

pressed. 
And,  quivering,  strained  them  to  his  aged 

breast ; 
With  tears  the  burning  cheek  of  each  be- 
dewed. 
And,  sobbing,  thus  his  first  discourse  re- 
newed :  — 
''What  gift,  my  countrymen,  what  martial 

prize 
Can  we  bestow,  which  you  may  not  despise  ? 
Our  deitie8  the  first,  best  boon  have  given. 
Internal  virtues  are  the  gift  of  Heaven. 
What  poor  rewards  can  bless  your  deeds 

on  earth, 
Doubtless,  await  such  young  exalted  worth; 
i9Cneas  and  Ascanius  shall  combine 
To  yield  applause  far,  far  surpassing  mine.** 
lulus  then:  ^^By  all  the  powers  above! 
By  those  Penates  who  my  country  love ; 
By  hoary  Vesta*s  sacred  fane,  I  swear. 
My  hopes  are  all  in  you,  ye  generous  pair! 
Restore  my  father  to  my  grateful  sight. 
And  all  my  sorrows  yield  to  one  delight. 
Nisus!  two  silver  goblets  are  thine  own. 
Saved  from    Arisba*s  stately  domes  o*er- 

thrown ; 
My  sire  secured  them  on  that  fatal  day. 
Nor  left  such  bowls  an  Argive  robber*s  prey. 
Two  massy  tripods  also  shall  be  thine. 
Two  talents   polish*d  from   the  glittering 

mine  ; 
An  ancient  cup  which  Tyrian  Dido  gave, 
While  yet  our  vessels  press*d  the  Punic 

wave: 
But,   when   the  hostile  chiefs  at  length 

bow  down. 
When  great  ^neas  wears  Hesperia*s  crown. 
The  casque,  the  buckler,  and  the  fiery  steed, 
Which-  Turnus    guides  with    more    than 

mortal  speed, 
Are  thine ;  no  envious  lot  «hall  then  be  cast, 
I  pledge  my  word,  irrevocably  pass*d ; 
Nay   more,    twelve  slaves  and  twice   six 

captive  dames. 
To  soothe  thy  softer  hours  with  amorous 

flames. 
And  all  the  realms  which  now  the  Latins 

sway. 
The  laboun  of  to-night  shall. well  repay. 
But  thou,  my  generous  youth,  whose  tender 

years 
Are  near  my  own ,  whose  worth  my  heart 

reveres. 
Henceforth,  affection  sweetly  thus  begun. 
Shall  join  our  botoma  and  out  «ou\b  va  qiia\ 


Without  thy  aid  no  ^mj  ahnll  be  Hiii, 
Without  thy  dear  advice  no  neat  dcsn; 
Alike,  through  life  eateemM,  uion  go4-ai 

boy. 
In  war  my  bulwark,  and  in  peace  my  jsj* 


To  him  EuT^ns:  ''No  dny  ahall 
The  rising  glories,  which  from  thislclu 
Fortune  may  favour  or  the  skies  may  frswi, 
But  valour,  spite  of  fate ,  obtains  reaowa 
Yet,  ere  from  hence  oar  eager  steps  depn^ 
One  boon  I  beg,  the  neareat  to  my  betit: 
My  mother  sprung  from  Prtanai*s  royal  lis^ 
Like  thine  ennobled,  hardly  less  divine; 
Nor  Troy,  nor  King  Acestes^  realms  restnii   : 
Her  feeble  age  from  dangers  of  the  mm\  \ 
Alone  she  came,  all  selfish  fears  above,      \ 
A  bright  example  of  maternal  love. 
Unknown,  the  secret  enterprise  I  brave, 
Lest  grief  should  bend  my  parent  to  Iki 

gniTe: 
From  this  alone  no  fond  adieus  I  sedfc. 
No  fainting  mother*s  lips  have  pre«*d  mj 

cheek  ; 
By  gloomy  Night,  and  thy  right  hand,  I  vsw 
Her  parting-tears  would  shake  my  pnrpoie 


no^ 


Oothou,  my  prince,  her  failing  agesastiii, 
In  thee  her  much- loved  child  mayliveafrtii; 
Her  dying  hours  with  pious  conduct  blen, 
Assist  her  wants,  relieve  her  fond  distRM: 
So  dear  a  hope  must  all  my  aonl  inflasM, 
To  rise  in  glory,  or  to  fall  in  feme.** 
Struck  with  a  filial  care,  so  deeply  felt* 
In  tears  at  once  the  Trojan  warriors  bkU; 
Faster  than  all,  lulus*  eyes  o*erflow; 
Such  love  was  his,and  such  had  been  his  wsa 
'^AU  thou  hast  ask*d,  receive,**  the  Priice 

replied. 
Nor  this  alone,  but  many  a  gift  beside; 
To  cheer  thy  mother*s  years  shall  be  my  ais^ 
Creusa*s  style  but  wanting  t«»  the  daine ; 
Fortune  an  adverse  wayward  coarse  may  nu, 
But  bless*d  thy  mother  in  so  dear  a  son. 
Now,  by  my  life,  my  Sire*s  most  sacred  oath. 
To  thee  1  pledge  my  full,  my  firmest  troth, 
All  the  rewards  which  once  to  Ihee  wers 

vow'd. 
If  thou  shouldst  fall,    on  her  shall  be 

bestow*d.'* 
Thus  spoke  the  weeping  Prince,  then  foiA 

to  view 
A  gleaming  falchion  from  the  sheath  he 

drew; 
Lycaon*s  utmost  skill  had  graced  the  steel, 
For  friends  to  envy  and  for  foes  to  feeL 
A  tawny  hide,  the  Moorish  lion's  spoil. 
Slain  midst  the  forest,  in  the  hunter's  toil, 
Mnestheus.to  guard  the  elder  yooth  bestows, 
And  old  Alethes*  casque  defends  his  brows; 
Arm*d,  thence  they  go,  while  all  the  as- 

aembled  train. 
To  aid  their  caose,  implore  the  gods  in  vala; 
Mote  than  a  boy,  la  wisdom  and  in  gnsi, 
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lolsf  holdi  ttnidal  the  chiefs  hb  place ; 
Hie  prayen  he  fende,  hot  whet  can  prayere 

avail. 
Lost  in  the  mnnnart  of  the  sighing  gale? 

The  trench  is  past,  and,  favoured  by  the 

night, 
Throogh  sleeping  foes  thej  wheel  their 

wary  flight. 
When  shall  the  sleep  of  many  a  foe  be  o*er? 
Alas !  some  slumber  who  shall  wake  no  more ! 
Chariots,   and  bridles,   mixM  with  arms, 

are  seen, 
And  flowing  flaslcs,   and  scatter  d  troops 

between ; 
Bacchus  and  Mars  to  rule  the  camp  combine, 
A  mingled  chaos  this  of  war  and  wine. 
««Now,^  cries  the  first,  ^'for  deeds  of  blood 

prepare. 
With  me  the  conquest  and  the  labour  share ; 
Here  lies  our  path ;  lest  any  hand  arise. 
Watch  thou,  while  many  a  dreaming  chief- 
tain dies; 
1*11  carre  our  passage  through  the  heedless 

foe. 
And  clear  thy^  road ,   with  many  a  deadly 

blow." 
His   whispering  accents  then    the  youth 

represt, 
And  pierced  proud  Rhnmnes  through  his 

panting  breast ; 
StretchM  at  his  ease,  th*  Incautious  king 

reposed, 
Debauch,and  not  fatigue,hi8  eje9  had  closed; 
To  Tumus  dear,  a  prophet  and  a  prince, 
His  omens  more  than  angiir^s  skill  evince. 
But  he,  who  thus  foretold  the  fate  of  all. 
Could  not  avert  his  own  untimely  fall. 
Next  Remus*  armour- bearer,  hapless,  full. 
And  three  unhappy  slaves  the  carnage  swell: 
The  charioteer  alon^  his  conrscr*s  sides 
Expires,  tbe  steel  bis  severM  neck  divides; 
Andjastjiis  Lord  is  numbered  with  the  dead. 
Bounding  con vnl si ve,  flies  the  gasping  heiid; 
From  the  swollen    veins  the    blackening 

torrouts  pour. 
Stained  is  the  couch  and  earth  with  clotting 

gore. 
Young  Lamyrus  and  Lamus  next  expire, 
AndgaySerranus,  fiird  with  youthful  fire ; 
Half  the  long  night  in  childish  games  was 

past, 
Lnirdbythe  potent  srape,  he  slept  at  last; 
Ah !  happier  far,  had  he  the  mom  surveyed. 
And,  till  Aurora*s  dawn,  his  skill  displayed. 

In  slanghter'd  folds,  the  keepers  lost  in 

sleep. 
His  hungry  fangs  a  Lion  thus  may  steep ; 
'Mid  the  sad  flock,af  dead  of  night,  he  prowls. 
With  murder  glutted,  and  in  carnage  rolls; 
Insatiate  still ,  through  teeming  herds  he 

roams. 
In  teaa  of  gore  the  lordly  tyrant  foams. 


Nor  lesa  the  others  deadly  vengeance 

came. 
But  falls  on  feeble  crowds  without  a  name; 
His  wound  unconscious  Fad  us  scarce  can  feel. 
Yet  wakeful  Rhssns  sees  the  threatening 

steel ; 
His  coward  breast  behind  a  jar  he  hides. 
And,  vainlv,  in  the  weak  defence  confides; 
Full  in  his  heart    the  falchion  search*d 

his  veins. 
The  reeking  weapon  bears  alternate  stains; 
Thro*  wine  and  blood,    commingling  as 

they  flow. 
The  feeble  spirit  seeks  the  shades  below. 
Now,    where  Messapus  dwelt  they  bend 

their  way, 
Whose  fires  emit  a  faint  and  trembling  ray; 
There  uncnnfined  behold  each  grazing  steed, 
Un watched,  unheeded,  on  the  herbage  feed; 
Brave  Nisns  here  arrests  his  comrade^s  arm. 
Too  flushed  with  carnage,  and  with  con- 
quest warm: 
''Hence  let  us  haste,  the  dangerous  path 

is  past. 
Full  foes  enough,  to-night,  have  breathed 

their  last; 
Soon   will  the  day  those  eastern  clouds 

adorn. 
Now  let  us  speed,  nor  tempt  the  rising  mom.** 


What  silver   arms,    with  various  arts 

emboss*d. 
What  bowls  and  mantles,  in  confusion  toss*d. 
They  leave  regardless !  yet,  one  glittering 

prixe 
Attracts  the  younger  hero's  wandering  eyes  ; 
The  gilded  harness  Rhamnes*  ooursers  felt. 
The  gems  which  stud  the  monarch's  golden 

belt; 
This  from  the  pallid  corse  was  quickly  torn. 
Once  by  a  line  of  former  chieftainN  M'um. 
Th*  exulting  boy  the  studded  girdle  wears, 
Messapus*  helm  his  head,  in  triumph,  bean; 
Then  from  the  tents  their  cautious  steps 

they  bend. 
To  seek  the  vale,  where  safer  paths  extend. 


Just  at  this  hour  a  band  of  Latian  home 
To  Tnmus*  camp  pursue   their  destined 

course; 
While  the  slow  foot  their  tardy  march  delay. 
The  knights,  impatient,  spur  along  the  way  : 
Three  hundred  mail-^lad  men,  by  Volscens 

led. 
To  Tnrnus  with  their  master's  promise  sped: 
Now,  they  approach  the  trench,  and  view 

the  widls. 
When,  on  the  left,  a  light  reflection  falls; 
The  plunder*d  helmet  through  the  waning 

night 
Sheds  forth  a  silver  radianccglancing  bright* 
Volscens ,   with   question   loud ,   the   pair 
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**Stand,  ttnigglen!  stand!  why  earl jr  that 

in  arms  ¥ 
From  whence?  to  whom?*^  He  meets  with 

no  reply, 
Tmstinff  the  covert  of  the  night,  they  fly ; 
llie  thicket*!  depth,   with   harried  pace, 

they  tread. 
While  ronnd  the  wood  the  hostile  squadron 

spread. 


With  brakes  entangled  ,   scarce  a   path 

between, 
Dreary  and  dark  appears  the  syWan  scene; 
Eiiryalns  his  heavy  spoils  impede. 
The  boughs  and   winding  turns  his  steps 

mislead ; 
But  IKisus  scours  along  the  forest^s  maze. 
To  where  Latinus*  steeds  in  safety  graze. 
Then    backward   o*er   the  plain   his   eyes 

extend. 
On  every  side  they  seek  his  absent  friend. 
•*0  Ciod!  my  boy,"  he  cries,  ••'•of  me  bereft, 
In  wlint  impending  perilj^  art  thou  left!" 
Listrning  heruns— above  the  wavingtrees, 
Tnmultuous  voices  8wcll  the  passing  breeze; 
The  war-cry  rise«i,  thundering  hoofs  around 
Wake   the  dark  echoes  of  the  trembling 

ground ; 
Again  he  turns —  of  footsteps  hears  the  noise, 
I'lie    sound   elates  —  the    sight   his   hope 

destroys ; 
The  hapless  boy  a  ruffian  train  surround, 
While  lengthening  shades  his  weary  way 

confound ; 
Him,  with  loud  shouts,  the  furious  knights 

pursue. 
Struggling -in  vain,  a  captive  to  the  crew 
Wliat   can   his    friend   'gainst    thronging 

numbers  dare? 
Ah !  must  he  rush^his  comrade^s  fate  to  share! 
What  force,  what  aid,  what  stratagem  essay, 
Back  to  redeem  the  Latian  spoiler's  prey ! 
Ais  life  a  votive  ransom  nobly  give, 
Or  die  with  him  for  whom  he  wished  to  live ! 
Poising  with  strength  his  lifted  lance  on 

high, 
On  Luna's  orb  he  cast  his  phrenzied  eye: 
^-^GfHldess  serene ,  transcending  every  star ! 
Queen  of  the  sky !  whose  beams  are  seen  afar; 
By  night.  Heaven  owns  thy  sway,  by  day, 

the  grove; 
W' hen,  as  chaste  Dian ,  here  thou  deignst 

to  rove ; 
If  e'er  myself  or  sire  have  sought  to  grace 
Thine  altars  with  the  produce  of  the  chace; 
Speed,  speed,  my  dart,  to  pierce  yon  vaunt- 
ing crowd. 
To  free  my  friend,  and  scatter  far  the  proud." 
Thus  having  said,  the  hissing  dart  he  flung; 
Through  parted  shades  the  hurtling  weapon 

sung; 
The  thirsty  point  in  Sulmo's  «ntmV%\«^, 
TVansflx'd  hit  heart,  and  atTeicYOA  YAm  fiu 

the  c\«j-. 


He  sobs,  he  dies, — thetroop,  in  wildam^ 
Unconscious  whence  tlie  death,  with  ksmv 

gaze;  \ 

While  pale  they  stare,  thro'  Tagns'  Umf)n 

riven,  I 

A  second  shaft  with  equal  force  is  drivai; 
Fierce  Volscens  rolls  around  hu  lowcrii| 

eyes,  | 

Veird  by  the  night,  secure  the  Trojaa  lia 
Burning  with  wrath,  he  view'd  his  soMiea   - 

fell;  < 

«'Thou  youth  accurst!  thy  life  shall  fti 

for  all." 
Quick  from  the  sheath  his  flaming  gltri 

he  drew 
And,  raging,  on  the  boy  defenceless  lift. 
Nisus  no  more  the  blaclcening  shade  concrsk 
Forth,forth  hestarts.andall  his  love  retells 
Aghast,  confused,  his  fears  to  roadnes«riit 
And  pour  these  accents,  shrieking  as  he  flin: 
^^Me,  me,  your  vengeance  hurl  onmealssci 
Here   sheathe  the  steel ,    my  blo«Nl  if  il 

your  own ; 
Ye  starry  Spheres !  thou  conscious  HesKi 

attest ! 
He  could  not — durst    not— lo!   the  giik 

cnnfest! 
All,  all  was  mine — his  early  fate  suspcs^ 
He  only  loved  too  well  his  hapless  frics^; 
Spare ,  spare ,  ye  chiefs !  from  him  ysir 

rage  remove. 
His  fault  was  friendship,  all  his  crinMWH 

loTe." 
He  pray'd  in  vain,  the  dark  assassin's  $woti 
Pierced  the  fairsidc,the  snowy  bosom  gorei; 
Lowly  to  earth  inclines  his  plume-clad  nist, 
And  sanguine  torrents  mantle  o'er  hb  brent: 
As  some  young  rose,  whose  blossom  sccifi 

the  air. 
Languid  in  death,  expires  beneath  theshve; 
Or  crimson  poppy,  sinking  with  the  shower, 
Declining  gently,  falls  a  fading  flower; 
Thus,  sweetly  drooping ,  bends  his  lovelj 

head. 
And  lingering  Beauty  ho  vera  round  the  dcii 


But  fiery  Nisus  stems  the  battle's  tide. 
Revenge  his  lender,  and  Despair  his  guide; 
Volscens  he  seeks,amidst  the  gathering  boit, 
Volscens  must  soon  appease  his  comrade's 

ghost; 
Steel,  flashing,  pours  on  steel,  foe  crowds 

on  foe. 
Rage  nerves  his  arm.  Fate  glcaou  in  evenr 

blow ; 
In  vain ,  beneath  unnomber'd  wounds  be 

bleeds. 
Nor  wounds,  nor  death,  distracted  Nisv 

heede; 
In  viewless  cirelaa  wheelM  hie  feldiion  flisfi 
Nor  quite  the  Hero's  grasp,till  VolseeM  dies; 
\l««^  \TkW%  ^T^mlVte  end  Ube  weapon  tmmit 
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*^  Thecap  of  woewMfvilN— tiMfpirilflfld} 
^  The  toal  of  him  that  ■eornM  to  ttn  or  flj— 
^  Who  liTod  and  died  ai  none  can  live  or  die  I 


Bat,  io !  from  high  Hymettat  to  tiie  plain, 
The  queen  of  night  anertt  her  eilent  reign; 
No  morky  Taponr,  herald  of  the  etorm. 
Hides  her  fair  face,  nor  girdi  her  glowing 

form: 
With  cornice  glimmering  as  the  moonheams 

There  the  white  colnnm  greets  her  gratefal 

iind  bright  aroond,  with  qniToring  beams 

beset. 
Her  emblem  sparkles  o*er  the  minaret: 
The  groves  of  oIito  scattered  dark  and  wide 
Where  mediCephisns  sheds  his  scanty  tide. 
The  cypress  saddening  by  the  sacred  mosque« 
The  gleaming  turret  of  the  gay  Kiosk, 
And,  don  and  sombre  mid  tlie  holy  calm. 
Near  Thesens*  fane,  yon  solitary  palm, 
All  tinged  with  iraried  hoes,  arrest  the  eye— 
And  dull  were  his  that  passed  them  heed- 
less by. 


Again  the  ifiirean,  heard  no  more  aflir. 
Lulls  his  chafed  breast  firom  elemental  war; 
Again  his  waves  in  milder  tints  unfold 
Their  long  amy  of  sapphire  and  of  gold, 
MizM  with  the  shades  of  many  a  distant  ble, 
Tliat  frown— where  gentler  ocean  seems  to 

smile. 


As  thus  within  the  walls  af  Pallas*  fime 
I  markM  the  beauties  of  the  land  and  main. 
Alone  and  friendless,  on  the  magic  shore 
Whose  arts  and  arms  but  Hto  in  poef  s  lore. 
Oft  as  the  matchless  dome  I  tnm'd  to  scan, 
Sacred  to  gods,  but  not  secure  from  man, 
The  past  return^,   the  present  seemM  to 

cease, 
AndGlory  knew  no  clime  beyond  her  Greece, 
flours  roird  along,  and  Dianas  orb  on  high 
Had  gained  the  centre  of  her  softest  sky. 
And  yet  unwearied  still  my  footsteps  trod 
0*er  the  vain  shrine  of  many  a  vanish *d  god ; 
But  chiefly,  Pallas!  thine,  when  Hecate*s 

glare, 
CheckM  by  thy  columns,  fell  more  sadly  fair 
O^er  the  chill  marble,  where  the  startling 

tread 
Thrilb  the  lone  heart  like  echoes  ftrom 

the  dead. 
Long  had  I  mused,  and  measured  every  trace 
The  wreck  of  Greece  recorded  of  her  race, 
When,  lo !  a  giant^form  before  me  strode. 
And  Pallas  hail'd  me  in  her  own  abode. 
Yes,  'twas  Minerva's  self,  but,  ah!   how 

changed 
Since  o'er  the  Dardan  field  m  arms  the 

ranged! 


Not  nidi  ■•  ont,  hj  har  dhrlae  ronimaad, 
Her  form  appearM  from  Phidias'  plastic 

hand; 
Ckme  were  the  terrors  of  her  awful  brow, 
Her  idle  Mgi»  bore  no  Gorvon  now ; 
Her  helm  was  deep  indented,  and  her  lanoe 
Seem'd  weak  and  shaftless,  e'en  to  mortal 

glance; 
The  olive-branch,  which  still  she  deign^ 

to  clasp. 
Shrank  from  her  touch  and  wither'd  in  her 

And,ah !  though  still  the  brightest  of  the  sky. 
Celestial  tears  bedimm'd  her  large  blue  eve; 
Round  the  rent  casque  her  owlet  circlei 

slow. 
And  moura'd  his  mistress  with  a  shrldc 

of  woe. 
^'Mortal !  (twas  thus  she  spake)  that  blnsh 

of  shame 
Proclaims  thee  Briton —once  a  noble  name- 
First  of  the  mighty,  foremost  of  the  free, 
Now  honoured  le$$  by  all — and  leaH  by  met 
Chief  of  thy  foes  shall  Pallas  still  be  found:— 
Seeks t  thou   the  cause?  O  mortal,  look 

around ! 
Lo !  here,  despite  of  war  and  wasting  fiie^ 
I  saw  successive  tyrannies  eipire; 
'Scaped  from  the  ravage  of  ike  Turk  aad 

Goth, 
Thy  country  sends  a  spoiler  worse  than  both ! 
Survey  this  vacant  violated  fime; 
Recount  the  relics  torn  that  yet  remain; 
3%ete  Cecrops  placed  -  this  Pericles  adom'd. 
not  Hadrian  rear'd  when  drooping  science 

mourn'd : 
What  more  I  owe  let  gratitude  attest — 
Know,  Alaric  and  Elgin  did  the  rest. 
That  all  may  learn  fn»m  whence  the  plnn* 

derer  came, 
Th'  insulted  wall  sustains  his  hated  name. 
For  Elgin's  fame  thus  grateful  Pallas  pleads: 
Below,  his  name— above,  behold  his  deeds  I 
Be  ever  hail'd  with  equal  honour  here 
The  Gothic  monarch  and  the  Pictish  peer. 
Arms  gave  the  first  his  right— Uie  last  had 

none. 
But  basely  stole  what  less  barbarians  won! 
So  when  the  lion  quits  his  fell  repast, 
Next  prowls  the  wolf— the  filthy  jackal  last  t 
Flesh,  limbs,  and  blood,  the  former  make 

their  own ; 
The  last  base  brute  securely  gnaws  the  bone. 
Yet  still  the  gods  are  just,  and  crimes  are 

crost— 
See  here  what  Elgin  won,  and  what  he  lost! 
Another  name  with  his  pollutes  my  shriae« 
Behold  where  Dian's  beams  disdain  to  shine! 
Some  retribution  still  might  Pallas  claim. 
When  Venus  half  avenged  Minerva's  shame.** 


She  ceased  awhile,  and  thus  I  dared  reply. 
To  soothe  the  vengeance  kindling  in  her 

eyei— 
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While  Blackstone  '«  on  the  shelf  neglected 

laid; 
Of  Grecian  dramas  Taunts  the  deathless 

fame. 
Of  Avon^s  bard   remembering;  scarce  the 

name. 


Such  is  the  jouth ,  whoM  scientific  pate 
Class-hononrs,  medals,  fellowships,  await; 
Or  CTcn,  perhaps,  the  declamntion-priKe, 
If  to  such  glorious  height  he  lifts  his  eyes. 
But,  lo !  no  common  orator  can  hope 
The  envied  silver  cup  within  his  scope: 
IVot  that  our  Heads  much  eloquence  require, 
Th*  Athbkian's  glowingstjle,or  Tally's  fire. 
A  manner  clear  or  warm  is  useless,  since 
We  do  not  try,  by  speaking,  to  convince; 
Be  other  orators  of  pleasing  proud. 
We  speak  to  please  ourselves,  not  move  the 

crowd : 
Our  gravity  prefers  the  muttering  tone, 
A  proper  mixture  of  the  squeak  and  groan; 
No  borrowed  grace  of  action  must  be  seen, 
The  slightest  motion  would  displease  the 

Dean; 
Whilst  every  staring  Graduate  wonld  prate 
Against  what  he  could  never  imitate. 


The  man ,   who  hopes  t*  obtain  the  pro- 
mised cup. 
Must  in  one  posture  stand,  and  ne'er  look  ap; 
Nor  stop,  but  rattle  over  every  word. 
No  matter  what,  so  it  can  not  be  heard: 
Thus  let  him  hurry  on.  nor  think  to  rest; 
Who  speaks  the  fastest 's  sure  to  speak  the 

best; 
Who  utters  most  within  the  shortest  space. 
May  safely  hope  to  win  the  wordy  race. 


The  sons  of  science  these,who,thus  repaid, 
Linger  in  ease  in  Granta's  sluggiflli  shade; 
Wlicroon  Cam^s  sedgy  banks  supine  they  lie, 
Unknown ,   unhonour*d  live ,  —  unwept  for 

die; 
Dull  as  the  pictures  which  adorn  their  halls. 
They  think  all  learning  fix'd  within  their 

walls ; 
In  manners  rude,  in  foolish  forms  precise. 
All  modem  arts  aflerting  to  despise ; 
Yet  prizing  Bentlbv's,  Bruivck's,  or  Poa- 

sox's  note. 
More  than  the  verse  on   which  the  critic 

wrote; 
Vain  as  their  honours ,  heavy  as  their  ale. 
Sad  as  their  wit,  and  tedious  as  their  tale. 
To  friendship  dead ,  though  not  ontanght 

to  feel. 
When  Self  and  Church  demand  a  bigot- 
seal. 
With  eager  haste  tliey  court  the  lord  of 

power. 
Whether  *tis  Pitt  or  Prttt  rules  thi'!  hour: 


To  him,  with  suppliant  tmiles.  thcykri 

the  head. 

While  distant  mitres  to  their  eyes  are  fpmi; 

But  should  Ija  stom  o'erwhelm  hia  vtt 

disgrace. 

They'd  fly  to  seek  the  next,  who  filPd  hb 

place. 

Such  are  the  men  who  learning's  treMara 

Such  is  their  practice,  soch  is  their  rewsrl; 
This  much,  at  least,  we  may  proMime  ts  m , 
The  premium  can't  exceed  the  price  thej  psf. 


TO  THE  EARL  OF  •  •  •. 

**Ta  semper  aaorif 
Sis  rneaor ,  et  cari  conitis  me  abscedat  iaigk' 

VALR&irt  PLiccn 

FazBiED  Of  my  youth !  when  young  werovei 
Like  striplings  mutually  beloved. 

With  Friendship's  purest  glow ; 
The  bliss  which  wing'd  those  rosy  hoaif, 
Was  such  as  pleasure  seldom  showen 

On  mortals  here  below. 

The  recollection  seems,  alone. 
Dearer  than  all  the  joys  We  known. 

When  distant  far  from  you; 
Though  pain,  'tis  still  a  pleasing  paia. 
To  trace  those  days  and  hoars  again, 

And  sigh  again,  adieu! 

My  pcnsiTO  memory  lingers  o'er 
I'hose  scenes  to  be  enjoy'd  no  more. 

Those  scenes  regretted  ever; 
The  measure  of  our  youth  is  full, 
Life's  evening-dream  is  dark  and  dull, 

And  we  may  meet — ah !  nev  er ! 

As  when  one  parent-spring  aapplies 
Two  streams,  which  from  one  fountain  riic, 

Together  join'd  in  vain; 
How  soon,  diverging  from  their  source. 
Each  murmuring  seeks  another  coarse, 

Tiii  mingled  in  the  Main : 

Our  vital  streams  of  weal  or  woe, 
Thouffh  near,  alas!  distinctly  flow. 

Nor  mingle  as  before ; 
Now  swift  or  slow,  now  block  or  clear. 
Till  death's  unfathom'd  gnlph  appear, 

And  both  shall  qait  the  aiiore. 

Our  souls,  my  Friend!  which  oace  sappM 
One  wish,  nor  breathed  a  thought  beiiiCi 

Now  flow  in  different  channels; 
Disdaining  humbler  rural  sports, 
'TIS  yours  to  mix  in  polish'd  courts. 

And  shine  in  Fashion's  oonals. 

'TIS  mine  to  waste  on  love  my  tioie. 
Or  vent  my  reveries  in  rhyme. 

Without  the  aid  of  Reason; 
For  Sense  and  Beaaon  g(Ciiiics  kaow  it) 
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8^  rany  ye  perUh !  Pal  Ian,  when  fhe  niTO 
Voiir  frcc-born  righU,  forbade  ye  to  entlavo. 
tsook  on  your  Spain,  the  elasp*  tlie  hand 

ehe  hatet. 
But  coldly  clatps,  and  thmtto  yon  from 

her  gated. 
Bear  witness  bright  Barroua,  thou  canst  tell 
Whose  were  the  sons  that  bravely  fought 

and  fell. 
While  Lusitania,  kind  and  dear  ally. 
Can  spare  a  few  to  fight  and  sometimes  fly. 
Oh  glorious  field!  by  famine  fiercely  won; 
The  Gaul  retires  for  once,  and  all  is  done! 
But  when  did  Pallas  teach  that  one  retreat 
Retrieved  three  long  olympiads  of  defeat  ? 
liook  Itmi  at  home — ye  love  not  to  look  there, 
On  the  grim  smile  of  comfortless  despair  | 
Iffmr  city  saddens,  loud  tliough  revel  howls, 
Here   famine   faints,   and  yonder  rapine 

proM'ls : 
Sec  all  alike  of  more  or  less  bereft— 
Ko  iiiiijicm  tremble  when  tliere^s  nothing  left. 
^^Blcdt  paper  credit^  who  shall  dare  to  sing? 
It  clogs  like  lead  corruption's  weary  wing: 
Yet  Pallas  plucked  each  Premier  by  the  oar, 
Who  gods  and  men  alike  di«dain*a  to  hear; 
Hut  one,  repentant  o*er  a  bankrupt  state. 
On  Pallas  calls,  but  calb,  alas !  too  late ; 
Then  raves  for  "*" ;  to  thai  Mentor  bends. 
Though  he  and  Pallas   never   yet    were 

friends: 
Him  senatet  hear  whom  never  yet  they 

heard, 
Contemptuous  once,  and  now  no  less  absurd: 
So  once  of  yore  each  reasonable  frog 
Swore  faith  and  fealty  to  his  sovereign  log; 
Thus  hail'd  your  rulers  their  patrician  cM, 
As  Kgypt  chose  an  onion  for  •  god. 


*^Now  fare  ve  well,  eqjoy  yoar  little  hoar ; 
Go,  grasp  the  shadow  of  your  vanished 

power; 
Gloss  o*er  the  fkilnre  of  each  fondest  scheme. 
Your  strength  a  name,  your  bloated  wealth 

a  dream. 
Gone  is  that  gold,  the  marvel  of  mankind. 
And  pirates  Iwrtor  all  that's  left  behind, 
Ko  more  the   hirelings,    purchased  near 

and  far. 
Crowd  to  the  ranks  of  mercenary  war ; 
Hie  idle  merchant  on  the  useless  quay 
Droops  o'er  the  bales  no  bark  may  bear 

away. 
Or,  back  returning,  sees  rejected  stores 
Hot  piecemeal  on  his  own  encnmber'd  shores; 
rhe  starved  mechanic  breaks  his  rosting 

loam. 
And  desperate  nans  him  'gainst  tiieconmon 

doom. 


Then  in  the  senate  of  your  sinking  state, 
Show  me  the  man  whose  counsels  may  have 

weight. 
Vain  is  each  voice  whose  tones  could  once 

command ; 
ITen  factions  cease  to  charm  a  factious  land ; 
While  jarring  sects  convulse  a  sister-isle. 
And  light  with  maddening  hands  the  mu- 

inal  pile. 


''*  Tis  done,  'tis  past,  since  Pallas  wamt 

in  vain, 
The  Furies  aeise  her  abdicatml  rei^ ; 
Wide  o'er  the  realm  they  wave  their  kind- 
ling brands. 
And  wring  her  vitals  with  their  fiery  hands. 
But  one  convulsive  struggle  still  remains. 
And  Gaul  shall  weep  ere  Albion  wear  her 

chains. 
The  banner'd  pomp  of  war,  the  glittering 

files, 
O'er  whose  gay  trappings  stem  Bellona 

smiles; 
The  braxen  trump,  the  spirit-stirring  drum. 
That  bid  the  foe  defiance  ere  they  come ; 
Tlie  hero,  bounding  at  his  country's  call. 
The  glorious  death  that  decorates  his  fall. 
Swell   the   young  heart   with    visionary 

charms. 
And  bid  it  antedate  the  joys  of  arms. 
But  know,  a  lejson  you  uiay  yet  be  taught — 
Wi  th  death  alone  are  laurels  cheaply  boughts 
Not  in  the  conflict  havoc  seeks  delight. 
His  day  of  merer  is  the  day  of  fight; 
But  when  the  field  is  fought,  the  battle  won. 
Though  drench'd  with  gore,  his  woes  are 

but  begun. 
His  deeper  deeds  ye  yet  know  but  by  name,^* 
The  slaughter'd  peasant  and  the  ravish'd 

dame. 
The  rifled  mansion  and  the  foe-reap'd  fleld, 
111  suit  with  souls  at  home  untanght  la 

yield. 
Say  with  what  eye,  along  the  distant  down. 
Would  flying  burghers  mark  the  bUiing 

townf 
How  view  the  column  of  ascending  flames 
Shake  his  red  shadow  o'er  the  startled 

Thames? 
Nay,  frown  not,  Albion !  for  the  torch  waa 

thine 
That  lit  such  pyres  from  Tagus  to  the  Rhine: 
Now  should  they  burst  on  thy  devoted  coast. 
Go,  ask  thy  bosom,   who  deserves  them 

most? 
The  law  of  heaven  and  earth  is  life  for  life; 
And  she  who  raised  In  vain  regrets  the 

■trife.  I 
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Who  reads  faUe  qaantitiet  in  Sele, 
Or  pnzxles  o*er  the  deep  triangle; 

Deprived  of  luanj  n  wholesome  meal. 
In  barbarout  Latin  doom'd  to  wrangle  ^ 

Renouncing  everj  pleasing  pag^ 

From  authors  of  historic  use ; 
Preferring  to  the  letter^  sage 

The  square  of  the  hypothenuse. 

Still,  harmless  are  these  occupations. 
That  hurt  none  but  the  hapless  student. 

Compared  with  other  recreations, 

Which  bring  together  the  imprudent ; 

Whose  daring  rei  els  shock  the  sight. 
When  vice  and  infamy  combine; 

When  drunkenness  and  dice  unite. 
And  every  sense  is  steeped  in  wine. 

Not  so  the  methodistic  crew. 
Who  plans  of  reformation  lay : 

In  humble  attitude  they  sue, 
And  for  the  sins  of  others  pray; 

Forgetting,  that  their  pride  of  spirit, 
Their  exaltation  in  their  trial. 

Detracts  most  largely  from  the  merit 
Of  all  their  boasted  self-denial. 

*Tis  morn,— from  these  I  turn  my  sight: 
What  scene  is  this  which  meets  the  eye? 

A  numerous  crowd  array*d  in  white. 
Across  the  green  in  numbers  fly. 

Loud  rings,  in  air,  the  chapel-beli ; 

^Tis  hushed :  What  sounds  are  these  I  hear? 
The  organ^s  soft  celestial  swell 

Rolls  deeply  on  the  listening  ear. 

To  this  is  joinM  the  sacred  song. 

The  royal  mtnstrers  hallowed  strain; 

Thongh  he  who  hears  the  music  long 
Will  never  wish  to  hear  again. 

Our  choir  would  scarcely  be  excused, 
Even  as  a  band  of  raw  beginners; 

All  mercy,  now,  must  be  refused. 
To  such  a  set  of  croaking  sinners. 

If  David,  when  his  toils  were  ended. 
Had  heard  these  blockheads  sing  before 

him. 

To  us  his  psalms  had  ne^er  descended, 
In  f arioas  mood  he  would  have  tore  *em. 

The  luckless  Israelites,  when  taken. 
By  some  inhuman  tyrant's  order. 

Were  askM  to  sing,  by  joy  forsaken. 
On  Babylonian  river's  border: 

Oh !  had  they  sang  in  notes  like  thete, 
Inspired  by  stratagem  or  fear, 

7'liev  might  hare  set  ib^v  VkeatU  «X  «aM^ 
The  deril  t  aouk  bad  ttay'd  Ui  \MaK. 


But,  if  I  scribble  longer  now. 
The  deuce  a  soul  will  stay  to  read; 

My  pen  is  blunt,  my  ink  is  low, 
Tis  almost  time  to  stop,  indeed. 

Therefore,  farewell,  old  Gbanta's  spiiti, 
Ko  more,  like  Cleofas,  I  fly ; 

No  more  thy  theme  my  Mose  inspires, 
The  reader's  tired,  and  so  am  I. 


LACHIN  Y  OAIR. 

Lacrin  V  GAim,  or,  u  it  is  pronoanced  b  tk 
Erse,  Loch  na  gaek,  towers  proodly  ftt- 
eminent  in  the  Nortkem  Hi|:h lands,  near  It- 
vercaald.  One  of  onr  modern  TonrUt!*  un- 
tions  it  as  the  highest  mountain  ,  perhsp*,  b 
Grkat  Britaix  ;  be  this  as  it  may,  it  it  eer  . 
tainly  one  of  the  most  soblime  and  bictvren^  \ 
amonnt  onr  **  Caledonian  Alps.**  Its  appnr- 
ance  is  of  a  dnslcy  hue,  bet  the  snmmit  ii  Ike 
seat  of  eternal  snows ':  near  Lachin  y  Gsir  I 
sprnt  some  of  the  early  part  of  my  life,  tkc 
recollection  of  which  has  ^ven  birth  to  the 
following  Stansas. 

Away,  ye  gay  landscapes,  ye  gardeai  sf 

rooes! 
In  you  let  the  minions  of  Inxary  rore; 
Restore  me  the  rocks  where  the  snov-flike 

reposes. 
Though  still  they  are  sacred  to  freedoa 

and  love: 
Yet,  Caledonia,  beloved  are  thy  monntaisi, 
Round  their  white  sammits  though  de- 
ments war. 
Though  cataracts  foam ,    'stead  of  f mooth 

flowing  fonntaifli, 
I  sigh  for  the  valley  of  dark  Loch  na  Gan. 

Ah!  there  my  young  footsteps  in  infaacj 

wanderM, 
My  cap  was  the  bonnet,  my  cloak  was  the 

plaid ; 
On  chieftains  long  perishM    my  memorj 

pondered. 
As  daily  I  strode  throagh  the  piae-coverM 

glade; 
I  sought  not  my  home  till  the  di^*s  dying 

GaTO  place  to  the  rays  or  the  bri^t  polar- 
star; 
For  Fancy  was  cheered  by  traditional  stonr 

Disclosed  by  the  natiTes  of  dark  Loca 

na  Ganr. 

'^Shades  of  the  dead  I  hare  I  not  heard  ysar 

Toicea 
Rise  on  the  night-rolling  breath  of  tht 

galoT' 
Surely  the  sonl  of  the  hero  rejoices. 
And  rides  on  the  wind  o^er  bin  own 

land  Tale: 
Round'  Loch  na  Can ,  while  the  stoiay 
\  mist  gathon, 

\     Vi  VaVot  YK«^^^M^^2a.^Hla  «Ml  vbe<|  car ; 
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Cloadf  there  encircle    the  forms   of  my 

fathers— 

They  dwell  in  the  tempests  of  darl^  Loch 

na  Garr: 

'^Ill-starred,  though  hrave ,  did  no  Tisions 

foreboding 
Tell  yon  that  Fate  had  forsaken  your 

cause  ?" 
Ah !  were  you  destined  to  die  at  Cnlloden, 
Victory    crownM    not  your    fall    with 

applause ; 
Still  were  you   happy,  in   dcath^s   early 

slumber, 
You  rest  with  your  clan,  in  the  caret  of 

Braemar, 
The  pibroch  resounds  to  the  piper*s  loud 

number 
Tour  deeds  on  the  echoes  of  dark  Loch 

na  Garr. 

Years  have  rolPd  on,  Loch  na  Garr,  since 

I  left  yon ; 
Years  must  elapse  ere  I  ircud  jou  again  ; 
Nature  of  Terdnre  and  flowers  has  bereft  you, 
Yet,  still,  are  you  dearer  than  Albion^s 

plain : 
England!  thy  beauties  are  tame  and  domestic. 
To  one  who  has  royed  on  the  mountains 

afar ; 
Oh !  for  the  crags  that  are  wild  and  majestic, 
The  steep  frowning  glories  of  dark  Loch 

na  Garr! 


TO  ROMANCE. 

PAREffT  of  golden  dreaois,  Romance ! 

Auspicious  Queen  of  childish  joys ! 
Who  leadst  along,  in  airy  dance, 

I'hy  Totire  train  of  girls  and  boys ; 
At  length,  in  spells  no  longer  bound, 

I  break  the  fetters  of  my  youth ; 
IVo  more  I  tread  thy  mystic  round. 

But  leave  thy  realms  for  those  of  Truth. 

And,  yet,  His  hard  to  quit  the  dreams 

Which  haunt  the  unsuspicious  soul, 
Where  every  nymph  a  goddess  seems. 

Whose  eyes  through  rays  immortal  roll; 
While  Fancy  holds  her  boundless  reign. 

And  all  assume  a  varied  hue. 
When  Virgins  seem  no  longer  vain. 

And  even  Woman^s  smiles  are  true. 

And  must  we  own  thee  but  a  name, 

And  from  thy  hall  of  clouds  descend  f 
Nor  find  a  Sylph  in  every  dame, 

A  Py  lades  in  every  friend  f 
But  leave,  at  once,  thy  realms  of  air, 

To  mingling  bands  of  fairy  elves: 
Confess  that  woman  *s  false  a4  fair, 

And   Friends  hare  feelingt  for — ^them- 
selves? 


With  shame,  I  own,  I*ve  felt  thy  sway. 

Repentant,  now  thy  reign  is  o^er ; 
No  more  thy  precepts  I  obey. 

No  more  on  fancied  pinions  soar : 
Fond  fool !  to  love  a  sparkling  eye. 

And  think  that  eye  to  Truth  was  dear. 
To  trust  a  passing  wanton*s  sigh. 

And  melt  beneath  a  wanton^s  tear. 

Romance!  disgusted  with  deceit. 

Far  from  thy  motley  court  I  fly. 
Where' Affectation  holds  her  seat. 

And  sickly  Sensibility; 
Whose  silly  tears  can  never  flow 

For  any  pangs  excepting  thine; 
Who  tnrns  aside  fmm  real  woe. 

To  steep  in  dew  thy  gaudy  shrine : 

Now  join  with  sable  Sympathy, 

With  cypress  crownM,  array 'd  in  weeds; 
Who  heaves  with  thee  her  simple  sigh. 

Whose  breast  for  every  bosom  bleeds; 
And  call  thy  sylvan  female  quire, 

To  mourn  a  swain  for  ever  gone. 
Who  once  could  glow  with  equal  fire. 

But  bends  not  now  before  thy  throne. 

Ye  genial  Nymphs,  whose  ready  tears. 

On  all  occasions,  swiftly  flow; 
Whose  bosoms  heave  with  fancied  fears. 

With  fancied  flames  and  phrenxy  glow ; 
Say,  will  you  mourn  my  absent  name. 

Apostate  from  your  gentle  train  f 
An  infant  Bard,  at  least,  may  claim 

From  you  a  sympathetic  strain. 

Adieu !  fond  race,  a  long  adieu ! 

The  hour  of  fate  is  hovering  nigh  ; 
Even  now  the  gulf  appears  in  view. 

Where  unlamented  you  must  lie : 
Oblivion's  blackening  lake  is  seen 

Convulsed  by  gales  you  cannot  weather, 
Where  you,  and  eke  your  gentle  queen, 

Alas  r  must  perish  altogether. 


ELEGY  ON  NEWSTEAD  ABBEY 

It  is  tlie  voice  of  years  that  are  gone!   they 
roll  before  me  with  all  their  deeds.         Ossian. 

Nbwstbad!   fast  falling,  on  re  resplendent 

dome! 
Religion's    shrine!    repentant    HaifRY'a 

pride  ! 
Of  Warriors,  Monks,  andDames  the  clois- 
tered tomb. 
Whose  pensive  shades  around  thy  mini 

glide: 

Hail !  to  thy  pile !  more  honoured  in  thy  fkll. 
Than  modem  mansions  in  their  pillared 

I  Proudly  ma^«il\c  lw^t»  ^^  -na^X^^'^a^ 
\     Scoirliuc  d«ftMM^fi  fiu  ^^ViMfc*  ^^  ^^»»' 
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No  mail-cJad  Serft,  obedient  to  their  Lovi, 
In  grim  array,  the  crimf on  croM  demand ; 

Orgay  assemble  round  the  festive  board, 
Ijieir  chiers  retainers,  an  immortal  baud. 

Else  might  inspiring  Fancy's  magic  eye 
Retrace  their  progress,  through  the  lapse 

of  time; 

Marldnff  each  ardent  vonth,  ordainM  to  die, 
A  TOtiire  pilgrim,  in  Judea's  clime. 

Bat  not  from  thee,  dark  pile!  departs  the 

Chief, 

His  feudal  realm  in  other  rc^ons  lar ; 
In  thee  the  wounded  conscience  courts  relief, 

Retiring  from  the  garish  blaie  of  day. 

Yes.in  thy  gloomy  cells  and  shades  profound. 
The  Monic    abjured  a  world   he   ne'er 

could  Tiew ; 
Or  blood -stainM  Guilt  repenting  solace 

found, 
Or  Innocence  firom  stem  Oppression  flew. 

A  Monarch  bade  thee  frtmi  that  wild  arise, 
Where  Sherwood's  outlaws   once  were 

wont  to  prowl : 
And  Superstition's  crimes,  of  various  dyes. 
Sought  shelter  in  the  Priest's  protecting 

cowl. 

Where  now  the  grass  exhales  a  murky  dew. 
The  humid  pall  of  life-extinguishM  clay, 

In  sainted  fame  the  sacred  Father's  grew. 
Nor  raised  their  pious  voices,  but  to  pray. 

Where  now  the  bats  their  waTering  wings 

extend. 
Soon  as  the  gloaming  spreads  her  waning 

shade. 
The  choir  did  oft  their  mingling  Tespers 

blend. 
Or  matin-orisons  to  Mary  paid. 

Years  roll  on  years— to  ages,  ages  yield— 
Abbots  to  Abbots  in  a  line  succeed. 

Religion's  charter  their  protecting  shield. 
Till  royal  sacrilege  their  doom  decreed. 

One  holy  Hbbirt  rear'd  the  Gothic  walls, 
And  bade  the  pious  inmates  rest  in  peace: 

Another  Hbnry  the  kind  gift  recals. 
And  bids  devotion's  hallow'd  echoes  cease. 

Vain  is  each  threat,  or  supplicating  prayer. 
He  drives  them  exiles  from  their  blest 

abode, 

To  room  a  dreary  world ,  in  deep  despair. 
No  friend,no  home,no  refuge  but  their  God. 

Hark !  how  the  hall,  resoundinff  to  the  strain. 

Shakes  with  the  martial  music's  novel  din! 

The  heralds  of  a  warrlor't  li«u^ty  rei^^ 


Of  changing  sentinels  the  distant  hui. 

The  mirth  of  feasts,  the  clang  of  ban- 

ish'd  arms, 
The  biaying  trumpet,  and  the  hoarser  dna, 

Unite  in  concert  with  increased  alvm 

An  abbey  once,  a  regal  fortreM  now, 

Encircled  by  insulting  rebel  powers; 
War's  dread  machines  o'erhang  thy  threil- 

ening  brow. 
And    dart    destruction    in    suI^bicm 

showers. 

Ah !  vain  defence !  the  hostile  traitor's  sicfi, 
Tho' oft  repulsed,  by  guile  o'ereonflslh 

brave; 
His  thronging  foes  oppress    the  laitUi 

Liege, 
Rebellion's  reeking  standards  o'er  Us 


Not  unavenged,  the  raging^  Baron  yields. 
The  blood  of  traitors  smears  the  purple 

plain; 
Unconquer'd  still  his  faulchion    there  ht 

wields. 
And  days  of  glory  yet  for  him  remais. 


Still, in  that  hour  the  warrior  wish'd  tostrev 
Self-gather'd  laurels   on    a    self-soe|[U 

grave; 
But  Charles'  protecting  genius  hither  fles, 
The   monarch's  firiend,    the   raonardi't 

hope,  to  save. 

Trembling  she  snatch'd  him  from  the  s«- 

eqnal  strife. 
In  other  fields  the  torrent  to  repel. 
For  nobler  combats  here  reserved  his  life, 
To  lead  the  band  where  god-like  Vmma- 

LAMB  fell. 

From  thee,  poor  pile!  to  lawless  plnsdcr 

given. 
While  dying  groans  their  painful  reqaien 

sound. 
Far  different  incense  now  ascends  to  heBren- 
Such  victims  wallow  on  the  gory  ground. 

There,  many  a  pale  and  mtfaless  robber^ 

corse. 
Noisome  and  ghast,  defiles  thy  sacred  sod; 
O'er  mingling  man,   and  horse  commix^ 

with  horse. 
Corruption's  heap,  the  savage   spoikii 

trod. 


Graves,  long  with  rank  and  si(^ 

o'ersprrad, 
Ransack'd,  resign  perforce  their  mortsi 

mould ; 

From  ruffian  ftmgs   escape  •  not  e'en  tfcs 

dead. 


High  cfMted  banners ,  wav^  tih^  -wsSUX    "^s^^^  traia  Tvs^nwc^  Vo^  ^eaxch  of  buritd 
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Hiifli*d  if  the  hirp ,  anftrang  the  warlike 


lyre, 
nani 


The  minstrel^i  pakied  hand  reclines  in 

death ; 
No  more  he  strikeB  the  qaivering  chordt 

with  fire. 
Or  fling!  the  gloriee  of  the  martial  wreath. 

At  length,  the  sated  mnrderen,  gorged 

with  prey. 

Retire— the  clamonr  of  the  fight  is  o*er ; 
Silence  again  reflnmot  her  awful  sway, 

And  sahle  Horror  gnardi  the  masty  door. 

Here  Desolation  holds  her  dreary  court; 

What  satellites  declare  her  dismal  reign! 
Urieldng  their  dirse,  ill  omen'd  birds  resort 

To  flit  their  Tigils  in  the  hoary  fane. 

Soon  a  new  mom's  restoring  lieams  disfiel 
The  clouds  of  anarchy  ftrom  Britain^  skies} 

The  fierce  usurper  seeks  his  native  hell. 
And  Nature  triumphs  as  the  tyrant  dies. 


With  storms  she  welcomes  his 

groans, 
Wliirlwinds  respoasiTO  greet  his  labour- 
ing breath ; 
Earth  shudders  as  her  oave  receives  liis  bones, 
Iioatling  the  offering  of  so  dark  a  deatii. 

Hie  legal  Ruler  now  resumes  the  helm. 
He  ^des  tiiro*  gentle  seas  the  prow  of 

state: 
Hope  cheers  with  wonted  smiles  tlie  peace- 
ful realm. 
And  heals  the  bleeding  wounds  of  wea- 
ried Hate. 

The  gloomy  tenants,  Newstead,  of  thy  celb, 
Howling  resign  their  violated  nest; 

Again  the  master  on  hb  tenure  dwells, 
CBJoyM,  from  absence,  with  eniaptnred 

sest. 

Vassals  within  thy  hospitable  Dale, 

Loudly   carousing,   bless  their   Lord's 

return; 
Culture  again  adorns  the  gladdening  vale, 
And  matrons,  once  lamenting,  cease  to 

mourn. 

A  thousand  songs  on  tuneful  echo  float. 
Unwonted  foliage  mantles  o'er  the  trees; 

And,hark !  the  homt  proclaim  a  mellow  note. 
The  hunter's  cry  hangs  lengthening  on 

the  breeze. 

Beneath  their  courser's  hoofs  the  valleys 

shake: 
What  fears ,  what  anxious  hopes,  attend 

the  chase! 
The  dying  stag  seeks  refuge  in  the  lake, 
Exulting   shouts  announce  the  fiaish'd 


Ah!  happy  days!  too  happy  to  endure! 
Such  simple  sports  our  plain  foiefatheri 

knew; 
No  splendid  vices  glitter'd  to  allure. 
Their  joys  were  many,   as  their  caret 

were  few. 

From  these  descending,  sons  to  sires  succeed, 
Hme  steals  along,  and  Death  npreaia 

his  dart : 

Another  chief  impels  the  foaming  steed. 
Another  crowd  pursue  the  panting  hart 

Newstead !  what  saddening  change  of  scene 

IS  thine! 
Thy  yawning  arch  betokens  slow  decay; 
The  fast  and  youngest  of  a  noble  line 
Now  holds  thy  mouldering  turrets  in  his 

sway. 

Deserted  now,  he  scans  thy  gray -worn 

towers  — 
Thy  vaults,  where  dead  of  feudal  ages 

sleep — 

Thy   cloisters,  pervious    to    the    wintry 


These,  these  he  views,  and  views  them 

but  to  weep. 

Yet  are  his  tears  no  emblem  of  regret, 
Cherish'd  affection  only  bids  them  flow; 

Pride,  Hope,  and  Love  forbid  him  to  forget. 
But  warm  his  bosom  with  impassion'd 

glow. 

Yet  he  prefers  thee  to  the  gilded  domes. 
Or  gew-gaw  grottos  of  the  vainly  great ; 

Yet  lingers  'mid  thy  damp  and  mossy  tombs. 
Nor  breatiies  a  murmur  'gainst  the  will 

of  fate. 

Haply  thy  sun  emerging  yet  may  shine. 
Thee  to  eradiate  with  meridian  ray ; 

Hours  splendid  as  the  past  may  still  be  thine. 
And  blem  thy  future  as  thy  former  day. 


THE  DEATH  OF  CALMAR  AND  ORLA. 

AN  IMrrATIOH  OP 

MACPHERSON'S  OSSIAN. 

Dbab  are  the  days  of  yOnth !  Age  dwells 

on  their  remembrance  through  the  mist  of 

time.    In  the  twilight  he  recals  the  sunny 

hours  of  mom.     He  lifts  his  spear  witn 

trembling  hand.    ''Not   thus  feebly  did  1 

raise  the  steel  before  my  fathers! "  Past  is 

the  race  of  heroes !  but  their  fame  rises  on 

the  harp;  their  souls  ride  on  the  wings  of 

.the  wind !  they  hear  the  sound  throuj^h  the 

sighs  of  the  storm,  and  rejoice  ui  thA»  VaSfiL 

of  clouds\  ^di\%Ci\ma«.'^J^^»?l^^«^ 
marko  bit  vaxiow  \ifMQ»a.   ia.^Vs«Bi*^'smt 
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from  eddying  tempeftt;  he  rolli  his  fonn 
in  the  whirlwind ;  and  hoirert  on  the  blaat 
of  the  moontain. 

In  Morren  dwelt  the  chief;  a  beam  of 
war  to  Fingal.  Hit  itept  in  the  field  were 
marked  in  blood;  Lochlin*!  sons  had  fled 
before  his  angry  spear :  bat  mild  was  the 
eye  of  Calmar;  soft  was  the  flow  of  his 
yellow  loclcs  —  they  stream'd  like  the  me- 
teor of  the  niffht.  No  maid  was  the  sigh 
of  his  soul ;  his  thoughts  were  given  to 
friendship,  to  dark-haired  Orla,  destroyer 
of  heroes!  Equal  were  their  swords  in 
battle ;  hot  fierce  was  the  pride  of  Orla, 
genrle  alone  to  Calmar.  Together  they 
dwelt  in  the  cave  of  Oithona. 

From  Lochlin  Swaran  bounded  o^er  the 
blue  waves.  Erin^s  sons  fell  beneath  his 
mifirht.  Fingal  roused  his  chiefs  to  combat. 
Tlicir  ships  cover  the  ocean!  Their  hosts 
throng  on  the  green  hills.  They  come  to 
ttiu  aid  of  Erin. 

\ight  rose  in  clouds.  Darkness  veils  the 
armicfi ;  but  the  blazing  oaks  gleam  through 
the  valley.  The  sons  of  Lochlin  slept: 
their  dreams  were  of  hlood.  They  lift  the 
spear  in  thought,  and  Fingal  flies.  Not  so 
the  host  of  Jllorven.  To  watch  was  the 
post  of  Orla.  Calmar  stood  by  his  side, 
ilieir  spears  were  in  their  hands.  Fingal 
called  his  chiefs.  I'hev  stood  around. 
The  king  was  in  the  midst.  Gray  were 
his  locks,  but  strong  was  the  arm  of  the 
king.  Age  withered  not  his  powers.  ^''Sons 
of  Morven,"'  said  the  hero,  ^^ to-morrow  we 
meet  the  foe;  but  where  is  Cuthullin,  the 
shield  of  Erin?  He  rests  in  the  halls  of 
Tura ;  he  knows  not  of  our  coming.  Who 
will  speed  through  Lochlin  to  the  hero, 
and  call  the  chief  to  arms?  The  path  is  by 
the  sword!i  of  foes,  but  many  are  my  heroes. 
They  are  thunderbolts  of  war.  Speak ,  ye 
chiefs!  who  will  arise ?^^ 

^'Son  of  Trenmor!  mine  be  the  deed,^ 
said  dark-haired  Orla ,  ^'  and  mine  alone. 
What  is  death  to  me  ?  I  Ioto  the  sleep  of 
the  mighty,  but  little  is  the  danger.  The 
sons  of  Lochlin  dream.  I  will  seek  car- 
borne  Cuthullin.  If  I  fall,  raise  the  song 
of  bards,  and  lay  me  by  the  stream  of  Lu- 
har.'*— ''And  shalt  thou  fall  alone?'*  said 
fair-haired  Calmar.  ''Wilt  thou  leave  thy 
friend  afar?  Chief  of  Oithona!  not  feeble 
b  my  arm  in  fight.  Could  I  see  thee  die, 
and  not' lift  the  spear?  No,  Orla!  ours  has 
been  the  chase  of  the  roebuck,  and  the  feast 
of  shells ;  ours  be  the  path  of  danger :  ours 
lias  been  the  cave  of  Oithona ;  oars  be  the 
narrow  dwelling  on  the  banks  of  Lubar." — 
''Calmar!''  said  the  chief  of  Oithona,  "why 
should  thy  yellow  locks  be  darkened  in 
the  dust  of  Erin  ?  Let  me  fall  alone.  My 
fBihev  dwells  in  his  hall  of  air:  he  will 

njoice  in  his  boy:  bat  the  YAuo^^e^'MnTaXoii  l^«  %Y*nx  5sil  CaJbBaax,  Aa  vol!  Ilia  wifft 
t^pread§  the  feMi  for  hev  ton  \i^  llto;^«nDLAo\Qc««xi«^v«i^TG\^v^\gigAi;&^^QM^^^ 


She  listens  to  the  atepg  of  the  hulB  « 
the  heath,  and  thinks  It  is  the  treiid 
Calmar.  Let  him  not  say,  ^'Calmar  u  faUn 
by  the  steel  of  Lochlin;  he  died  wA 
gloomy  Orla,  the  chief  of  the  dark  bitv*  i 
Why  should  tears  dim  the  azure  eyeof  Msid 
Why  should  her  voice  ciirae  Orla,  ths  4 
stroyer  of  Calmar?  Live,  Calmar!  llvtli 
revenge  me  in  tlie  blood  of  Lochlin!  kk 
the  song  of  bards  above  my  grave.  Sval 
will  be  the  song  of  death  to  Orla,  bm 
the  voice  of  Calmar.  My  i^host  shall  mA 
on  the  notes  of  praise.'' — '*OrIa !  ^  said  lb 
son  of  Mora,  "could  I  raise  the  songif 
death  to  my  friend  ?  Coald  I  give  his  fsm 
to  the  winds?  No;  my  heart  wonld  spot 
in  sighs ;  faint  and  broken  are  the  wtmwk 
of  sorrow.  Orla !  onr  souls  shall  hear  Ih 
song  together.  One  cloud  shall  be  ssn 
on  high ;  the  bards  will  mingle  the  naas 
of  Orla  and  Calmar." 

They  quit  the  circle  of  the  chiefs.  Tbtii 
steps  are  to  the  host  of  Locrhlin.  The  dyisg 
blaze  of  oak  dim    twinkles   through  tki 
night.     The  northern  star  points  ihe  ftA 
to  Tura.    Swaran,  the  King ,  rests  on  kit 
lonely  hill.    Here  the  troops  are  wduii 
they  frown  in  sleep.  Their  shields  beicsth 
their  heads.    Their  sworda  gleam ,  at  iStr 
tance,  in  heaps.  The  fires  are  faiat;  tber 
embers  fail  in  smoke.     AH  is  hashed ;  bsl 
the  gale  sighs  on  the  rocks  above.  Ligkttj 
wheel  the  heroes  throngh  the  slnnberisf 
band.    Half  the  journey    is    past,    whtt 
Mathon ,  resting  on  his  shield ,    meets  the 
eye  of  Orla.  It  rolls  in  flame,  and  glistssi 
through  the  shade:  his  spear  is  nused  si 
high.     "Why  dost  thou  bend    thy  brev, 
Chief  of  Oithona  ?"  said  fair>haired  Calmir. 
"We  are  in  the  midst  of  foes.     Is  this  • 
time  for  delay?"  —  "It  ia  a  time  f or  vct- 
geance,"  said  Orla,  of  the  gloomy  brev. 
"Mathon  of  Lochlin  sleepe:  eeeet  than  Ml 
spear  ?'  Its  point  is  dim  with  the  gore  of  ny 
father.  The  blood  of  Mathon  shall  reek  si 
mine;  but  shall  I  slay  him  sleeping,  sss 
of  Mora?  No!  he  shall  feel  hia  weaid; 
my  fame  shall  not  soar  on  the  blood  sf 
slumber.     Rise,  Mathon!    rise!  the  son  s( 
Connal  calls ;  thy  life  is  his :  rise  to  eosi- 
bat"  Mathon  starts  from  sleep,  bat  did  be 
rise  alone  ?  No :  the  gathering  chiefs  bond 
on  the  plain.  "Fly,  Calmar  fly  r  said  dark- 
haired  Orla;  "Mathon  is  mine;  I  shall  dis 
in  joy ;  bat  Lochlin  crowda   around ;  ij 
through  the  shade  of  night.^    Orla  tarai; 
the  helm  of  Mathon  is   cleft ;   his  dildi 
falls  from  his  arm:   he  shudders  ia  kii 
blood.    He  rolls  by  Uae  side  of  the  Uadif 
oak.    Stmmon  sees  him  faU.     His  wii2 
rises ;  his  weapon  glitters  on  tfie  head  sf 
Orla;  but  a  spear  pierced  his  eye.    Ifi> 
brain  gashes  through  the  wound,  and  ~ 
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•o  pour  the  men  of  Lochlin  on  the  chiefs. 
At ,  breaking  the  surge  in  foam ,  proudly 
•tecr  the  barks  of  the  north ,  so  rise  the 
chiefs  of  Morven  on  the  scattered  crests  of 
Lochlin.  The  din  of  arms  came  to  the  ear 
or  Fingal.  He  strikes  his  shield:  his  sons 
timing  around ;  the  people  pour  along  the 
heath.  Ryao  bounds  in  joy.  Ossian  stalks 
In  Ills  arms.  Oscar  shakes  the  spear.  The 
eagle-win^  of  Fillan  floats  on  the  wind. 
Dreadful  is  the  clang  of  death !  many  are 
the  widows  of  Lochun.  Morven  prevails 
In  Its  strength. 

Mom  glimmers  on  the  hills:  no  living 
foe  is  seen ;  bat  the  sleepers   are  many : 

Kim  they  lie  on  Erin.  The  breexe  of  ocean 
Is  their  locks:  yet  they  do  not  awake. 
The  hawks  scream  above  their  prey. 

Whoseyellow  locks  wave  o'er  the  breast 
of  a  chief?  Bright  as  the  gold  of  the  stranger, 
they  mingle  with  the  dark  hair  of  his 
friend,  ^is  Calmar— he  lies  on  the  bosom 
of  Orla.  Theirs  is  one  stream  of  blood. 
Fierce  is  the  look  of  the  gloomy  Orla.  He 
Ineathes  not ;  but  his  eye  is  still  a  flame: 
It  glares  in  death  unclosed.  His  hand  is 
srasped  in  Calmar^s ;  but  Calmar  lives :  he 
lives,  though  low.  <*Rise,''  said  the  king, 
^'riso.  Son  of  Mora ;  'tis  mine  to  heal  the 
woands  of  heroes.  Calmar  may  yet  bound 
on  the  hills  of  Morven.'' 

*^Never  more  shall  Calmar  chase  the  deer 
of  Morven  with  Orla;"  said  the  hero, 
*Mrhat  were  the  chase  to  me,  alone  f  Who 
wonld  share  the  spoils  of  battle  with  Cal- 
mar? Orla  is  at  rest!  Rough  was  thy  soul, 
Orla!  yet  soft  to  me  as  the  dew  of  morn. 
It  glared  on  others  in  lightning;  to  me  a 
silver  beam  of  night.  Bear  my  sword  to 
blue-eyed  Mora ;  let  it  hang  in  my  empty 
liall.  It  is  not  pure  from  blood :  bat  it 
could  not  save  Orla.  Lay  me  with  my 
friend :  raise  the  song  when  I  am  dark." 

They  are  laid  by  the  stream  of  Lobar. 
Four  gray  stones  mark  the  dwelling  of  Orla 
and  Calmar. 

When  Swaran  was  boand,  oar  sails  rose 
on  the  blue  waves.  The  winds  gave  our 
Uarks  to  Morven.  The  bards  raised  the  song. 

<^What  form  rises  on  the  rear  of  clouds? 
whose  dark  ghost  gleams  on  the  red  streams 
of  tempests  f  his  voice  rolls  on  the  thunder, 
^is  Orla;  the  brown  chief  of  Oithona.  He 
was  unmatched  in  war.  Peace  to  thy  soul, 
Orla!  thy  fame  will  not  perish.  Nor  thine, 
Calnmr!  Lovely  wast  thou,  son  of  blae- 
ey  ed  Mora ;  but  not  harmless  was  thy  sword. 
It  hangs  in  thy  cave.  The  ghosts  of  Loch- 
lin shriek  around  its  steel.  Hear  thy  praise, 
Calmar !  it  dwells  on  the  voice  of  the  mighty. 
Thy  name  shakes  on  the  echoes  of  Morven. 
Xlien  raise  thy  fair  locks,  son  of  Mora. 
Spread  them  on  the  arch  of  the  rainbow, 
Md  smile  tkrongh  the  tears  of  the  storm." 


TO  £.  N.  L.  Es«. 

Nil  ego  oontolerim  Jacaado  sanns  amieo. 

HOBACB. 


Dbab  L — ,  in  this  seqnester'd  scene. 

While  all  around  in  slumber  lie. 
The  joyoas  days  which  ours  have  been 

Come  rolling  fresh  on  Fancy's  eye : 
Thus,  if  amidSt  the  gathering  storm, 
While  clouds  the  darken'd  noon  defDrm, 
Yon  heaven  assumes  a  varied  glow, 
I  hail  the  sky's  celestial  bow. 
Which  spreads  the  sign  of  future  peace, 
And  bids  the  war  of  tempests  cease. 
Ah !  though  the  present  brings  but  pain, 
I  think  those  days  may  come  again; 
Or  if,  in  melancholy  mood. 
Some  lurking  envious  fear  intrude. 
To  check  my  bosom's  fondest  thought, 

And  interrupt  the  golden  dream; 
I  crush  the  fiend  with  malice  fraught. 

And  still  indulge  my  wonted  theme ; 
Although  we  ne'er  again  can  trace. 

In  Granta's  vale,  the  pedant's  lore. 
Nor  through  the  g^ves  of  Ioa  chase 

Our  raptured  visions  as  before; 
Though  Youth  has  flown  on  rosy  pinion, 
And  Manhood  claims  his  stem  dominion, 
Age  will  not  every  hope  destroy, 
But  yield  some  hours  of  sober  joy. 


Yes,  I  will  hope  that  Time's  broad  wing 
Will  shed  around  some  dews  of  spring  ; 
But ,  if  ^is  scythe  must  sweep  the  flowers 
Which  bloom  among  the  fairy  bowers. 
Where  smiling  Youth  delights  to  dwell, 
And  hearts  with  early  rapture  swell ; 
If  frowning  Age,  with  cold  controul. 
Confines  the  current  of  the  soul. 
Congeals  the  tear  of  Pity's  eye. 
Or  checks  the  sympathetic  sigh. 
Or  hears  unmoved  Misfortune's  groan, 
And  bids  me  feel  for  self  alone; 
Oh!  may  my  bosom  never  learn 

To  soothe  its  wonted  heedless  flow, 
Still,  still,  despise  the  censor  stern, 

But  ne'er  forget  another's  woe. 
Yes,  as  vou  knew  me  in  the  davs 
O'er  which  Remembrance  yet  delays, 
Still  may  I  rove  untutor'd,  wild. 
And  even  in  age  at  heart  a  child. 


Though  now  on  airv  visions  borne. 

To  you  my  soul  is  still  the  same. 
Oft  has  it  been  my  fate  to  mourn, 

And  all  my  former  joys  are  tame. 
But,  hence !  ye  hours  of  sable  hue. 

Your  frowns  are  gone,  my  sorrow  's  o'er ; 
By  every  bliss  my  childhood  knew, 

I'll  think  upon  your  shade  no  more. 
Thus ,  when  the  whirlwind's  rage  is  past« 

And  cavea  IhieiT  vnWeikTnwt  vBtf^m^^ 
We  liaad  no  iitf«t%1^%  ^wvaXr)  X^muX^ 


ere 
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When  luird  by  sephyr  to  repose. 
Fall  often  has  my  infant  Mom, 

Attuned  to  love  her  languid  lyre : 
But  now,  vithont  a  theme  to  choote, 

The  itrains  in  stolen  sighs  expire ; 
My  youthful  nymphs,  alas!  are  flown; 

K—  is  a  wife,  and  C—  a  mother, 
And  Carolina  sigiis  alone. 

And  Mary's  giren  to  another; 
And  Cora's  eye,  which  rolled  on  me. 

Can  now  no  more  my  lore  reeal. 
In  truth,  dear  L — ,  *twas  time  to  flee. 

For  Cora's  eye  will  shine  on  alL 
And  though  the  Sun,  with  g^ial  rays. 
His  beams  alike  to  all  displays, 
And  every  lady's  eire^  a  tun. 
These  last  should  be  confined  to  one. 
The  soul's  meridian  don't  become  her. 
Whose  sun  displays  a  general  ttimmer. 
Thus  faint  is  every  former  flame. 
And  Passion's  self  is  now  a  name  i 
As  when  the  ebbing  flames  are  low. 

The  aid  which  once  improved  their  light. 
And  bade  them  burn  with  flercer  glow. 

Now  quenches  all  their  sparks  in  night; 
Thus  has  it  been  with  Passion's  fires. 

As  many  a  boy  and  girl  remembers. 
While  all  the  force  of  love  expires, 

Extingoish'd  with  the  dying  embers. 

But  now  dear  L — ,  tis  midnight's  noon. 
And  clouds  obscure  the  watenr  moon, 
Whose  beauties  I  shall  not  rehearse. 
Described  in  every  stripling's  verse; 
For  why  should  I  the  path  go  o'er. 
Which  every  bard  has  trod  before  t 
Yet,  ere  yon  silver  lamp  of  night 

Has  thrice  perform'd  her  stated  nund. 
Has  Uirice  retraced  her  path  of  light. 

And  chased  away  the  ffloom  profSimnd, 
I  trust  that  we,  my  gentle  friend. 
Shall  sec  her  rolling  orbit  wend. 
Above  the  dear  lov^  peaceful  seat 
Which  once  contain'd  our  youth*s  retreat; 
And  then,  with  those  our  childhood  knew, 
We*ll  mingle  with  the  festive  crew; 
While  many  a  tale  of  former  day 
Shall  wing  the  laughing  hours  away; 
And  all  the  flow  of  soul  shall  pour 
The  sacred  intellectual  shower, 
Nor  cease,  till  Luna's  waning  horn 
Scarce  glimmers  through  the  mist  of  Mom. 


TO 


•  • 


For  ODoe  my  fonl,  like  tliine,  wm  pnc, 
And  all  its  rising  fires  cmild  oBoflw; 

But  now  thy  vows  no  more  endure, 
Bestow'd  by  thee  upon  another. 

Perhaps  his  peace  I  could  destroy. 
And  spoil  the  blisses  that  await  him; 

Yet,  let  my  rival  smile  in  joy. 
For  thy  dear  sake  I  cannot  hate  hbm. 

Ah!  since  thy  aagel-form  is  gone, 
My  heart  no  more  can  rest  with  any; 

But  what  it  sought  in  thee  alone. 
Attempts,  alas!  to  find  in  many. 

Then  flure  ^ee  well,  deceitful  maid, 
'Twere  vain  and  fruitless  to  regret  tbet; 

Nor  hope  nor  memory  yield  their  aid. 
But  Pride  m^  teach  me  te  fmget  tkt 

Yet  all  this  giddy  waste  of  years. 
This  tiresome  round  of  palling  pleasnti, 

These  varied  loves,  these  matron^  ffean, 
Tliese  thoughtless  strains   to    Pasnss^ 


If  thou  wert  mine,  had  all  been  hnidi'd; 

This  cheek  now  pale  from  early  rist, 
With  Passion's  hectic  ne'er  had  flnsbM, 

But  bloom'd  in  calm  domestic  quiet 


Oh  !  had  my  fote  been  join'd  with  thine. 
As  once  this  pledge  appeared  a  token, 

These  folKes  had  not  then  been  mine. 
For  then  my  peacie  had  not  been  broken. 

To  thee  these  early  faults  I  owe. 
To  thee,  the  wise  and  old  reproving ; 

7%er  know  my  sins,  but  do  uoi  kufKw 
Iwof  thine  to  break  the  VonAn  oi\oVva% 


Yes,  once  the  rural  scene 

For  nature  seem'd  to  smile  heffsre  tkee; 
And  once  mv  breast  abhorr'd  deceit. 

For  then  it  beat  but  to  adore  thee. 

But  now  I  seek  for  other  joys. 

To  think  would  drive  my  soul  to  ma<Be«; 
In  thoughtless  throngs  and  emptjr  noiss, 

I  conquer  half  my  bosom^  sadness. 

Yet,  even  in  these,  a  thought  will  steal, 
In  spite  of  every  vain  endeavour ; 

And  fiends  might  pity  what  I  feel. 
To  know  that  thon  art  loot  for  ever. 


STANZAS. 


I  wouKB  I  were  a  careless  diUd, 

StiU  dwelling  in  my  Highland  cave. 
Or  roaming  through  the  msky  wild. 

Or  bounding  o'er  the  daih  blue  wave. 
The  cnmhrons  pomp  of  Saxon  pride 

Accords  not  with  the  fireeborn  soul, 
Which  loves  the  mountain's  craggy  side. 

And  seeks  the  rocks  where  billows  rsU. 


^Fortune !  take  bdek  Iheae  onltuied  laa^ 
.\    T^ttXAj^^QDiA  ^mmst  ^  v^VoBHiid  soadl- 
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1  hate  the  touch  of  seiTile  hands  ^ 
I  hate  the  ilaves  that  cringe  around ; 

Place  me  alonff  the  rocki  I  Ioto, 
Which  ■onnd  to  ocean's  wildeet  roar, 

1  ask  but  this — again  to  rore 

Throogh  scenes  my  joath  hath  known 

before. 

Few  are  ■▼  years,  and  yet  I  feel 

The  world  was  ne'er  desiraM  for  me ; 
Ah !  why  do  darkening  shades  concMil 

The  hour  when  man  most  cease  to  bef 
Once  I  beheld  a  splendid  dream, 

A  Tisionary  scene  of  bliss ; 
Tmth !  wherefore  did  thy  hated  beam 

Awake  me  to  a  world  like  thisf 


I  loYod — bnt  those  I  lored  are  gone  | 

Had    friends  —  my   early    friends    are 

fled; 
How  cheerless  feels  die  heart  alone. 

When  all  its  former  hopes  are  dead ! 
Thon^  gay  companions,  o'er  the  bowl. 

Dispel  awhile  the  sense  of  ill. 
Though    Pleasure    stirs    the    maddening 

seal. 

The  heart— the  heart  is  lonely  still. 

How  dull  to  hear  the  Toice  of  those 

Whom  rank  or  chance,  whom  wealth  or 

power. 
Hare  made,  though  neither  Friends  or  Foes, 

Associates  of  the  festive  hour ; 
Give  me  again  a  faithful  few. 

In  years  and  feelinn  still  the  same. 
And  1  will  fly  the  midnight  crew. 

Where  boist'rons  joy  u  but  a  name. 

And  Woman!  loTcly  Woman,  thou. 

My  hope,  my  comforter,  my  all ! 
How  cold  must  be  my  bosom  now. 

When  e'en  thy  smiles  begin  to  pall! 
Without  a  sigh  would  I  resiffu 

This  busy  scene  of  splendid  woe. 
To  make  that  calm  contentment  mine 

Which    Virtue    knows,     or    seems    to 

know. 


Fain  would  I  fly  the  haunts  of 

I  seek  to  shun,  not  hate  mankind; 
My  breast  requires  the  sullen  glen. 

Whose  gloom  may  suit  a  danen'd  mind. 
Oh !  that  to  me  the  wings  were  given 

Which  bear  the  turtle  to  her  nest  I 
Then  would  I  cleave  the  vault  of  heaven. 

To  flee  away  and  be  at  rest 


UNES 

WBITTBBr  BSnaATH  AM   KUI  HI  TUB  OUUBOB- 
YABD  OF  HABROW   Oil   TlIB  UILL. 

SBPT.   2,  1807. 

SroT  of  my  youth !  whose  hoary  branches 

•igh, 
Swept  by  the  breete  that  fans  thy  cloudless 

sky; 
Where  now  alone  I  muse,  who  oft  have  trod^ 
With  those  I  loved,  thy  soft  and  verdant  sod; 
With  those  who,  scatter'd  far,  perchance 

deplore, 
Like  me,  the  happy  scenes  they  knewbeform 
Oh !  as  I  trace  again  thy  winding  hill. 
Mine  eyes  admire,my  heart  adores  thee  still. 
Thou  drooping  Elm!  beqeath  whose  boughs 

I  lay. 
And   frequent  mused  the  twilight -honra 

away; 
Where,  as  they  once  were  wont,  my  limbs 

recline, 
Bnt  ah!  without  the  thoughts  which  thee 

were  mine: 
Howdo  thy  branches,  moaning  to  the  blast. 
Invite  the  bosom  to  recal  the  past ; 
And  seem  to  whisper,  as  they  gentlv  swell, 
««Take,  while  thou  canst,  a  lingering  last 

farewell!" 
When  Fate  shall  chill  at  length  this  fever'd 

breast. 
And  calm  its  cares  and  passions  into  rest. 
Oft  have  I  thought  'twould  soothe  my  dying 

hour. 
If  aught  may  soothe  when  life  resigns  her 

power. 
To  know  some  humbler  grave,  some  narrow 

cell. 
Would  hide  my  bosom  where  it  loved  to 

dwell ; 
With  this  fond  dream,  methinks  twese 

sweet  to  die. 
And  here  it  linger'd,here  mv  heart  might  lie; 
Here  might  I  sleep,where  all  my  hopes  arose, 
Scene  of  my  youth,  and  couch  of  my  repose : 
For  ever  stretch'd  beneath  this  mantling 

shade, 
Prest  by  the  turf  where  once  my  childhood 

play'd, 
Wrapt  by  the  soil  that  veils  the  spot  I  loved, 
Mix'd  with  the  earth  o'er  which  my  foot- 
steps moved ; 
Blest  by  the  tongues  that  charm'd   my 

youthful  ear, 
Moum'd  by  the  few  my  soul  acknowledged 

here. 
Deplored  by  those  in  early  days  allied. 
And  nnremember'd  by  the  world  beside. 


A    FRAGMENT. 


iwne,  n,  18ia 
la  the  year  17— ,  having  for  some  time 
determined  on  a  jnamey  through  countries 
not  hitherto  much  frequented  by  traTellers, 
I  set  out,  accompanied  by  a  friend ,  whom 
1  sliaii  designate  by  the  name  of  Augustus 
Darveli.  He  was  a  few  years  my  elder, 
and  a  man  of  considerable  fortune  and  an- 
cient family— advantages  which  an  exten- 
sive capacity  prevented  liim  alike  from  un- 
dervaluing or  overrating.  Some  peculiar 
circumstances  in  his  private  history  hod 
rendered  him  to  me  an  object  of  attention, 
of  interest,  and  even  of  regard,  which 
neither  the  reserve  of  his  manners,  nor 
«>ccasional  indications  of  an  inquietude  at 
times  nearly  approaching  to  alienation  of 
mind,  could  extinguish. 

1  was  yet  young  in  life,  which  I  had 
begun  early ;  but  my  intimacn^  with  him 
was  of  a  recent  date :  we  had  been  educa- 
ted at  the  same  schools  and  university ;  but 
his  progress  through  these  had  preceded 
mine,  and  he  had  been  deeply  initiated  into 
what  is  called  the  world,  while  I  was  yet 
in  my  noviciate.  While  thus  engaged,  I 
had  heard  much  both  of  his  past  and  present 
life ;  and,  although  in  these  accounts  there 
were  many  and  irreconcilable  contradic- 
tions, I  could  still  gather  from  the  whole 
that  he  was  a  being  of  no  common  order, 
and  one  who,  whatever  pains  he  might  take 
to  avoid  remark,  would  still  be  remarkiUble. 
I  had  cultivated  his  acquaintance  subse- 
quently, and  endeavoured  to  obtain  his 
friendship,  but  this  last  appeared  to  be  un- 
attainable; whatever  affections  he  might 
have  possessed  seemed  now,  some  to  have 
been  extinguished,  and  others  t«i  be  concen- 
tred :  that  his  feelings  were  acute  1  had  suffi- 
cient opportunities  of  observing ;  for,  al- 
though ho  could  control,  he  could  not  alto- 
gether disguise  them:  still  he  had  a  power 
of  giving  to  one  passion  the  appearance  of 
another  in  such  a  manner  that  it  was  diffi- 
cult to  define  the  nature  of  what  was  work- 
ing within  him ;  and  the  expressions  of  his 
features  would  vary  so  rapidly,  though 
•lightlj,  that  it  was  useless  to  trace  them 
to  their  sources.  It  was  evident  that  he 
was  a  prey  to  some  cureless  disquiet;  but 
whether  it  arose  from  ambition ,  love,  re- 
morse, ^ef ,  from  one  or  all  of  these ,  or 
merely  from  a  morbid  temperament  akin  to 
disease,  I  could  not  discover :  there  were  cir- 
cumstances alleged  which  might  have  justi- 
fied the  application  to  each  of  these  causes ; 
but,  as  I  have  before  said,  Aese  were  so 


contradictory  and  eontradlcted ,  that  mm 
could  be  fixed  upon  with  accuracy.  What 
there  is  mystery «  it  is  generally  snppsni 
that  there  must  also  be  evil :  1  know  Ml 
how  this  may  be,  bnt  in  him  there  certiiilj 
was  the  one,  though  I  could  not  ascertia 
the  extent  of  the  other  -  and  felt  loth ,  a 
far  as  regarded  himtelf,  to  believe  is  ill 
existence.  My  advances  were  received  vith 
sufficient  coUlness ;  bnt  I  was  yonnc ,  ssl 
not  easily  discouraged,  and  at  lengu  ss^ 
ceeded  in  obtaining ,  to  a  certain  degnt^ 
that  common-place  in  tercoarse  and  modeiato 
confidence  of  cimimon  and  every -day  css- 
cems ,  created  and  cemented  by  eimiliri^ 
of  pursuit  and  frequency  of  meeting,  wkici 
is  oil  led  intimacy,  or  frieBdehip,  accofdisg 
to  the  ideas  of  him  who  aees  thoee  wsrii 
to  express  them. 

Darvell  had  already  travelled  extensively, 
and  to  him  I  had  applied  for  infomiatisn 
with  regard  to  the  conduct  of  my  inteadsA 
journey.  It  was  my  secret  wish  that  k 
might  be  prevailed  on  to  accompany  me: 
it  was  also  a  probable  hope,  founded  npsi 
the  shadowy  restlessness  which  I  had  ob- 
sened  in  him,  and  to  which  the  animstiss 
which  he  appeared  to  feel  on  such  snbjecfi, 
and  his  apparent  indiiTerence  to  all  by  wkidi 
he  was  more  immediately  sarroanded,  gtre 
fresh  strength.  This  wish  I  first  hinted, 
and  then  expressed:  his  answer,  though  I 
had  partly  expected  it ,  gave  me  all  the 
pleasure  of  surprise  —  he  cronsented ;  ■■d* 
after  the  requisite  arrangements,  weosm- 
menced  our  voyages.  After  jonmejiaf 
through  various  countries  of  the  south  oi 
Europe,  our  attention  was  tamed  toward! 
the  East,  according  to  our  original  destina- 
tion ;  and  it  was  in  my  progress  through 
those  regions  that  the  incident  occaim 
upon  which  will  tnm  what  I  may  have  ts 
relate. 

The  constitution  of  Darvell.  which  most, 
from  his  appearance,  have  been  in  earlj 
life  more  than  usually  robnet,  had  beea  for 
some  time  gradually  giving  way,  witheat 
the  intervention  of  any  apparent  disease: 
he  had  neither  cough  nor  hectic ,  yet  hs 
became  daily  ihore  enfeebled:  his  habits 
were  temperate,  and  he  neither  declined 
nor  complained  of  IMrae,  yet  he  was  evi- 
dently wasting  away :  he  became  more  aad 
more  silent  and  sleepless,  and  at  length  ss 
altered,  that  mjr  alarm  grew  proportienalt 
to  what  I  conceived  to  be  Ids  danger. 

We  had  determined,  on  oar  airival  at 
Smyrna,  on  aa  eiounion  to  tha  nuns  sf 
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It  almoflt  qaench*d  hif  innate  thint  of  evlL 
(Here  Satan't  sole  good  work  detenret  in- 

tertion— 
*Tii,  that  he  hae  hoth  general!  in  rererrion.) 


Let*f  skip  afewihortyeart  of  hollow  peace. 

Which  peopled  earth  no  better,  hell  ai  wont. 

And  heaven  none  —  the^*  form  the  tyrant*! 

lease. 

With  nothing  hut  new  names  inbtcribed 

upon  *t; 

Twill  one  day  finifhi  meantime  they  in- 
crease, 

^With  seven  heads  and  ten  horns,**  and  all 

in  front. 

Like  Saint  John*s  foretold  beast ;  bat  oars 

are  bom 

Less  formidable  in  the  head  than  horn. 


In  the  first  year  of  freedom's  second  dawn 
Died  George  the  Third  t  although  no  tyrant, 

one 
Who  shielded  tyrants,  till  each  sense  with- 
drawn 
Left  him  nor  mental  nor  external  sun : 
A  better  fkrmer  ne*er  broshM  dew  from  lawn, 
A  worse  king  never  left  a  realm  andone ! 
He  died— bat  left  his  sabjects  still  behind. 
One  half  as  mad— and  t'oUier  no  less  blind. 


He  died !— his  death  made  no  great  stir  on 

earth; 
His  burial  made  some  pomp;    there  was 

profusion 
Of  velvet,  rilding,  brass,  and  no  great  dearth 
Of  aught  but  tears  — save  those  shed  by 

collusion ; 
For  these  things  may  be  bought  at  their 

true  worth : 
Of  elegy  there  was  the  due  infusion — 
Bought  also;  and  the  torches,  cloaks,  and 

banners. 
Heralds,  and  relics  of  old  Gothic  manners. 


FormM  a  sepulchral  melo-drame.    Of  all 
The  fools  who  flock*d  to  swell  or  see  the 

show. 
Who  cared  about  the  corpse?  The  funeral 
Made  the  attraction,  and  the  black  the  woe. 
There  throbbed  not  there  a  thought  which 

pierced  the  pall; 
And  when  the  gorgeous  coffin  was  laid  low, 
It  seemM  the  mockery  of  hell  to  fold 
The  rottenness  of  eighty  years  in  gold. 


So  mix  his  body  with  the  dust !  It  might 
Return  to  what  it  mutt  far  sooner,  were 
The  natural  compound  left  alone  to  fight 
Its  way  back  into  earth,  and  fire,  and  air; 
Bnt  the  nnnalonl  haUaaw  merely  blig|ii 


What  nature  made  him  at  his  birth,  as  bare 
As  the  mere  million's  base  unmummied 

clay- 
Yet  all  his  spices  bnt  prolong  decay. 


Uels  dead— and  upper  earth  with  him  has 

done: 
He's  buried ;  save  the  undertaker's  bill. 
Or  lapidary  scrawl,  the  world  is  gone 
For  him,  unless  he  left  a  German  will ; 
But  Where's  the  proctor  who  will  ask  his  sonf 
In  whom  his  qualities  are  reigning  still. 
Except  that  household  virtue,  most  un- 
common, 
Of  constancy  to  a  bad,  ugly  woman. 


'*Grod  save  the  king !"  It  is  a  large  economy 
In  God  to  save  the  like ;  but  if  he  will 
Be  saving,  all  the  better ;  for  not  one  am  I 
Of  those  who  think  damnation  better  still: 
I  hardly  know  too  if  not  quite  alone  am  I 
In  this  small  hope  of  bettering  future  ill 
By  circumscribing ,  with  some  slight 

striction, 
The  eternity  of  hell's  hot  jurisdiction. 


I  know  this  is  nnpopular ;  I  know 
Tis  blasphemous ;  I  know  one  may  be  damn'd 
For  hoping  no  one  else  may  e'er  be  so; 
I  know  my  catechism;  I  know  we  are  cramm'd 
With  the  best  doctrines  till  we  quite  o'erflow; 
I  know  that  all  save  England's  church  have 

shamm'd. 
And  that  the  other  twice  two  hundred 

churches 
And  q^nagogaes  have  made  a  damn'd  bad 

purchase. 


God  help  us  all  I  God  help  me,  too !  I  am, 
God  knows,  as  helpless  as  the  devil  can  wish. 
And  not  a  whit  more  difficult  to  damn 
Than  is  to  bring  to  land  a  late-hook'd  fish, 
Or  to  the  butc£Br  to  purvey  the  lamb ; 
Not  Uiat  I'm  fit  for  such  a  noble  dish 
As  one  day  will  be  that  immortal  fry 
Of  almost  every  body  bom  to  die. 


Saint  Peter  sat  bv  the  eelestial  gate. 
And  nodded  o'er  his  keys;  when  lo!  there 

came 
A  wonderoui  noise  he  had  not  heard  of 

late— 
A   rushing  sound  of  wind ,    and  stream, 

and  flame; 
In  short,  a  roar  of  things  extremely  great. 
Which  would  have  made  aught  save  a  saint 

exclaim ; 
But  he,  with  first  a  start  and  then  a  wink. 
Said,  ^^There'k  another  star  etmA  on^t^V 
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Bat  ere  he  coaM  reCnni  to  hb  repoee, 
A  chernb  flapped  hU  right  wing  o*er  hif 

eye« — 
At  which  Sftint  Peter  yawD'd ,  and  mbb'd 

hi<  note : 
''Saint  porter,*" Mid  the  Angel,**  prithee  rife!** 
Waving  a  gnodly  wing,  which  glow*d,  af 

Flowf 
,  with  heavealj 
dyet; 
To  which  the  Saint  replied,  ''Well,  what*t 

the  matter ; 
la  Ladfer  eome  back  with  all  thif  clatter  V 


*'No,**  qooth  the  Chernb;   «' George  the 

Third  if  dead,** 
«'And  who  i$  Geoige  the  Third?'*  replied 

the  Apoftle ; 
«'  U'hai  George?  what  TkirdT'  "^The  King  of 

England,  ''taid 
The  AngeL  ""Well!  he  wo*ntfind  Icingf  to 

joftle 
Him  on  hif  waj ;  bift  doee  he  wear  hif  headf 
Beranfe  the — we  faw  here  had  a  tnffle, 
And  ne'er  would  have  got  into  heaven'f 

good  gracef , 
Had  he  not  flung  hif  head  in  all  oar  facef . 


He  WBf,  if  I  remember,  king  of— 

That  head  of  hif,  which  con  Id  not  keep  a 

crown 
On  earth,  yet  Ten  tared  in  my  face  to  advance 
A  claim  to  thof e  of  martyrf — like  my  own : 
If  1  had  had  my  fword,  af  I  had  once 
When  I  cat  earf  off,  I  had  cut  him  down; 
But  haying  but  my  key$,  and  not  my  brand, 
I  only  knock'd  hii  head  from  oat  hif  hand. 


And  then  he  fet  ap  fuch  a  headleff  howl, 
That  all  theSaintf  came  oat,and  took  him  in; 
And  there  he  fita  by  Saint  Paal,  cheek  by 

jowl; 
That  fellow  Paul  ~  the  parrena !  The  akin 
Of  Saint  Bartholomew,  which  makef  hif  cowl 
In  heaven,  and  apon  earth  redeem*d  hif  fin 
So  af  to  make  a  martyr,  never  f  ped 
Better  than  did  thia  weak  and  wooden  head. 


Bat  had  it  come  np  here  apon  ita  f  hoaldera, 
There  woald  have  been  a  difl<Brent  tale  to 

tell: 
Th«  feUow-f^ling  in  the  Sainta  beholdera 
Seema  to  have  acted  on  them  like  a  f  pell, 
And  aothia  very  foolbh  head  heaven  aoldera 
Back  on  ita  trnak:  it  may  be  very  well. 
And  aeema  the  caatom  here  to  overthrow 
Whatever  haa  been  wiaely  done  below.** 


And  never  knew  —eh  what  it  ww 
He  did  aa  doth  the  pappet— by  ita  wfac 
And  wUl  be  judged  Ukcali  the 
My  bof Ineff  aad  yonr  own  ia  not  te 
Into  anch  mattera,  hot  to  mind  anrctK 
Which  if  to  net  aa  we  are  bid  to  de.* 


While  thna  they  apake,  the  angeliecama 
Arriring  like  a  rash  of  nighty  wind. 


old 


With  an  old  aoal,  and  both  eztrenaely  \M, 
Halted  beflare  the  gatCy  and  in  hu  fkrai 
Seated  their  feilow-tniTeller  an  a  eleoi 


Bat  bringing  up  the  rear  of  thia  bright  haL 
A  Spirit  of  a  different  aspect  waved 
Hia  wingf,  like  thnnder-clonda  above  ffm 

coaat 
Whoae  barren  beach  with  freqaeat  wreeki 

la  paved; 
Hia  brow  waa  like  the  deep  when  tempcit- 

toot; 
Fierce  and  nnfkthomable  thoaghta  cngiirti 
Eternal  wrath  on  hia  inrnwrtai  fue, 
And  where  he  gaaed  a  giaona  pea  faded 


Af  he  drew  near,  he  gaaed  apon  the  ^ate, 
Nv*er  to  be  enter*d  more  by  nim  or  na. 
With  anch  a  glance  of  aupernatural  hate, 
Af  made  Saint  Peter  wif  h  hinaelf  wickia; 
He  potter*d  with  hia  keva  at  a  grant  late, 
And  f weated  through  hia  apoatolie  afcia : 
Of  courae  hia  perapiration  waa  bat  Ichar, 
Or  aome  anch  other  apiritnal  Uqaer. 


The  very  cheruba  huddled  altagether, 
Like  birda  when  aoara  the  fkleon;aad  ttej  fck 
A  tingling  to  the  tip  of  every  feather, 
And  form*d  a  circle,  like  Orion*a  belti 
Around  their  poor  old  charge ,  who  aetica 

knew  whither 
Hia  guarda  had  lei  him,    Hwugh  Iky 

gently  dmdt 
With  royal  manea  (far,  hy  many  atorict, 
And  true, we  learn  fhe  angela  allaiaTotiei). 


Aa  thinga  were  in  thia  poature,  tfie  gateiea 
Aaunder,  and  the  flaahing  of  ita  hingea 
Flung  over  apace  an  univeraal  hue 
Of  many-colonr*d  flame,  until  ila  tinges 
Ileach*d  even  our  apeck  of  earth,  and 


Aurora  borealia  apread  Ua  IHngaa 
0*er  the  Moith  Pole ;  the  aaoM 

lee4NNind, 


The  Angel  anawerM,  ^'Peter^  do  aoi  ^oai^Vll^  Cw|Uia  Paanry^  crawa,  in  ««lIalvfIM 
T^eJrla^wfcaeoneahathcaAttndalltfatkia^V  ^temAL^ 
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occurred,  though  tho  '^taking  down  the* 
mem  **  seemf  to  fix  it  in  the  library.  Had 
it  been  ^^taken  tip**  it  would  probably  hare 
been  in  the  drawing-room.  1  presume  also 
that  the  ^^remarkable  circumstance**  took 
place  after  dinner,  as  I  conceiye  that  nei- 
ther Mr.  Bowleses  politeness  nor  appetite 
would  hare  allowed  him  to  detain  '*the 
reat  of  the  company  "  standing  round  their 
chairs  in  the  *'other  room"  while  we  were 
discussing  ^^the  Woods  of  Madeira**  instead 
of  circulating  its  Tintage.  Of  Mr.  Bowles^ 
*'^ood  humour*'  I  have  a  full  and  not  un- 
grateful recollection ;  as  also  of  his  gentle- 
manly manners  and  agreeable  conversa- 
tion. 1  speak  of  the  irAo/c,  and  not  of  par- 
ticulars ;  for  whether  he  did  or  did  not 
nse  the  precise  words  printed  in  the  pam- 
phlet, I  cannot  say,  nor  could  he  with 
accuracy.  Of  'Uhe  tone  of  seriousness'*  I 
certainly  recollect  nothing:  on  the  con- 
trary, I  thought  Mr.  Bowles  rather  dis- 
posed to  treat  the  subject  lightly;  for  he 
said  (I  have  no  objection  to  be  contradicted 
if  incorrect) ,  that  some  of  his  good-natured 
friends  had  come  to  him  and  exclaimed, 
*'Eh !  Bowles !  how  came  you  to  make  the 
Woods  of  Madeira  tremble?**  and  that  he  had 
been  at  some  pains  and  pulling  down  of 
the  poem  to  convince  tht*m  that  he  had 
oevcr  made  "the  Woods"  do  any  thing  of 
the  kind.  He  was  right,  and  /  wtu  wrong, 
and  have  been  wrong  still  up  to  this  ac- 
knowledgment;  for  I  ought  to  have  looked 
twice  before  I  wrote  that  which  involved 
an  inarrnmcy  capable  of  giving  pain.  The 
fact  was,  that  although  I  had  certainly 
before  read  'Hhe  Spirit  of  Discovery,**  I 
took  the  quotation  from  the  Review.  But 
the  mistake  was  mine,  and  not  the  Review's, 
which  quoted  the  passage  correctly  enough, 
I  believe.  I  blundered— God  knows  how 
— into  attributing  the  tremors  of  the  lovers 
to  the  *' Woods  of  Madeira,**  by  which  they 
were  surrounded.  And  I  hereby  do  fully 
and  freely  declare  and  asseverate,  that  the 
Woods  did  not  tremble  to  a  kiss,  and  that 
the  lovers  did.     I  quote  from  memory — 

A  kiss 
Stole  on  the  Hsraing  silence, — 
They  (the  lovers)  trembled, — 

And  if  I  had  been  aware  that  this  decla- 
ration wonld  have  been  in  the  smallest 
degree  satisfactory  to  Mr.  Bowles,  I  should 
not  have  waited  nine  years  to  make  it, 
notwithstanding  that  *'£nglish  Bards  and 
Scotch  Reviewers**  had  been  suppressed 
aome  time  previously  to  my  meeting  him 
at  Mr.  Rogers's.  Our  worthy  host  might 
indeed  have  told  him  as  much,  as  it  was 
at  his  representation  that  I  suppressed  it. 
A  new  edition  of  that  lampoon  was  prepar- 
ing for  the  press,  when  Mr.  Rogers  rcpre- 
■entcd  to  me,  that  *^I  was  now  acquainted 
with  many  of  tho  persons  meationed  in  it»  I 


and  with  some  on  terms  of  Intimacv  ;**  and 
that  he  knew  *^one  family  in  particular  to 
whom  its  suppression  would  give  pleasure.** 
I  did  not  hesitate  one  moment,  it  was  can- 
celled instantly ;  and  it  is  no  fault  of  mine 
that  it  has  ever  been  republished.  When 
I  left  England,  in  April,  1816,  with  no 
very  violent  intentions  of  troubling  that 
country  again,  and  amidst  scenes  of  varioui 
kinds  to  distract  my  attention— almost  my 
last  act,  I  believe,  was  to  sign  a  power 
of  attorney,  to  yourself,  to  prevent  or  sup- 
press any  attempts  (of  which  several  had 
been  made  in  Ireland)  at  a  republication. 
It  is  proper  that  I  should  state,  that  the 
persons  with  whom  I  was  subsequendy 
acquainted,  whose  names  had  occurred  in 
that  publication,  were  made  my  acquaint- 
ances at  their  own  desire,  or  through  the 
unsought  intervention  of  others.  I  never, 
to  the  best  of  my  knowledge,  sought  a 
personal  introduction  to  any.  Some  of 
them  to  this  day  I  know  only  by  corres- 
pondence; and  with  one  of  those  it  was 
begun  by  myself,  in  consequence,  however, 
of  a  polite  verbal  conununication  from  a 
third   person. 

I  have  dwelt  for  an  instant  on  these  cir- 
cumstances, because  it  has  sometimes  been 
made  a  subject  of  bitter  reproach  to  me 
to  have  endeavoured  to  suppress  that  satire. 
I  never  shrunk,  as  those  who  know  me 
know,  from  any  personal  consequences 
which  could  be  attached  to  its  publication. 
Of  its  subsequent  suppression,  as  I  possessed 
the  copyright,  I  was  the  best  judge  and 
the  sole  master.  The  circumstances  which 
occasioned  the  suppression  I  have  now 
stated;  of  the  motives,  each  must  judge 
according  to  his  candour  or  malignity. 
Mr.  Bowles  does  me  the  honour  to  talk  of 
"noble  mind,**  and  ^^generous  magnanim- 
ity;** and  all  this  because  ^*the  circum- 
stance would  have  been  explained  had  not 
the  book  been  suppressed.**  I  see  no  '*no- 
bility  of  mind"  in  an  act  of  simple  justice; 
and  I  hate  the  word  'Magnanimity,'*  be- 
cause I  have  sometimes  seen  it  applied  to 
the  grossest  of  impostors  by  the  greatest 
of  fools ;  but  I  would  have  ^'explained  the 
circumstance,**  notwithstanding  *'the  sup- 
pression of  the  book,**  if  Mr.  Bowles  had 
expressed  any  desire  that  I  should.  As  the 
''gallant  Galbraith  **  says  to  ''Baillie  Jar- 
vie,**  ''Well,  the  devil  take  the  mistake 
and  all  that  occasioned  it.**  I  have  had 
as  great  and  greater  mistakes  made  about 
me  personally  and  poetically,  once  a  month 
for  these  last  ten  years,  and  never  cared 
very  much  about  correcting  one  or  the 
other,  at  least  after  the  first  eight  and 
forty  hours  had  gone  over  them. 

I  must  now,  however,  say  a  word  or 
two  about  Pope,  of  whom  yon  have  ny 
opinion  more  at  large  in  the  nnpniiliihed 

8ff 
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letter  on  or  to  (for  I  forj^t  which)  the 
editor  of  ^'Blackwood^t  Edinburgh  Maga- 
sine;  "-and  here  I  doabt  that  Mr.  Bow  let 
will  not  approve  of  my  sentimentt. 

Although    I   regret     having    published 
*^Engli«h  Bards  and  Scotch  Reviewent,"^  the 
part  which  1  regret  the  least  is  that  which 
regards  Mr.  Bowles  with  reference  to  Pope. 
Whilst  I  was  writing  that  publication,  in 
1807  and  1808,  Mr.  HobhouHe  was  desirous 
that  I  should  express  our  mutual  opinion 
of  Pope,  and  of  Mr.  Bowles's  edition  of  his 
works.     As  I  had  completed  my  outline, 
and  felt  laxy,  I  requested  that  he  would 
do  so.    He  did  it     His  fourteen  lines  on 
Bf»wles*s  Pope  are  in  the  first  edition  of 
*^English  Bards  and  Scotch  Reviewers;" 
and  are  quite  as  severe  and  much  more 
poetical  than  my  own  in  the  second.     On 
reprinting  the  work,  as  I  put  mv  name  to- 
it,   I    omitted  Mr.    Hobhoutfe's   lines,  and 
replaced  them  with  my  own,  by  which  the 
work  gained  less  than  Mr.  Bowles.  I  have 
■tated  this  in  the    preface  to   the  secund 
edition.     It    is   many  years    since  1  have 
read  that  poem;  but  the  Quarterly  Review, 
Mr.  Octavius  Gilchrist,    and   Mr.  Bowles 
himself,  have  been  so  obliging  as  to  refresh 
my  memory,  and  that  of  the  public.   I  am 
grieved  to  say,  that  in  reading  over  those 
lines,  I  repent  of  their  having  so  far  fallen 
short  of  what  I  meant  to  express  upon  the 
subject  of  Bowleses  edition  of  Pope's  Works. 
Mr.  Bowles  says,  that  *'Lord  Byron  knowM 
he   does   not  deserve    this   character.*'    I 
know  no  such  thing.  I  have  met  Mr.  Bowles 
occasionally,   in  the  best  society  in  Lon- 
don ;  he  appeared  to  me  an  amiable,  well 
informed,  and  extremely  able  man.  I  desire 
nothing  better  than  to  dine   in  company 
with  such  a  mannered  man  every  day  in 
the  week:  but  of  *'his  character**  I  know 
nothing  personally;   I  can  only  speak  to 
his  manners,  and  these  have  my  warmest 
approbation.  But  I  never  judge  from  man- 
ners, for  I  once  had  my  pocket  picked  by 
the  civilest  gentleman  I  ever   met  with; 
and  one  of  the  mildest  persons  I  ever  saw 
was  Ali  Pacha.  Of  Mr.  Bowles*s  ^character'* 
I  will  not  do  him  the  injustice  to  judge 
from  the  edition  of  Pope,  if  he  prepared 
it  heedlessly;  nor  the  Justice,  should  it  be 
otherwise,  because  I  would  neither  become 
a  literary  executioner,  nor  a  personal  one. 
BIr.  Bfiwles  the  individual,  and  Mr.  Bowles 
the  editor,  appear  the  two  most  opposite 
things  imaginable. 


**ABd  he  himself  ob< 


tithesls.** 


I  won*t  say  ''vile,"  because  it  is  harsh; 
nor  ^^mistaken,'*  because  it  has  two  svlla- 
hies  too  many :  but  every  one  most  fill  up 
the  blank  as  he  pleases. 

What  I  saw  of  Mr.  Bowles  increased  my 
fBrpriae  and   regret  thai  he  shonld  ever 


have  lent  hb  talents  to  such  a  task.  H 
he  had  been  a  fool,  there  would  haveWa 
some  excuse  for  him;  if  he  had  bmi 
needy  or  a  bad  man,  his  conduct  widl 
have  been  intelligible:  but  he  is  thesff^ 
site  of  all  these;  and  thinking  and feel[a 
as  I  do  of  Pope,  to  me  the  whole  tkisci 
unaccountable.  However,!  mast  call  thiip 
by  their  right  names.  I  cannot  call  li 
edition  of  Pope  a  "^candid  **  work;  ad! 
xtill  think  that  there  is  an  afTeetatisBd 
that  quality  not  only  in  those  voInBes,hl 
in  the  pamphlets  lately  published. 

**Wh7  fftt  he  doth  deny  his  prisoaert." 

Mr.  Bowles  says,  that  ^-'he  has  seen  paA- 
ges  in  his  letters  to  Mnnha  Blonnt  nhsft 
were  never  published  by  me,  and  1  Aft 
never   ivill   be   by  others ;    which  aic  a 
gross  as  to  imply  the  grossest  licestii» 
ness.*'  Is  this  fair  play  ?  It  may,  or  it  waj 
not  be  that  such  passages  exist ;   and  tha 
Pope,  who  was  not  a   monk,  althoojrhi 
catholic,  may  have  occasionally  siiacd  ii 
word  and  in  deed  with  woman  in  hi^  joiA; 
but  is^this  a  sufficient  ground  for  smh  I 
sweeping  denunciation  ?  Where  is  the  ■■ 
married  Engliihman   of  a  certain  laikrf 
life ,  who  (provided  he  has  not  taken  *• 
ders)  has  not  to  reproach  himself  betvca 
the  ages  of  sixteen   and   thirty  with  kr 
more  licentiousness  than  has  ever  yet  bcci 
traced  to  Pope?  Pope  lived   in  the  poblie 
eye  frtim  his  youth  upwards;  he  had  lU 
tne  dunces  of  his  own  time  for  his  enewcs, 
and,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  tome,   who  hue 
not  the  apology  of  dulness  for  detfartiMi 
since  his  d<ralh ;  and  yet  to  what  do  all  thor 
accumulated,  hints  and  rharge*  amwuitt— 
to  an  equivocal /totsoii  with  Martha  Blsiit» 
which  might  arise  asmnch  from  hit  iafim- 
ities  as  from  his  passiona;   to  a  hopdan 
flirtation  with  Lady   Mary  W.  Maataga; 
to  a  story  of  Gibber's;  and  to  two  orthiat 
coarse  passages  in  his  w«»rka.     IfAo  ceaM 
come  forth  clearer  from  an  iaridioas  ia- 
quest  on  a  life  of  fifty-aix  yean?    Wq 
are  we  to  be  officiously  reminded  of  saa 
passages  in  his  letters,  provided  that  thif 
exist.    Is  Mr.  Bowles  awaro  to  wiiat  saA 
rummaging  among  ^letters  ^  and  **storiei*' 
might  leadf  I  have  myself  aeon  a  coUse- 
tion   of  lettera  of  another  eminent,  aa^t 
pre-eminent,  deceaaed  poot,  ao  abonainah^f 
groaa,   and  elaborately   coauae,  that  I  i 
not  believe  that  th^  eoald  be  paraildii 
in  onr  language.    What  it  more  atiaag^ 
is,   that  some   of  these    are  coached  M 
posiaeripts  to  his  tcriona  and  aeatimaatd 
letters,  to  which  are  tacked  either  a  piaa 
of  proae,  or  some  Teraea,  of  the  meat  hy- 
perbolical   iadecency.    He    himaelf  a^ii 
that  if  ^^ohacenitj  (nalng  a  atnch  emam 
word)  he  the  da  agaiaat  Ike  Holy  CONd, 
he  noateartaialyeaaBoC  baaaved.*  IWi 


■  c 

I 
I 


LETTEB  ON  BOWLKS*  STRICTURES  ON  POFB. 


68S 


letters  are  in  existence,  and  hare  been  seen 
bj  many  besides  myseU;  but  would  his 
edi/or  have  been  '^candid  ^  in  eren  alluding 
to  them?  Nothine  wonld  have  even  pro- 
Toked  me,  an  indilTerent  spectator,  to  allnde 
til  them,  bat  this  further  attempt  at  the 
depr«riati(»n  of  Pope. 

U'hat  should  we  say  to  an  editor  of 
Addi«on,  who  cited  the  following  passage 
from  Wal pole's  letters  to  George  Montagu  ? 
**Dr.  Young  has  published  a  new  book. 
Mr.  Addison  sent  for  the  young  Karl  of 
Warwick,  as  he  was  dving,  to  show  him 
in  what  peace  a  Christian  could  die;  un- 
luckily he  died  of  brandy:  nothing  makes 
m  Christian  die  in  peace  like  being  maud- 
lin! but  donH  say  this  in  Gath  where  you 
are.*'  Suppose  the  editor  introduced  it 
with  this  preface:  *'One  circumstance  is 
■lentioned  by  Horace  Walpole,  which  if 
true  was  indeed  flagitiouM.  Walpole  in- 
forms Montagu  that  Addison  sent  for  the 
young  Earl  of  Warwick,  when  dying,  to 
ohow  him  in  what  peace  a  Christian  could 
die;  but  unluckily  he  died  drunk.**  Now, 
mithough  there  might  occur  on  the  subse- 
quent, or  on  the  same  page,  a  fiiint  show 
pf  disbelief,  seasoned  with  the  expression 
of  ''the  tome  candour"  (the  $ame  exactly 
•a  throughout  the  book),  I  should  say 
that  this  editor  was  either  foolish  or  false 
to  his  trust;  such  a  story  ought  not  to 
bave  been  'admitted,  except  for  one  brief 
niark  of  crushing  indignation,  unless  it 
were  completely  proved.  Why  the  words 
*Hf  true?"  that  'if"  is  not  a  peace-maker. 
VThy  talk  of  ''Cibber*s  testimony**  to  his 
licentiousness;  to  what  does  this  amount? 
tliat  Pope  when  very  young  was  once  de- 
coved  by  some  nobleman  and  the  player  to 
9  house  of  carnal  recreation.  Mr.  Bowles 
iras  not  always  a  clergyman;  and  when 
he  was  a  very  young  man,  was  he  never 
oodnced  into  as  much?  If  I  were  in  the 
humour  for  storytelling,  and  relating  little 
aneedotes,  I  could  tell  a  much  better  story 
of  Mr.  Rowles,  than  Cibber*s,  upon  much 
better  authority,  viz.  that  of  Mr.  Bowles 
himself.  It  was  not  related  by  him  in  my 
presence,  but  in  that  of  a  third  person, 
^vhom  Mr.  Bowles,  names  oftener  than  once 
In  the  course  of  his  replies.  This  gentle- 
man related  it  to  me  as  a  humourous 
find  witty  anecdote ;  and  so  it  was,  what- 
ever its  other  characteristics  might  be. 
But  should  I,  for  a  youthful  frolic,  brand 
Bf  r.  Bowles  with  a  ''libertine  sort  of  love,** 
or  with  "licentiousness?**  Is  he  the  less 
now  a  pious  or  a  good  man,  for  not  hav- 
ing always  been  a  priest?  No  such  thing; 
I  am  willing  to  believe  him  a  good  man, 
almost  as  gooid  a  man  as  Pope,  but  no  better. 

The  truth  is,  that  in  these  days  the 
pjand  "primtim  mobile^'  of  Kngland  is  rant; 
ount  political,  cant  poetical,  cant  religious. 


cant  moral;  but  always  cant,  multiplied 
through  all  the  varieties  of  life.  It  is  the 
fashion,  and  while  it  lasts  will  be  too 
powerful  for  those  who  can  only  exist  by 
taking  the  tone  of  the  time.  I  say  cont, 
because  it  is  a  thing  of  words,  without 
the  smallest  influence  upon  human  actions; 
the  £nglish  being  no  wiser,  no  better,  and 
much  poorer,  and  more  divided  amongst 
themselves,  as  well  as  far  less  moral,  than 
they  were  before  the  prevalence  of  this 
verbal  decorum.  This  hysterical  horror 
of  poor  Pope*s  not  very  well  ascertained 
and  never  fully  proved  amours  Tfor  even 
Cibber  owns  that  he  prevented  tne  some- 
what perilous  adventure  in  which  Pope 
was  embarking)  sounds  very  virtuous  in 
a  controversial  pamphlet;  but  all  men  of 
the  world  who  know  what  life  is,  or  at 
least  what  it  was  to  them  in  their  youth, 
must  laugh  at  such  a  ludicrous  foundation 
of  the  charge  of  "a  libertine  sort  of  love;** 
while  the  more  serious  will  look  upon 
those  who  bring  forward  such  charges 
upon  an  insulated  fact,  as  fanatics  or  hy- 
pocrites, perhaps  both.  The  two  are  some- 
times compounded  in  a  happy  mixture. 

Mr.  Octavius  Gilchrist  speaks  rather 
irreverently  of  a  "second  tumbler  of  hot 
white-wine-negus.**  What  does  he  mean? 
Is  there  any  harm  in  negus?  or  is  it  the 
worse  for  being  hot  ?  or  does  Mr.  Bowles 
drink  negus?  1  had  a  better  opinion  of 
him.  1  hoped  that  whatever  wine  he  drank 
was  neat;  or  at  leant,  that  like  the  ordi- 
nary in  Jonathan  Wild,  "he  preferred  punckj 
the  rather  as  there  was  nothing  against  it 
in  Scripture.**  I  should  be  sorry  to  believe 
that  Mr.  Bowles  was  fond  of  negus;  it  is 
such  a  "candid**  liquor,  so  like  a  wishy- 
washy  compromise  between  the  passion  for 
wine  and  the  propriety  of  water.  But  dif- 
ferent writers  have  divers  tastes.  Judge 
Blackstone  composed  his  "Commentaries** 
(he  was  a  poet  too  in  his  youth)  with  a 
bottle  of  port  before  him.  Addison*s  con- 
versation was  not  good  for  much  till  he 
had  taken  a  similar  dose.  Perhaps  the 
prescription  of  these  two  great  men  was 
not  inferior  to  the  very  different  one  of  a 
soi-disant  poet  of  this  day,  who  after  wan- 
dering amongst  the  hills,  returns,  goes  to 
bed,  and  dictaies  his  verses,  being  fed  by 
a  bystander  with  bread  and  butter  during 
the  operation. 

I  now  come  to  Mr.  Bowles*s  "invariable 
principles  of  poetry.**  These  Mr.  Bowles 
and  some  of  his  correspondents  pronounce 
"unanswerable ;  **  and  they  are  "unanswer- 
ed,** at  least  by  Campbell,  who  seems  to 
have  been  astounded  by  the  title.  The 
sultan  of  the  time  being  offered  to  ally 
himself  to  a  king  of  France,  because  "he 
hated  the  word  league;**  which  proves 
that  the  Padisha  understood  French.    Mr. 
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Campbell  hat  no  need  of  mj  alliance,  nor 
thall  I  pretome  to  offer  it;  bat  I  do  hate 
that  word  'HnvariMe. "  What  is  there  of 
hwmany  be  it  poetry,  philosophy,  wit,  wis- 
dom, fcience,  power,  glorj,  mind,  matter, 
life,  or  death,  which  u  'Hnrariable?"  Of 
conne  I  put  things  divine  out  of  the  ques- 
tion. Of  all  arrogant  baptisms  of  a  book, 
this  title  to  a  pamphlet  appears  the  most 
complacently  conceited.  It  is  Mr.  Camp- 
beirs  part  to  answer  the  contents  of  this 

Cerformance,  and  especially  to  vindicate 
is  own  ''Ship,''  which  Mr.  Bowles  most 
triumphantly  proclaims  to  have  struck  to 
his  veiy  first  fire. 

*'Qaotk  ke,  there  was  a  Ship ; 

Now  let  me  go,  tkou  graT-hair*d  loon. 

Or  my  itaff  shall  make  thee  skip.** 

It  is  no  affair  of  mine,  but  having  once 
beffun  (certainly  not  by  my  own  wish,  but 
called  upon  by  the  frequent  recurrence  to 
nv  name  in  the  pamphlets) ,  I  am  like  an 
Irishman  in  a  ''row,*'  "any  body's  custom- 
er." I  shall  therefore  say  a  word  or 
two  on  the  "Ship." 

Mr.  Bowles  asserts  that  Campbell's  "Ship 
of  the  Line "  derives  all  its  poetry  not 
from  "art"  but  from  ''nature."  "Take 
away  the  waves,  the  winds,  the  sun,  one 
will  become  a  stripe  of  blue  bunting;  and 
the  other  a  piece  of  coarse  canvas  on  three 
tall  poles."  Very  true;  take  away  the 
*'waves,"  "the  winds,"  and  there  will  be 
no  ship  at  all,  not  only  for  poetical,  but 
for  any  other  purpose;  and  take  away  'Hhe 
■an,"  and  we  must  read  Mr.  Bowles's  pam- 
phlet by  candlelight.  But  the  "poetry" 
of  the  "Ship"  does  not  depend  on  "the 
waves ;"  on  the  contrary,  the  "Ship  of  the 
Line"  confers  its  own  poetry  upon  the 
waters,  and  heightens  theirs,  I  do  not 
deny,  that  the  '^waves  and  winds,"  and 
above  all  <'the  sun,"  are  highly  poetical; 
we  know  it  to  our  cost,  by  the  many  de- 
scriptions of  them  in  verse:  but  if  the 
waves  bore  only  the  foam  upon  their 
bosoms,  if  the  winds  wafted  only  the  sea- 
weed to  the  shore,  if  the  sun  shone  neither 
upon  pyramids,  nor  fleets,  nor  fortresses, 
would  its  beams  be  equally  poetical?  I 
think  not :  the  poetry  is  at  least  reciprocal. 
Take  away  "the  Ship  of  the  Line  ""swing- 
ing round"  the  "calm  water,"  and  the 
calm  water  becomes  a  somewhat  monoton- 
ous thing  to  look  at,  particularly  if  not 
transparently  dear;  witness  the  thousands 
who  pass  b^  without  looking  on  it  at  all. 
What  was  it  attracted  the  thousands  to  the 
launch?  they  might  have  seen  the  poetical 
"calm  water "  at  Wrapping  or  in  the  "Lon- 
don Dock,"  or  in  the  Paddington  Canal, 
or  in  a  horse-pond,  or  in  a  slopbasin,  or 
in  any  other  vase.  They  might  have  heard 
the  poetical  winds  howling  through  the 
chinks  of  a  pigsty o, or  the  garret- window; 


they  might  have  aeen  the  van  thlalic  «   J 
a  f(»otman*s  livery,  or  on  a  braea  wamw-    | 
pan ;  but  could  the  "calm  water,"  or  m    , 
"wind,"  or  the  '^mn,"  make  all,  or  mj    \ 
of  these   "poetical?"     I  think  not   li 
Bowles  admits  "the  Ship"  to  be  poeticaLM 
only  from  those  accessaries:  now  if  th^ 
confer  poetry  so  as  to  make  one  thing  psti 
leal,  they  would  make  other  things  psa> 
ical;  the  more  so,  as  Mr.  Bowles  caliii 
"ship  of  the  line"  without  them,  thitii 
to  say,  its  "masts  and  saila  and  streaaMa* 
"blue  bunting,"  and  "coarse  canvas,"  ■! 
"tall  poles."    So  they  are ;  and  poreefaa 
is  clay,  and  man  is  dust,  and  flesh  is  gia^ 
and  yet  the  two  latter  at  least  are  the  i^ 
jects  of  much  poesy. 

Did  Mr.  Bowles  ever  gaxe  upon  the  mI 
I  presume  that  he  has,  at  least  upon  a  la- 
piece.  Did  any  painter  erer  paint  the  M 
onijf,  without  toe  addition  of  a  ship,  bsit, 
wreck,  or  some  such  adjunet?  Is  the  M 
itself  a  more  attractive,  a  more  moral,  i 
more  poetical  object  with  or  withoati 
vessel,  breaking  its  vast  but  fatigai^g 
mon(»tony?  Is  a  storm  more  poetical  witksil 
a  ship ;  or,  in  the  poem  of  the  Shipwrcdu 
is  it  the  storm  or  the  aliip  which  md 
interests?  both  much  andoubtedly;  M 
without  the  vessel,  what  should  we  cue 
for  the  tempest?  It  would  sink  intoaca 
descriptive  poetry,  which  in  itself  VM 
never  esteemed  a  high  order  of  that  art. 

I  look  upon  myself  as  entitled  to  tiik 
of  naval  matters,  at  least  to  poets:— wilk 
the  exception  of  Walter  Scott,  Moore,  aai 
Sonthey,  perhaps  (who  have  been  voyagcn), 
1  have  swam  more  miles  than  all  the  red 
of  them  together  now  living  ever  seik^ 
and  have  li^ed  for  months  and  months  ss 
bhipboard;  and  during  the  whole  perish 
of  my  life  abroad  have  scarcely  ever  pasN^ 
a  month  out  of  sight  of  the  ocean :  besita 
being  brought  up  from  two  years  till  tsi 
on  the  brink  of  it.  I  recollect,  wktt 
anchored  off  Cape  Sigeum,  in  1810,  b  a 
English  frigate,  a  violent  squall  coausg 
on  at  sunset,  so  violent  as  to  make  ai 
imagine  that  the  ship  would  part  cabk, 
or  drive  from  her  anchorage.  Mr.  Hsk- 
house  and  myself,  and  aome  officers  hai 
been  up  the  Dardanelles  to  Abydos,  vi 
were  just  returned  in  time.  The  aspect 
of  a  storm  in  the  Archipelago  ia  as  poet- 
ical as  need  be,  the  sea  being  particnlarlj 
short,  dashing,  and  dangerou«,  and  tki 
navigation  intricate  and  broken  by  the  ishi 
and  currents.  Cape  Sigeum,  the  tumnli  sf 
the  Troad,  Lemnos,  1  enedos,  all  added  I* 
tlie  associations  of  the  time.  Ihit  wkit 
seemed  the  most  **poetical^  of  all  at  tki 
moment,  were  the  numbers  (about  t«« 
hundred)  of  Greek  and  Turkish  craft. 
which  were  obliged  to  "cat  and  ran"  be- 
fore the  wind,  from  their  uaaafe  aachonfN 
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■onra  for  Tenedot,  soiim  for  other  islof, 
■ome  for  the  niftin,  and  tome  it  might  he 
for  eternity.  Jlie  sight  of  theie  little 
•cudding  vesseli,  darting  over  the  fuam 
In  the  twilight,  now  appearing  and  now 
disappearing  between  the  waves  in  the 
cloud  of  night,  with  their  peculiarly  white 
•ails  (the  Levant  sails  not  being  of  "coarae 
canvas"  but  of  white  cotton),  skimming 
•long  as  quickly,  but  less  safely  than  the 
■ea-mews  which  hovered  over  them;  their 
evident  distress,  their  reduction  to  flutter- 
ing specks  in  the  distance,  their  crowded 
(fuccession,  their  littlenesB^  as  contending 
irith  the  giant  element,  which  made  our 
•tout  forty-four's  teak  timbers  (slie.  was 
built  in  India)  creak  again;  their  aspect 
and  their  motion,  all  struck  me  as  something 
far  more  ^'po^tical  ^  than  the  mere  broad, 
brawling,  shipless  sea,  and  the  sullen  winds, 
could  possibly  have  been  without  them. 

The  Euxine  is  a  noble  sea  to  look  upon, 
•nd  the  port  of  Constantinople  the  most 
beautiful  of  hariiours,  and  yet  I  cannot  but 
think  that  the  twenty  sail  of  the  line,  some 
of  one  hundred  and  forty  guns,  rendered 
it  more  '^poetical  ^  by  day  in  the  sun,  and 
by  night  perhaps  still  more,  for  the  Turks 
illuminate  their  vessels  of  war  in  a  man- 
ner the  most  picturesque,  and  yet  all  this 
Ic  ariifieial.  As  for  the  Euxine,  I  stood 
upon  the  Symplegades  — I  stood  by  the 
broken  altar  still  exposed  to  the  winds 
upon  one  of  them — I  felt  all  the  *^poetry  " 
of  the  situation,  as  I  repeated  the  first 
lines  of  Medea ;  but  would  not  that  ^^poetry  ^ 
have  been  heightened  by  the  j4rgo  ?  It  was 
•o  even  by  the  appearance  of  any  merchant- 
▼essel  arriving  from  Odessa  But  Mr. 
Bowles  says,  "why  bring  your  ship  off  the 
stocks?^  For  no  reason  that  I  know,  except 
that  ships  are  built  to  be  launched.  The 
water  undoubtedly  heiqhtbns  the  poetical 
associations,  thus  it  docs  not  make  them; 
and  the  ship  amply  repays  the  obligation: 
they  aid  ench  other;  the  water  is  more 
poetical  with  the  ship  — the  ship  less  so 
witliout  the  water.  But  even  a  ship,  laid 
op  in  dock,  is  a  grand  and  a  poetical  sight. 
Even  an  old  boat,  keel  upwards,  wrecked 
upon  the  barren  sand,  is  a  ^'poetical^  ob- 
ject (and  Wordsworth,  who  made  a  poem 
about  a  washingtub  and  a  blind  boy,  may 
tell  you  so  as  well  as  I);  wliilst  a  long 
extent  of  sand  and  unbroken  water,  without 
the  boat,  would  be  as  like  dull  prose  as 
any  pamphlet  lately  published. 

What  makes  the  poetry  in  the  image  of 
the  "marble  waste  of  Tadmor^*''  in  Grainger's 
*^Ode  to  Solitude,"  so  much  admired  by 
Johnson?  Is  it  the "mar6{e,"  or  the *'iv<ute" 
the  artificial  or  the  natural  object?  The 
^^wastc'*  is  like  all  other  wastes;  but  the 
^marble**  of  Palmyra  mokes  the  poetry  of 
the  passi^  as  of  the  place. 


The  beantifiil  bdt  barren  Hymettaa,  the 
whole  coast  of  Attica,  her  hilu  and  moan- 
tains,  Pentelicus,  Anchesmns,  Philopappos, 
are  in  themselves  poetical,  and  would  be 
so  if  the  name  of  Athens,  of  Athenians, 
and  her  Tory  ruins,  were  swept  firom  tike 
earth.  But  am  I  to  be  told  that  the^htatore'* 
of  Attica  would  be  more  poetical  without 
the ''art*'  of  the  Acropolis?  of  the  Temple 
of  Theseus?  and  of  the  still  all  Greek 
and  glorious  monuments  of  her  exquisitely 
artificial  genius?  Ask  the  traveller  what 
strikes  him  as  most  poetical,  the  Parthenon, 
or  the  reckon  which  it  stands?  TheooMranm 
of  Cape  Colonna,  or  the  Cape  itself  ?  The 
rocks  at  the  foot  of  it,  or  the  recollection 
that  Falconer's  ship  was  bulged  upon  themf 
There  are  a  thousand  rocks  and  capes,  far 
more  pictureeque  than  those  of  the  Acro- 
polis and  Cape  Snnium  in  themselves; 
what  are  they  to  a  thousand  scenes  in  the 
wilder  parts  of  Greece,  of  Asia  Minor, 
Switzerland,  or  even  of  Cintra  in  Portugal, 
or  to  many  scenes  of  Italy,  and  the  Siernu 
of  Spain?  But  it  is  the  *'artp  the  columns, 
the  temples,  the  wrecked  vessel,  which 
give  them  their  antique  and  their  modem 
poetry,  and  not  the  spots  themselves.  With- 
out them,  the  spots  of  earth  would  be  un- 
noticed and  unknown ;  buried,  like  Babylon 
and  Nineveh,  in  indistinct  confusion,  with- 
out poetry,  as  without  existence;  but  to 
whatever  spot  of  earth  these  ruins  were 
transported,  if  they  were  capable  of  trans- 
portation, like  the  obelisk,  and  the  sphinx, 
and  the  Memnon's  head,  there  they  would 
still  exist  in  the  perfection  of  their  beauty 
and  in  the  pride  of  their  poetry.  I  opposed, 
and  will  ever  oppose,  the  robbery  of  ruins 
from  Athens,  to  instruct  the  English  in 
sculpture;  but  why  did  I  do  so?  The 
ruins  are  as  poetical  in  Piccadillv  as  they 
were  in  the  Parthenon ;  but  the  Parthenon 
and  its  rock  are  less  so  without  them.  Such 
is  the  poetry  of  art. 

Mr.  Bowles  contends,  again,  that  the  py- 
ramids Of  Egypt  are  poetical,  because  of 
''the  association  with  boundless  deserts," 
and  that  a  '^pyramid  of  the  same  dimen- 
sions'' would  not  be  sublime  in  "Lincoln's 
Inn  Fields :"  not  so  poetical  certainly ;  but 
take  away  the  ''  pyramids , "  and  what  is 
the  "'desert?"  Take  away  Stone-hengo  from 
Salisbury-plain ,  and  it  is  nothing  more 
than  Hounslow-Heath ,  or  any  other  unin- 
closed  down.  It  appears  to  me  that  St.  Pe- 
ter's, the  Coliseum^  the  Pantheon,  the  Pa- 
latine, the  Apollo,  the  Laocoon,  the  Venni 
diMedicis,  the  HeriMiles,  the  dying  Gla- 
diator, the  Moses  of  Michel  Angelo,  and 
all  the  higher  works  of  Canova  (I  have  al- 
ready spoken  of  those  of  ancient  Greece, 
still  extant  in  that  country,  or  transported 
to  England),  are  as  poetical  as  Mont  Blanc 
or  Mount  .^tna,  perhaps  alill  more  so,  as 
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they  nre  direct  manifestations  of  mind,  and 
pre»uppo8e  poetry  in  their  very  conception ; 
and  hare,  moreover,  as  being  such,  asome- 
tliing  of  actual  life,  wliich  cannot  belong 
to  any  part  of  inanimate  nature,  unless  we 
adopt  the  system  of  Spinoza,  that  the  world 
is  the  Deity.  There  can  be  nothinj>^  more 
poetical  in  its  aspect  than  the  city  of  Venice: 
does  this  depend  upon  the  sea,  or  the 
canals?— 

^The  dirt  and  sem-weed  whence  prond  Veaiee 

ro»el" 

Is  it  the  canal  which  runs  between  the  pa- 
lace and  the  prison,  or  the  ^^Bridge  of  Sighs** 
which  connects  them ,  that  renders  it  poet- 
ical f  Is  it  the  ''Canal*  Grande,'*  or  the  Ri- 
alto  which  arches  it ,  the  churches  which 
tower  over  it,  the  palaces  which  line,  and 
the  gondolas  which  glide  over  the  waters, 
that  render  this  city  more  poetical  than 
Rome  itself?  Mr.  Bowles  will  say,  per- 
haps, that  the  Rialto  is  but  marble,  the 
palaces  and  churches  only  stone,  and  the 
gondolas  a  ' 'coarse**  black  cloth ,  thrown 
over  some  planks  of  carved  wood,  with  a 
■hining  bit  of  fantastically-formed  iron  at 
the  prow,  ^^trithoHf*  the  water.  And  I  tell 
him  that  without  these  the  water  would  be 
nothing  but  a  clay-coloured  ditch,  and 
whoever  says  the  contrary ,  deserves  to  be 
at  the  bottom  of  that  were  Pope's  heroes 
are  embraced  by  the  mud  nymphs.  There 
would  be  nothing  to  make  the  canal  of 
Venice  more  poetical  than  that  of  Padding- 
ton,  were  it  not  for  the  artificial  adjuncts 
above  mentioned,  although  it  is  a  perfectly 
natural  canal,  formed  by  the  sea,  and  the 
innumerable  islands  which  constitute  the 
site  of  this  extraordinary  city. 

The  very  Cloaca  of  Tarquin  at  Rome 
are  as  poetical  as  Richmond- Hill;  many 
will  think  more  so.  Take  away  Rome,  and 
leave  the  Tiber  and  the  seven  hills  in  the 
nature  of  Evander*s  time :  let  Mr.  Bowles, 
or  Mr.  Wordsworth,  or  Mr.  Southey,  or 
any  of  the  other  ''naturals,**  make  a  poem 
upon  them,  and  then  see  which  is  most 
poetical,  their  production,  or  the  common- 
est guide-book  which  tells  you  the  road 
from  St.  Peter*s  to  the  Coliseum,  and  in- 
forms you  what  you  will  see  by  the  way. 
The  ground  interests  in  Virgil ,  because  it 
via  be  Rome ,  and  not  because  it  is  E^-an- 
der's  rural  domain. 

Mr.  Bowles  then  proceeds  to  press  Homer 
into  his  service,  in  answer  to  a  remark  of 
Mr.  CampbelPs,  that  "Homer  was  a  great 
describcr  of  works  of  art."  Mr.  Bowles 
contends  that  all  his  great  power,  even  in 
this,  depends  upon  their  connexion  with 
nature.  The  "shield  of  Achilles  derives  its 
poetical  interest  from  the  subjects  describcNl 
on  it."  And  from  what  docs  the  $pear  of 
Achilles  derive  its  interest?  and  the  hel- 
met and  the  mail  worn  by  Patroclos,  and 


the  celestial  armour,  and  the  very  bram 
greaves  of  the  wellbooted  Greeks  ?  Ii  it 
solely  from  the  legs,  and  the  bark,  ni  da 
breast ,  and  the  human  body ,  which  tkj 
inclose  ?  In  that  case,  it  would  have  Wa 
more  poetical  to  have  made  them  §^ 
naked ;  and  Gulley  and  Gregson  ,  as  beiig 
nearer  to  a  state  of  nature,  are  more  pad- 
leal,  boxing  in  a  pair  of  drawers,  thaa  ike- 
tor  and  Achilles  in  radiant  armonr,  ad 
with  heroic  weapons. 

Instead  of  the  clash  of  helmets ,  and  Hi 
rushing  of  chariots,  and  the  whixxiBf  4 
spears ,  and  the  glancing  of  swords ,  isi 
the  cleaving  of  shields,  and  the  pierciagaf 
breast-plates,  why  not  represent  theGreoi 
and  Trojans  like  two  savage  tribes,  tagm 
and  tearing,  and  kicking,  and  biting,  ssi 
gnashing,  foaming,  grinning,  and  goajn*^ 
in  all  the  poetry  of  martial  nature ,  anii- 
cumbered  with  gross,  prosaic  artificial  ana, 
an  equal  superfluity  to  the  natural  warrior, 
and  his  natural  poet?  Is  there  any  thist 
nnpoetir^il  in  Ulysses  striking  the  horses « 
Rhesus  with  his  bow  fhaving  forgotten  bit 
thong),  or  would  Mr.  Bowles  have  had  kin 
kick  them  with  his  foot ,  or  smack  then 
with  his  hand ,  as  being  more  unsophiiti- 
cated? 

In  Gray*s  Elegy,  is  there  an  image  bsm 
striking  than  his  "shapeless  sculptaref 
Of  sculpture  in  general,  it  may  be  obserrsi 
that  it  is  more  poetical  than  nature  itsdf^ 
inasmuch  as  it  represents  and  bodies  fmth 
that  ideal  beauty  and  sublimity  which  if 
never  to  be  found  in  actual  nature.  TUi 
at  lea^t  is  the  general  opinion ;  bat,  alvayi 
excepting  the  Venus  di  Medicis,  I  differ 
from  that  opinion,  at  least  as  far  as  ^^^P^ 
female  beauty ;  for  the  head  of  Lady  ChMt- 
lemont  (when  I  first  saw  her ,  nine  yean 
ago)  seemed  to  possess  all  that  scnlptin 
could  require  for  its  ideal,  f  recollect  see- 
ing something  of  the  same  kind  in  the  heed 
of  an  Albanian  girl,  who  was  actually  eoh 
ployed  in  mending  a  road  in  the  m<mnuini) 
and  in  some  Greek ,  and  one  or  two  Itaiiai 
faces.  But  of  Mublimity ,  I  have  never  sefl 
any  thing  in  human  nature  at  all  to  ap- 
proach the  expression  of  sculpture,  either  il 
the  Apollo,  the  Moses,  or  other  ef  thi 
sterner  works  of  ancient  or  modem  art 

Let  us  examine  a  little  further  this  '^bak- 
ble  of  green  fields,**  and  of  bare  nature  ii 
general,  as  superior  to  artificial  imageiyt 
for  the  poetical  purposes  of  the  fine  aiti 
In  landscape-painting,  the  great  artist  4ssi 
not  give  yon  a  literal  copy  of  a  coaatiir 
but  he  invents  and  compoaea  one.  Nataiii 
in  her  actual  aspect,  does  not  fnraiah  Ua 
with  such  existing  scenes  aa  he  ieqaha> 
Even  where  he  presenta  jou  with  aone  it 
mous  city,  or  celebrated  aceoe  from  msaa 
tain  or  other  nature,  it  amat  be  taken  fi«i 
iome  particolar  paint  of.jiaar,  mad  wi* 
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•UEh  li^t,   Rod  ihade,  and  dliUncc,  u    "tower,"  it  would  have  bemu  poetical  m 
■erve  not  nnlj  to  heighten  ila  beantiei ,  bnl    if  ho  had  compared  her  to  a  tree. 
to  ihadnw  ita  dernrmitiei.     The  pnetr;  of      ><xhe  virtnooi  Hucli  r*»cr>  absva  bar  ■n," 
Nature  alone,  erocH,  a-.he  appxan,  knot    .,  ^  ingtance  of  an  artificial  image  to  «x- 
•ufBciBol  to  bear  him  out.     The  Tcrj  iky  ,  ^j,^  .nporiority.  Bnl  SoTihihw,  It 

orhupB.ntingi*nottheiwrlrm(oftho.l.y  ,,  pmbable,  did  not  compare  hi)  belored^ 
oriVatqrBi  It  ■■  a  compo.11,00  of  different  ^o^e  t..  a  "tower"  on  account  of  iU  length, 
»fc.c»,  obwtrred  nt  different  timei,  and  not  bmofit.ijmmotrr;and,  makinftallowance 
the  whole  copied  fnin,  any  particular  day.  j^^  ea«tern  hyperhole  and  the  difficnlty  of 
And  whyl  BecaoM  >atare  i.  not  lavi.h  of  b^j;  g  di.creet  image  for  a  female  noN 
her  beaatieii  Ihe,  are  widely  .cattered,  ,„  „atnro,  It  ii  perbapa  ai  good  a  figtire  ai 
and  occaaiflnallj  diiplajed,  to  be  lelected  ^^  other 
with  care,  and  gathered  with  difficulty.  ^^  la  not  inferior  to  nature  for  poeUcal 

or  acnlplore  I  harejuat  apoken.     It  i»  p„^      vVhat  make,  a  regiment  of  «>I- 

the  great  acope  of  the  ecolptor  to  heighten  J,,^  .  ^„„  „„b|g  object  of  riew  than  the 
Ratnre  into  heroic  beauty,  ,.  eMn  plain  ,Bn,emaa8ormf.b?Theirami«,theirdre«e., 
Engliah,  to  aarpaia  hu  model.  When  Ca-  j,^j^  bannera,  and  the  art  and  arUficiat 
■ova  forma  a  .tatne,  be  tabea  a  limb  from  „„„£(„  „f  a,eir  po«ition  and  movement*. 
Me,  a  hand  from  another,  a  future  from  4Highlander'.plaid,aMuMulman'i  tnrban, 
■  third,  andaahmpe,  itmaybe.fWm  a  „d  a  Roman  toga,  are  more  poetical  thao 
tonrth.  pmbably  at  the aarae  Ume  Improy-  t],etoltor.edornntalt..OBdbuttockpof  aNew- 
big  upon  all.  aa  the  Greek  of  old  did  in  s„nd,i„i,  g,^™,,  Bi[h„ugh  ihey  were  do- 
Mibodying  hii  Vonna.   .      ^     ^      _,^     ^,      icribed  by    WHliam    Wordaworlh  hlmaeir 

Aak  a   portrait  -  painter  to  deacribe  hia    |;i,„  ^^  .f.j;„(  •„  ,,1^  glory." 
■gmiiea  in  accommodating  the  facea  with        ,  ^^^  ^^^  „  ^         monntalna  a>  moat 
Vhlch  Nature  and  hia  aitlen  have  crowded    ^^^    and  more  fleeta  than  the  generality 
hia   painting-room  to  the  principle*  of  h>a    ^,  ,a„d^en  :    and ,  to  my  mind .   a  large 
■n :  witli  the  exception  of  perhap.  ten  facei    ^^^  ,.,^  ,  ^^  ,„■,  „',  (^^  ,;„„  „  c„„. 

in  aa  man  J  miUiona,  there  iinot  one  which  j^^  (■(,p„  j,  „  „„ble  and  aa  poetical  a 
he  can  yenlure  to  give  without  -hading  ^.pg^t  aa  all  that  inanimate  nature  caa 
mn-A  and  adding  more,  ^alure,  exactly.  ^,„d^ee.  1  prefer  the  "ma»t  of  aome  great 
■imply,  barelj-  \8tu«.  will  make  no  great  iu„^i„i."  ,uh  all  iU  tackle,  to  the  Scotch 
■Ki-tofanykind,  andleaatofall  a  poet-  f,,  „,  th„  Alpine  Unuen;  and  Ihink  that 
Ae  moat  arlificial,  P«r[i"P«.  «I  »1J  "'tiita  „„„  (  j^  j,„  „^„  „ut  „, ;,  ,„ 
la  hia  very  etaenco.  With  regard  to  na-  ^^^j  j^  (^^  i„fi„i(^  anperiority  of  "Fal- 
taral.magery,  the  poet*  are  obliged  to  take  ^(,„„,,  shipwreck,"  over  all  other  ahlp- 
»me  of  their  beat  lUu.lrationa  from  art.  ,^^  conaiat?  In  hia  admirable  appUc*- 
Yon  aay  that  a  '  founlain  laaa  clear  or  u„„  of  theterma  of  hlaart ;  in  a  poet-aail- 
elearer  than  gloaa,  to  eipreaa  iU  beauty-  or'a  deacription  of  the  aailcir^  fate.  Thoto 
"O  foH  BuJdiIb,  iplcadidlor  tltra!"  cerj  ttrmi,  by  hia  application,    make  the 

In  the  apeech  of  Hark  Antony,  the  body  of  atrength  and  reality  of  hia  pnem.  Why  f 
Ccraria  diaplayed,  bntaoalao labia aumlte:    becanae  he  waa  a  poet,  and  in  the  handa 

^         ,  , of  a   poet    ori    will    not    be    found    Iom 

"Ton  aU  do  k»»  thli  mmth,  ornamental  than    nature.    It  ia    preeiaely 

—  —  —  in   general    nature,    and    in    atepping  out 

•■Idsk!Intki*fl«wrBBCu*iM'da«mliroDgk."    of  faia  element,  that  Falconer  faiU;  where 
he  digreaiea    tn    apeak  of  ancient  Greece, 
and  "aach  branchea  of  learning." 
-..^        ^■■.  ,  u      D      I    ,    .      '        In  Dyer'a  Grongar  Hill,  upon  which  hli 

^ooldhavehad  more  of  Mr  Bowie.'. "na-  j^^  /^^^^  ^^^^  ^  appearance  of  Katnre 
tare-  to  help  It;  but  the  aHificial  rfa^^ar  h^raelf  ia  moralised  into  «o  artificial  image: 
la  more  poetical   than   any   natural    hand  . 

withnat  it    In  the  aabllme  of  Mcred  poet-  To  iMtraet  m"w\IlV«p1^'ttBo"g"t; 

ry ,  "Who  1.  thla  that  cnmeth  from  Edam?  Ti.n.  ■■■■■  rff-.un  rrm  and  ran. 

with  dyed  garment*  from  Bozrahf"  Would 

"the  comer"  be  poeUcal  without  hi.  "dyed 

^ortnentai"'  which  atrike  and  atartle  the  mli-uieof  which,  from  Hilton,  ha.  rendered 
■l>ectator,  and  identify  the  appniaching  Mr.  Bowlea  ao  triumphant  over  Mr.  Camp- 
•bjeet.  bell. 

The  mother  of  Siaera  ia  repreiented  liat-  "So  wa  mlatala  tlia  ratura'!  hca, 

wing  for  the  "u&eela  aj  Am  cAan'ol."     So-  ^Jti  Ibnngli  Hope-a  doladiac  fffaM." 

lemon.  In  hi)  Song,  comparea  the  noee  ol        And    here   a   woid,  en  poaaonl,  to  I 
M*  beloved  to  "a  tower ,"  which  to  na  ap-    Campbell  i 

peara  an  eaatern  exaggeration.    If  he  had  -  - 

mU,   Owt  bar  ilUaie  WH  like  IImI  of  I 
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Whicb,  to  those  who  Joontey  near. 
Barren,  browa,  mod  rough  appear. 
Still  wc  tread  the  same  coarse  way— 
The  pTeseafs  still  a  cloody  day.** 

Is  not  this  tho  original  of  the  far-famed 

***Tis  distance  lends  enchantment  to  the  view. 
And  robes  the  mountain  in  its  asure  huef** 

To  retam  once  more  to  the  nea.  Let  any 
one  look  on  the  long  wall  of  Malamocco, 
which  curbs  the  Adriatic,  and  pronounce 
between  the  sea  and  its  master.  Surely 
that  Roman  work  (I  mean  Roman  in  con- 
ception and  performance),  which  says  to 
the  ocean,  <<thu8  far  shalt  thou  come ,  and 
no  fnrther,^^  and  is  obeyed,  is  not  less  sub- 
lime and  poetical  than  the  angiy  waves 
which  vainly  break  beneath  it 

Mr.  Bowles  makes  the  chief  part  of  a 
ship^s  poesy  depend  on  the  ^''wind:'"  then 
why  la  a  ship  under  sail  more  poetical  than 
a  hog  in  a  high  wind  ?  The  hog  is  all  na- 
ture, the  ship  is  all  art,  ^^coarse  canvas,^* 
*^blue  bunting,*'  and  ^'tall  poles  ;*'  both  are 
-violently  acted  upon  by  the  wind ,  tossed 
here  and  there,  to  and  fro ;  and  yet  nothing 
but  excess  of  hunger  could  make  me  look 
upon  the  pig  as  the  more  poetical  of  the 
two,  and  then  only  in  the  shape  of  a  gristln. 

Will  Mr.  Bowles  tell  us  that  the  poetry 
of  an  aqueduct  consists  in  the  water  which 
it  conveys?  Let  him  look  on  that  of  Just- 
inian, on  those  of  Rome,  Constantinople, 
Lisbon,  and  Elvas,  or  even  at  the  remains 
of  that  in  Attica. 

We  are  asked  ^^what  makes  the  venerable 
towers  of  Westminster  Abbey  more  poetical, 
as  objects,  than  the  tower  for  the  manu- 
factory of  patent-shot,  surrounded  by  the 
same  scenery?"  I  will  answer— the  archi- 
tecture. Turn  Westminster  Abbey,  or  Snint 
PauPs,  into  a  powder-magazine,  their  poet- 
ry ,  as  objects,  remains  the  same :  the  Par- 
thenon was  actually  converted  into  one  by 
the  Turks,  during  Morosini^'s  Venetian  siege, 
and  part  of  it  destroyed  in  consequence. 
Cromweirs  dragoons  stalled  their  steeds  in 
Worcester  cathedral ;  was  it  less  poetical, 
as  an  object,  than  before?  Ask  a  foreigner 
on  his  approach  to  London,  what  strikes 
him  as  the  most  poetical  of  the  towers  be- 
fore him:  he  will  point  out  St.  PauPs  and 
Westminster  Abbey ,  without ,  perhaps, 
knowing  the  names  or  associations  of  either, 
and  pass  over  the  '^ tower  for  patent-shot," 
not  that,  for  any  thing  he  knows  to  the 
contrary,  it  might  not  be  the  mausoleum 
of  a  monarch,  or  a  Waterloo-column,  or  a 
Trafalgar-monument,  but  because  its  archi- 
tecture is  obviously  inferior. 

To  the  question ,  '^whether  the  descrip- 
tion of  a  game  of  cards  be  as  poetical,  sup- 
posing the  execntiop  of  the  artists  equal, 
as  a  description  of  a  walk  in  a  forest?*^  it 
may  be  answered,  that  tho  materials  are 
certainly  not  equal ;  but  that  ''the  artitt," 


who  has  rendered  the  ''game  of  cards  pQ4> 
ical ,  **  is  frjf  far  the  greater  of  the  tva, 
But  all  this  "  ordering**  of  poeta  is  panif 
arbitrary  on  the  part  of  Mr.  Bowles.  Tim 
may  or  may  not  be,  in  fact,  differeatmioi 
of  poetry,  but  the  poet  ii  always  faikd 
according  to  his  execution,  and  not  aoeni 
inff  to  his  branch  of  the  art. 

Tragedy  is  one  of  tho  highest  prcsaad 
orders.  Hughes  has  written  a  tragedy,  nl 
a  very  successful  one;  Fenton  another) 
and  Pope  none.  Did  any  man,  however,- 
will  even  Mr.  Bowles  himself  rank  Hagha 
and  Fenton  as  poets  aboire  Pope?  Waseva 
Addison  (the  author  of  Cato),  or  Rtwi 
(one  of  the  higher  order  of  dramatists,  u 
far  as  success  goes),  or  Young,  or  eveaOt- 
way  and  Southern ,  ever  raised  fbr  a  ■•• 
ment  to  the  same  rank  with  Pope  in  the 
estimation  of  the  reader  or  the  critic,  bclM 
his  death  or  since?  If  Mr.  Bowles  wiH 
contend  for  classifications  of  this  kind,  kt 
him  recollect  that  descriptive  poetrj  hsi 
been  ranked  as  among  the  lowest  braachis 
of  the  art,  and  description  as  a  mere  om- 
ment,  but  which  should  never  form  "the 
subject''  of  a  poem.  The  Italians,  withdn 
most  p(»etical  language,  and  the  mostfuti- 
dious  taste  in  Europe,  possess  now  fvi 
^eaf  poets,  they  say,  Dante,  Petraichi 
Ariosto,  Tasso,  and  lastly  Al fieri ;  and  whoa 
do  they  esteem  one  of  the  highest  of  thcsS) 
and  some  of  them  the  Tcry  highest  ?  Pe- 
trarch, the  sonneteer :  it  is  true  that  ssae 
of  his  Canzoni  are  not  less  esteemed ,  bol 
not  more;  who  ever  dreams  of  bis  Lslii 
Africa? 

Were  Petrarch  to  be  ranked  accordini^ta 
the  '^ order**  of  his  compositions,  wlieis 
would  the  best  of  sonnets  place  him?  With 
Dante  and  the  others?  No;  but,  as  I  have 
before  said ,  the  poet  who  executes  best  ii 
the  highest,  whatever  his  department  ui 
will  ever  be  so  rated  in  the  world's  esteea. 

Had  Gray  written  nothing  bat  his  Elef^t 
high  as  he  stands ,  I  am  not  sure  that  ha 
would  not  stand  higher;  it  is  the  corBC^ 
stone  of  his  glory:  without  it,  his  oici 
Would  be  insufficient  for  his  fame.  TIm 
depreciation  of  Pope  is  partly  foanded  apM 
a  false  idea  of  the  dignity  of  hia  order  sf 
poetry,  to  which  he  has  partly  coatribald 
by  the  ingenuous  boast, 

*'Thst  not  in  Fancy's  bus  he  wandered  lssf» 
Bnt  ttoop'd  to  Truth,  and  moralised  his  soi^** 

He  should  have  written  "rote  to  troth."  h 
my  mind  the  highest  of  all  poetry  is  ethi^ 
al  poetry,  as  the  highest  of  ail  earth^ 
objects  must  be  moral  troth.  Religioa  ds« 
not  make  a  part  of  my  sohject ;  it  it  saas* 
thing  beyond  human  powers,  and  h0 
fail<^  in  all  hnman  haada  except  Miltsrt 
and  Dante*s,  and  eren  Daate^a  powtfi 
are  involved  in  hit  daliaeatiiNi  off 
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pMtionf ,  though  in  enpernataral  circum- 
•tencet.  What  made  Socrates  the  greatest 
•f  men  ?  Jlis  moral  troth— hit  ethics.  What 

I»roYed  Jesns  (^hrist  the  Son  of  God  hardljr 
ess  than  his  miracles?  His  moral  precepts. 
And  if  ethics  have  made  a  philosopher  tho 
first  of  men ,  and  have  not  heen  disdained 
as  an  adjunct  to  his  Gospel  by  the  Deity 
himself,  are  we  to  be  told  that  ethical  poet- 
ry, or  by  whatever  name  yon  term  it, 
whose  object  is  to  make  men  better  and 
wiser,  is  not  the  tyery  first  order  of  poetry; 
and  are  we  to  be  told  this  too  by  one  of 
the  priesthood?  It  requires  more  mind, 
more  wisdom,  more  power,  than  all  the 
^^forests*"  that  ever  were  ^'walked**  for  their 
^^description, **  and  all  the  epics  that  ever 
were  founded  upon  fields  of  battle.  The 
Georgics  are  indisputably,  and,  I  believe, 
mndifputetUy ,  even  a  finer  poem  than  the 
iEneid.  Virfi^l  knew  this ;  he  did  not  order 
ikem  to  be  burnt. 

'*Tke  proper  study  of  nwikiiid  is  man.** 

It  is  the  fashion  of  the  day  to  lay  great 
•tress  upon  what  they  call  ''imagination'* 
and  *' invention,^  the  two  commonest  of 
qualities :  an  Irish  peasant ,  with  a  little 
whiskey  in  his  head,  will  imagine  and  in< 
▼ent  more  than  would  farni«h  forth  a  modem 
poem.  If  Lucretius  had  not  been  spoiled 
Dy  the  Epicurean  system,  we  should  have 
had  a  far  superior  poem  to  any  now  in 
existence.  As  mere  poetry ,  it  is  the  first 
of  Latin  poems.  What  then  has  ruined  it? 
His  ethics.  Pope  has  not  this  defect ;  his 
moral  is  as  pure  as  his  poetry  is  glorious. 
In  speaking  of  artificial  objects,  I  have 
omitted  to  touch  upon  one  which  I  will 
now  mention.  Cannon  may  be  presumed 
to  be  as  highly  poetical  as  art  can  make 
her  objects.  Mr.  Bowles  will,  perhaps,  tell 
me  that  this  is  because  they  rcseroble  that 
gprand  natural  article  of  sound  in  heaven, 
and  simile  upon  earth  —  thnnder.  I  shall 
be  told  triumphantly ,  that  Milton  made 
•ad  work  with  his  artillery,  when  he  armed 
bis  devils  therewithal.  He  did  so ;  and  this 
artificial  object  must  have  had  much  of  the 
sublime  to  attract  his  attention  for  such  a 
conflict.  He  has  made  an  absurd  use  of 
it;  but  the  absurdity  consists  not  in  using 
cannon  against  the  angels  of  God ,  but  any 
material  weapon.  The  thunder  of  the  clouds 
would  have  been  as  ridiculous  and  vain  in 
the  hands  of  the  devils,  as  the  ^'villanous 
saltpetre :**  the  angels  were  as  impervious 
to  the  one  as  to  the  other.  The  thnnder- 
bolts  became  sublime  in  the  hands  of  the 
Almighty,  not  as  such  but  because  he  deigns 
to  use  them  as  a  means  of  repelling  the 
rebel  spirits ;  but  no  one  can  attribute  their 
defeat  to  this  grand  piece  of  natural  elec- 
tricity :  the  Almighty  willed,  and  they  fell; 
hit  word  would, have  been  enough;  and 


Milton  is  as  absurd  (and  in  fact,  hfasphcm^ 
ous)  in  putting  material  lightnings  into  the 
hands  of  the  Godhead  as  in  giving  him 
hands  at  all. 

The  artillenr  of  the  demons  was  but  the 
first  step  of  his  mistake ,  the  thunder  the 
neit,  and  it  is  a  step  lower.  It  would  have 
been  fit  for  Jove,  but  not  for  Jehovah.  The 
subject  altogether  was  essentially  unp(»et- 
ical ;  he  has  made  more  of  it  than  another 
could,  but  it  is  beyond  him  and  all  men. 

In  a  portion  of  his  reply,  Mr.  Bowles 
asserts  that  Pope  '^envied  Philips*'  because 
he  quizsed  his  pastorals  in  the  Guardian, 
in  that  most  admirable  model  of  irony,  hit 
paper  on  the  subject.  If  there  was  any  thing 
enviable  about  Philips,  it  could  hardly  be 
his  pastorals.  They  were  despicable,  and 
Pope  expressed  his  (contempt.  If  Mr.  Fitz- 
gerald published  a  volume  of  sonnets ,  or 
a  "Spirit  of  Discovery,^  or  a  "Missionary,** 
and  Mr.  Bowles  wrote  in  any  periodical 
journal  an  ironical  paper  upon  them,  would 
this  be  "envy?**  The  authors  of  the  "Re- 
jected Addresses**  have  ridiculed  the  sixteen 
or  twenty  "first  living  poets**  of  the  day ; 
but  do  they  "envy**  them  ?  "Envy**  writhes, 
it  don't  laugh.  The  authors  of  the  Re- 
jected .Addresses  may  despise  some,  but 
they  can  hardly  "envy**  any  of  the  persons 
whom  they  have  parodied ;  and  Pope  could 
have  no  more  envied  Philips  than  he  did 
Welsted,  or  Theobalds,  or  Smedley,  or  any 
other  given  hero  of  the  Dunciad.  He  could 
not  have  envied  him,  even  had  he  himself 
not  been  the  greatest  p«>et  of  his  age.  Did 
Mr.  Ings  "eno3f"  Mr.  Philips  when  he  asked 
him,  "how  came  your  Pjrrhus  to  drive 
oxen,  and  say ,  I  am  goaded  on  by  love  ?** 
This  question  silenced  poor  Philips;  but 
it  no  more  proceeded  from  "envy**  than 
did  Pope*s  ridicule.  Did  he  envy  Swift  f 
Did  he  envy  Bolingbroke?  Did  he  envy 
Gay  the  unparalleled  success  of  his  "Beg- 
gar*s  Opera  ?**  We  may  be  answered  that 
these  were  his  friends  —  tnie;  but  doet 
friendship  prevent  enejf?  Study  the  first 
woman  you  meet  with ,  or  the  first  scrib- 
bler; let  Mr.  Bowles  himself  (whom  I  ac- 
quit fully  of  such  an  odious  quality)  study 
some  of  his  own  poetical  intimates:  the 
most  envious  man  I  ever  heard  of  is  a  poet, 
and  a  high  one;  besides  it  is  an  universai 
passion.  Goldsmith  envied  not  only  the 
puppets  for  their  dancing,  and  broke  his 
shins  in  the  attempt  at  rivalry,  but  waa 
seriously  angry  because  two  pretty  women 
received  more  attention  than  he  did.  This 
is  envy ;  but  where  does  Pope  show  a  sig^ 
of  the  passion  ?  In  that  case  Dryden  envied 
the  hero  of  his  Mar  Flecknoe.  Mr.  Bowles 
compares ,  when  and  where  he  can  ,  Popo 
with  Cowper  ( the  sataie  Cowper  whom  in 
hi^  edition  of  Pope  he  laughs  at  for  his 
attadMBent  to  an  old  woman,  Mrs.  Unwin: 
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•earch  and  yon  will  find  it;  I  remeniber 
the  poflsage,  tliong^h  not  the  page) ;  in  par- 
ticular he  requotes  Cowper*i  Dutch  deli- 
neation of  a  wood,  drawn  up  like  a  seedi- 
man's  catalogue,  with  an  affected  imitation 
of  Mil  ton's  style,  as  burlesque  as  the  "Splen- 
did shilling.''  These  two  writers  (for  Cow- 
per  is  no  poet)  come  into  comparison  in 
one  great  work — the  translation  of  Homer. 
Now,  with  all  the  great,  and  manifest, 
and  manifold ,  and  reproved,  and  acknow- 
ledged, and  uncontroverted  faults  of  Pope's 
translation ,  and  all  the  scholarship ,  and 
pains ,  and  time ,  and  trouble ,  and  blank 
verse  of  the  other,  who  can  ever  read  Cow- 
ppr?  and  who  will  ever  lay  down  Pope, 
unless  for  the  original?  Pope's  was  ^^not 
Homer ,  it  was  Spundanus ;"  but  Cowper's 
is  not  Homer,  either,  it  is  not  even  Cowper. 
As  a  child  I  first  read  Pope's  Homer  with 
a  rapture  which  no  subsequent  work  could 
ever  afford,  and  children  are  not  the  worst 
judges  of  their  own  language.  As  a  boy  I 
read  Homer  in  the  original,  as  we  have  all 
done ,  iiome  of  us  by  force ,  and  a  few  by 
favour;  under  which  description  I  come  is 
nothing  to  the  purpose,  it  is  enough  that  1 
Tead  him.  As  a  man  I  have  tried  to  read 
Cowper's  version,  and  I  found  it  impossible. 
Has  any  human  reader  ever  succeeded  ? 

And  now  that  we  have  heard  the  Catholic 
reproached  with  envy ,  duplicity ,  licenti- 
ousness, avarice— what  was  the  Calvinist? 
He  attempted  the  most  atrocious  of  crimes 
in  the  Christian  code,  viz.  suicide  — and 
why?  because  he  was  to  be  examined 
whether  he  was  fit  for  an  office  which  he 
teems  to  wish  to  have  made  a  sinecure.  His 
connexion  with  Mrs.  Unwin  was  pure 
enough ,  for  the  old  lady  was  devout ,  and 
he  was  deranged;  but  why  then  is  the  in- 
firm and  then  elderly  Pope  t<i  be  reproved 
for  his  connexion  with  Martha  Blount? 
Cowper  was  the  almoner  of  Mrs.  Throg- 
morton ;  but  Pope's  charities  were  his  own, 
and  they  were  noble  and  extensive,  far 
beyond  his  fortune's  warrant.  Pope  was 
the  tolerant  yet  steady  adherent  of  the  most 
bigoted  of  sects ;  and  Cowper  the  most  bi- 
goted and  despondent  sectary  that  ever  an- 
ticipated damnation  to  himself  or  others. 
Is  this  harsh?  I  know  it  is,  and  I  do  not 
assert  it  as  my  opinion  of  Cowper  personally, 
but  to  sAoip  what  might  be  said,  with  just 
as  great  an  appearance  of  truth  and  candour, 
M  all  the  odium  which  has  been  accumu- 
lated upon  Pope  in  similar  speculations. 
Cowper  was  a  good  man ,  and  lived  at  a 
fortunate  time  for  his  works. 
^  Mr.  Bowles,  apparently  not  relying  en- 
tirely upon  hii  own  arguments,  has,  in 
person  or  by  proxy ,  brought  forward  the 
names  of  Southcy  and  Moore.  Mr.  Southey 
^agrees  entirely  with  Mr.  Bowles  in  hit 
MMoruiMe  principle!  of  poetry.**   The  leail 


that  Mr.  Bowles  can  do  in  retam  is  ts  t^ 
prove  the  "  invariable  principles  of  Xr. 
Southey."  I  should  have  thought  thit  thi 
word  ^'"tnvariable"  might  have  stuck  iaSn- 
they's  tliroat,' like  Macbeth't  ''AmealM 
am  sure  it  di2  in  mine ,  and  I  am  nst  tli 
least  consistent  of  the  two,  at  least  m 
voter.  Moore  (et  (a,  Brule .')  aUo  apprsm^ 
and  a  Mr.  J.  Scott.  There  is  a  letter  ala 
of  two  lines  from  a  gentleman  in  astcriAi, 
who ,  it  seems ,  is  a  poet  of  '^  the  highol 
rank"— who  can  this  be?  not  my  fricsi,  . 
Sir  Walter,  surely.  CampbeU  it  caaH  k;  | 
Rogers  it  won^t  be. 

<'Yoa  have  hit  the  naU  M  tke  head,  aai***' 
[Pope,  1  preaajBej  on  tke  head  also.** 

I  remain  yours,  aflfectioaatelf, 

(Four  J$ieriik^r 

And  in  asterisks  let  him  remain,  Whscnr 
this  person  mav  be,  he  deserves,  forssck 
a  judgment  of  Midas,  that  ^^the  nail"  wkick 
Mr.  Bowles  has  ''hit  in  the  head"  shotld 
be  driven  thnmgh  his  own  ears;  1  am  isn 
that  they  are  Iting  enough. 

The  attempt  of  the  poeticral  populace  sf 
the  present  day  to  obtain  an  ostnoM 
against  Pope,  is  asjeasily  accounted  fsrii 
the  Athenian's  shell  against  Aristides;  thsf 
are  tired  of  hearing  him  always  called  ^ik 
Just."  Thev  are  also  fighting  for  life;  for  if  hi 
maintains  his  station,  they  will  r^chtkcir 
own  by  falling.'They  have  raised  a  mosqn 
by  the  side  of  al^recian  temple  of  theporal 
architecture ;  and,  more  barbarous  than  tke 
barbarians  from  whose  practice  I  hate  bor- 
rowed the  figure,  they  are  not  contsaici 
with  their  own  grotesque  edifice,  nnlcii 
they  destroy  the  prior  and  purely  beantifil 
fabric  which  preceded,  and  which  shaaei 
tliem  and  theirs  for  ever  and  ever.  I  shall 
be  told  that  amongst  those  1  have  been  (sr 
it  may  be,  still  am)  conspicaoae  —  true,  ud 
I  am  ashamed  of  it.  I  have  been  amoogit 
the  builders  of  this  Babel ,  attended  hy  t 
confusion  of  tongues,  but  never  amongst  ths 
envious  destroyers  of  the  classic  temple  sf 
our  predecessor.  I  have  loved  and  hs- 
noured  the  fame  and  name  of  that  iUnstrisei 
and  unrivalled  man,  far  more  than  my  evi 
paltry  renown,  and  the  trashy  jingle  of  tiM 
crowd  of  ^'Schools"  and  upstarts,  who  pn- 
tend  to  rival,  or  even  surpass  him.  Soestf 
tlian  a  single  leaf  should  be  torn  from  hii 
laurel,  it  were  better  that  all  which  tboa 
men,  and  that  1,  as  one  of  their  net,  kiM 
ever  written,  should 

Line  tranks,  cV»the  spice,  or,  flattering  in  a  »•• 
Befringe  tke  rails  of  Bedlam  or  Soke ! 

There  are  those  who  will  believe  this,  tfi 
those  who  will  not.  You ,  sir ,  know  kiV 
far  I  am  sincere,  and  whether  my  opiaiMi 
not  only  in  the  short  work  intended  te 
publication,  and  in  private  letter*  wliichtf* 
never  be  published,  haa  or  has  aot  bstf 
theMme.  I  look  iipoa  thU  M  Iha  dadiii^l 


LETTER  ON  BOWLES'  8TRICTUBES  ON  H>FfC. 


e9] 


age  of  Englbh  poetry ;  no  regard  for  othen,  I 
BO  selfish  feeling,  can  prevent  me  from  see-  I 
ing  this,  and  expressing  the  tmth.  There 
can  be  no  worse  sign  for  the  taste  of  the 
times  than  the  depreciation  of  Pope.  It 
woald  be  better  to  receive  for  proof  Mr. 
Gobbetfs  rongh  but  strong  attack  upon 
Shakespeare  and  Milton,  than  to  allow  this 
tmooth  and  ^'candid**  undermining  of  the 
reputation  of  the  most  perfect  of  our  poets 
and  the  purest  of  our  moralists.  Of  his 
power  in  the  pa$nim» ,  in  description ,  in 
the  mock-heroic,  I  leave  others  to  descant. 
I  take  him  on  his  strong  ground,  as  an 
ethical  poet :  in  the  former  none  excel ,  in 
the  mock-heroic  and  the  ethical  none  equal 
him;  and  in  my  mind,  the  latter  is  the 
highest  of  all  poetry,  because  it  does  that 
In  verse,  which  the  greatest  of  men  have 
wished  to  accomplish  In  prose.  If  the  es- 
aeace  of  poetry  must  be  a  /te,  throw  it  to 
the  dogs,  or  banish  it  from  your  republic, 
tts  Plato  would  have  done.  He  who  can 
reconcile  poetry  with  tmth  and  Wisdom,  is 
the  only  true  ^^poef*  in  its  k-eal  sense :  ^^the 
maker,"  'Hhe  creator''—  why  must  this  mean 
the  ''liar,**  the  ^'feigner,''  ''the  tale-teller?*" 
A  man  may  make  and  create  better  things 
than  these. 

I  shall  not  presume  to  say  that  Pope  is 
■•  high  a  poet  as  Shakspeare  and  Milton, 
though  his  enemy,  Warton,  places  him 
immediately  under  them.  I  would  no  more 
•ay  this  than  I  would  assert  in  the  mosque 
(once  Saint  Sophia's) ,  that  Socrates  was  a 
neater  man  than  Mahomet.  But  if  I  say 
uat  he  is  very  near  them,  it  is  no  more 
than  has  been  asserted  of  Bums,  who  b 
■opposed 

•«To  rival  all  bnt  8k«kspeare*s  name  below.** 

I  say  nothing  against  this  opinion.  But 
of  what  ^*oraer"  according  to  the  poetical 
aristocracy,  are  Buras*s  poems?  There  are 
his  ofmsmo^ttm,  ''Tam  0*Shanter,^  a  tale; 
the ''Ck>tter*s  Saturday  Night,*"  a  descriptive 
aketch ;  some  others  in  the  same  style ;  the 
Test  are  songs.  So  much  for  the  ronJi:  of 
his  produetiofiM ;  the  ronJb  of  Bum$  is  the 
▼ery  first  of  his  art.  Of  Pope  I  have  ex- 
pressed my  opinion  elsewhere,  as  also  of 
the  effect  which  the  present  attempts  at 
poetry  have  had  upon  our  literature.  If 
any  great  national  or  natural  convulsion 
could  or  should  overwhelm  your  country, 
in  such  sort  as  to  sweep  Great  Britain  from 
the  kingdoms  of  the  earth,  and  leave  only 
that,  after  all  the  most  living  of  human 
things,  a  dead  language^  to  be  studied, 
and  read,  and  imitated  by  the  wise  of  future 
and  far  generations  upon  foreign  shores; 
if  your  literature  should  become  the  learn- 
ing of  mankind,  divested  of  party-cabals, 
temporary  fashions,  and  national  pride  and 
prejudice;  ^an  Englishman,    anxious  that 


the  posterity  of  strangers  slumld  know  that 
there  had  been  such  a  thing  as  a  British 
Epic  and  Tragedy,  might  wish  for  the 
preservation  of  Shakspeare  and  Milton ;  but 
the  surviving  world  would  snatch  Popo 
from  the  wreck,  and  let  the  rest  sink  with 
the  people.  He  is  the  moral  poet  of  alt 
civilization;  and,  as  such,  let  us  hope 
that  he  will  one  day  be  the  national  poet 
of  mankind.  He  is  the  only  poet  that  never 
shocks  I  the  only  poet  whose  faultle9ane»9 
has  been  made  his  reproach.  Cast  your 
eye  over  his  productions;  consider  their 
extent,  and  contemplate  their  variety  t — 
pastoral,  passion,  mockheroic,  translation, 
satire,  ethics,—  all  excellent,  and  often  per- 
fect If  his  great  charm  be  his  melody, 
how  comes  it  that  foreigners  adore  him 
even  in  their  diluted  translations?  But  I 
have  made  this  letter  too  long.  Give  my 
compliments  to  Mr.  Bowles. 

Yours  ever,  very  truly, 

BYRON. 
Postscrtptmn.— Long  as  this  letter  has 
grown,  I  find  it  necessary  to  append  a 
postscript,— if  possible,  a  short  one.  Mr. 
Bowles  denies  that  he  has  accused  Pope 
of  ^'a  sordid  money-getting  passion ;  **  but 
he  adds,  '*if  I  had  ever  done  so,  I  should 
be  glad  to  find  any  testimony  that  might 
show  he  was  not  so.**  This  testimony  he 
mav  find  to  his  heart's  content  in  Spence 
and  elsewhere.  First,  there  is  Martha 
Blount,  who,  Mr.  Bowles  charitably  says, 
*^probably  thought  he  did  not  save  enough 
for  her  as  legatee."  Whatever  she  thought 
upon  this  point,  her  words  are  in  Pope's 
favour.  Then  there  is  Alderman  Barber; 
see  Spence's  Anecdotes.  There  Is  Pope*s 
cold  answer  to  Halifax  when  he  proposed 
a  pension ;  his  behaviour  to  Craggs  and  to 
Addison  upon  like  occasions ;  and  his  own 
two  lines— 

And,  tkaakt  to  Homer,  sface  I  live  and 

thrive. 
Indebted  to  no  prince  or  peer  alive. 

written  when  princes  would  have  been 
proud  to  pension,  and  peers  to  promote  him, 
and  when  the  whole  army  of  dunces  were 
in  array  against  him,  and  would  have  been 
but  too  happy  to  deprive  him  of  this  boast 
of  independence.  But  there  is  something 
a  little  more  serious  in  Mr.  Bowles's  de- 
claration, that  he  '*would  have  spoken  "  of 
his  **noble  generosity  to  the  outcast,  Rich- 
ard Savage,"  and  other  instances  of  a 
compassionate  and  ffenerons  heart,  *'had 
they  occurred  to  ht8  recollection  when  he 
trrofe."  What!  is  it  come  to  this?  I>oef 
Mr.  Bowies  sit  down  to  write  a  minute 
and  laboured  life  and  edition  of  a  great 
poet?  Does  he  anatomize  his  character, 
moral  and  poetical?  Does  he  present  us 
with  his  faults  and  with  his  foibles?  Does 
he  sneer  at  his  feelings  and  doubt  of  his 
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flincerltjf  Dom  he  unfold  his  ranity  and 
doplicitj?  and  then  omit  the  good  qualities 
which  might,  in  part,  have  *>'coYered  thi« 
multitude  of  sins?^  and  then  plead  that 
*Hhey  did  not  occur  to  Ait  recoUeetion  ?  "  Is 
thig  the  frame  of  mind  and  of  memory  with 
which  the  illuftrieut  dead  are  to  be  ap- 
proached ?  If  Mr.  Bowles,  who  mutt  have 
had  access  to  all  the  means  of  refreshing 
his  memory,  did  not  recollect  these  facts, 
he  is  unfit  for  his  task ;  but  if  he  did  re- 
collect, and  omit  them,  I  know  not  what 
he  is  fit  for,  but  I  know  what  would  be 
fit  for  him.  Is  the  plea  of  ^^not  recollect- 
ing "  such  prominent  facts  to  be  admitted? 
Mr.  Bowles  has  been  at  a  public  school, 
and  as  I  have  been  publicly  educated  also, 
I  can  sympathize  with  his  predilection. 
When  wo  were  in  the  third  form  even,  had 
we  pleaded  on  the  Monday  morning,  that 
we  had  not  brought  up  the  Saturday's  exer- 
cise because  '^wo  had  forg:otten  it,**  what 
would  have  been  the  reply  i  And  is  an  ex- 
cuse, which  would  not  be  pardoned  to  a 
schoolboy,  to  pass  current  in  a  matter 
which  so  nearly  concerns  the  fame  of  the 
first  poet  of  his  age,  if  not  of  his  country? 
If  Mr.  Bowles  so  readily  forgets  tlie  virtues 
of  of  hers,  -why  complain  so  grievouflly  that 
others  have  a  better  memory  for  his  own 
faults?  They  are  but  the  faults  of  an  au- 
thor; while  Uie  Tirtues  he  omitted  from 
his  catalogue  are  essential  to  the  justice 
due  to  a  man. 

Mr.  Bowles  appears,  indeed,  to  be  sus- 
ceptible beyond  the  privilege  of  authorship. 
There  is  a  plaintive  dedication  to  Mr. 
Gi fiord,  in  which  he  is  made  responsible 
for  all  the  articles  of  the  Quarterly.  Mr. 
Southey,  it  seems,  ^^the  most  able  and  elo- 
quent writer  in  that  Review,**  approves  of 
Mr.  Bowles*s  publication.  Now,  it  seems 
to  me  the  more  impartial,  that,  notwith- 
standing that  the  great  writer  of  the  Quar- 
terly entertains  opinions  opposite  to  the 
able  article  on  Spence,  nevertheless  that 
essay  was  permitted  to  appear.  Is  a  ReTiew 
to  be  devoted  to  the  opinions  of  any  one 
man?  Must  it  not  vary  according  to  cir- 
cumstances, and  according  to  the  subjects 
to  be  criticised?  I  fear  that  writers  must 
take  the  sweets  and  bitters  of  the  public 
Journals  as  they  occur,  and  an  author  of 
so  long  a  standing  as  Mr.  Bowles  might 
have  become  accustomed  to  such  incidents; 
he  might  be  angry,  but  not  astonished.  I 
have  been  rcvieweid  in  the  Quarterly  almost 


as  often  aa  Mr.  Bowlea,  and  hsve  bad  ii 
pleasant  things  said,  and  aome  as  iiii|ifeassi(, 
as  could  well  be  pronounced.  In  the  mie? 
of  ''The  Fall  of  Jemsalem,*^  it  is  staid 
that  I  have  devoted  '*my   powers,  to  tk 
worst  parts  of  Manichci<m,**  which,  beiit 
interpreted,  means  that  i  worship  the  derl 
Now,  1  hare  neither  written  a  replj,  la 
complained   to  GiiTord.     I  believe  tint  I 
observed  in  a  letter  to  yon,  that  I  than^ 
''that  the  critic  might  have  praised  Miliii 
without  fipding  it  necessary  to  abuse  me;* 
but  did  I  not  add  at  the  same  time,  oriM 
after  ^apropos  of  the  note  in  the  book  d 
Travels) ,    that  I  would   not,    if  it  vm 
even  in  my  power,  have  a  single  line  ex- 
celled  on  my  account  in  that  nor  in  iij 
other   publication  ?~  Of   course,  I  reMrrc 
to  myself  the  privilege  of  response  vImi 
necessary.    Mr.  Bowles  eeema  in  a  wUa* 
sical  state  about  the  article  on  Spence.  Ysi 
know  very  well   that    I   am  not  ia  jov 
confidence,  nor  in  that  of  the  conductor  sf 
the  journal.  The  moment  I  saw  that  article, 
I  was  morally  certain  that  I  knew  the  la- 
thor  ''by  his  style.**  Yon  will  tell  me  tkit 
I  do  mot  know  him:  that  is  all  as  itshsaU 
be ;  keep  the  secret,  so  shall  I,  thongk  si 
one  has  ever  intrusted  it  U%  me.    He  i$  ■•! 
the  person  whom  Mr.  Bowles  denonscei. 
Mr.  B«>wles*s  extreme  sensibility  remiidi 
me  of  a  circumijitance  wliich   occurred  si 
board    of  a   frigate,    in    which    I  wai  i 
passenger  and  guest  of  the  captain's  for  • 
considerable  time.    The  enrgeon  on  boird, 
a  very  gentlemanly  young   man,  and  re- 
markably able  in  his  pnifcfsion,  wore  • 
wig.  Upon  this  ornament  he  was  extreo^lj 
tenacious.     As  naval  jests  are  eometiaiei  • 
little  rough,  his  brother-officers  made  se- 
casional  allusions  to  this  delicate  appendage 
to  the  doctor's  person.     One  day  a  yoaag 
lieutenant,  in  the  course  of  a  facetious  dis- 
cussion,  said,   "Suppose,   now,    doctor,  I 
should  take  off  your  hat.  ^    «^Sir,**  replied 
the  doctor,  "I  shall  talk  no  longer  with 
you ;  you  grow  •eurrilotu."  He  would  net 
even  admit  so  near  an  approach  as  to  the 
hat  which  protected  it.      In  like  naaasr, 
if  any  body  approaches  Mr.  Bowles's  laareb, 
even  in  ms  outside  capacity  of  an  edifsr, 
"they  grow  seurri/oiis."    Yon  aaj  that  yea 
are  about  to  prepare  an  edition   of  Peps; 
you  cannoi  do  better  for  your  own  cradil 
as  a  publisher,  nor  for  the  redemptioa  sf 
Pope  fhim  Mr.  Bowles,  and  of  the  pahfic 
taste  from  rapid  degeneracy. 


ISCBLIiANBOUS     POEMS. 


6S1 


How  qnenchlew  the  tpirit  ud  flame 
That  Frenchmen  will  breathe,  when  their 

hearts  are  on  fire, 
For  the  hero  they  lore,  and  the  chief  thej 

admire ! 


Their  hero  has  mth'd  to  the  field ; 
His  laurels  are  covered  with  shade — 
Bat  where  is  the  spirit  that  never  should 

yield. 
The  loyalty  nerer  to  fade? 
In  a  moment  desertion  and  gaile 
AbandonM  him  up  to  the  foe ; 
The  dastards  that  flourished  and  grew  in 

4  his  smile. 

Forsook  and  renounced  him  in  woe; 
And  the  millions  that  swore  they  would 

perish  to  save. 
Beheld  him  a  fugitive,  captive,  and  slave! 


The  savage  all  wild  in  his  glen 
Is  nobler  and  better  than  thou; 
Thou  standest  a  wonder,  a  marvel  to  men. 
Such  perfidy  blackens  thy  brow! 
If  thou  wert  the  place  of  my  birth, 
At  once  from  thy  arms  would  I  sever; 
I'd  fly  to  the  uttermost  parte  of  the  earth. 

And  quit  thee  for  ever  and  ever ; 
And  thinking  of  thee  in  my  long  after- 
years. 
Should  but  kindle  my  blushes  and  waken 

my  teart. 


Oh,  shame  to  thee.  Land  of  the  Gaul! 
Oh,  shame  to  thy  children  and  thee! 
Unwise  in  thy  glory,  and  base  in"  thy  fall, 
How  wretched  thy  portion  shall  be! 
Derision  shall  strike  thee  forlorn, 
A  mockery  that  never  shall  die ; 
The  curses  of  hate,    and  the  hisses  of 

scorn. 
Shall  burthen  the  winds  of  thy  sky ; 
And  proud  o'er  thy  ruin  for  ever  be  hurl'd 
The  laughter  of  triumph,  the  jeers  of  the 

world ! 


TO  •  •  • 


WRITTEM  IN  AN  ALBUM. 

• 

As  o'er  the  cold  sepulchral  ttone 
Some  name  arrests  the  passer-by : 

Thus  when  thou  view'st  this  page  alone, 
May  mine  attract  thy  pensive  eye! 

And  when  by  thee  that  name  is  read. 
Perchance  in  some  succeeding  year. 

Reflect  on  me  as  on  the  dead. 

And  think  my  heart  is  buried  here. 

^<em&cr  14,  1809. 


Or  Lady!  when  I  left  the  shore. 

The  distant  shore  which  gave  me  birth, 
I  hardly  thought  to  grieve  once  more, 

To  quit  another  spot  on  earth : 
Yet  here,  amidst  this  barren  isle. 

Where  panting  Nature  droops  the  head^ 
Where  only  thou  art  seen  to  smile, 

I  view  my  parting  hour  with  dread. 
Though  far  friom  Albin's  craggy  shore. 

Divided  by  the  dark  blue  main; 
A  few,  brief,  rolling  seasons  o'er. 

Perchance  I  view  ner  cliffs  again : 

I  But  wheresoe'er  I  now  may  roam. 
Through  scorching  clime  and  varied  tea. 
Though  time  restore  me  to  my  home, 

I  ne'er  shall  bend  mine  eyes  on  theet 
On  thee,  in  whom  at  once  conspire 
All  charms  which  heedless  hearts  am 

move. 
Whom  but  to  see  is  to  admire. 

And,  oh !  forgive  the  word — to  love. 
Forgive  the  wonl,  in  one  who  ne'er 

With  such  a  word  can  more  offend ; 
And  since  thy  heart  I  cannot  share. 

Believe  me,  what  I  am,  thy  friend. 
And  who  so  cold  as  look  on  thee. 

Thou  lovely  wanderer,  and  be  lessY 
Nor  be,  what  man  should  ever  be. 

The  friend  of  Beauty  in  distress  ? 
Ah!  who  would  think  that  form  had  past 
Through  Danger's  most  destructive  path. 
Had  braved  the  death-wing'd  tempest's  blast. 

And  'scaped  a  tyrant's  fiercer  wrath  f 
Lady!  when  I  shall  view  the  walls 
Where  free  Byzantium  once  arose. 
And  StambouPs  Oriental  halls 

The  Turkish  tyrante  now  enclose ; 
Though  mightiest  in  the  liste  of  fame, 

Thatglonous  city  stUl  shall  be; 
On  me  'twill  hold  a  dearer  claim. 

As  spot  of  thy  nativity  x 
And  though  I  bid  thee  now  farewell. 

When  1  behold  that  wonderous  scene. 
Since  where  thou  art  I  may  not  dwell. 
Twill  soothe  to  be,  where  thou  hast  been. 

September,  1809. 


STANZAS. 


waiTTBll  in  PASSUO  THB  AMBaACIAH  OULPM, 

novnaaa  14,  1809. 

TnuiiToa  cloudless  skies.  In  silvery  sheen. 
Full  beams  the  moon  on  Actium's  coasts 

And  on  these  waves,  for  ^jpt's  queen. 
The  ancient  world  was  won  and  lost. 

And  now  upon  the  scene  I  look. 
The  aiure  grave  of  many  a  Roman ; 

Where  stem  Ambition  once  forsook 
His  wavering  evown  to  follow 


flM 
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rp.  f.  8t.M. 

These  eteBzat  were  written  in  Cutrl  (Del 


OA,  thou  Pamatmuf  _ 

»Iphoi), 

At  the  foot  or  Parnauni,  bow  called  yiuxxvQa 
Liakarm. 


Jhir  U  frond  Seville;  let  her  eoimtrf  leeff 
Her  ttrengtk,  her  wealth,  her  ette  ef  OMCient  4aw. 

[p.  It.  iSt.  16. 
Serille  was  the  Hispalis  of  the  Roi 


Atk  fre,  BeBotian  thadee  I  the  re&eem  mhu  t 

[p.  10.  St.  n. 

This  was  written  at  Thebes,  and  coaseqnentlj 
la  the  best  situation  for  askinf  and  answering 
aveh  a  question ;  not  as  the  birth-place  of  Pin- 
dar, but  as  the  capital  of  Bosotia,  where  the 
first  riddle  was  propounded  and  solved. 

Semte  hitter  e'er  the  fUmere  ite  buhhlin^  venom 
flinf.  [p.  13.  St.  n. 

"Medio  de  fonto  leporum 

*'Bnrflt  amari  aliqnid  quod  in  ipsis  floribas  angat.** 

Luce. 

J  traitor  only  fell  beneath  the  femd. 

[p.  11.  St.  8S. 
Allnding  to  the  conduct  and  death  of  Solano, 
Ihe  Governor  of  Cadis. 

*'fFar  even  to  the  knife!" 

[p.  11  St.  86. 
^War  to  the  knife.**     Pa1afox*s  answer  to  the 
French  General  at  the  siege  of  Saragosa. 

Jnd  thou,  my  friend  ! 

[p.  13.  St.  n. 

The  Honourable  I*.  W**.  of  the  Guards,  who 

died  of  a  Aiver  at  Coiiabra.    I  had  iniown  him 

ten  vears,  the  better  half  of  his  life,  and  the 

happiest  part  of  mine. 

In  the  short  space  of  one  month  I  have  lost 
her  who  gave  me  being,  and  most  of  those  who 
had  made  that  being  tolerable.  To  me  the  liaes 
of  Torno  are  no  fiction : 

Insatiate  archer!  could  not  one  sufliceT 
Thy  shaft  flew  thrice,   and  thrice  my  peace 

was  slain. 
And  thriee  ere  thrice  jon  moon  had  fill*d 

her  horn. 
1  should  have  ventured  a  verse  to  the  memory 
of  the  late  Charles  Skinner  Matthews,  Fellow 
of  Downing  College,  Cambridge,  were  he  not 
too  much  above  all  praise  of  mine.  His  powers 
of  mind,  shown  in  the  attainment  of  greater 
honours,  against  the  ablest  candidates,  than  those 
of  any  graduate  on  record  at  Cambridge,  have 
■ufBcfently  established  his  fame  on  the  spot 
where  it  was  acquired,  while  his  softer  qualities 
live  in  the  recollection  of  friends  who  loved 
him  too  well  to  envy  his  saperiority. 


NOTES    TO    CANTO    II. 

Despite  of  war  and  waeting  fire, 

[p.  II.    St.  1. 
Paet  of  the  Acropolis  was  destroyed  by  the 
•iplosioB  of  a  magasine  during   the  Venetian 
■lege. 

Bmt  worse  than  tteel  and  flames  and  agee  elow, 
le  the  dread  eeepire  and  dominion  dire 
Of  men  who  never  felt  the  eaered  glow 
T%at    thought*    of  thee   and  thine   on  polith'd 
hreaatM  heetow,  [p.  11.   St.  i. 

We  can  all  feel,  or  imagine,  the  regret  with 
which  the  ruins  of  eities,  onee  the  capitals  of 

empires,    are  beheld;   the  reflections  suggested    „ ^  _, ^  

by  such  obfects  are  too  trite  to  require  recapi-  sieri  hat  laid  his  eomplalat  hefirm  the  Via- 
Mlation.  Bat  never  did  th«  littleness  of  man,  i  wode.  Lord  Blgbi  has  beea  •xtiwaely  happjk 
oMd  Ihe  vanity  of  his  very  haai  ^Itiaaa.  al  v^-\VAa  «hA^Ma  «f  ««aor  LMtnt.  Dsrlac  •  lasHsaw 
trtatimm  Co  oiali,  ui4  of  ^aXswc  ta  M«m4 Via> aft  wa  i^ns^  >aa  MduMo^ \a ^n^  ^mIH^  «■§•• 


eountry,  appear  mora  conspleaoiis  than  latk 
record  of  what  Athens  was,  and  the  oertaisij 
of  what  she  now  is.  This  theatre  of  contesths 
l>etween  mighty  fnctions,  of  the  stmggkt  d 
orators,  the  exaltation  aad  depoaitlon  of  tyiiMi^ 
the  triumph  aad  punishment  of  generals,  b  mv 
become  a  sceae  of  petty  intrigne  and  perpetai 
disturbance  between  the  bickering  agcntt  i 
certain  British  nobility  and  centry.  "The  vfli 
foxes,  the  owls  and  serpenta  In  the  rains  sf  k- 
byloBL**  were  surely  less  degrmdln^  than  nd 
inhabltaats.  The  Turks  have  the  plea  ef  «s- 
quest  for  their  tyraany,  and  the  Greeks  ksn 
oaly  sulfered  the  fortnne  of  war,  Incidentslti 
the  bmvest;  but  how  are  the  mighty  fUlo, 
when  two  painters  contest  the  privilege  of  pl» 
dering  the  Pnrthenon,  nnd  triumph  in  tarn,!!- 
cording  to  the  tenor  of  ench  snceeeding  flrHm! 
Sylla  could  but  punish,  Philip  snbdne,  mi 
Xerxes  bum  Athens;  but  It  remained  fertfei 
paltry  antiquariaa,  and  hia  despicable  agrsn, 
to  render  her  contemptible  as  himself  aas  Ui 
pursuits. 

The  Partheaon,  before  ita  destmctlon  la  put, 

by  fire  during  the  Venetian  si^e,  had  beesi 

temple,  a  church,  aad  a  mooqae.     In  each  psisi 

of  view  it  is  aa  object  of  regard :  It  ehaagcd  in 

worshippers ;  but  still  it  was  a  plaee  of  wsnUp 

thrice  sacred  to  devotion:    Its    violatloa  h  • 

triple  sacrilege.    But 

"Maa,  vain  maa, 

Brest  in  a  liule  brief  aothorlty. 

Plays  such  faatastic  tricks  before  U|^ 

As  make  the  aagels  weep.** 


SLi 


JPhr  en  the  eoUtary  shore  ho  sfeens. 

II  was  Bot  alwavs  the  cnatom  or  the  Grctli 
to  bam  their  dead;  the  greater  Ajax  ia  psrti- 
cular  was  interred  eatire.  Almost  all  tke  diefi 
became  gods  after  their  decease,  and  he  vm 
indeed  neglected,  who  Imd  not  annual  gsnn 
Bear  his  tomb,  or  festivals  Ib  hoaonr  of  hb  ne- 
mory  by  his  coontrymen,  no  Achillee,  Braritei 
aad  at  last  evea  Aatiaofls,  whose  deiath  wu  si 
heroic  as  his  life  was  iafhmoiia. 


Here,  sen  of  Saturn  I  wae  tk§  faoTrite  threat. 

[p.  II.  Sc  HL 

The  temple  of  Jupiter  Olymplna,  of  which  six- 
teen columns,  entirely  of  marble,  yet  sanivt: 
origiaally  there  were  150.  These  eolnmas,  hsv- 
ever,  are  bv  many  supposed  to  Inve  hehogei 
to  the  Paatheoa. 

Jnd  hear  theee  altart  eTer  the  isiv-relneraat  brim, 

[p.  14.  St.  U. 
The  ship  was  wrecked  Ib  the  Archipelago. 


lb  rive  t^kat  Geth, 
spared* 


IVrh,  Mtrf  Thne  hsfk 
[p.  14.  St.  It 


At  this  moment  (Jaauary  1,  ISM),  hesidsi 
what  has  Ikeea  already  deposited  in  Loadoa,  u 
Hydriet  vessel  is  la  thoPirmns  te  receive  everf 
portable  relic.  Thus,  as  I  heard  a  yonog  Grtci 
observe  ia  commoa  with  maay  ef  his  eoentry- 
men — for,  lost  ns  thev  nre,  they  vet  flsel  en  tmt 
oecasioa—fhus  may  Lord  Blgfa  boaot  of  hsviif 
niaed  Atheas.  An  Italian  painter  ef  the  f  nt 
eminence,  named  Lasieri,  is  tne  agent  of  dcvsstp 
atioa ;  aad  like  the  Greek  Jtnder  of  Vencs  li 
Sicily,  who  followed  the  same  prafaaaloB.  he  ksi 
proved  the  able  iastrameat  of  plmmder.  BHvcts 
this  artist  aad  the  Freach  Gonsvl  FaaveU  vbt 
wishes  to  rescue  the  remalBa  for  hie  own  gvvcm- 
meat,  there  is  bow  a  vlolont  dlspnte  coacsraisi 
a  car  employed  la  their  ooBveyaace.   the  whsn 


of  which— I  wish  they   were   heth  Vrekea  asm 
It— has  beea  Iscfced  np  by  the  CeBanl,  and  U- 
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•Ity  to  proee«d  u  far  as  Soniom  *) ,  till  ke  m- 
•ompanfed  nt  in  oor  teeond  excaraioB.  However, 
kii  worka,  m  far  ma  they  go,  are  moet  beaatifhl; 
bat  they  are  almost  all  nnGnlshed.  \^ldle  lie 
ABd  his  patrons  confine  themselves  to  tasting 
medals,  appreciating  cameos,  sketching  columns, 
and  cheapening  gems,  their  little  absardities  are 
ma  harmless  as  insect-  or  fox-hunting,  maiden- 
•peechifying,  barouche-driving,  or  any  such  pas- 
time: but  when  they  carry  away  three  or  tour 
•hiploada  of  the  most  valuable  and  massy  relics 
that  time  and  barbarism  hate  left  to  the  most 
injured  and  most  celebrated  of  cities;  when 
they  destroy,  in  a  vain  attempt  to  tear  down, 
those  works  which  have  been  the  admiration  of 
•ge»,  I  know  no  motive  which  can  excuse,  no 
same  which  can  designate,  the  perpetrators  of 
this  dastardly  devastation.  It  was  not  the  least 
of  the  crimes  laid  to  the  charge  of  Terres,  that 
ke  had  plundered  Sicily,  in  the  manner  since 
imitated  at  Athens.  The  most  unblushing  im- 
pudence could  hardly  go  farther  than  to  affix 
the  name  of  ita  plunderer  to  the  walls  of  the 
Acropolis;  while  the  wanton  and  useless  deface- 
neat  of  the  whole  range  of  the  bassorelievos. 
In  one  compartment  of  the  temple  will  never 
permit  that  name  to  be  prononnceo  by  am  observ- 
er without  execration. 

On  this  occasion  I  speak  impartially:  I  am 
Bot  a  collector  or  admirer  of  collections,  conse- 
quently no  rival ;  but  1  have  some  early  prepos- 
aession  in  favour  of  Greece,  and  do  not  think 
the  honour  of  England  advanced  by  plunder, 
whether  of  India  or  Attica. 

Another  noble  Lord  has  done  better,  because 
ke  has  done  less :  but  some  others,  more  or  less 
Boble,  yet  "all  honourable  men,"*  have  done  6esr, 
because,  after  a  deal  of  excavation  and  execra- 
tion,   bribery    to    the    Waywode,    mining    and 


eouBtermlBlBg,  they  have  doae  Bothtac  at  alL 
We  had  such  ink-shed,  and  wine-shed,  whidi 
almost  ended  ia  bloodshed!  Lord  B*s  "prig,**~ 
see  Jonathan  Wylde  for  the  definition  of  "prlf- 
gism,'*— quarrelled  with  another,  Gropiiu  *)^vf 
name  (a  very  good  Bame  too  for  his  bnsinesa) « 
and  muttered  something  about  satisfaction,  in  a 
verbal  answer  to  a  note  of  the  poor  Prussian: 
this  was  stated  at  table  to  Gropius,  who  laughed, 
but  eould  eat  no  dinner  afterwards.  The  mala 
were  not  reconciled  when  I  left  Greece.  I  have 
reason  to  remember  their  squabble,  for  thej 
wanted  to  make  me  their  arbitrator. 

Her  sons  too  weak  the  eaered  ehrine  to  guard. 
Yet  felt  acme  portion  of  their  motker'e  patne, 

[p.  14.  St.  IS. 

I  cannot  resist  availing  myself  of  the  pennia- 
sion  of  my  friend  Dr.  Clarke,  whose  name  re- 
quires no  comment  with  the  public,  bat  whoae 
sanction  will  add  tenfold  weight  to  my  testimony, 
to  insert  the  following  extract  from  a  very 
obliging  letter  of  his  to  me,  as  a  note  to  the 
above  lines : 

"When  the  last  of  the  Metopes  was  takes 
from  the  Parthenon,  and,  in  moving  of  it,  great 
part  of  the  superstructure  with  one  of  the  tri* 
glyphs  was  thrown  down  by  the  workmen  whom 
Lord  Elgin  employed,  the  Disdar,  who  beheld 
the  mischief  done  to  the  building,  took  his  pipe 
from  his  month,  dropped  a  tear,  and,  in  a  sup- 
plicating tone  of  voiee,  said  to  Lusieri:  7«ioct 
— I  was  present.  " 

The  Difdar  alluded  to  was  the  fkther  of  the 
present  Disdar. 

M^hrre  wu  thine  JRgie,  Patta»  !  that  mpaltd 
Stem  Alarie  and  Havoc  on  their  wavf 

[p.  14.  St.  14. 
According  to   Zoximus,  Minerva  and  Achillea 
frightened  Alarie  from  the  Acropolis ;  bat  othera 
relate  that  the  Gothic  king  was  nearly  as  mis- 
chievous as  the  Scottish  peer.--8ee  Chaholbe. 

— The  netted  canopy.  [p.  IS.  St.  18. 

The  netting  to  prevent  olocks  or  spliatert  fron 
Iklling  OB  deck  during  action. 

» 

But  not  in  eUenee  paeo  Cslepso's  itlee, 

[p.  16.  St.  M. 
Oosa  is  said  to  have  been  the  islaad  of  Calypae. 


*)  Now  Cape  Colonna.     In  all  Attiea.  If  we 

eicept  Athens  itself  and  Marathon,  there  is 

BO  scene  more  interesting  than  Cape  Colonna. 

To   the  antiquary  and  artist,  sixteen  columns 

are  an  inexhaustible  source  of  observation  and 

design ;  to  the  philosopher,  the  supposed  scene 

of  some  of  Plato^s   conversations  will  not  be 

onweleome;  and  the  traveller  will  be  struck 

with  the  beauty  of  the  prospect  over  **l»le» 

that    crown    the  jBgean    deep:"    but   for  aa 

Englishman,  Colonna  has  yet  an  additional  in- 
terest, as  the  actual  spot  of  Falconer*s  Ship-        ,      .    ^   .....  .  .     ^      , 

wreck.     Pallas  and  Plato  are  forgotten  in  the       •^«««'  •/  Alhania  *  let  me  bend  mine  eyes 

recollection  of  Falconer  and  Campbell:  On  thee,  thou  rugged  nurae  of  eavage  u»en! 

'^  [p.  17.  St.  M. 

Albania  comprises  part  of  Maeedoaia,  Illyria, 
Chaonia,  and  Epirus.  Iskander  is  the  Turkish 
word  for  Alexander ;  and  the  celebrated  Scan- 
derbeg  (Lord  Alexaader)  is  alluded   to  ia  the 


Here  in  the  dead  of  night  by  Lonna*s  steep. 
The  seaman*s  cry  was  heard  along  the  deep. 

This  temple  of  Minerva  may  be  seen  at  sea 
from  a  greet  distance.  In  two  journeys,  which 
I  made,  and  one  voyage  to  Cape  Colonna,  the 
view  from  either  side,  by  land,  was  less  strik- 
ing than  the  approach  from  the  isles.  In  our 
eecond  land-excursion  we  had  a  narrow  escape 
from  a  party  of  Mainnotes,  concealed  ia  the 
caverns  beneath.  We  were  told  afterwards, 
by  one  of  their  prisoners  subsequently  ransom- 
ed, that  they  were  deterred  from  attacking 
OS  by  the  appearance  of  my  two  Albanians : 
eonjecturing  very  sagaciously,  but  falsely,  that 
we  liad  a  complete  guard  of  these  Amants  at 
kand,  they  remaineastationary,  and  thus  saved 
our  party,  which  was  too  small  to  have  oppo- 
aed  any  effectual  resistance.  Colonna  is  no 
less  a  resort  of  painters  than  of  piratas;  there 

The  hireliag  artist  plaats  his  paltry  desk. 
And  makes  degraded  Nature  picturesque. 

But  there  Nature,  with  the  aid  of  Art,  has 
done  that  for  herself.  I  was  fortunate  enough 
to  engage  a  very  superior  German  artist;  and 
kope  to  renew  my  acquaintance  with  this  and 
many  other  Levantine  seeaea  by  the  arrival 
ef  BIS  performaaees. 


*)  This  Sr.  Gropius  was  employed  by  a  aoble 
Lord  for  the  sole  purpose  of  sketching,  la 
which  he  excels ;  but  I  am  sorry  to  say,  that 
he  has,  through  the  abused  sanction  of  that 
most  respectable  name,  been  treading  at  hum- 
ble distaace  in  the  steps  of  Sr.  Lusieri.  A 
shipful  of  his  trophies  was  detained,  and  I 
believe  confiscatad,  at  Constantinople  in  ISlt. 
I  am  most  hsppy  to  be  now  enabled  to  state, 
that  *Hhis  was  not  in  his  bond ; "  that  he  wai 
employed  solely  as  a  painter,  and  that  kfa 
noble  patron  disavows  all  coanexion  with  hiiB, 
except  as  an  artist.  If  the  error  in  the  fint 
and  second  edition  of  this  poem  has  given  the 
noble  Lord  a  moment's  pain,  I  am  very  sorry 
for  it ;  Sr.  Gropius  has  assumed  for  years  the 
name  of  his  acent ;  and  though  I  cannot  mueh 
condemn  myself  for  sharing  In  the  mistake  oC 
so  many,  I  am  happy  ia  being  one  of  the  first 
to  be  undeceived.     Indeed,  1   have  as  mueh 

tleasure  in  coatradictia%  ikia  aa  \  VbW  xti^q^nK 
s  auUa«  Vi. 


QQQ  SOTES  TO  CfUIAE  HAROLD'S  PILORUU^ 

tUri    ud    ftorlk    Han    af    tke    airt^-elshtk  urtatcd  Mr  ncnnr.     I    hai   Mt  BTlMn.     I 

■tun.    I  do  KM  kanw  irheiheT  I  an  correct  la  DalaUf  KacKih  Hfvaat  at  Alksaii  ■;  btfr 

aakiag  Scaaderbei  ihB  eoniiU'iiniii  arAlciandgr,  nu  wi  ai  ill  *i  BtyMlf,  and  my  p*M  AruMB     I 

who  vu  born   al   PaJla  In    Macsdoa,  bnl   Mr.  alined  lae  wllk  aa  atlaalisa   wklek  vnU  In 

anhoa  wrni  htm   lo,  aad  addi  Pjrrbai  to  tka  doae  boaonr  to  elTllintlaa. 
UM.  (a  apcakiBf  of  hi*  eiplolH.  They   had  a  varletj   of  ad*e    "  "     " 

"'  •"— lia   Olhboa  reurki.    thai  a  eonnlrr  Mwleai,  Dorvlih,  baiaf  a 


•'wtlhia  liiht   of  Ital;   !■   I«i  kaowa  thaa  the  „„     ^„  alwavi  uDaElillBc  with  tbe  hari^ 

iaterior  of  America."      Circnmilaaen,   of  Htlle  ,f  Alkeaii    iaaomaeh  that    fanr  af  the  priaiiH 

cDaieeneitc  lo  mealloa,  led  Mr.  Habhooie  aad  Tnrki  paid   na  a  tIiIi  of  rsBaailraacc  a  Oi 

■>(eit  iBio  ihat  con.lry  before   we  vi.iied  aar  Uo,,eBi,   oa  the   lableet   of   hi*  kariaf  ufaK 

atker  part  of  the  Ollomaa  domlaloai;   and  with  womaa   from  the  bath—wkaa    hs    had   hrt» 

Ih*    e.eoplioa    of  Major   I^ake.    then   ofGcIallT  bongbt,  hovever-a  IkiaK  qaiut  coatiafrli* 

0  capilaflnlo  Ike  late-  b^j,,  ,[„  ,^  aitramely  (allaat  aaeifatt 


TJor,  a*  that  gentlemaa  ver;  Ulel}  aiinred  ae.  nennailoa    aad  had  the  creatrot  Teacnta 

All  P«.ka.M  a.  that  lim.  (October,  1808)  c.rrj-  ?„";  lEecb"rch,'mU«l  "«"  Ihehigheal  «^ 

l"*^  ".',"'  "*;'"'  "'"^''"   K"^*"    '^^"^  r  of  charchmet.,   whom  he  cnffed  npoa  ^t^il 

had  drlvea  to  Berat,  a  itraag  forlreii  which  h*  ,  „o,(  heterodoi  mauDer.     Yet  ke  aever  mH 

we  were  lavltod    to  1  epalaal,     k[)    Hlghaeaa  ■  -,„bei  Ue  riik  he  raa  la  enlerlac  St  ShUl 

blrth-pUee.  aad  favoarll.  Saral.  oal,  .a.  da.-.  T^^^^LbX  U«o.e  7t   h"d   ".«^eea  a  K 

dlelaaee  from  Deral;  al  tbiijaactare  the  Viiler  „r  hi.  wor-hip.     Oa   remoB.tratJag   witk  kik  ■ 

had  made  il  hli  bead-goarleif.  j^.     |B«,n.iileat   oroeeediajra     he  lavariablT  K- 

After  .ome  .Uf  In  tie  capital,  we  accord IbrIt  ,^„,j     ,.„,    ,hareh    1*    Soly.   oor  prien:  ai 

bllowedi    bat  Ihoygh  Ai»i>hed  wiik  every  ac-  ,],[„„;"  „d  thea  ke  eraaaFd  hiateVat  Ml, 


ted  bf  oneoftbcViiier-.         ^     ^„-,^    ,j,    „„    „f    ,h, 

.CO  Biae   daja  (aa  aceonat  -' 
implilhing  a  lonraej  which. 


_   7*_''"  aceonat  oj    ,^fo.ed  Id  ai*i*t  In  aaj  reqnlred    speraiiia,  n 


-  '  -  ■      ,  ,,        .  prir.>  u.u  aar  inflaeaee    with    the  Coaia  B.^ 

Oa  oor  ronlr   wo   paiMd  Iwo  e  tie*,  A«jro-  Jf  j,;,  village.     ladeed  a   Bore    abaada-ed  cm 

nitre  aad  L.boch.bo,  apparenil,  Utllo  laftrlo.  ^f  „i„„„„  eaaaot  til.t  thaa  the  lower  «<«• 

^Z^t«.'n"'Deh?..chl   rbr;r'onU.t-;iC'«l  ^^'^ZSll^'Vi^ X^<.n:6\l"rJ:rlT^ 

R.Irn.    ...I    *'''■"'•    P"r::^^        J  BBWilllBi  P'V      »"'"     '•"^    ■■'•    "'"'    "  "  "  " 


_^-Li*>-<.  ¥  -_  --_>iii«     Paj'     uaiili    utoK    ail   wiin  an   awHwHra  iif*  « 


.    .. .    _     r      n.1       Greek  aeqaalataaeei,  paid  mi 

k  "iheii '        *'.'"^?^""  (""lilJ     t„,k   the  moBM.  bnt  ^  a    > 


{lo^eoBiIll  af  Atheaa,  aad  aaae  other  af  tq 
Ireek  aeqaalBtaaeei,  paid  me  a  Tiaii.  Pmi* 
>k   the  ■oRpj.  bnt  oa  a    anddcB  daaked  il 


lUZa,  li"™.  fi'^re.  aid -Ta'S;  "f  l"taj  !!f„?rr Vi.'^oreb^S'^B.l'^  ^^".'if  7^  « 

Thrtr  T.Vj  BonaMiareeraedCaledoaiaa  witk\  "^!?."  hH^r?.       P?o-    .t«   »„»/.^.^ 

kladar  cllute.      The  kilt,    IkoBih    white;   the  '*'''^^  B^Vmbartalfo^    he    co^m'So^  hi.  it 

•pare,  adii-a  form;   their  dialect,  Celilc  in  it.  L-V..Z..  ^nd  .11   .or  offnrtr  ir.  ,™.i.  H« 

(iniBd,  a»l   their  hard;  habU.,   all  carrird  me  "■•■""".   ""l  «"   "■"       ,,^ -*'""'     „ 

hack  to  Monen.   \o  natlaa  are  aa  deteated  aad  '»'?  pradawd  Iht.  aa.wer.      Ma   peiwi.     >fl. 
dreaded   bj    Iheir   aeighboiir.   ai  the  Albane.e  :      *•>"  ?"■       ^'""v.'  W'*'""-   "^e  "r"  V 

(he  Greek,   hardly  regard   '*«»   "  Chri.ti.a.,  "rare  far  any   thlag  fe..    thaa    th.    T...  al  . 

or  the  Turk.  a.  Mo.lcmii  aad  ia  fact  Ihey  are  '■'*  i   malted;     tke   padre   of  the   eoavear.  ay 

a  miitore  of  hoik,  and  mmeiimei  aeiiher.  Their  'I'"''""'„b°'    *.'•'!' 


eaa   .peak  faTonra 
aa  lafldel  aad   a  1 


foollah  fat  aeallloa."  w.aU 

lave  left  her  "fi.h-keltle,"  to  eyiapathi«  witt 
:he   natifeeled  and   nneipeeted   earrow   of  thi. 

Far  my  owa  part,  wkcB  I  rsaembered  tkal, 
I  .bort  time  before  my  departnre  from  Baclaad, 
1  aoble   aad    molt    [atimale   aaaoeiate  had  twa- 

led  him.elf  from  taklag   leava  of  me  becaaa*  he 

0  failhfnl   in     k>d  to  allend  a  relation  "to  a  mllliaara,"  I  frit 
-    ' —    -nrpriaed  tkan   kealllated   by  th*  prt- 


ofl.tantlnnpk 


ue  naaiem,  uerti.n   laairi ;  tie  larmei  a  maa  mat  iier%i.a   wanio    leave  me  with  mm  n- 

of  middle  age,   and   the   latter   abaDl  ray  own.  rret  waa  to  be  eipecled  :  whea  Maater  aad  maa 

Baaili    waa    .Iriclly    charged   by   Ali    Pacha  Ib  tave   beea   eerarabllag   OTer  th«  noBBlalaf  an 

K-aoa  to  atlead  na  \  aad  Derviah  waa  oae  of  joiea  proviacn  together,  they  are  aawilliM 
y  wha  accompaaipd  □■  Ihranib  tbo  foraat.  Ia  •eparate;  bnt  hla  preaeat  fcflllan,  eoalraHel 
(f  Acaraaaia  10  the  baaka  »f  Aahelana,  and  irlth  hi*  aallve  ferocity,  ImprareS  mt  ■plahM 
aaward  to  MeaaalBnghi  in  eiolla.  There  I  look  ,1  ihe'hnmaa  heart.  1  kelieve  ihia  aliwai  l«- 
Um  Ills  mj  DWB  lerviee,  and  aeier  bad  occa.  lal  fidelity  la  fretaeat  ameBgat  then.  Uae  day. 
alaa  to  repeat  It  till  iba  momaai  of  ray  departure,  na  aar  loaraey  over  ParBaaan*,  •■  EBillabaM 
Whea  Ib  IBIO,  after  the  departnre  af  my  la  ay  aerrlee  gave  him  a  path  ia  aoae  di.aaia 
frieed  Mr.  H.  far  BnilaBd,  I  waa  aelied  with  a  ibant  the  baggage,  which  he  BBlnrkiiT  minaat 
aevere  faver  la  the  Morea.  ikeae  mea  aaved  my  far  a  blew ;  he  ennke  aat,  bnt  ibw  dsw'a  Iraalag 
life  by  frigkleaisg  a»ay  lay  phy.loiaa,  whoae  bli  head  apea  hi*  baadt.  Fareaeelag  the  t—m- 
tbraat  Uiey  threaleard  In  ent  if  I  »u  aat  cored  ;oeacea.  we  eadaavanred  ta  eipIalB  aaai  ik 
within  a  given  time.  To  thia  eoa.alalory  aaao-  iflroat,  wbieh  pradaeed  the  followlBic  aaiatT; 
,___..^ .._..__     __.. .-._        ...    ._  . ..t,_     .    _       _     ^|j,„.^ 


ROTES  TO  CHIU>E  HAROLD'S  FILGRIMAOE. 


Wt 


kftTe  Mten  your  bread,  bnt  bv  that  brcmd !  (• 
■rami  oath)  bad  It  been  otherwise,  I  wonld  have 
•tabbed  the  dog,  your  servant,  and  gone  to  the 
Bonntains/*  So  the  affair  ended,  bnt  from  that 
day  forward  he  never  thoroachly  forgave  the 
tkoaghtless  fellow  who  insnltea  him. 

Bervish  excelled  in  the  dance  of  his  country, 
•onjectared  to  be  a  remnant  of  the  ancient 
Pyrrhic:  be  that  as  it  may,  it  ia  maalv,  and 
Teqnires  wonderful  agility.  It  is  very  distinct 
firom  the  stupid  Uomaika,  the  dull  ronnd-abont 
of  the  Greeks,  of  which  our  Athenian  party  had 
•o  many  specimens. 

The  Albanians  in  genera]  (T  do  not  mean  the 
cultivators  of  the  earth  in  the  provinces,  who 
bave  also  that  appellation,  bnt  the  mountaineers) 
bave  a  fine  cast  of  countenance ;  and  the  most 
iMautiftil  w4>men  I  ever  beheld,  in  stature  and 
in  features,  we  saw  leveliing  the  road  broken 
dawn  by  the  torrents  between  Delvinachi  and 
Ijibochabo.  Their  manner  of  walking  is  truly 
theatrical ;  but  this  strut  is  probably  the  effect 
of  the  capote,  or  cloak,  depending  from  one 
■boulder.  Their  long  hair  reminds  you  of  the 
Spartans,  and  their  courage  in  desultory  war- 
fare is  unquestionable.  Though  they  have  some 
cavalry  amongst  the  Gegdes,  1  never  saw  a  good 
Arnant  horseman:  my  own  preferred  the  Eng- 
lish saddles,  which,  however,  they  could  never 
keep.  But  on  foot  they  are  not  to  be  snbdued 
by  fatigue. 

^^—And  past'd  the  barren  9pot, 
Where  tad  Penelope  o'erlook'd  the  wave. 

[p.  17.  St.  S9. 
Ithaea. 

AetiuM,  LepantOf  fatal  TrafaHgar. 


[p.  17.  St.  40. 
ii 


Aetinm  and  Trafalgar  need  no  iurther  men 
lion.  The  battle  of  Lepanto,  equally  bloody 
aad  considerable,  bnt  less  known,  was  fought  in 
the  gnlph  of  Patras ;  here  the  author  oT  Don 
^iiote  lost  his  left  hand. 

And  haiVd  the  hut  retort  of  fruitleu  love, 

[p.  17.  St.  41. 
Leucadia,  now  Santa  Maura.    From  the  pro- 
Bontory  (the  Lover's  Leap)  Sappho  Is  said  to 
bave  thrown  herself. 

'—Many  a  Boman  chief  and  A»ian  king, 

[p.  18.  St.  45. 
It  Is  said,  that  on   the  day  previous  to  the 
battle  of  Actium  Anthony  had  thirteen  kings  at 
bis  levee. 

Iiook  where  the  second  C4g§ar'9  trophiee  roee! 

[p.  18.  St.  46. 

Nicopolis,  whose  ruins  are  most  extensive,  is 
mt  some  distance  f^om  Actium,  where  the  wall 
of  the  Hippodrome  survives  la  a  few  fragments. 

— ^cAenwfa't  lake.  [p.  18.  St.  47. 

Lake  of  "     * 


According  to  Pouqueville  the 
but  Pouqueville  is  always  out. 


Yanlna; 


lb  greet  Albanfa'e  chief  [p.  16.  St.  47. 

The  celebrated  Aii  Pacha.  Of  this  extraordi- 
nary man  there  is  an  incorrect  account  in  Pon- 
qneville*s  Travels. 

Yet  here  and  there  tome  daring  mountain-band 
Itiadain  hlM  power,  and  from  their  rocky  hold 
Hurl  their  defiance  fa^*  nor  yield,  uniea  to  gold. 

[p.  18.  St.  47. 
Five  thousand  Suliotes,  amonc  the  rocks  and 
in  the  castle  of  Suit,  withstood  lOJNNI  Albaniaas 
for  eighteen  years:  the  castle  at  last  was  taken 
by  brib«?ry  In  this  contest  there  were  several 
acts  performed  not  unworthy  of  the  better  days 
of  Greece. 


Monattie  Zitxaf  [p.  18.  St.  ffiL 

The  convent  and  village  of  Zltsa  are  four 
hours*  Journey  from  Joannina,  or  Yaniaa,  tho 
capital  of  the  Pachalick.  In  the  valley  the  river 
Kalamas  (once  the  Acheron)  flows,  and  not  far 
from  Zitza  forms  a  fine  cataract.  The  situatloB 
is  perhaps  the  finest  In  Greece,  though  the  ap» 
preach  to  Delvinachi  and  parts  of  Acamania 
and  iKtolia  may  contest  the  palm.  Delphi,  Par- 
nassus, andj  in  Attica,  even  Cape  Golonna  and 
Port  Raphti,  are  very  inferior;  as  also  every 
scene  in  Ionia,  or  the  Troad.  I  am  almost  in- 
cliaed  to  add  the  approach  to  Constantinople; 
bht  from  the  different  features  of  the  last,  A 
comparison  can  hardly  be  made^ 

Here  dweUe  the  ealoyer.  [p.  la  6t»  4fl 

Tho  Greek  monks  are  so  called. 

Nature^e  voloanio  amphitheatre. 

[p.  18.  St.  51. 
The  Chimarlot  mountains  appear  to  have  baea 
▼olcanie. 

— HehoM  black  Acheron  f      [p.  18.  St.  51. 
Now  called  Kalamas. 

^In  hie  white  oapote^        [p.  18.  SU  St. 
Albanese  cloak. 

The  Sun  had  eunh  behind  vast  Tnnerit, 

[p.  18.  St  61. 

Anciently  Mount  Tomams. 

And  Loot  wide  and  fierce  came  roaring  by. 

[p.  10.  St.  55. 

The  river  Laos  was  full  at  the  time  the  au- 
thor passed  it;  and.  Immediately  above  Tepa- 
leni,  was  to  the  eye  as  wide  as  the  Thames  at 
Westminster  ;  at  least  in  the  opinion  of  the  an- 
ther and  his  fellow-traveller,  Mr.  Hobhonse. 
In  the  summer  it  must  be  much  narrower.  It 
certainly  is  tho  finest  river  in  the  Levant; 
neither  Achelous,  Alpheus,  Acheron,  Scamander 
nor  Cayster,  approached  it  in  breadth  or  beauty. 

And  fellow-countrymen  have  etood  aloof. 

[p.  20.  St.  CI. 
Alluding  to  the  wreckers  of  Cornwall. 

*  —The  red  wine  circling  faet. 

[p.  20.  St.  71. 
The  Albanian  Mussulmans  do  not  abstain  f^oa 
wine,  and  indeed  very  few  of  the  others. 

Bach  Palikar  hie  eahre  from  him  eatt. 

[p.  20.  St.  71. 
Palikar,  shortened  when  addressed  to  a  singlo 

person,  from  UaXixaQty  %  general  name  for  • 
soldier  amongst  the  Greeks  and  Albanese  who 
speak  Romaic — It  means  properly  **a  lad.  ** 

Tbmkourgit  Tamhourgi!  thy  'larum  afar. 

[p.  20.  Song,  Stansa  1. 

These  stanzas  are  portly  taken  fkrom  different 

Albanese  songs,  as  far  as  I  was  able  to  mako 

them   out  by   the  exposition  of  the  Albanese  la 

Romaic  and  Italian. 

Jlemem5er  the  moment  when  Freviea  feU. 

[p.  21.  Song,  St.  8. 
It  was  taken  by  storm  flrom  the  Frenen. 

Voir  Greece!  end  relic  of  departed  worth, 

[p.  21.  St.  Tt. 
Some  thonghts  on  this  subject  will  be  fonni 
In  the  snbjolnod  papers. 

Spirit  of  freedom !  when  en  Phyle'e  brow 
Thau  aat'tt  with  Utraeybuhu  and  hie  train. 


[p.  21.  St.  74. 


Phyle,  which  eoaunands  a  b«anl\£«\  ^Vw  ^ 
Alboftt)  bia  mVU  antA\^«xiSa\«  \«MAaA\  \n. 


KOTES  TO  GUILDS  HAROUra  PILGRIMAGB. 


■eixed  byTlmtybalM  prrvtont  Co  tka  eipoliloa 
•f  the  Thirty. 

lUc9iv€  th€  jUrm  Wmik,  htr  twmtr  guett, 

[p.  21.  St.  n. 

When  takes  by  the  Latiat,  and  retained  for 
tOTeral  jean. 

!%•  jtropAeff  tomk  0/  oU  it*  ptouB  Mofl. 

[p.  if  St.  n. 

Mecca  and  Medina  were  taken  1000  time  ago 
by  the  Wahabeet,  a  sect  yearly  increasing. 

nil  «ale«  0/  99tr-gre9n,  f  h«  kCU  of  raoa^— 

[p.  2f .  St.  8S. 

On.  many   of  the  monntaina,  particalarlr  Lia- 

knra,   the  tuow  never  ic  entirely  melted,  not- 

withctandiof  the  intenie  heat  of  the  tammer ;  bnt 

I  never  taw  it  lie  on  the  pUini  wen  in  winter. 

Save  where  eeme  telitmrv  eetumn  moume 
Ah99e  ita  proetrate  brethren  of  the  cave. 

Cp.  R.  St.  88. 
Of  Meant  Pentelicoa,  from  whence  the  marble 
was  dog  that  constructed  the  pnblic  edifices  of 
Athens.  The  modern  name  is  Mount  Mendeli. 
An  immense  cave  formed  by  the  qnarries  still 
remains,  and  will  till  the  end  of  time. 


fFhen  Morotkou  became  m  tmagie 

[p.  23.  St.  89. 
**8is(e  Tiator— heroa  calcas ! "  was  the  epi- 
taph on  the  famoos  Count  Merci;— what  then 
must  be  our  feelinn  when  staading  on  the  tu- 
mulus of  the  two  hundred  (Greeks)  who  fell  on 
Marathon?  The  principal  barrow  has  recently 
been  opened  by  Fauvel;  few  or  no  relics,  as 
vases,  etc.  were  found  by  the  eicavator.  The 
plain  of  Marathon  was  offered  to  me  for  sale  at 
the  sum  of  siiteen  thousaad  piastres,  about  nine 
hundred  pounds!  Alas! — **£xpende--quot  Ubrue 
in  dnce  snmmo— invenies ! "  was  the  dust  of 
Miltiades  worth  no  moref  it  could  scarcely 
have  iistched  less  if  sold  by  weight* 


PAPERS  REFERRED  TO  BY 
TO  STANZA  YS. 

I. 


THE  NOTE 


Before  I  say  anv  thing  About  a  city  of  which 
erery  body,  traveller  or  not.  has  thought  it  ne- 
cessary to  say  something,  I  will  request  Miss 
Owenson.  when  she  next  borrows  an  Athenian 
heroine  lor  her  four  volumes,  to  have  the  good- 
ness to  marry  her  to  somebody  more  of  a  gen- 
tleman than  a  **Disdar  Aga"  (who  by  the  by  is 
■ot  an  Aga),  the  most  impolite  of  petty  officers, 
the  greatest  patron  of  larceny  Athens  ever  saw 
(except  Lord  B.),  and  the  unworthy  occupant 
of  the  Acropolis,  on  a  handsome  nnnoal  stipend 
of  1M  piastres  (eight  pounds  sterling),  out  of 
which  he  has  only  to  pny  his  garrison,  the  most 
ill-regulated  corps  in  the  ill-regulated  Ottoman 
Empire.  I  speak  it  tenderly,  seeing  I  was  once 
the  cause  of  the  husband  of  *'Ida  of  Athens  ** 
nearly  suffering  the  bastinado ;  and  because  the 
said  **Disdar'*  is  a  turbulent  husband,  and  beats 
his  wife,  so  that  I  exhort  and  beseech  Miss 
Owenson  to  sue  for  a  separate  maintenance  in 
behalf  of  '^Ida.**  Having  premised  thus  much,  on 
a  matter  of  such  import  to  the  readers  of  ro- 
mances, I  may  now  leave  Ida,  to  mention  her 
hirth-plnce. 

Setting  aside  the  magic  of  the  name,  and  all 
thosa  associations  which  it  would  be  pedantic 
nnd  superfluous  to  recapitulate,  the  very  situa- 
tion 01  Athens  would  render  it  the  favourite  of 
all  who  have  eyes  for  art  or  nature.  The  cli- 
mate,   to   me    at    least,   appeared   a    perpetual 

apriag}  during  eight  montht  I  u«>-«x  vaasAd  a. _....  ...   — ..wr.i 

da  J  wHfcoat  baing  ni  xsom^  ^outa  ou  VaT%Ki^iAik.\\  i^WvaDwa  %«•»  ^Va  Vtna  k«awn  him  can 


rain  it  eitremely  rare,  amow  merer  Ilea  la  tk 

flains,  nnd  n  cloudy  day  fa  an  agreeable  itritj. 
n  Spain,  Portugal,  and  every  part  of  the  a« 
which  I  visited,  except  Ionia  and  Attica,  I  p» 
ceived  no  such  superiority  of  climate  ts  m 
own;  and  at  CoasUntinople,  where  I  |smI 
May,  June,  and  part  of  July  (1818},  yoa  nhh 
^damn  the  climate,  and  complain  of  apfeea,"  tm 
days  out  of  seven. 

The  air  of  the  Morea  io  heavy  and  uavksb- 
some,  but  the  moment  yov  pnsa  the  isthamk 
the  direction  of  Megnra  the  chaaiM  is  ttrlhir 
perceptible.  Bnt  I  fear  Hetiod  wUI  still « 
found  correct  in  his  deacriptioa  of  a  Baifhi 
winter. 

We  found  at  Livadia  an  ^'eaprit  fort**  bi 
Greek  bishop,  of  all  free-thinkera !  This  vwAj 
hypocrite  rallied  his  own  relicion  with  gral 
intrepidity  (but  not  before  his  flock),  and  tslkri 
of  a  mass  as  a  **Coglioneria.*'  It  was  Impsmillii 


Coglioneria.* 
to  think  better  of  him  for  this :  hut,  for  a 
tiaa,  he  was  brisk  with  all  his  absurdity.    Tkh 

Chenomenon  (with  the  exception  indeed  of  Tke- 
es,  the  remains  of  Charronea,  thr  plaia  af  Ph- 
teaJ  Orchomenns,  Livadia,  and  its  nominal  ctrt 
of  Trophonius)  was  the  only  remarkable  thiB| 
we  saw  before  we  passed  Mount  Cithcroa. 

The  fountain  of  Dirce  turns  a  mill :  at  kwt 
my  companion  (who,  resolvinc  to  be  at 
cleanly  and  classical,  bathed  In  it)  pi 
it  to  be  the  fonataia  of  Dirce,  and  nay  Mj 
who  thinks  it  worth  while  may  contradict  kia. 
At  Castri  we  drank  of  half  a  doxen  streaaleta, 
some  not  of  the  purest,  before  we  decidsd  ts 
our  satisfaction  which  was  the  true  Castslisi, 
and  even  that  had  a  villanous  twang,  probaUf 
from  the  snow,  though  it  did  not  throw  as  isl* 
aa  epic  fever,  like  poor  Dr.  Chandler. 

From  Fort  Phyle,  of  which  large  remaim  stQl 
exist,  the  Plain  of  Athena.  Peatelicns,  Hymet- 
tus,  the  >lSgean,  aad  the  Acropolis,  burst  spss 
the  eye  at  once ;  in  my  opinTbn,  a  mare  rlorissi 
prospect  than  evea  Ciatra  or  latambel.  Nst  rbs 
view  from  the  Troad,  with  Ida,  the  Hellcspsat, 
aad  the  more  distant  Mount  Athoa,  oaa  equal 
It,  though  so  superior  la  extent. 

I  heard  much  of  the  beauty  of  Arcadia,  bit 
excepting  the  view  fk«m  the  mennstery  of  Me- 
gaspelioa  'which  is  inferior  to  Zitsa  la  n  csa- 
mand  of  country),  aad  the  deaeeat  from  tbs 
mountains  oa  the  way  from  Tripolitaa  toArgisi, 
Arcadia  has  little  to  reeoauaead  it  beyoad  tbs 


**Stemitur,  et  tfalees  raerieaa  reaiaiadtar 
/Argoa." 
Virgil  could  have  put  this  lato  the  moatb  si 
none  but  an  Argive ;  and  (with  reverence  be  it 
spoken)  it  does  not  deserve  the  epithet.  And  If 
the  Polyniees  of  Statins,  ^In  mediia  aadit  las 
litora  campis,**  did  actually  hear  both  shores  ia 
crossing  tne  isthmus  of  Corintk,  he  hnd  better 
ears  than  have  oxer  been  worn  la  anch  a  Joamey 
since. 

''Athens,**  says  a  oelebrated  topagrapher.  *Hi 
still  the  most  polished  city  of  Greece.**  Perhapi 
it  mav  of  Greece,  but  uot  of  the  Gredn;  fcr 
Joannina  in  Epirns  is  nniveroally  allove^, 
amoagst  themselves,  to  be  oaperior  ia  the  weattk, 
refinement,  learning,  and  dinleet  of  its  inhabii- 
nnts.  The  Athenians  are  remarkable  for  the^ 
cunning;  and  the  lower  ordera  are  aot  impn- 
perly  characterised)  in  that  proverb,  which  els»- 
es  them  with  **the  Jews  of  Saloalea,  aad  tbi 
Turks  of  the  Negropoat.** 

Among  the  various  foreigners  resident  is 
Athens,  French,  Italians,  Genaaas,  Ragasssi, 
there  was  aever  a  difference  of  opinion  in  tkeir 
estimate  of  the  Greek  character,  thoagb  oa  afl 
other  topics  thev  disputed  with  i^reat  acriaest. 

Mr.  Fauvcl,  theFreach  eoaaaU  who  has  ftath 
ed  thirty  years  prlacipally  at  Atheas,  aad  t» 
whose  talents  as  an  artlat  aad   auaaen  m  • 


KOTES  TO  CUIIiDE  IIAROIiO<S  POiGBUULGE. 


im 


thelT  teitlmosy,  has  fireiiveiitly  deeUred  fai  my 
heftrinc,  that  the  Greeks  do  not  deserve  to  be 
emanerpated;  reasoning  on  the  grounds  of  the'r 
'^national  and  individual  depravitv,*'  while  he 
forgot  that  such  depravity  is  to  be  attributed 
Co  causes  which  can  only  be  removed  by  the 
measure  he  reprobates. 

Mr.  Roqne,  a  French  merchant  of  retpectmbl- 
lity  long  settled  in  Athens,  asserted  with  the 
mo»t  amusing  gravity:  "Sir,  they  arc  the  same 
eano/de  that  eiisted/n  thtdava^fThemittoeUt!" 
aa  alarming  remark  to  the  ^'Laudator  temporis 
act!.'*  The  ancients  banished  Them istoclet ;  the 
moderns  cheat  Monsieur  Roqne :  thus  great  mea 
have  ever  been  treated! 

In  short,  all  the  Pranks  who  are  fiitnres, 
aad  most  of  the  Englishmen,  Germans,  Danes, 
of  passage,  came  over  by  degrees  to  their 
opinion,  on  much  the  same  grounds  that  a  Turk 
la  Encland  would  condemn  tne  nation  by  whole- 
sale, because  he  was  wronsed  by  his  lacquey, 
and  overcharged  by  his  washerwomaa. 

Certainly  it  was  not  a  little  staggering  whoa 
the  Sieurs  Fauvel  and  Lnsieri,  the  two  greatest 
demagogues  of  the  day,  who  divide  between 
them  the  power  of  Pericles  and  the  popularitv 
of  Cleon,  and  pussle  the  poor  Waywode  with 

Serpetual  differeaces.  agreed  in  the  utter  con- 
emnatioa,  **nnlla  virtute  redemptum,"  of  the 
Greeks  in  general,  and  of  the  Atheniaas  ia 
particular. 

For  my  own  humble  opinion,  I  am  loth  to 
iMsard  it,  knowing,  as  I  do,  that  there  be  now 
In  MS.  no  less  than  five  tours  of  the  first  mag- 
aitude  and  of  the  most  threatening  aspect,  all 
ia  typographical  array,  by  persons  of  wit,  and 
konour,  and  regular  common- place  books:  but, 
if  I  may  say  this  without  offence,  it  seems  to 
me  rather  hard  to  declare  so  positively  and  per- 
tinaciously, as  almost  every  body  has  declared, 
tbat  the  Greeks,  because  they  are  very  bad,  will 
■ever  be  better. 
Btoa  and  Sonnini  have  led  as  astray  by  their 

Biaegyrics  and  projects;  but,  on  the  other  hand, 
e  Pauw  aad  Thornton  have  debased  the  Greeks 
iMyond  their  demerits. 

The  Greeks  will  never  bo  independent;  they 
will  never  be  sovereigns  as  heretofore,  and  God 
forbid  they  ever  should!  but  they  may  be  sub- 
jects without  being  slaves.  Our  colonies  are 
aot  independent,  but  they  are  free  and  Indns- 
trious,  and  such  may  Greece  be  hereafter. 

At  present,  like  the  Catholics  of  Ireland  aad 
the  Jews  throughout  the  world,  and  such  other 
cudgelled  and  heterodox  people,  they  suffer  all 
the  moral  and  physical  ills  that  can  afSict  hu- 
maaity.  Their  life  is  a  struggle  against  truth ; 
they  are  vicious  in  their  own  defence.  They 
are  so  unused  to  kindness,  that  when  they  oc- 
casionally meet  with  it  tney  look  upon  it  with 
suspicion,  as  a  dog  often  beaten  snaps  at  your 
fingers  if  yon  attempt  to  caress  him.  "They 
are  ungrateful,  notoriously,  abominably  ungrate- 
Ail!'*— this  is  the  genera]  cry.  Now,  in  the 
■ameof  l^emesis!  for  what  are  they  to  be  grate- 
ful? Where  Is  the  human  being  that  ever 
conferred  a  benefit  on  Greek  or  Greeks!  They 
are  to  be  grateful  to  the  Turks  for  their  fetters, 
and  to  the  Pranks  for  their  broken  promises  and 
lying  counsels.  They  are  to  be  grateful  to  the 
artist  who  engraves  their  ruins,  and  to  the  an- 
tiquary who  carries  them  away :  to  the  traveller 
whose  janissary  flogs  them,  and  to  the  scribbler 
whose  journal  abuses  them!  This  is  the  amonat 
of  their  obligatioa  to  foreigaers. 


II. 

Front  (Man  Csavear,  Jff  Asas,  January  H,  IBll. 

Amongst  the  remaaats  of  the  barbarous  policy 
of  the  earlier  ages  are  the  traces  of  bondage 
which  yet  ciisl   ia   differcat  couattios,   whose 


lahahitaBts.    hdirever  divldti   la  rellgloa  aad 
manners,  almost  all  agree  la  oppressioa. 

The  English  have  at  last  compassionated  their 
Negroes,  aad  under  a  less  bigoted  governmeat, 
may  probably  one  day  r'^lease  their  Cathollo 
brethren:  but  the  interposition  of  foreigners 
alone  caa  emancipate  the  Greeks,  who,  other- 
wise, appear  to  have  as  small  a  chance  of  re- 
demption from  the  Turks,  as  the  Jews  have 
from  maakind  ia  general. 

Of  the  aacient  Greeks  we  know  more  thaa 
eaough;  at  least  the  younger  mea  of  Europe 
devote  much  of  their  time  to  the  study  of  the 
Greek  writers  aad  history,  which  would  be 
much  more  useftilly  speat  ia  masteriag  their 
own.  Of  the  moderns  we  are  perhaps  more 
neglectful  thaa  they  deserve;  aad  while  every 
man  of  any  pretension  to  learaing  Is  tiring  eat 
his  vouth,  and  often  his  age,  in  the  study  of 
the  language  and  of  the  harangues  of  the  Athea- 
iaa  demagogues  ia  favour  of  freedom,  the  real 
or  supposed  desceadants  of  these  sturdy  repub- 
licaas  are  left  to  the  actual  tyraaay  of  their 
masters,  although  a  very  slight  effort  is  required 
to  strike  off  their  ehaias. 

To  talk,  as  the  Greeks  themselves  do,  of  their 
rising  again  to  their  pristine  superiority,  would 
be  ridiculous ;  as  the  rest  of  the  world  mast 
resume  its  barbarism,  after  re-assertiag  the  so- 
vereignty of  Greece  :  but  there  seems  to  be  ae 
very  great  obstacle,  except  ia  the  apathy  of  the 
Pranks,  to  their  becoming  an  useful  dependency, 
or  even  a  free  state  with  a  proper  guarantee ; — 
under  correction,  however,  be  it  spoken,  for 
many  and  well-informed  mea  doubt  the  practica- 
bility evea  of  this. 

The  Greeks  have  aever  lost  their  hope,  though 
they  are  now  more  divided  in  opinion  on  the 
subject  of  their  probable  deliverers.  Religion 
recommeads  the  Russiaas;  bat  they  have  twice 
beea  deceived  aad  abandoned  by  that  power, 
and  the  dreadful  lesson  they  received  after  the 
Muscovite  desertion  in  the  Morea  has  aever 
been  foraotten.  The  French  they  dislike;  al- 
though tne  subjugatioa  of  the  rest  of  Europe 
will,  probably,  be  atteaded  by  the  deliverance 
of  continental  Greece.  The  islanders  look  to 
the  English  for  succour,  as  they  have  very  lately 
possessed  themselves  of  the  Ionian  republic, 
CorfVi  excepted.  But  whoever  appear  with  arms 
in  their  hands  will  be  welcome ;  and  when  that 
day  arrives,  Heaven  have  mercy  on  the  Otto- 
mans, they  cannot  expect  it  from  the  Giaours. 

But  instead  of  considering  what  they  have 
been,  and  speculating  on  what  they  may  be,  let 
us  look  at  them  as  they  are. 

And  here  it  Is  impossible  to  reconcile  the 
contrariety  of  opinions :  some,  particularly  the 
merchaats,  decrying  the  Greeks  in  the  strong- 
est language ;  others,  generally  travellers,  turn- 
ing periods  ia  their  eulogy,  and  publishisc  very 
curious  speculations  grafted  on  their  former 
state,  which  can  have  no  more  effect  on  their 
present  lot,  than  the  existence  of  the  Incas  on 
the  fteture  fortunes  of  Pern. 

One  very  ingenious  person  terms  them  the 
"natural  allies"  of  Englishmea;  another,  no 
less  ingenious,  will  not  allow  them  to  be  the 
allies  of  any  body,  and  denies  their  very  descent 
from  the  ancients ;  a  third,  more  ingenious  than 
either,  builds  a  Greek  empire  on  a  Rnsslaa 
foundation,  aad  realises  (oa  paper)  all  the  chi- 
meras of  Catheriae  II.  As  to  the  questloa  ef 
their  descent,  what  caa  it  import  whether  the 
Mainnotes  are  the  lineal  Lacoaians  or  not?  or 
the  present  Athenians  as  indigenous  as  the  bees 
of  Hymettus,  or  as  the  grasshoppers,  to  which 
they  once  likened  themselves?  What  Baglish- 
maa  cares  if  he  be  of  a  Danish,  Saxon,  Norman, 
or  Trojan  blood  V  or  who,  except  a  Welchmaa. 
is  afflicted  with  a  desire  of  being  deseeadea 
from  Caractarns? 

Tfce  peer  G^eks  de  aot  te  mask  oS^wsA.  ^». 


tUO  HOTI»  TO  CHILDB  HABOLOfi  FILGUDUQB. 

tka  gosJ  tklan  of  tkl*  votM,  M  le  remdaT  erea  HowereT    JehctlTs  Ihtwa   mmj    \e,  i 

Uelr  cralBi  lo  aaUqoitT  aa   object  at  eavT ;    It  irererabls   to   Ike  panJsie*    at  mem  < 

ll  lert  end  tbra  fa  Mr.  ThnraloB,   ta  dlitaib  read   inperllcUlly    of   Ibe    aaeleBlB,    > 

tbea  Ib  ibe  BoiieuioB  el  all  thai  llaa  bai  left  aoibiai  of  ihe  Boderu,  nrk  ao  Rr  Pu 

then;    vii.  their   Mdliree,    ef  wkleb  tbrj    are  vbeB  be  aiierU  thai  ibe  Briliib  breed 

the   iBore   leaaeloBi,  ai  ll    li  all  Ibej  cbb  call  li  rntned  by  NewBarkel,  and  thai  the 

their  eira.     It  <roild  be  Berth  while  te  pnbllih  were  eanrda    la    Ibe  Qeld,     betrate 

loietbcr,    amd    eoBture,    the    worLa  of  MeMra.  kRoHledre   of  EBcllih   bane)  »md  apai 

TEoraloB  Bad  D#  Panw,  Btoa  and  Soaaiai;  pa-  Hfi   "pbileMtpblul   obaenalioBa"  hax 

radti   01   oB<  (ide,  ud  nrejodlce  aa  the  other,  heiler  c1b[ib  to  the  title  ef  "poetical." 

Mr.  ThorateB  eoaceirei  \lBiieir  to  have  clalBi  not  be  eipecled   that  be    whs  aa  libei 


toBublle  coafldaBce  fMn  a  roiirleea  jeart'  reiid-    jeaiB*  tone  of  the 
-Brhapa   ha   BIBr,   oa  the  lubjeet    of  Ibe  aBcIeBl,  ibonld  hi 


I    ..   

hi*  hfpoIheeEa 


iNhBbilBBlii,  tbaa  a*  Baaj   Tean  IpeBl  [a  U'Bp-  lalbpri  refblei  hll  leateDee  ob  IfacBaeJ 

pJBi  Ibid  thai  ef  the  Wettrra  HiebUadi.  I.ei   b>  iniM,  ibea,  that  In  Bpiip  af 

The  Oreck*  af  C'oaBUallasple  lire   la  FbbiI  ;  pbeciei    nf    De   Paow,    aad    the    doubt 

•Bd  tr  Mr.  TheralOR  did    aot  olleaer   croM  Ibe  ^borBioa,  Ihere  !•  a  rraaoBshle  hope  . 

Oaldea   Hora    tbaa   hli    brither-nerchaBII    are  denplioa  of  a  race  of  dfb,  wbe,    wbal 

aeeaaMacd  te   de.   I  (hoald  place  aa  grtu  re-  be  ifae  erren  el  Ihelr  religloB  aad  boI: 

llaare  on  his  iBrormatisa.    I  aetaallr  heard  sne  bera  awplj  pnalibed  bf    three   cealBi 

•r  Ihne  ■tplleBira  boB«  of  theil  IfttI*  graerBl  half  of  capllrlti. 

... ._..!  .1-  -,._     ._j  -,„„  ofhliaw-" 


>ne  Hllb  Ibe  eitf,  a 

to   Mr, 

■eel    leiteli.    theT    lata   hln    ihs  -«■»»,' 

line  talk  with  tbit  It 


of  trianpli,  that  he  had  heea  bat 

foar  timet  al  Coailaaliaople  tn  at  ■•■7  Tears.  I  [I. 

•-  -      Mr,   ThoraloB-a  •'ovagei  la  tfee  Black  ^. ,  __ 

b   Creel    leitcli,    tieT    nta   hln    ihs  Aiem;  P^neitttn  Omi 

a  of  Greece  ai   a    cmiia  to  Berwick  la    "l 


Seoieh  imaek    Hoald  of  Jnhaar  Qrst's  hoBHr. 
does  hs  acrsiBte  the 


Upsa  what  croDBdi  tkea  does  ka  arrsiBte  IBe  ...ii"  lo  ThLVrii  T'r™iV-'i  'ii.r  t\ 
riebl  of  eoidennlBK  bj  wholesale  a  bodv  of  aiea,  "^ber  af  .hi  Prfr»l,Br,b  Sl-vlt-  ..  . 
ol'.ho-  he  eaa  SaJmijJ  It).  r.t£er  a  cb-'    "■''"'/ 'i'.?.;^"'?:^^""  '. 


braiation  OB  the  sBblecl  of  the  Greeks,   Bad    Id  Ti^u  wrke  wMl    I  ba«    U  ..?f«.^™? 

CUirnlar  Ihctr  literatoro,  aor  is  ikare  aar  pro-  }  '°^  "i-Z;         '^'    t    '"«'"'«■»; 

bllily  of  oor  hsiai  beiur  acflasialed,  llll  our  '^j  "JS.  ,l°  '  1,1!  .       ^  i'"^? 

talereoarse  beEomas  more  latlmate  or  their  in-  P™;  *',,.!    "^"\       ","{'  '"  ' 


I  Ibe  >Bb|ecl.      Corar,  1 
the  liUla  M  ht  uiniiti  fr«a  ilBiUr  mutcm  •).    fi'iVe/rVe"™  TnVoB.'ic  "" '"" 


•)  A  word,n]W(Mif,wlihMr.ThonilaBand 
Dr.  Peaqoet  lilt ;   who  have  beea  gaiHr  betweei 
tbcm   of  ladlT  elippiaf  Ihe  BotUac   Tarkieh. 

Dr.  Ponqoetllle  tells  a  toai  ilery  of  a  Mos- 
lem   »ho^  .wallowed   cerrosfve    s^blimale    Ib 

len   latelj   arrived   fcDm    Pa 
we  have  seen  here  In  Fre.cli 
ef  Orexar*  Zolikofloan  •}.     (' 
beea  iavolved  la  an  napleafai 
M.  Oail  "J .  a  Parisian  cana 

-SulrumaB,   the  eater   ef  cerroifrf  niUlmalr: 
"Ah.,^h'iBbs  Mr.  ThoraloB  laagrf  with  the 
Doelor   for   the   fiflletb   lima)   "haie  1  caoghl 
Joof-ThBB,    Ib   a   Bote   Iwiee  ibe  Iblckae.i 

Docior'*   praficiencj'   In    the   Tarklib   to  acne, 
and  his  veraeltr  ia'hi.  o.n,-"For,"  observe; 
Mr.  TbarBloD  [after  InBlcIInf  on  Di  the  loDgh 

out    before    he    saog    lueb 

After  Ibi/.   1   tblBk  "TrB' 

Mr.    Tbaratoa'   IV,    "™de'. 
ODine,-' for  mistake  and  mi.r 
floiDr  nlira  crcfidam."    '■!* 
his    biles."      It.    H.    For   1 
Tborpten.  "Sntor-  is  aet  1 

Bad    Pre 


the   beneC 


narlleiple  of  a'  tnrklih  Verbl,    "it    m'eiai'  bo"^  ')  '  '•»"' '"  "T  pawession  an  eicellei 

thine  more  than  SBleswan  ibr  pofcr,-  Bnd  onile  "rpij-^iiCffov  "  abicb  I  received   tn 

ruhlers  the  ■upplcmaaUrT  "luUimaIrr    Sow  from  S.  G— ,  Bid.    for  a  small  rrm  : 

belb   «T*  right  aad  balb   are   wroar.     If  Mr.  qnarian   rrteads  haia   ntver   fi>r«iit> 

TboraloB,    when    he    aeil    resides  ^'fon  nee  a  j'orflven  me. 

Tears  ia  Ihe  raetorr."  will  coninlt  his  Turkiih  •■)  Ib    GbII'i     pamphlet     aniaM    1 

dictloBBTf,  or  Bik  Bar   af  his  SUmballue  ae-  Ulka  of  "throwlBi  the   Iniotent  Hetl 

qoalBlaace.  he  will   drsrnver   (bat   "Salfyna'n  of  the   wiadow. "     Oa    Ibis    a     Pm 

■riren,"     pnl     taeelher    dlsereptli,     mein    the  etclalms,   "Ah,  nr   Dad  1    throw  ■■ 

'•AeaAneer  »f  nlUmatt;   wilhonl  anf  "Stdrv-  aut  of  Iba  »lBilawr    what  tacrilen' 

aa"  ia  Ibe  ease;  "BmUvmm-  slnilTlai  "csr  lainlj    wonld  be  a  •erloaa  hniiacM 

TBt/B*    nUimatt;-    aad    aot    beraa    ■    proper  Bntbari   who  dwell   in  Ibe    altica:  I 

aaaia  oa  Ibis  oceaslnB,  iltbjincb   It  be  an  or-  qooled  Ihe  passage  mereir   te  prove 

(hodii   aaaie  einogb  with   ibe  adiliiioB  ef  n.  larliy   of  strle  aaieag  the  ceairoTer 

Afler   Mr.  TherBloas  frroneBl   blals  of  pro-  all  polished  eoBBlrles  ;    LobJob  nr  1 

toaui  OricMUIIsB,  ka  BttVt  taM  fatal  ttita  caald  hardlf  paialM  tbli  Parislaa 
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lome  traBtlatlont  from  the  Greek  poets.  In  InToitlfittoB,  mai  tke  payment  of  some  purses 

equence  of  the  Institute  baving  awarded  aim  to  the  Divan,  tt  has  heea  permitted  to  continue, 

prise-version  of  Hippocrates ''//«(><  vt^ccrciyv,^  The  principal  professor,  named  Veniamin  (L  e. 

^e  disparagement,   and  consequently  displea-  BenjamlnK  is  stated  to  be  a  man  of  talent,  but 

f,  of  the  said  Gail.    To  his  eiertions,  liter-  •  free-tainker.    He  was  bern  in  Lesbos,  studied 

and  patriotic,    great  praise   is  undoubtedly  in  ^^Vfi  and  is  master  of  Hellenic,  Latin,    and 

,  but  a  part  of  that  praise  ought  not  to  be  *o"i«  Frank  languages ;  besides  a  smattering  of 

iheld  from  the  two  brothers  Zosimado  (mer-  ^^  sciences. 

Its   settled  in   Leghorn)    who   sent    him    to  Though  it  is  not  my  intention  to  enter  farther 

Is ,   and    maintained    him ,    for   the  express  o*  this  topic  than  may  allude  to  the  article  in 

lose  of  elucidating  the  aacient,  and  aoding  question,  I  cannot  but  observe  that  the  reviewer*s 

he  modem,    researches  of   his   countrymen,  lamentation  over  the  fall  of  the  Greeks  appears 

ly,  however,  is  not   considered  by  his  coun-  singular,  when  he  closes   it  with  these  words  i 

nen  equal  to  some  who  lived  in  the  two  last  "^^  ekang9  U  to  be  attributed  to  their  miafor^ 

uries ;   more  particularly  Dorotheus    of  Mi-  tunee  rather  than  to  antf  phtfteai  degradation," 

ne,  whose  Hellenic  writings    are   so  much  It  in«7  be  true  that  the  Greeks  are  not  physie- 

emed  bv  the  Greeks,  that  Miletlns  terms  him  nilj  degenerated,   and  that  Constantinople  con- 

'era  toy  t^ovxvdidnv  xai  Eeyowtavra  ecgi"  ^'n**  »■  the  day  when  it  changed  masters  as 

,  'pji',  V  n                                 r           -^  many  men  of  six  feet  and  upwards  as   in  the 

'    •^.    ^„-     ,,        ^.     ^        ,           •  „     ^  hour  of  prosperity;  but  ancient  history  and  mo- 

inagiotes  Kodrikas,  the  translator  of  Fonte-  jern   politics  instruct   us  that   something  more 

e,  and  Kamarases,  who  translated  Ocellus  Lu-  than  physical  perfection  is  necessary  to  preserve 

IS  on  the  Universe  into  French,  Christodou-  »  ,tate  in  vigour  and  independence ;   ud  the 

and  more  particularly  Psalida,  whom  I  have  Greeks,  in  particular,  are  a  melancholy  example 

ersed  with  in  Yanina,  are  also  in  high  re-  ©I  the  near  connection  between  moral  degrada- 

among  their  literati.     The  lastmentioned  Hq^  ^qj  national  decay. 

published   in  Romaic  and   Latin  a  work  on  xhe  reviewer  mentions  a  plan   "we  believe" 

ue   Happiness,     dedicated  to  tatherine  II.  by  Potemkin  for  the  purification  of  the  Romaio, 

Polyzois,  who  is  stated  by  the  Reviewer  to  „i  i  fc^^e  endeavoured  in  vain  to  procure  any 

the  only  modern  exccjit  Coray  who  has  dis-  tidings   or  traces   of  its  existence.    There  was 

uished  himself  by   a  knowledge  of  Hellenic,  ,n  academy   in  St.  Petersburg  for  the  Greeks; 

8  be  the  Polyxois  Lampanitziotes  of  Yanina,  but  it  was  suppressed  by  Paul,  and  has  not  been 

has  published  a  number  of  editions   in  Ro-  revived  by  hU  successor. 

J,  was  neither  more  nor  less  than  an  itiner-  There  is  a  slip  of  the  pen,  and  it  can  only  be 
vender  of  books;  with  the  contents  of  which  ,  .np  ^f  the  pen,  in  p.  58,  No.  81,  of  the  Edin- 
lad  no  concern  beyond  his  name  on  the  title-  burgh  Review,  where  these  words  occur:— **We 
S  placed  there  to  secure  his  property  in  the  ^^e  told  that  when  the  capital  of  the  Bast 
lication,  and  he  was,  moreover,  a  man  utterly  yielded  to  5olttiiMin.--It  may  be  presumed  that 
itute  of  scholasticacquirements.  Asthenamc,  this  last  word  will,  in  a  future  edition,  be  alt«ir- 
evcr.  is  not  uncommon,  some  Oiher  Polysois  ed  to  Mahomet  II.  •)  The  "ladies  of  ConsUn- 
have  edited  the  Epistles  of  Aristcnatns.  tinople/'  it  seems,  at  that  period  spoke  a  dia- 
ls to  be  legretted  that  the  system  of  con-  lect,"  which  would  not  have  disgraced  the  lips 
ntal  blockade  has  closed  the  few  channels  of  an  Athenian."  I  do  not  know  how  that  might 
ugh  which  the Greelw  received  their  public-  be,  but  am  sorry  to  say  the  ladies  in  general, 
M,  particularly  Venice  and  Trieste.  Even  ^nd  the  Athenians  in  particular,  arc  muchalter- 
Mmmon  grammars  for  children  are  become  ^d ;  being  far  from  choice  either  in  their  dialect 
dear  for  the  lower  orders.  Amongst  their  „,  expressions,  as  the  whole  Attio  race  are  bar- 
inal  works  the  Geography  of  Meletius,  Arch-  barous  to  a  proverb: 
op  of  Athens,  and  a  multitude  of  theological 

*tos  and  poetical  pamphlets  are  to  be  met  '^  A^ijya  jr^onj  X^9^ 

I :  their  grammars  and  lexicons  of  two,  three,  Ti  yai  dagovg  Tgea>eiQ  roi^a.** 

four  languages  are  numerous  and  excellent.  ,    ^n..           «          «»•  i  ^i.    »  n      < 

ir  poetry  if  in  rhyme.    The  most  singular  In  Gibbon,roLI.^  161,  ia  the  following  sentence!- 

:e  1  have  lately  seen  is   a  satire  in  dieloaue  _____„ 
reen  a  Russian,  English,  and  French  traveller, 

the  VVaywode  of  Wallachia  (or  Blackbey,  •)  In  «  former  number  of    the   Edinburgh 

hey  term  him) ,   an  archbishop,  a  merchaat.  Review,   1808,    it   is  observed,    "liord   Byron 

Cogia  Bachi  (or  primate),  in  succession;  to  passed  some   of  his   early  years   in  Scotland, 

of  whom  under  the  Turks  the  writer  attri-  where    he    might    have   learned   that  pibroch 

s  their  present  degeneracy.  Their  songs  are  does  not  mean  a  bagpipe,  any  more  than  duet 

ptimcs   pretty   and  pathetic,  but  their  tunes  means  a  fiddle."     Query,— Was  it  in  Scotland 

crally  unpleasing  to  the  ear  of  a  Frank:  the  that  the  young  gentlemen   of  the  Edinburgh 

igthe.f^mouB^^^^vre  jraideg  TdJv  JEA/ijyeov,^''  Review  learned    that    Solyman  means   Mako- 

he  unfortunate  Riga.    But  from  a  catalogue  tnet  11.  any  more  than  eritieiem    means    in- 

lore  than  sixty  authors,  now  before  me,  only  fallibility  f— hut  thus  it  is, 

en  can  be  found  who  have  touched   on  any  i*Cadlmus  inqne  vicem  pnsbemus  crura  sagittis^' 

se  except  theologv.  ^                "^                          ^     ^ 

am  entrusted  with  a  commission  by  a  Greek  The  mistake  seemed  so  completely  a   lapse  of 

thens  named  Marmarotouri  to  make  arrange-  the  pen  (from  the  great  etmilarity  of  the  two 

ts,    if    possible,    for  printing    in  London  a  words,  and  the  total  abnenee  of  error  from  the 

tslatlonof  Bartbelemi's  Anacharsis  iuRomaic,  former  pares  of  the  literary  leviathan) ,  that 

^e   has   no  other  opportiuity,  unless  he  des-  I   should   nave   passed   it   over  as  in  the  text, 

hes   the   MS.    to   Vienna   by   the  Black  Sea  had  I  not  perceived   in  the  Edinburgh  Review 

Danube.  much  facetious    exultation  on   all  such  detee- 

he   reviewer  mentions  a  school   established  tions,  particularly  a   recent  one,  where  words 

lecatonesi,  and  suppressed  at  the  instigation  and   syllables  are  subjects  of  disquisition  and 

lebastiani :  he  means  Cidonies,  or  in  Turkish,  transposition  ;    and    the    abovementioned    na- 

vali;  a  town  on  the  continent    where  that  rallel-passage    in    my    own    case    irresistibly 

itution  for    a    hnudred   students   and   three  propelled  me  to  hint  how  much  easier  it  is  to 

essors  still  exietw.    It  is  trae  that  this  esta-  be  critical  than  correct.  The  gen l/emen.  having 

bment  was  disturbed  by  the  Porte,  under  the  enjoyed    raanv  a  triumph   on    such   victories, 

eulons   pretext  that  the   Greeks  were   con-  will   hardly  begrndge  me  a  slight  OMKiM  for 

cting  a  fortress  instead  of  a  college  ;  but  on  the  preaent. 


tliM  IhlR  ■■  m  pr»r  Ibmt  tke  iplrll  of  laqair;  !■ 
BCl  llaTBIBt  usMgtt  Iks  Orcclii. 

Tk«  Revlevcr  iieBtiiini  Mr.  Wrlglil,  Ita  sn- 
Abt  af  Ihs  beiuIiroL  paen  "Hen  laiiw,"  u 
qullfled  ta  flTe  deUlli  of  thne  noalul  Hd- 
■u.  tai  degCHonie  areeLi,  ind  bIid  a[  llieli 
laiinilife:  bat  Mr.  Wrighl,  (baiigb  ■  ganJ  pnet 
uilan  able  mn,  hu  niadF  a  miitabc  where  ba 
aIMM  Iba  Albanian  dUlm  of  thn  Roniale  la 
spnroilmale  nrarnl  lo  the  HFllrnIt:  Tor  Ihe 
AltMBlani  ■n«k  ■  Romaic  e<  niitoi[qiii1y  cor- 
npl  ai  the  Scateh  or  Aberdepaiblre,  or  iha  Ila- 
llui  of  K'ap lei.  YaBlna  Iwbere.  next  to  the  Pa- 
gal,  Ibe  Oieeli  <•  pnreilf  allhaiiEh  the  eanltal 
af  All  Pachaa  •loBlniaai,  la  net  in  : 
Eptroi ;  and  beyond  Selvlnafii:  in  A 
par  np  (o  Aicroeailro  and  Tepali 
wUck  1  did  aet  adiaace)  Ihrripeak  vu.»  ». 
Iliaa  eiea  the  Athrplana.  I  wai  allcnded  fc 
bair  by  Ivo  of  theiia  ilBinlBr  ma 
. --— p,e  i.  Iltrrrr      - 


A  J  ban  [a  bul 
nia  Pio- 
(beyDBd 


I  (vhon 


have  leeo,  bdI  obU  ai  faoae,    bnl  I . 

Df  IweBI;  thDOianJ  [a  (he  anB}>  of  Vel;  Packa) 

traliad  far  Ifaeir  GrceL,  hal  aftea  lanahed  al 
ir  Iheir  pravlncial  barbariaiai. 
I  hava  In  mj  poueiiloB  abont  (wenlr-five  let- 
ten,  aBDOgfl  w&ieh  ioma  from  the  Bev  of  Co- 
riBtl,  vriUeBloBa  bj>aun*,  (beCo|[faBach<, 
■ad  alhrra  b;  the  draceaan  af  the  Calmacan 
af  IheMorea  (wbleklaal  favrrai  ia  Velf  Pacba'i 
■bieaoe)  which  are  aaid  to  ba  favanrahla  apeclDeBi 
•f  IkelT  rptibilarv  itjle.  I  atia  reeeiied  ■one  at 
CoMlamtfBople  tram  privale  aerMRa,  trrlUea  In 
a  a«l  hyperbolical  atyle,  (nl  la  the  Inie  an- 
liqne  ebaraetar. 
Tha  Reviewer  praeeed),  after  loKe  reiaarka 
B  tka  toBfae  la  ui  paat  and   preieat  atalo,    lo 

laBfnan  ki 
>  let)  lAel; 


lera,  or  to  eaaeel  tho  renaBbi 
I  kaia  formcrl}  piiblitbEd,  I 
aenae  of  rb«  impraprlalj-  af 
reaeBlnenn  wilh  a  ditautaitii 
kind,  and  more  paKlCQUrl;   m 


riviUlT,  lery  comfortable  la  * 
It  la  kaiardniri  u  lay  nncfa 
Tarki  and  1  urkey  :  >lBce  il 
amaagal  tkem  twealj  yrara 
iaformalioa,  at    leut   from   li 

aa  cnmpUInt  lo  makp;  bal 
■  any  civllitin  (I  might  almo 
ikip) ,  anJ  niich  koapittlfly, 
IBB  Veil  Paeka  nf  Ike  Mnrea, 
af  kirii  rank  la  the  provlacn 
laM  Goieranr  of  Al^raa,  ■■ 
wan  a  baa  rivaal,  aad  ■■  a< 
ever  aat  eroiil(«|:ed  at  a  try 
lag  the  caraivat,  abea  oar  Ea 
maaqumdloiE.  bolk  himielf  I 
were  more  kippr  la  "receive 
dowaf;er  Ib  Grn 

kia  friefld  and  > 


,  the  f^ 
earned  Irom  tabje  perfectly 
einb  In  Cbrlitcndom )  while 
wade  kimieir  Irlunpked  la  kia 

la  all  moBpy-lraaaaetiiiBB  wi 
ever  fnoad  tke  alrleleil  boaoBi 
ialereilcdaeai.  Ib  lraB»rlii 
IkeiB,  Ikera  aro  Boae  af  Ihnae 
uader  the  aane  of  iBIereat, 
chanice,  caiamiMlaB,  aairnriBlr 
lo  a  Greek  coaial  U  caak  bflla, 
hanaai  Ib  Para. 

VVIih  regard  to    pmeRia,  ai 
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;A  theme  to  crowds  that  knew  them  not, 

Lamented  bj  admiring  foef, 
'Who  would  not  fhare  their  glorioot  lotf 

Who  would  not  die  the  death  they  choeef 

And,  gallant  Parker!  thiu  enehrined 
Thy  life,  thy  fall,  th^  fame  shall  be; 

And  early  valour,  glowing,  find 
A  model  in  thy  memory. 

But  there  are  breaits  that  bleed  with  thee 
In  woe,  that  glory  cannot  quell; 

^nd  shuddering  hear  of  victory. 

Where  one  so  dear,  so  dauntless,  fell. 

IVhere  shall  they  turn  to  mourn  thee  less? 

When  cease  to  hear  thy  cherishM  name? 
Time  cannot  teach  forgetfulness. 

While  Griefs  full  heart  is  fed  by  Fame. 

Alas !  for  them,  though  not  for  thee. 
They  cannot  choose  but  weep  the  more; 

Deep  for  the  dead  the  grief  must  be. 
Who  ne^r  gave  cause  to  mourn  before. 


When  thou  wert  changed,  they  alterM  too; 

The  chain  is  broke,  the  music  mute : 
Tit  past — to  Uiem  and  thee  adieu— 

False  hearty  frail  chain,  and  silent  Infe! 


TO  A  LADY  WEEPIKO. 

Wbbp,  daughter  of  a  r«»yal  line, 
A  Sirens  disgrace,  a  realm^s  decay ; 

Ah,  happy  !  if  each  tear  of  thine 
Could  wash  a  father's  fault  away! 

Weep— for  thy  tears  are  Virtue^  tears  — 
Auspicious  to  these  suffering  isles ; 

And  be  each  drop  in  future  years 
Repaid  thee  by  thy  people^s  smiles ! 

iVarcA,  1812. 


FROM  THE  TURKISH. 

Tm  chain  I  gave  was  fair  to  view. 
The  lute  I  added  sweet  in  sound. 

The  heart  that  offered  both  was  true. 
And  ill  deserved  the  fate  it  found. 

These  gifts  were  charm*d  by  secret  spell 
Thy  truth  in  absence  to  divine; 

And  they  have  done  their  duty  well, 
Alas !  they  could  not  teach  thee  thine. 

That  chain  was  firm  in  every  link. 
But  not  to  bear  a  stranger's  touch ; 

That  lute  was  sweet— till  thoii  cooldstthlBk 
In  other  hands  its  notes  were  such. 

Let  him,  who  from  thy  neck  anboand 
The  chain  which  shiver'd  in  his  grasp, 

Who  saw  that  late  refuse  to  toand, 
Restring  the  chordf,  renew  the  claip. 


SONKKT. 

VO      OBHBVaA. 

l^Ri  eyes*  blue  tenderness,  thy  long  fair 

hair. 
And    the   wan   lustre  of    thv  features— 

caught 
From   contemplation   —    where  serenely 

wrought. 
Seems  Sorrow*s  softness  charmM  from  its 

despair — 
Have  thrown  tnch  speaking  sadness  in  thine 

air, 
That  —  bat  I  know  thy   blessed  bosom 

fraught 
With  mines   of   unalloyed    and  stainless 

thought — 
I  should  have  deem'd  thee  doom'd  to  earthly 

care. 
With  such  an  aspect,  by  his  coloors  blent. 
When  from  his  beauty-breathing  pencil 

bom, 
(Except  that  ihou  hast  nothinr  to  repent) 
The  Magdalen  of  Guide  saw  Ae  morn- 
Such  seemst  thou— but  how  much  more 

excellent ! 
With  nought  Remorse  can   claim  —  nor 

Virtue  scorn. 


SONNET, 
vo    «BiinvaA. 

Tmr  cheek  is  pale  with  thought,  bat  aot 

from  woe. 
And  yet  so  lovely,  that  if  mirth  could  flush 
Its  rose  of  whiteness  with  the  brightest 

blush. 
My  heart  would  wish  away   that  ruder 

glow  !— 
And  dazzle  not  thy  deep-blue  eyes — ^but  ohi 
While  gazing  on  them  sterner  eyes  will 

gush. 
And  into  mine  mv  mother's  weakness  rush, 
Soft  as  the  last  drops  round  heaven's  airy 

bdw. 
For,   through  thy  long  dark  lashes  low 

depending, 
The  soul  of  melancholy  Gentleness 
Gleams  like  a  seraph  from  the  sky  det- 

cending. 
Above  all  pain,  yet  pitying  all  distress ; 
At    once    sach    majesty    with    sweetnees 

blending, 
I  worship  more,  bnt  cannot  lore  thee  letf. 
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INSCRIPTION 

UH  THE  MONUMCNT  OP  A   RBWPOimDLAllD-DOQ. 

Whbm  tome  proad  son  of  man  Tetnms  to 

earth. 
Unknown  to  glory,  but  upheld  bj  birth, 
The  8culptor^8  art  exhausts  the  pomp  of  woe, 
And  storied  urii8  record  who  re«tfl  below ; 
When  all  U  done,  upon  the  tomb  is  seen. 
Not  what  he  was,  but  what  he  should  have 

been: 
But  the  poor  dog,  in  life  the  ftrmest  friend, 
The  first  to  welcome,  foremost  to  defend, 
IVhose  honest  heart  is  still  his  master^s  own, 
Who  labours,   fights,    lives,    breathes  for 

him  alone, 
IiiihonourM  falls,  unnoticed  all  his  worth, 
Denied  in  heaven  the  soul  he  held  on  earth: 
While  man,  vain  insect!   hopes  to  be  for- 
given, 
And  claims  himself  a  sole  exclusive  heaven. 
Oh  man !  thou  feeble  tenant  of  an  hour. 
Debased  by  slavery,  or  corrupt  by  poMer, 
Who  knows  thee  well  must  quit  thee  with 

disgust. 
Degraded  mass  of  animated  dust ! 
Thy  love  is  lust,  thy  friendship  all  a  cheat, 
Thy  smiles  hypocrisy,  thy  words  deceit! 
By  nature  vile,  ennobled  but  by  name. 
Each  kindred  brute  might  bid  thee  blush 

for  shame. 
Ye !  who  perchance  behold  thli4  simple  urn. 
Pass  on-— it  honoon  none  you  wish  to  mourn: 
To  mark  a  friend>  remains  these  stones 

arise, 
I  never  knew  but  one,  and  here  he  lies. 

yewBiead  Abbvy,  Oct.  30,  1808. 


FAREWELL. 

Fa&bwblIi  !  if  ever  fondest  prayer 

For  others*  weal  availed  on  high. 
Mine  will  not  all  be  lost  in  air, 

But  waft  thy  name  beyond  the  iky. 
^Twere  vain  to  speak,  to  weep,  to  sigh : 

Oh!  more  than  tears  of  blood  can  tell. 
When  wrung  from  guilts  expiring  eye, 

Are  in  that  word — Farevdl!-  Farewell! 

These  lips  are  mute,  theie  eyes  are  dry ; 

But  in  my  bruist,  and  in  my  brain. 
Awake  the  pangs  that  pass  not  by. 

The  thought  that  ne'er  shall  sleep  ap^in. 
Mysoul  nor  deigns  nor  dares  complain, 

Though  grief  and  passion  there  rebelj 
I  only  know  we  loved  in  vain — 

I  only  feel— Farewell!— Farewell! 


Bu«HT  be  the  place  of  thy  soul ! 

No  lovelier  spirit  than  thine 
E*er  biirit  from  its  mortal  control. 


In  the  orbs  of  the  bleaaed  to  tfaina 
On  earth  thou  wert  all  but  divine. 

As  thy  soul  shall  immortally  Im*; 
And  our  sorrow  may  cea^e  to  repini 

When  we  know  that  thj  God  is  witi 

Light  be  the  turf  of  thy  tomb ! 

May  its  verdure  like  emeralds  be: 
There  should  not  be  the  shadow  of  | 

In  aught  that  remindit  an  of  thee. 
Young  flowers  and  an  evergreen  tree 

May  spring  from  the  spot  of  thy  i 
But  nor  cypress  nor  yew  let  us  see; 

For  why  should  we  moiim  for  the 


Whki  we  two  parted 

In  silence  and  tears. 
Half  broken-hearted 

To  sever  for  years. 
Pale  grew  thy  cheek  and  cold. 

Colder  thy  kiss; 
Truly  that  hour  foret<ild 

Sorrow  to  this. 

The  dew  of  the  morning 

Sunk  chill  on  ray  brow — 
It  felt  like  the  warning 

Of  what  I  feel  now. 
lliy  vows  are  all  broken. 

And  light  is  thy  fame; 
I  hear  thy  name  spoken. 

And  share  in  its  shame. 

They  name  thee  before  me, 

\  knell  to  mine  ear  ; 
A  shudder  comes  o*er  me — 

Why  wert  thou  so  dear? 
They  know  not  I  knew  thee. 

Who  knew  thee  too  well : — 
Long,  long  shall  I  rue  thee. 

Too  deeply  to  tell. 

In  secret  we  met — 

In  silence  I  grieve. 
That  thy  heart  could  forget. 

Thy  spirit  deceive. 
If  I  should  meet  thee 

After  long  years. 
How  should  I  greet  thee  ? — 

With  silence  and  tears. 


STANZAS  FOR  MUSIC. 

Thbrb  be  none  of  Beauty^s  danghli 

With  a  magie  like  thee; 
And  like  music  on  the  waters 
Is  thy  sweet  voice  to  me: 
When,  as  if  its  sound  were  g«n*i^^g 
The  charmed  ocean*s  pausing. 
The  waves  lie  still  and  gleaming. 
And  the  InlPd  winds  seem  dreaalog. 
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dtnatioB  It  eoBBiaBdiBf.  Gcaerml  Mareeaii  be- 
tleged  it  in  vaia  for  •ome  time,  and  I  alept  in  a 
roeai  where  I  was  tkown  a  window  at  whiek  be 
la  said  to  bave  been  standing  obser^-ing  tbe  pro- 
greaa  of  tbe  siege  by  moonligbt,  wben  a  ball 
struck  iflunediatelj  below  it. 

Mhuepuhhred  them  roam'dy  mud  akriek'd  eoek 
wanden'ng  ghott,  [p.  31.  St.  68. 
Tke  cbapel  is  destroyed,  and  tbe  pyramid  of 
bones  diminisked  to  a  sinall  number  by  tbe  Bnr- 
gundian  legion  in  tbe  ser>-ioe  of  Prance,  wbo 
aniionsly  effaced  this  record  of  their  ancestors* 
less  successful  invasions.  A  fbw  still  remain, 
notwithstanding  the  pains  taken  by  the  Hurgnn- 
dians  for  ages  (all  who  passed  that  way  removing 
a  bnne  to  their  own  country) ,  and  the  loss  Just- 
ifiable larcenies  of  the  Swiss  postillions,  who 
carried  them  off  to  sell  for  kaifekandles,  a  pur- 

(oae  for  wkick  tke  wkiteness  imbibed  by  the 
leaching  of  years  had  rendered  them  in  great 
request.  Of  these  relica  1  ventured  to  bring 
Away  as  much  as  mav  have  made  the  quarter  of 
a  hero,  for  which  tae  sole  e&cuse  is,  that  if  I 
had  not,  the  neit  passer  by  might  have  pervert- 
ed them  to  worse  uses  than  the  careful  preterv- 
•tioa  which  I  intend  for  them. 

L99dtd  Jventieumkaik  ttrew^d  her  tu^^et  landM, 

[p.  31.  St.  85. 
Aventicnm  (near  Morat)  was  the  Roman  capi- 
tal of  Helvetia,  where  Avencbes  now  stands. 

jimd  held  withim  their  um  one  mind,  one  heart, 
one  dtut,  [p.  31.  St.  66. 

Jnlia  Alpinala,  a  young  Aventian  priestess, 
died  MOB  after  a  vain  endeavour  to  save  her 
Ikther,  coadomaed  to  death  as  a  traitor  by  An- 
laa  Cactna.  Her  epitaph  was  discovered  many 
jftars  ago ;— it  is  thus—  I 

Julia  Alpinula 

Hie  Jaceo, 

Infelicis  patris  infelii  proles. 

Dob  Aventias  Sacerdos. 

Bxorare  patris  necem  non  petal; 

Male  mori  in  fatis  illi  erat. 

Vixi  annos  XXIII. 

I  know  of  no  kuman  composition  so  aflTecting 
as  tkii,  nor  a  kistory  of  deeper  interest.  These 
are  the  names  and  actioas  which  ought  not  to 

Kish,  aad  to  «rbich  we  turn  with  a  true  and 
Ithy  tenderness,  from  the  wretched  and  glit- 
teriag  detail  of  a  confused  mass  of  conquests 
•Ad  tattles,  with  which  the  mind  is  roused  for  a 
time  to  a  false  and  feverish  sympathy,  from 
wheaee  it  recart  at  lea|[th  with  all  the  nausea 
•eaaequent  oa  such  intoiication. 

in  the  eun't  face,  Uke  yoitiler  jilmfme  enow. 

[p.  31.  St.  67. 

This  is  written  in  the  eye  of  Mont  Blanc 
(Jane  3d,  1816)  which  even  at  this  distaaee  das- 
ales  mine. 

(July  aoth.)  I  this  day  obser\ed  for  some  time 
the  distinct  reflection  of  Mont  Blanc  aad  Moat 
Argenti^re  in  the  calm  of  the  lake,  which  I  was 
crossing  in  my  boat ;  the  distaaee  of  these  aoaa- 
tains  from  their  mirror  is  60  miles. 

Bn  the  blue  rtuhiug  of  the  arrowy  Rhone, 

[p.  31.  St.  71. 
'I^ie  colour  of  tbe  Rhone  at  Geneva  is  blue,  to 
a  depth  of  tint  which  1  have  never  seen  equalled 
in  water,  salt  or  fresh,   except   in  the  Mediter- 
ranean and  Archipelago. 

Ttan  vulgar  mfnds  may   be   with  all  they  seek 
potett.  [p.  32.  St.  7t. 

This  refers  to  the  account  in  bis  "ronfessions  "  : 
of  his  passion   for   tbe  Cnmtesse  d*IIoudetot  (the 
mistress  of  St  Lambert)  aad  his  long  walk  everv 
noraing  for  the  §ake  of  tht*  single  kiss  which 


was  the  eommon  ■alatatloa  of  Freneh  aeqaafat- 
ance.— Rousseau's  description  of  his  feeling*  oa 
this  occasion  mav  be  considered  as  tbe  most  pas- 
sionate, yet  not  impure,  description  and  expres- 
sion of  love  that  ever  kindled  into  words ;  which 
after  all  must  be  felt,  from  their  very  force,  ta 
be  inadequate  to  the  deliaeation :  a  painting  eaa 
give  BO  tafficient  idea  of  the  ocean. 

Of  earth-4'ergaaing  mounloMs. 

[p.  33.  St  §1. 

It  is  to  be  recollected,  that  the  most  beautiful 
and  impressive  doctrines  of  tbe  divine  Founder 
of  Christianity  were  delivered,  not  in  the  ZVmj>le, 
bat  OB  the  Mount. 

To  wave  the  questioa  of  devotion,  and  turn  to 
human  eloquence,  the  most  effectual  and  splrndid 
specimens  were  not  pronounced  within  walls. 
Demosthenes  addressed  the  public  and  popular 
assemblies.  Cicero  spoke  in  the  forum.  Thai 
this  added  to  their  effect  on  the  mind  of  both 
orator  and  hearers,  may  be  conceived  from  the 
difference  between  what  we  read  of  the  emotions 
then  and  there  produced,  and  those  we  onrselvea 
experience  in  the  perusal  in  the  closet.  It  is 
one  thing  to  read  the  Iliad  at  Sigsum  and  oa 
the  tumuli,  or  by  the  springs  with  mount  Ida 
above,  and  tbe  plain  aad  rivers  and  Archipelago 
around  you;  ana  another  to  trim  your  taper  over 
it  in  a  snug  library— rhils  I  know. 

Were  tke  early  and  rapid  progress  of  what  la 
called  Methodism  to  be  attributed  to  any  causa 
beyond  the  enthusiasm  excited  by  its  vehement 
faith  aad  doctrines  (the  truth  or  error  of  which 
I  presume  neither  to  canvas  nor  to  question)  I 
should  venture  to  ascribe  it  to  the  practice  of 
preaching  ia  the  iieldt,  aad  the  unstudied  aad 
extemporaneous  efuisions  of  its  teachers. 

The  Mussulmans,  whose  erroneous  devotioa 
(at  least  in  the  lower  orders)  is  most  sincere, 
and  therefore  impressive,  are  accustomed  to  re- 
peat their  prescribed  orisons  and  prayers  whera- 
ever  they  may  be  at  the  stated  hours— of  course 
frequently  in  the  open  air,  kneeling  upon  a  light 
mat  (which  they  carry  for  the  purpose  of  a  bed 
or  cushion  as  required) ;  the  ceremony  lasts  »ome 
minutes,  during  which  they  are  totally  absorbed, 
and  only  living  in  their  supplication;  nothiag 
can  disturb  them.  On  me  the  simple  and  entire 
sincerity  of  these  men,  and  the  spirit  which 
appeared  to  be  within  and  upon  them,  made  a 
far  greater  Impression  than  any  general  rlta 
which  was  ever  performed  in  places  of  worship, 
of  which  I  have  seen  those  of  almost  every  per- 
suasion under  the  sun ;  including  most  of  oar 
own  sectaries,  and  the  Greek,  the  Catholic,  the 
Armeaian,  the  Lutheran,  the  Jewish,  and  the 
Mahometan.  Many  of  the  negroes,  of  whom  there 
are  numbers  ia  the  Turkisk  empire,  are  idola- 
ters, and  kave  free  exercise  of  tkeir  belief  aad 
its  rites :  some  of  these  I  had  a  disunt  view  ef 
at  Patras,  and  from  what  I  could  make  out  of 
them,  they  appeared  to  be  of  a  truly  Pagan  de- 
scription, and  not  very  agreeable  to  a  spectator. 

ne  aky  ia  changed  I— and  §ueh  a  change  f  Oh  night. 

[p.  33.  St.  91. 
The  thunder-storms  to  which  these  lines  refer 
occurred  on  the  13th  of  June,  1816^  at  midnight. 
I  have  seen  among  the  Acroceraunian  mountains 
ofl*himari  several  more  terrible,  but  aoae  more 
beautiful. 

And  eunset  into  ro§e-hue§  sees  fheai  vro^kf . 

[p.  34.  St.  91 
Rousseau's  Hel»i»e,  Letter  17,  part  4,  aote.— 
^Ces  montagaes  sent  si  bautes,  qn'une  demi- 
heure  apresle  soleil  couche  leurs  sommets  sont 
encore  ^claires  de  ses  rayons,  dent  le  rouge 
forme  sur  ces  cimes  blanches  use  belle  eouleur 
de  ro9e  qu'on  apper^olt  de  fort  loin." 

This   applies  mot*  v^tV\t»\vt\>j  \.<k  ^^  V»\«axx 
over  Me\V\et\e. 


KOTfiJ  It)  CHlUffi  HAROUra  FILURIBIAOE. 
W  /  act  JU*' ■•)  Btarf,  aWd 


"J-allal  b  Vnar  lagn  k  la  CM,  at  pCBilaat 
tm  Jonri  qui  jj  feiial  wm  voir  DcriHiaaa  ta 

ria  pour  »lls  TJlli  na  ■mcmr  qnl  «'a  (bIvI 
...  I»Q.  m«  JOJH-,  "  Vi  "J  ■  Tall  "taHIr 
oRb  In  heriM  do  moa  roiaaa.  Je  diroia  kdUB' 
irn  k  eeni  aol  sal  do  (oiK  rl  <ial  aut  kbiI- 
iH  :  alln  k  Vciay-vliiln  If  paji,  siaBlan 
»  >Il«,  prsBicaei-Toa*  aar  le  lae,  ct  <lltH  il 
1  iSalire  n'a  paa  fait  ce  baan  pajf  pour  naa 
nlie,  pour  uoe  Claira  at  paar  «■  8(,  Pnui ; 
laii   ae  Ici   y   chtrchti  pai."    Lt*  Ctitfatloiu, 


iaJuly,  ISII,  1 


d  far  .■  la,  o 


iBlIoai 


u  it  alKht  be: 
ve    laadeil  fai 


which  caaiecTated  aad  % 

tha  "!«!• 
■othraia." 


"iv'ij  th 


Il  thepri  .     . 

' '  — * '^' Tfca  Prior    m 

na  vxne  at  hli 
wooda  for  tka  take  of  ■  fair  cuki  or  wisa,  ud 
Bnoauarta  kaa  Icvtllad  part  of  tka  rocka  a1 
Melllaria  la  ' '-  -^ ■  ■     --  — --  ■  - 


I'ka  n 


I  la  I 


^,Z!?,. 


E,  hat  I  CI 


alea 


^umni,'  ■ndftntrsi.'  )M  k 

raJMtit  aid  Gtbboa. 


.•Walk  (tea  «hI/hU>4 

lp.x.SLia, 

"If  it  ka  Ikn, 

Ilu^a'a  Uaoe  bsv*  I  fird  mj  m\ai." 


(far  Dtkari'  gn*f»  tiat  *•*■  ttmrrrtU  frit 

[p.  n  ft.  I 

It  la  laid  hy  HacheraDcanlt  tkat  "Ikn 
tamf  anneikiac  la  Ike  ■iafartaan  of  ai 
cal  fricada  not  aiiptcuiBg  to  (JtCK." 


.  TojafB  ranad  tka  Laka 


■ITF  iDney  of  all  iko  iceaea  Boat  oelebratad  b; 
Baoaacao  la  kia  "Hel.I.e,"  I  eaa  Mfalf  aaT, 
Ikal  la  Ikia  Ikara  la  ao  eiafarraliaa.  It  waald 
be  dirOcull  to  Me  (naraoa  (wlA  (ho  acnn  aroaad 
it,  Vavaj,  Chilian,  BAvarsI,  8t.  Gla|a,  MalUarle, 
Eriai,  ud  the  aatraufa  of  IheHhoKo),  irilhaal 
beiai  farclbl;  attack  oiik  Ha  pacallar  adaptatlaB 
to  Ika  pcraoaa  aad  aveala  wlik  which  II  haa 
bMa  peopled.  But  ibis  ia  aot  all ;  the  fecliu 
with  irfaich  all  aroaad  Clareaa  aad  tha  inpoalta 
rack!  of  Meillotie  i>  Imealed  il  of  a  atill  hifher 
aad  nnre  coupiekeailte  order  tk>B  tka  mere 
■Tmpalkf  with  iadii  idaal  paaaloa  i   It  ie  ■  aeaae 

tnbllme  eapacit;,  aad  of  our  bob  parti  el  pal  Io  a 
or  Lti  loml  aad  of  <ia  glory:  it  la  Ike  great  prla- 
oiple  S  Ihe  DBtvrrae,  wkick  la  tkera  uore  cbb- 
dcaaed,  bnt  not  Iru  BiBBileitrd  ;  aad  of  whiek, 
thaofb  kaowiag  oanrliea  a  part,  wo  loae  nui 
iBdividoalltT,  aad  aiiule  Ip  tke  beaaly  of  tka 
whole. 

If  RoaaMan  bad  levrr  wriitea,  mn  lived,  thr 
laae  twaeiatloai  woold  aot  leaa  have  keloBged 
ta  anch  aceaea.  He  haa  added  to  tha  lalereal 
ot  bla  worka  by  tkeir  adnptioo  i  ko  kai  akowi 
hU  aenae  of  Ikrtr  braDly  by  tke  leleclloai  bol 
Ikey  have  doae  that  for  km  wkick  bo  knaaa 
belBi  conld  do  for  then. 

1  had  the  fonane  [rood  i 
to  aall   from   Meillerie    ( 

aoBfl  tiDF)  te  St.  OiagD  dariag  a  lake-itarD . 
vhiek  added  to  the  BugalUceaca  »t  all  arooaJ 
■llkoDch  Dccaalaaally  aicoaipaaied  by  daBfer  U 
tke  lioat,  which  waa  anair  and  averloided.  II 
WM  aver  tkia  very  part  of  the  lake  that  Roaa. 
iaaa  hu  drlvea  the  boat  of  St.  Preai  aad  Ma- 
dBBie  ftolnar  In  Meillerie  for  ihelter  dariaf  i 

Oa  faiBiai  tke  iboTC  M  St.  Oin|:o,  we  faamd 
Ihai  tlie  wlad  had  keen  eatfleleatly  Mroac  te 
blow  dowB  aone  Oie  old  eheianl-treM  aa  th) 
lewei  paTt  of  the  noaatalaa.  Oa  ibe  oppoait< 
hei(bt  la  •  aeai  eaUad  Ue  ChateaH  de  Clareu 
Tbe  hllla  are  covered  wilkvlaeyarda,  aid  later. 
aperaed  with  aone  anall  bnt  beaatifbl  waoda ;  oat 
of  Iheae  waa  naned  the  "ll<W]nel  de  JoKs,"  aad 
U  la  reaaihable  that,  tkouck  loai  an  cot  dawa 
ky  tke  brotal  ael&ibneaa  of  tke  aoaka  of  SI 
Beiaard  (to  nbom  Ihe  Uad  apperUioedl,  thai 
the  frouad  miibt  be   lacloaed  rats  a  Tlaeyaril 


NOTES   TO    CANTO    IV. 


na  eae*  bmd.^^ 

[p.»M 
ecB    Ibe  Dacal  pikai 


r  covered  lallery,  klfh    ab^a 
Ivlded  ky  a  alaae-waTl     lain    ■    aaMac  aalt 
all.     Tha    «ata-daBfeoB« ,    called   "•aai."  <f 
■Hi,  were  aiak   Ib  the  tkfrk    wall*  ■!  tkrp- 


raa   coadsctrd   ■ 


when  laken 
he  e-llerj  1 
1   back    Int 


ttineled.  Tke  Inw'pnrtal  Ibronrf  'wkid  tk 
rlailaal  waa  takea  ialo  Ihia  erll    la  aew  (ilte 

aowB  by  tke  aama  of  Ike  Brld^  of  SLgkt  Tb 
lOiil  are  uaJer  Ike  Doaria|r  at  Ike  ckiMkat  1 
ke  feat  of  tke  kridn.  lliey  were  farvrt 
welve,  bnt  oa  tke  firel  arrival  at  the  Pnii 
ke  Veaellaal  bBallly  blocked  or  brake  ap  * 
leeper  nf  tkew  dnngeona.  Yen  nay  rtOl.  ban 
er,  deacfnd  b>  a  trap  door,  BJld  eriwl  dew 
hrongk  hoira,  half  choked  br  rabblth,  to  A 
lepth  of  iH'fl  atorle*  below  the  Hrat  rain.  I 
00  are  [a  waat  of  cnaialatlaa  far  Ibe  cilMia 
if  pairielaa  power,  perhapi  yow  Bay  Had  It  there 
{-■rcely  a  ray  of  irghl  gflsiBera  lata  the  aaiw 
rallery  which  lead*  to  tke  cello,  aad  the  fhK 
if  eoaOaeiieBl  Ikenaehea  are  totally  dart.  . 
mall  bole  in  the  wall  ulaliied  tke  daap  air  i 
ke  paaaagea.  Bad  aerved  for  tke  lalrsdaaia  • 
he  priaoaer'a  food.     A    wovdel   pallel,    raiaad 


Ilia    eella   a 


boBi    fi.e 


feaad  wbeB  A 


inlel.     Ualy   oae   prlaoBei 

epabllciaa  deiceided  <its 

lad  ke  ia  lald  ts  hate  beea  reafiacd  elnet 
ean.  Bnt  tha  laaalea  of  the  duageaaa  heMU 
lad  left  Iraeea  af  Ihelr  repeBtaaee,  or  eflhei 
leapalr,  vbieh  are  allll  vielbic,  aad  uy  pe^ 
iwe  aoBothiag  la  reccit  iBteaally.  Saae  alll 
ieUiaed  appear  to  hava  areaded  inlatt,  M 
ithen  to  have  beleB(ed  ta.  (h«  eacreS  bady.  • 
lalr  fraa  their  alnaiBrta,  bal  CnHi  lb*  cbanbi 
mi  belfrlea  wkid  tkey  have  aetaicbed  wpea  * 
mil.  Tha  reader  may  lot  ahtoci  to  aaa  a  ■> 
iliaea  ef  the  raearda  prenplei  by  aa  Urriia 
lolIIBdo.  Aa  aearly  aa  thay  caald  be  capied  I 
Bare   Ihu   Die  peaell,   thiM    al    thaa   an  i 


ark  which  1  heard  Biade,  Ihw 


It  1.  siRiaa  m  i 


NOTES  TO  CHILDE  IUBOL0<S  FIMRUUGE. 


Tke   espy  tit   ku   rolIaHrd,   ■ 


hml  Btatrmmfa  and  Mrngiar  «■¥  be  read  in  t 
lT»t  fmtcrlptioii,  oliich  wm  pmLbli  wriltra 
t  BrlHDcr  eoBflned  fir  lomc  ui  of  (bsIeIt  coi 
■Itted  at  ■  niasrat:  Ibal  CorlMaiiiu  ii  tba  bu 
tf  ■  Hrl*k  OB  1>rn  Pima,  bnt  the  •«■:  a 
*•!  Ac  la*t  iiiliali  evHanllT  an  ■«  ftr  rt 
k  Sm*  CKcm  KattaUea  Bamana. 

Ot  {Mit  a  ttti-Cfielt,  frtih  fnm  tetn 
Bblmg,  mttk  ker  llara  tf  wrmd  ttwert. 

[p.  W.  St. 
An  old  vrllar,  dnerlblir  the  aspsannec 
realH,  hu  made  »■  gr  tkn  abava  \mu.e,  wU 
■reald  aoi  be  peotleal  wre  il  aol  Irue!^ 

"9w  jIt  lU  ful  tHHrna  ttrUm  cnlouJen 
nvrttas  leOur/i  imaftmem  wuii,  Ottmma  fitm 
taa  te  yaftt  Hualttrtr  Maccl  Aaloall  SOe 
flL.^""*  ^'■''"  »'">   "»"«<•.  "dtt.     T«rl 

Un,  lib.  I.  foi.  m. 

la  reiHet  Hum-*  •«»««  an  a*  mm. 

_  [p.  18.  Bl. 

Tka  ■■II  taon  hm  of  tbe  goaJohen,  of  A 
leraats  Kaaiaa,  rroB  iViM't  Janaalaa,  haadti 
■Ith  the  ladrpeadsaca  of  Vaaice.  Bditiau 
Iba  poeai,  olib  the  orlgiaal  oa  oas  colanui,  ai 
[he  Vaaetlwi  nrlUioai  aa  tka  other,  a.  .oi 
>J  Ibe  haalaen.  were  oaee  cniaBea,  aad  a 
Mill  U  be  faaad.  The  faUoiriu  eilraM  'r. 
wna  to  ihav  the  dilTeteue  belweea  the  Taaei 
■plo  ud  tha  "Caata  alia  Bucarlola." 


arrived  at  the  (alaad.  Tber  n*e  ■*.  aamanl 
171,  tba  death  of  Cloriada,  aad  (he  pa- 
-'■•-■    — ■  -"■■  a»l  .las  tbe  VaaetiWa, 


Ikci  of  Amid) 
bet  the  T»c>< 
oho  «ai   ihi 


of  the  two,  aad  wu  fre- 

Seatlj  oblleed  la  praapl  h<i  eanpaaioa,  told  aa 
U  ha  eanld  trmtlair  the  oHciail.  He  added, 
Ibal  he  eoald  ilnr  alaoal  Ibree  baadred  ilaaiaa, 
bat  bad  Bol  iplrlli  (Martfn  wai  ibe  want  be' 
leara   taj  aore,   or   id  ilnf  what  he 


readT  ki 


»i: 


a  bU 


BfTeclli 


tin*  thaa  hi* 


a  Ibeae  nea 


rellow,  "Isob  al  BT  elothea 
tag.'-  Thti  (peeeb  wai  an 
perTaraaaee,  wbiek  habit  al 

tve.  The  rnilatlva  «a*  ahrtLI,  icreaaiaB,  a>d 
BmaoioBODi,  aad  (he  nadoller  heblad  aaaltted 
bii  Toice  bj  hoidlae  hi.  bead  to  oae  aide  of  htt 
moatb.  The  earptaler  aied  a  qalei  aettoa,  whiah 
be  avtileallT  eadeavaared  to  reitrala,   bat   wu 

■' ^  altecetber  la 

._.BI  IhatalaKiat 
I.  «ub  i^oafloed  to  th*  nadolten,  and  that  ai- 
IbDBgh  the  ebaat  !■  leldaa,  II  rrer,  volDBUrj, 
there  are  ailJl  aevenl  aaoBnl  the  lower  elaiiv* 
wh*  are  acqnaiated  with  a  linr  ilaaiBi. 

It  doet  Bol  appear  Ibal  il  I*  miial  for  the  pnr- 
foraien  to  raw  aad  *!■£  at  the  aaiaa  liae.  Al- 
IhoD^  the  veiaei  nf  the  JervMleia  are  bo  loager 
eamallr  bear4,  there  i*  jel  nath  nnaia  aiiea 
Iha  Veaetraa  eaaalaj  aad  apoB  hnUdan,  thoM 
■ITaann  wha  are  aol  anr  or  laforBed  ri*B|# 
to  dlitiBfalab  (he  worda,  mn  faacj  that  bbb* 
af  the  Koadolaa  allll  rnoBBd  with  the  airaiai  ef 
Taiao.  The  writer  of  Hue  reaarki  whieh  ap 
paared  ia  ibe  Corletitiet  of  Ltieninre  anil  rt- 
CDie  hii  haiag  twie*  f  aeted ;  for,  with  lh< 
•epiioa  of  (oae  nhraiet 


:,  he  baa  h 


■■  well  aa  afreeable,  d 


n  fhun  ArtaMo  aad  Tan 

1  pevaliaT  malodT.    Bat  1 
-  •■«  detltBe:-it  1 


uheunnredBa.  of  ibe  gaadoller 


CDBcerBed,   who  altar- 


■alelj  ilag  tba  iirophn.       .  _    . 

eTaatnallT  b;  Roouaan,  tn  whole  h 
prlated  I  H  hai  prnperlj  ao  atladloDi  a 
aad  il  a  lart  af  Bedlon  betweea  the  a 


ScfBl  rid  I 


>a  r  laferaa  a  lul  *'  ap 
mb  d-  Ada,  e  dl  Libia 
Clel  gll  die  hiare,  e 


a  i  i> 


.=e- 


L"  arae  plelMe  da  taatar  ,__    _ 

B  de  Coffredo  la  Inaortal  braara 
Che  at  da  |-  ha  libera  eo  alruila,  a  d« 

Del  noalrn  bnon  Qcifa  la  Senoltara 
u?"'  Bondo  BBtln,  e  de  qnel  Hni^a 


«ke  ap  aad  eonltane  a  iIbbh  oT  thefr  oaae  I 
aUiar  bard. 

Ob  Ibe  lih  nf  lail  Jaanarr.  theaitborofChlli 
Harold,  aad  aaoifaer  RagllibBaB,  the  writer 
hi*  Boliee,   rowed  to  the  l.ido  with  ti 


ler  by  paaaagei  aad  eonne,  by  wklah  oae  tjllable 
la  deulaed  aad  eabelliifard. 

"I  eatered  a  aaadola  by  mDaaiicht ;  oae  ilanr 
placed  blBKir  farwardi,  aad  Ibe  alher  aft.  aad 
thai  Iher  preeeeded  ID  Sl  Georgia.  Oaebegaalb* 
aoBC:  wbea  he  had  eoded  bli  ilrapbe,  the  other 
taali  ap  th*  lay,  aad  ea  eoatlaaad  the  laag  altet- 


teadolier.      Th. 
ifler' leavjoi;   tl 


Bote*  latariably  ratflraed,   bol,  at 

labjecl  aattar  at  thealrophe,  they  laid  a'neatai 

■r  a  (Bailer  lima,  «a*tiaei  aa  aae,  aadwRM- 


h  two  (iBgei 
Id   the  alhpr 

-    .eir  al   II 
HU  A  liii 


Iha  rBaaelallaa  af  ibe  whale  ilrDphe  ai  the  ah- 
)hI  af  fte  paeai  altered. 

"Oathewhole,  hawPTer,  IheHoadawarehaana 
aad  KreaalRi:  they  leeDed,  ia  the  aaBBFr 
of  all  nde  Baeiiillaed  bob.  Id  Bake  the  eicel- 
leaej  oT  Iheir  ilael't  <■  'he  force  af  their  *ala«! 

J    i_! » ^,,,j    y,,    „j,„  ^ 

ni  Vr  u  "«. 
ad  ayaeir  la  a 


very  aapleiual  lilnalloD. 
"My  rnnpanlnn.  to  whoH  I 


T08 


NOTES  TO  CHILDB  HAROLD^S  PILGRUHAGB. 


Unce.  Aeeordlngly  we  got  ont  npoa  the  shore, 
leaving  one  of  the  fingers  fn  the  gondola,  while 
the  other  went  to  the  distance  of  some  hundred 
paces.  They  now  benn  to  sing  against  one 
another,  and  I  kept  wallcing  an  and  down  between 
them  both,  so  as  always  to  ipave  him  who  was 
to  begin  his  part.  I  freauently  stood  still  and 
hearliened  to  the  one  ana  to  the  other. 

"Here  the  scene  was  properly  introduced.  The 
strong  declamatory,  and,  as  it  were,  shrielcing 
■ound,  met  the  car  from  far,  and  called  forth 
the  attention;  the  quickivsnccceding transitions, 
which  necessarilv  required  to  be  sang  in  a  lower 
tone,  seemed  lilce  plaintive  strains  succeeding 
the  vociferations  of  emotion  or  of  pain.  The 
other,  who  listened  attentively,  immediately  be- 
gan where  the  former  left  off,  answering  him  in 
milder  or  more  vehement  notes,  according  as  the 
purport  of  the  strophe  required.  The  sleepv  ca- 
■als,  the  lofty  buildings,  the  splendour  of  the 
moon,  the  deep  shadows  of  the  few  gondolas, 
that  moved  like  spirits  hither  and  thither,  in- 
creased the  strikingpeculiarity  of  the  scene;  and 
amidst  all  these  circumstances*  it  was  easy  to  con- 
fess the  character  of  this  wonderful  harmonv. 

'*It  suits  perfectly  well  with  an  idle  solitary 
mariner,  lying  at  length  in  his  vessel  at  rest  on 
one  of  these  canals,  waiting  for  his  company,  or 
for  a  fare,  the  tiresomeness  of  which  situation 
Is  somewhat  alleviated  by  the  songs  and  poetical 
stories  he  has  in  memory.  He  onen  raises  his 
voice  as  loud  as  he  can,  which  extends  itself  to 
a  vast  distance  over  the  tranquil  mirror,  and  as 
all  is  still  around,  he  is,  as  it  wore,  in  a  soli- 
tude in  the  midst  of  a  lar^e  and  populous  town. 
Here  is  no  rattling  of  carriages,  no  noise  of  foot- 
passengers  :  a  silent  gondola  glides  now  and 
then  by  him,  of  which  the  splashing  of  the  oars 
are  scarcely  to  be  heard. 

"At  a  distance  he  hears  another,  perhaps  ut- 
terly unknown  to  him.  Melody  and  verse  im- 
mediately attach  the  two  strangers ;  he  becomes 
the  responsive  echo  to  the  former,  and  exerts 
himself  to  be  heard  as  he  had  heard  the  other. 
By  a  tacit  convention  they  alternate  verse  for 
verse;  though  the  song  should  last  the  whole 
■ight  through,  they  entertain  themselves  without 
fatigue ;  the  neareri,  who  are  passing  between 
the  two,  take  part  in  the  amusement 

**This  vocal  performance  sounds  best  at  a  great 
distance,  and  is  then  inexpressibly  charming,  as 
It  only  Rilflls  its  design  in  the  sentiment  of  re- 
moteness. It  is  plaintive,  but  not  dismal  in  its 
sound,  and  at  times  it  is  scarcely  possible  to  re- 
frain from  tears.  My  companion,  who  otherwise 
was  not  a  very  delicately  organised  person,  raid 
qnite  unexpectedly :  ^^6  singolare  come  quel 
canto  intenerisce,  e  molto  pin  quaado  lo  cantano 
meglio.*^ 

**1  was  told  that  the  women  of  Libo,  the  long 
row  of  islands  that  divides  the  Adriatic  from  the 
Lagouns  *),  particularly  the  women  of  the  ex- 
treme districts  of  Malamocca  and  Palestrina, 
sing  in  like  manner  the  works  of  Tasso  to  these 
and  similar  tunes. 

**They  have  the  custom,  when  their  husbands 
are  fishing  out  at  sea,  to  sit  along  the  shore  in 
the  evenings  and  vociferate  these  songs,  and 
continuo  to  do  so  with  great  violence,  till  each, 
of  them  can  distinguish  the  responses  rf  her  own 
husband  at  a  distance.** 

The  love  of  music  and  of  poetry  dlatinguis^es 
all  classes  of  Venetians,  even  amongst  the  tune- 
ftil  sons  of  Italy.  The  city  itself  can  occasion- 
ally furnish  respectable  audiences  for  tno  and 
even  three  opera-houses  at  a  time;  and  there 
nre  few  events  In  private  life  that  do  not  call 
forth  a  printed  and  circulated  sonnet.    Does  a 


physletan  or  a  lawyer  take  hie  degree,  or  •  cUt- 
gyman  preach  his  maiden -eermon,  has  a  ssrfsts 
performed  an  operation,  would  a  harleqaii  ai- 
nounce  his  departure  or  kiv  benefit,  are  yoa  Is 
be  congratulated  on  a  marring,  or  a  Uitk.sr 
a  lawsuit,  the  Muses  are  invoked  to  fnraidi  df 
same  number  of  syllablea,  and  the  indiviM 
triumphs  blase  abroad  in  virgin-white  or  psrt^ 
coloured  placards  on  half  the  corners  of  the  » 
pital.  The  last  curtsy  of  a  fa>ourite  **prtBi 
dnnna**  brings  down  a  akower  of  these  pwrtkil 
tributes  from  those  upper  ref^ions,  from  vkicL 
in  our  theatres,  nothing  but  C*upids  and  ibis- 
storms  are   acsustomed   to   deMcend.    There  is  i 

{loetry  in  the  very  life  of  a  Venetian,  which,  ii 
ts  common  course,  is  varied  with  those  snrariin 
and  changes  so  recommendable  in  fictioa,  wt  is 
different  from  the  sober  monotony  of  aanhcn 
existence ;  amusements  are  raised  into  dsiin. 
duties  are  softened  into  amusements,  and  eirtj 
object  beinc  considered  aa  equally  making  a  put 
of  the  business  of  life,  is  announeed  aiid  per- 
formed with  the  same  earnest  indiffereace  m4 
gay  assiduity.  The  Venetian  easerte  ceastastN 
closes  its  columns  with  tke  following  triple  m- 
vertisement 

Charade. 


1 

I 


Exposition  of  the  moat  Holy  Sacrameat  b 
tke  church  of  St. — 


*)  The  writer  meant  Lido,  which  is  not  a 
long  row  of  islands,  but  a  long  islaad:  lUttu, 
the  shore. 


T%etttrm. 

St.  Moses,  opera. 

St.  lienedict,  a  comedy  of  character*. 

St.  Luke,  repose. 
When  it  is  recollected  what  the  Catkolia  Is- 
lieve  their  consecrated  wafer  to  be,  we  majwn- 
haps  think  it  worthy  of  a  more  reepectable  iicbs 
than  between  poetry  and  tke  playkonse. 

Sparta  hath  numy  a  worthier  earn  them  kf. 

[p.  S9.  A.  N. 
The  answer  of  the  mother  of  Brasidas  ts  the 
strangers  who  praised  tke  memory  of  her  sea. 

St.  Mark  yet  sees  hta  item  sskere  Ae  ffssd 
Stand,—  [p.  39.  A  H- 

The  lion  hast  lost  nothing  kj  his  Joaracy  is 
the  Inwtlidea  but  the  gospel  wkick  sfippertrd 
the  paw  that  is  now  on  a  level  with  the  other 
foot.  The  horses  also  sure  retnraed  to  the  ill- 
chosen  spot  whence  they  set  out.  and  are,  m 
before,  half  hidden  under  tke  porck- window  si 
St.  Mark's  church. 

Their  history,  after  a  desperate  struggle,  km 
been  satisfactorily  explored.  Tke  decisions  ui 
doubts  of  Erisso  and  Zanetti,  and  lastly,  of  ikc 
Count  fjoopold  Cicognara,  would  ka«e  gi«n 
them  a  Roman  extraction,  and  a  pedigree  ast 
more  ancient  than  the  reign  of  Nero.  Bat  M.  it 
Sehlegel  stepped  in  to  teach  tke  Venetians  ihi 
value  of  their  own  treasures,  and  a  Greek  vif- 
dicated,  at  last  and  for  e\er,  tke  preieasioa  d 
his  countrymen  to  this  noble  proanction.  Mr. 
Mustoxidi  has  not  been  left  without  a  reply ;  hat 
as  yet,  ke  kaa  received  no  answer.  It  sbseM 
seem  tkat  tke  horses  are  irrevocably  China,  sd 
were  transferred  to  Constaalinople  by  Thesds- 
sius.  Lapidary  writing  is  a  fk^onrite  piny  of  the 
Italians,  and  has  conferred  repntatian  en  msit 
than  one  of  their  literary  ekaraeters.  One  tf 
tke  best  specimens  of  Bodoni^a  typography  is  • 
respectable  volume  of  inscription*,  all  wriins 
by  his  friend  Pacciaudi.  Several  were  prepsrri 
for  the  recovered  horses.  It  is  to  be  hopea  *hekit 
was  not  selected,  when  tke  followinr  words  vfn 
mnged  in  gold  letters  above  tke  cainedral  psnk 
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NofhiBf  ihall  be  raid  of  the  Letin,  bat  it  may 
be  permitted  lo  obsenre,  that  tbe  injattice  of  the 
Veoetians  In  traDfiportin{|^  the  ho  net  from  Con- 
■taatinople  was  at  least  eqoal  to  that  of  the 
French  in  carrying  them  to  Paris,  and  that  it 
would  have  been  more  prudent  to  have  avoided 
all  allusions  to  either  robbery.  An  apostolic 
prince  should,  perhaps,  have  objected  to  affiiing 
over  the  principal  entrance  of  a  metropolitan 
ehnrch  an  inscription  having  a  reference  to  any 
other  triumphs  than  those  of  religion.  Nothing 
less  than  the  pacification  of  the  world  can  eiense 
•nch  %  solecism. 

f%0  Suabian  &ued,  and  now  the  Au&trian  reigna — 
An  Emperor  tramptee  where  an  Emperor  knelt, 

fp.  39.  St.  12. 

After  many  vain  efforts  on  the  part  of  the 
Italians  entirely  to  throw  off  the  yoke  of  Fre- 
dericBarbarossa,  and  as  fruitless  attempts  of  the 
Emperor  to  make  himself  absolute  master  through - 
ont  the  whole  of  his  Cisalpine  dominions,  tJie 
bloody  struggles  of  four  ana  twenty  years  were 
bapplly  brought  to  a  close  in  the  city  of  Venice. 
The  articles  of  a  treaty  had  been  previously 
agreed  upon  between  Pope  Alexander  III.  and 
Barbarossa,  and  the  former  having  received  a 
safe  conduct,  had  already  arrived  at  Venice  from 
Ferrara,  in  company  with  the  ambassadors  of 
the  king  of  Sicily  and  the  consuls  of  the  Lom- 
bard league.  There  still  remained,  however, 
many  points  to  adjust,  and  for  several  days  the 
peace  was  believed  to  be  impracticable.  At  this 
Joacture  it  was  snddenlr  reported  that  the  Rm- 
peror  had  arrived  at  Chioxa,  a  town  fifteen  miles 
flrem  the  capital.  The  Venetians  rose  tumult- 
■oaply,  add  insisted  upon  immediately  eondurt- 
iBg  him  to  the  citr.  The  Lombards  took  the 
mlarm  and  departed  towards  Treviso.  The  Pope 
himself  was  apprehensive  of  some  disaster  if 
Frederic  should  suddenly  advance  upon  him,  but 
was  reassured  by  the  prudence  and  address  of 
Sebastian  Zfani,  the  Doge.  Several  embassies 
passed  between  Chioza  and  the  capital,  until, 
at  last,  the  Emperor  relaxing  somewhat  of  his 
pretensions,  **laid  aside  his  leonine  ferocity,  and 
pot  on  the  mildness  of  the  lamb.*'  *) 

On  Saturday  the  23d  of  July,  inthe  year  1177, 
all  Venetian  galleys  transferred  Frederic,  in 
great  pomp,  from  Chioza  to  the  island  of  Lido, 
a  mile  from  Venice.  Early  the  next  morning  the 
Pope,  accompanied  by  the  Sicilian  ambassadors, 
and  by  the  envoys  of  Lombardy,  whom  he  had 
recalled  from  the  main  land,  together  with  a 
great  concourse  of  people,  repaired  from  the  pa- 
triarchal palace  to  Saint  MarVs  church,  and  so- 
lemnly absolved  the  Emperor  and  his  partisans 
from  the  excommunication  pronounced  against 
him.  The  Chancellor  of  the  Empire,  on  the  part 
of  his  master,  renoiiaced  the  auti-poprs  and 
their  schismatic  adherents.  Immediately  the  Doge, 
with  a  great  suite  both  of  the  clergy  and  laity, 

Sot  on  board  the  ealleys,  and  waiting  on  Fre- 
eric,  rowed  him  in  mighty  state  from  the  Lido 
to  the  capital.  The  Emperor  descended  from  the 
galley  at  the  quay  of  the  Piassetta.  The  Doge, 
the  patriarch,  his  bishops  and  clergy,  and  the 
people  of  Venice  with  their  crosses  and  their 
fltandards,  marched  in  solemn  procession  before 
him  to  the  church  of  Saint  Mark.  Alexander 
was  seated  before  the  vestibule  of  the  basilica, 
attended  by  his  bishops  and  cardinals,  by  the 
patriarch  of  Aqnileja,  by  the  archbishops  and 
bishops  of  Lombardy,  all  of  them  in  state,  and 
clothed  in  their  church- robes.  Frederic  approach- 


*)  "Qnibns  auditis,  imperator,  operante  eo, 
qui  corda  principum  sicot  vnlt  et  qiiando  vult 
hnmiliter  inclinat,  leonina  ferltate  deposita, 
ovinam  mansnetndinem  iniluit.*'  Romualdi  Sa- 
lernitani  f^hronicon ,  apud.  Script-  Her.  Ital. 
torn.  VII.  p.  229. 


ed— "moved  by  the  Holy  Spirit,  veneratfaff  the 
Almighty  in  the  person  or  Alexander,  lajlag 
aside  his  imperial  dignity,  and  throwing  off  hia 
mantle,  he  prostrated  himself  at  full  length  at 
the  feet  of  the  Pope.  Alexander,  with  tears  ia 
his  eyes,  raised  him  benignantly  from  the  ground, 
kissed  him,  blessed  him ;  and  immediately  the 
Germans  of  the  train  sang,  with  a  loud  voice, 
**We  praise  thee,  O  Lord."  The  Emperor  thea 
taking  the  Pope  by  the  right  hand,  led  him  to 
the  church,  and  havinc  received  his  benediction, 
returned  to  the  ducal  palace."  The  ceremony 
of  humiliation  was  repeated  the  next  day.  The 
Pope  himself,  at  the  request  of  Frederic,  said 
mass  at  Saint  Mark's.  The  Emperor  again  laid 
aside  his  imperial  mantle,  and,  taking  a  wand  in 
his  hand,  ofiiciated  as  verger,  dri\ing  the  laity 
from  the  choir,  and  preceaing  the  pontiff  to  the 
altar.  Alexander,  after  reciting  the  gospel,  prea^- 
ed  to  the  people.  The  Emperor  put  himself  eloae 
to  the  pulpit  in  the  attitude  of  listening;  and 
the  pontiir,  touched  by  this  mark  of  his  attention, 
for  he  knew  that  Frederic  did  not  understand 
a  word  he  said,  commanded  the  patriarch  of 
Aquileja  to  translate  the  Latin  discourse  into 
the  German  tongue.  The  creed  was  then  chanted. 
Frederic  made  his  oblation  and  kissed  the  Pope't 
feet,  and,  mass  being  over,  led  him  by  the 
hand  lo  his  white  horse.  He  held  the  stirmp, 
and  would  have  led  the  horse*s  rein  to  the  water- 
side, had  not  the  Pope  accented  of  the  inclination 
for  the  performance,  and  anectionately  dismissed 
him  with  his  benediction.  Such  is  the  substance 
of  the  account  left  by  the  archbishop  of  Salerno, 
who  was  present  at  the  ceremony,  and  whose 
story  is  confirmed  by  every  subsequent  narration. 
It  would  be  not  worth  so  minute  a  record,  were 
it  not  the  triumph  of  liberty  as  well  as  of  sn- 
perstilion.  The  states  of  Lombardy  owed  to  It 
the  confirmation  of  their  privileges ;  and  Alci> 
ander  had  reason  to  thank  the  Almighty,  Who 
had  enabled  an  infirm,  unarmed  old  man  to  sob- 
due  a  terrible  and  potQnt  sovereign  *). 

Oh,  for  one  hour  of  blind  old  l^andolo  I 
Tk*  octogenarian  chief,  Byaantium't  conquer- 
ing foe.  [p.  39.  St.  11. 
The  reader  will  recollect  the  exclamation  of 
the  hiehlander:  Oh  for  one  hour  of  Dundee! 
Henry  Dandolo,  when  elected  Doge,  in  1192,  was 
eighty-five  years  of  age.  When  he  commanded 
the  Venetians  at  the  taking  of  Constantinople 
he  was  consequently  ninety-seven  year*  old.  At 
this  age  he  annexed  the  fourth  and  a  half  of  the 
whole  empire  of  Romania  **) ,  for  so  the  Roman 
empire  was  then  called,  to  the  title  and  to  the 
territories  of  the  Venetian  Doge.  The  three- 
eighths  of  this  empire  were  preserved  in  tbe  di- 
plomas until  the  Dukedom  of  Giovanni  Dolfino, 
who  made  use  of  the  above  designation  in  the 
year  1357. 


*)  See  the  above  cited  Romuald  of  Salerno. 
In  a  second  sermon  which  Alexander  preached, 
on  the  first  day  of  August,  before  the  Emperor, 
he  comnared  Frederic  to  the  prodigal  son,  and 
himseu  to  the  forgiving  father. 

**)  Mr.  Gibbon  has  omitted  the  important  «, 
and  hat  written  Romani  instead  of  Romanic 
Decline  and  Fall,  cap.  i.xi.  note  9.  liut  the 
title  acquired  by  Dandolo  runs  thus  in  the 
Chronicle  of  his  namesake,  the  Doge  Andrew 
Dandolo:  Dueali  titulo  addidit.  "(fuarttr  nar- 
tin  et  dimiditt  totiua  imperii  Bomania:"  And. 
Dand.  Chronirnn.  cap.  in.  pars  xxxvit.  ap. 
Script.  Rer.  Ital.  torn.  xii.  page  331.  And  the 
llomaniip  is  obser\ed  in  the  subsequent  acts 
of  the  Doge.  Indeed  the  continental  posses- 
sions of  the  Greek  empire  in  Europe  were  then 
generally  known  by  the  name  of  Romania,  and 
that  app<Jiatiou  is  still  seen  in  the  mays  oC 
TarKcy  as  avvU«^  Iti  'V^x^c«. 


no 
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Daadolo  led  the  ftltack  ob  CoMt«iitinople  la 
perfioB :  two  Hhiitt,  the  Paradise  aad  the  Pilgrim, 
were  tied  together,  and  a  drawbridge  or  ladder 
let  down  from  their  higher  yards  to  the  walla. 
The  Doge  was  one  of  the  first  to  msh  into  the 
city.  Then  wan  completed,  said  the  Venetiaas, 
the  Prophecy  of  the  Erythrran  sybil.  ^A  gather- 
ing together  of  the  powerfal  shall  be  made 
amidst  the  waves  of  the  Adriatio,  under  a  blind 
leader  ;  they  shall  beset  the  goat— they  shall  pro- 
fane Ryxantiiim— they  shall  blacken  her  build- 
ings—her  spoils  shall  be  dinpersed ;  a  new  goat 
shall  bleat  until  they  have  measured  out  and 
run  over  fifty-four  feet,  nine  Inches,  and  a 
half."  •) 

Dandolo  died  on  the  first  day  of  June,  IMS. 
having  reigned  thirteen  years,  six  months,  and 
five  days ,  and  was  buried  in  the  church  of  St 
Sophia ,  at  Gonstaatinople.  Strangely  enough  it 
must  sound,  that  the  name  of  the  rebel  apothe- 
cary who  received  the  Doge's  sword,  and  anni- 
hilated the  ancient  government  in  1791,  was 
Dandolo. 

But  U  not  Doria't  menace  come  to  pataf 
Are  tkeff  not  bridled^  [p.  S9.  St.  IS. 

After  the  loss  of  the  battle  of  Pola ,  and  the 
taking  of  Chiosa  on  the  16tk  of  August,  1S79,  by 
the  united  armament  of  the  Genoese  and  Fran- 
cesco da  (*arrara.  Signer  of  Padua,  the  Venetians 
were  reduced  to  the  utmost  despair.  An  embassy 
was  sent  to  the  conquerors  with  a  blank  sheet 
of  l»aper,  praying  them  to  prescribe  what  terms 
they  pleased,  aud  leave  to  Venice  only  her  in- 
dependence. The  Prince  of  Padua  was  inclined 
to  listen  to  these  proposals,  but  tbe  Genoese, 
who,  after  the  victory  at  Pola,  had  shouted,  **to 
Venice,  to  Venice,  and  long  live  St.  George!" 
determined  to  annihilate  their  rival ,  and  Peter 
Doria,  their  commander  in  chief,  returned  this 
amwcr  to  the  suppliants :  ^*0n  God's  faith,  gentle- 
men of  Venice,  ye  shall  ha\e  no  peace  from 
the  signer  of  Padua,  nor  from  our  commune  of 
Genoa,  until  we  have  first  put  a  rein  upon  those 
unbridled  horses  of  yours,  that  are  upon  the 
Porch  of  your  Evangelist  St.  Mark.  When  we 
have  bridled  them,  we  nhall  keep  yon  quiet.  And 
this  is  the  pleasure  of  us  and  of  our  commune. 
As  for  these  m^  brothers  of  Genoa,  that  you 
have  brought  with  von  to  give  up  to  im,  I  will 
not  have  them :  take  them  back ;  for  in  a  few 
days  hence  I  shall    come  and   let   them   oat  of 

r risen  mvself ,  both  these  and  all  the  others.** 
n  fact,  the  Genoese  did  advance  as  far  as  Ma- 
lamocco,  within  five  miles  of  the  capital;  hot 
their  own  danger  and  the  pride  of  their  enemies 

Save  courage  to  the  Venetians ,  who  made  pro- 
iglons  efforts,  and  many  individual  sacrifices, 
all  of  them  carefully  recorded  by  their  historians. 
Vettor  Piiani  was  put  at  the  head  of  thirty-four 
galleys.  The  Genoese  broke  up  from  Malamocco, 
and  retired  to  Chioza  in  October ;  but  they  again 
threatened  Venice,  which  was  reduced  to  extre- 
mities. At  this  time,  the  1st  of  January,  1380, 
arrived  Carlo  Zeno ,  who  had  been  cruising  on 
the  Genoese  coast  with  fourteen  galleys.  The 
Venetians  were  now  strong  enough  to  besiege  the 
Genoese.  Doria  was  killed  on  the  SSd  of  January 
by  a  stone  bullet  19S  pounds  weight,  discharged 
fk-om  a  bombard  called  the  Trevisan.  Ghiosa 
was  then  closely  invested;  MM  aaiiliaries, 
amongst  whom  were  some  English  Condottieri, 
commanded  bv  one  Captain  Ceccho,  Joined  the 
Venetians.  The  Genoese  in  their  turn ,  prayed 
for  conditions,  but  none  were  granted ,  until,  at 


*)  **Fiet  potentium  in  mU  AdriatMa  cen- 
gregof/o,  ctpco  prieduee,  Htrcum  omA/gent.  By- 
zantfum  profanabunt,  tedificia  deniMrabunt; 
»nelia  dinperf^vntur,  Hircue  novuM  balahit  wique 
dum  Liv  pede9  et  ix  sol//('i«,  et  temia prtemen- 
•uratt  dUcwrrani:'  ^Cfoa\coa^  \Vvd.^t%uau>.\ 


*)  l^onnnllomm  e  aobilitate  Immeasa  fssi 
opes,  adeo  nt  viz  mstimari  pooaiat :  id  qss' 
tribus  e  rehat  eritar,  paraimoaia,  oommerri*. 
atqne  lis  emolaaieBtis ,  qam  e  Repab.  percisi- 
nat,  qa«  hane  oh  caaaaai  dlataraa  fare  ctwi 
tnr.**  —See  da  PriacipaHhaa  Ilalim  TradaM. 
adit,  ion. 


last,  they  inr rendered  at  diacretfoa ;  aad,  sathe 
24th  of  Juae,  1380,  the  Doge  CoaUrlai  mUit  kb 
triumphal  entry  iato  Chiosa.  Foar  thssiisi 
prisoaers,  nineteen  galleyo,  moMj  smaller  vcsisb 
and  barks,  with  all  the  ammaaitioa  aad  ins, 
and  outfit  of  the  eipeditloa .  fell  iato  the  \nk 
of  the  conquerors,  who ,  liaa  it  aot  been  for  ik 
iaeiorable  aaswer  of  Doria ,  woald  have  glsdi 
reduced  their  domiaioa  to  the  city  of  Vemct 
Aa  aconat  of  these  traasactieaa  is  foesd  is  t 
work  called  the  War  of  Chiosa,  writtcs  bj 
Daniel  Chiaasso,  who  was  in  Veaice  at  tbe  fiat 

The  "Planter  of  the  Lion."        [p.  39.  St  li 

Plant  the  Lion—ihmt  Is,  the  Lioa  of  StMsii 

the  sundard  of  the  repablic,  which  is  tbe  srigii 

of  the  word  Paatalooa— Piaata-leoae,  Paatalcsi, 

Pantaloon. 


Thin  Btreete  and  fonijgm,  memecie,  eadb  as  saal 
Ibe  oft  remind  her  wSo  ami  mkmi  entkrob. 

[p.  SO^SlUl 
The  populatioB  of  Veaiee  at  the  ead  ef  Ac     j 


seventeenth  century  aaioaated  to  aearly  t«e  > 
huadred  thousaad  souls.  At  the  last  ccasas,  tahci 
two  years  ago,  it  was  ao  more  thaa  aboat  sac  ' 
hundred  aad  three  thousaad ,  aad  it  dimiaiib« 
daily.  The  commerce  aad  the  official  emplsj- 
mcats,  which  were  to  be  the  naexhaasted  sesrc^ 
of  Venetian  graadeur,  have  both  eapired.  *)  Most 
of  the  patrician  mansioBs  are  deserted,  Mai 
would  graduallv  disappear,  had  aot  the  govera- 
ment,  alarmed  by  the  doBoIitioa  of  seventy-tws, 
during  the  last  two  years ,  eapressly  forbid^ 
this  sad  resource  of  poverty.  Maay  rcmatais 
of  the  Venetian  nobility  are  now  scattered  sa4 
confounded  with  the  wealthier  Jews  upon  the 
baaks  of  the  Brenta,  whose  Palladiaa  palaces 
have  suBk,  or  are  siakiag,  ia  the  geaeral  rfecsy. 
Of  the  "gen til  nomo  Veaoto,  '*  the  aame  is  still 
kaown,  and  that  is  all.  He  is  hut  the  shadsv 
of  his  former  self,  but  he  is  polite  aad  kisd.  It 
surely  may  be  pardoaed  to  him  If  he  is  qaeia- 
loas.  Whatever  may  have  beea  the  vices  of  the 
republic,  and  althoagh  the  aataral  term  sf  its 
existence  may  be  thought  to  foreigners  to  hits 
arrived  in  the  dae  course  of  mortuity,  only  sns 
sentiment  can  be  expected  froai  the  Venertsns 
themselves.  At  no  time  were  the  siibjecU  of  the 
republic  so  unanimoDs  ia  their  reselatioa  ts 
rally  round  the  standard  of  St.  Mark ,  as  whrs 
it  was  for  the  last  time  uafarled ;  aad  the  cow- 
ardice and  tbe  treachery  of  the  few  patricians 
who  recommended  the  fatal  aentrality,  were 
coaftned  to  the  persoas  of  the  traitors  themseivei. 
The  preseat  race  caaaot  be  thoaght  to  regret 
the  loss  of  their  aristooratical  forms,  aad  tss 
despotic  government;  ihej  think  only  on  their 
vanished  Independence.  They  pine  away  at  tbe 
remembrance,  aad  on  this  subject  sosprad  for  a 
moment  their  gay  good-hnmonr.  Venice  may  bs 
said,  ia  the  words  of  the  scripture,  "to  die 
daily;"  and  so  general  aad  so  appareat  iti.ths 
decline,  as  to  become  paiaftsl  to  a  straager,  asl 
recoBciled  to  the  siaht  of  a  whole  natiea  ex- 
piriag  as  it  were  before  his  eyes.  So  artificitl 
a  creation,  having  lost  that  principle  which  callei 
it  into  life  and  supported  its  esisteaee,  mnil 
fall  to  pieces  at  oace,  aad  siak  more  rapMlf 
thaa  it  rose.  The  abhorreaee  of  slavery  wbiiA 
drove  the  Venetians  to  the  sea,  has,  siace  thcif 
disaster,  forced  them  to  the  lead ,  where  tbcy 
may  be  at  least  overlooked  amoagst  the  crsws 
of  depeadantc ,  and  aot  preseat  Uie  hamlliatisg 
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bat  happT  UdiVenniw  »Uck 
HDKlve,   fot  pfailsMpbi   uplrri 


■llabtllti,  ud 
itlmtlon  aloae 


Icgreca  bma 


all  tUlh 

I  portioB  oflheirpon 
am   Iha   irapplap 


ir   kaT^J 

ud  lh«  Br>lil«.  »ilh  a  pride 

d  tn  parads  tkeiriulnl- 
',  ohlcb  <*••  a  orott  aad 


which  11 

T  fEllo»-eitil< 


.nUjKi 


'  had  oci 
1.-.    th«l. 


'rh-T 


tka  atninllBc  iMIiana,  aad  onled  aloaa  low 
iBKrcataferfllei  iaIU  garrcBl,  li  na  onU   Wa 

that  Iha  ptradm,  the  nmit  alafiiilaF,  aad  thar*' 
fore  haiiBg  iha  nwl  agreeahle  aad  aathaatli 
■Ir,  will   ant  ^v*  piaca  (a   the  ra-aalahliahed 


fliil,  that  Laara  waa   b«n, 

wai   bnried ,    aol  la  Avinea, 

~ia  hantalnt  of  Iha  %r|B, 


It  Keau     thn 


hat  ia  the  CDBBIrv.  The 
the  Ihielau  of  Cahrien 
pieleuleai,  aad  lb 


aipioriad  de  la  Saitle  agala 

Jaceaej.    The  hipatheaia  af 

Abhe  had  an  itreajftr  proai  Ihaa  Ike  parsh- 
II  •aanel  aad  BedaTfaaad  aa  the  akelelea  at 
wire  of  IfiiEo  de  Sadc,  aad  the  qi 
o  tha  Vlrglt  af  Pen 


the  maanicrlpl 
■o»  T.  the  Aa 


laiaed  ia  [he  dngrailed  capital,  miRhl  he  lald    broalan    lihrarr.     If  Iheie  prooh  Here  helb  la- 
ler  ID  hanal    the   aceaai   af  ihcir    departed    caateitable,  the  paeirj  wai    wrlltea,  the  sedal 


nl  fraai  uae  who  it,  aatloaallr,  the  friead 
a  all;  of  Ibe  coaqnaror.  It  Bay,  however, 
iwed  to  Bay  thaa  maeh,  that,  to  Ihaie  who 


.  aad  theae  deli 
perfenaed  rooad  the  careaii 
of  the  plane,  tad  hm  hor 
>  o>  the  day  of  her  death.  Thea. 


It  tha 


BOLly  falae. 


.  he  aa  aMecl  of  itai«*niioa  ;  aad  ft  may  bt    fact,  ba 
y   foreleld   that  thia   Daprofitahle  averaloa    VirgiliaJ 

Bot  have  b«cn  eoriecled  bofete  Venite  ahall    ellc*  both  aa  iBconieiiably  true  ;  I 
aaak  iato  the  allaie  of  ber  chaked  eaaala.      doeilon  ii  iaeii table— (hey  are  bsi 

Beeoadly,  laDra  »aa  neier  a. _.._      __ 

Rtdemptlan  rat*  in  ia  lie  ^Itia  Jlhee.  a  haaghty   virgia  rather    than  that   inilrr  aii4 

[p.  IS.  St.  II.    prBdnii   wfe  ifho  bDaonred  Avliaoo  by  oiakiat 
•,ih  of  NIelai.    that  Iowa  the  iheaire  of  an  heaeai  Freath  paa- 
■     -        ■  off  for  oae-aad-twralj   yean 
trg    .f  alleraale   favoora  ni 
the  tint   poet   nf  the   aie.    It 


Tbe  atary  ia  told  to  Plntarehi  L^e  of  NIelai.    that  to 

rteil  Olaof,  Smtdlfft,  StUOtr,  Skmktptarfi  art. 
[p.  U.  St.  IH, 
raterle*  of  I'dr''--    -"- 


Tealee  Preaerredi  Myaterle*  of  (idnlnho!  the    waa,   ladeed ,   n 
nkaataeer.    or    Armcataa;     the     MerebaBI    of    ahonld  be  made 


Dilble   for  ekr 


Chi  Id  re 


.       thefaiihofa.        .     ,  .    _, 

aad  tbedecialoa  ofa  librarlia.  ")  II  li,  howeier, 
Alt  frtm  thefr  nmtwn  irlO  the  loaaea  crew  aaiiafaciory  la  tkiak  thai  the  love  of  Petrarch 
L*flt«tl  M  tt/tlett  and  katt  tkelterd  redlr.  waa  aot  platnale.  The  happioeaa  which  ba 
[p.  M.  St.  «.  prayed  tn  poiaeaa  bat  oaca  and  for  a  aioBeal 
'    ■     -  -     •■'         -id  toBielklBg 


fhaani  la  the   pinral  of  Imae,  a  aoaclea  of  »u  anrety  bdI   of  the  miad, 

Br  paeallar  to  the  Alpa ,   which  oaly    Ihrlvea  Ib  ao  lery  real  aa  a  aiarriace -project,  with  nae  who 

rery  roeky  paria,  where  tcatcely  loll  anlficleBl  baa  beea  idly  called  a  Aadowy  aynnh,  uay  be, 

for  Ita  noorlihiBeat  lao  be  fooad.  Oa  theae  apota  perbap),  detected   la   at  levt   ali  p^acca  of  hia 

It   growa  t>  a  greater  height  thaa    aay   other  own  aoaaeia.   The  loia  of  Pelrareb  wa*  neither 

ManaUfa-lrea.  pialooEe  aor  poetitali   aad  If  ia   dbo  paaaan  of 

bla  worka  be  calla  it  "amore  leeneateiaiiiBo  aa 

A  lAute  »/«r  fa  at  ier  rtdr,  aarf  re(gut  aaleo  ed  oaoiin."  he  mnfeiivi.  <■  ■  li-tier  tn  a 

IFttkier  ftr  haif  tkt  Imli  braana^    _  friead,  thai  It 

The  abore  deaeripilon  may 

an   Urleaial  or  aa  luliaa  ahy,   yet  It   la  bat  a 
literal  aad  hardly   anmeieat  deliaealloa  of  aa 

AaEaat-eveaiagltbe  elghieeath),  aa  conteaplatad 


j»  pilty  a 

[p.  M.  Si.  n.    abaorbad  blai  qalle,  aad  aai 
ten  faataatlcai 


aloflg  tbo  banka   of  the 


ri,  be  HIV  ktmnlf  t* 
/<ia>e.  |p.  41.  Bl.  at. 

Thaaka  to  tke  critical  acomea  of  a  Scnlchmt^ 
we  BOW  kaew  aa  lillle  of  Lanra  aa  ever,  TSi 
diacoverlea  of  the  Abbe  de  Sade,  hla  Irioiapb*, 
hie  »«ra,  eui  no  loaaer  iaHrnat  or  aaaae. 
Wo  anat  aot,  howeter,  think  that  theae  aemoira 

Iwaa,  allhoDgh  we  are  tsid  ao  by  Dr.  Baaltle, 
■  great  aaaie,  bnl  a  little  aothnrlly.  Hla"iabaDr" 
bM  B«t  beea  ia  Tela,  Batwlthttaadlag  hit  "lota" 
baa.  like  noM  other  paaalooa  ,  made  him  rldl- 
caloaa.  ')     The    hypotheaia   which    overpowered 

•)  Mr.  GlhhoB  called  hla  Menioira  "■  lotear 
*/  lene,"  aori  followed  him  with  eoNfldeaee  and 
deilgbl.  The  compiler  of  a  very  valnmiaBDa 
work  mnat  take  moch  erilteiam  npoa  treat; 
Mr    Gibbon  ha*  daa*  u,  tbeogb  aet  aa  readily 


*)  "Par  ce  petil  maaefe,  ertle  altemaltva 
de  fareart  et  de  rlfoenn  biea  aitfit,  dr« 
t^ne  leadre  et  aage  aantr,  pendaat  viagt-aa 
aaa,  le  ploa  grand  paite  de  aoaaiecio,  aaaalbtre 
la  MoiBdre  (rdche  b  aonbanaear."  Tbelullaa 
editor  of  the  Loadoa  edition  o<  Pelrareb,  wh* 
haa  tranalated  Lord  WDOdhoaaelee ,  reader* 
Ibe  "femme  leadre  et  aage  "rnfliBota  efretto." 

")  la  a  diaiogqe  with  St.  Aagnatla,  Petrarch 
*  "''-----'--  ■--  n  body  eihaaatetl 


with  I 


cpealed  ■(oka.  Thi 
I  rerlariaNnnmm; 


i  editora  read  aad 


printed  ferlariatinnmm;  bnl  Mr.  Capperaaier, 
Ilhrariaa  to  the  Freaeh  Klag  In  ITtl,  wbo 
aav  tba  MS.  ia  the    Pari*   library,  aado  u 


aad  Bejol  wltb  Mr.  Caa- 
le  whnle  dlaeaailoa  aa  tbU 
aelf   a  dowaright   llteraiy 


naalo  lodar  il  del 


•1  PigmalioB,  onaalo  1c 

Pi'  aveati  qoel  eh'  i'  aol  una  vorrel." 
"IQuclla  rca  e  peneraa  paaaloae  abe  » 
•  all  ocmynai  •  «\  noa.->v  wa\  own 
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Long  life  to  tl^e  giape  I  and  when  snmmer 

is  flown. 

The  age  of  oar  nectar  shall  gladden  my  own. 

We  must  die— who  does  notf  may  our  sins 

be  forffiTen! 

And  Hebe  shall  nerer  be  idle  in  Heaven. 


ON  SIR  JOHN  MOORE*S  BURIAL. 

Not  a  dmm  was  heard,   nor  a  foneral 

note. 
As  his  corse  to  the  ramparts  we  harried ; 
Not  a  soldier  discharg^  his  farewell  shot 
0*er  the  grave  where  oar  hero  we  baried. 

We  baried  him  darkly  at  dead  of  night, 
The  sods  with  oar  bayonets  taming, — 
By  the  struggling  moonbeam^s  misty  light, 
And  the  lantern  dimly  baming. 

No  useless  coffin  confined  his  breast, 
Nor  in  sheet  nor  in  shroads  we  bound  him. 
But  he  lay  like  a  warrior  taking  his  rest, 
With  his  martial  cloak  aroond  him. 


Few  and  short  were  the  mmjcn  wt§H 
And  we  spoke  not  a  word  of  •orow; 
Bat  we  stedfastlj  gased  on  the  fbce  sfft 

dead. 
And  we  bitterly  thonght  of  the  rasiifff. 

We  thought,  as  we  heapM  his  naRovhtj 
And  smoothed  dawn  his  lonely  pillow. 
That  the  foe  and  the  atrmnger  woaM  M 

o*et  his  head 
And  we  far  away  on  the  biUow! 

Lightly  they'll  talk  of  the  spirit  that's  §«] 
And  o'erhis  cold  ashes  upbraid  him;  I 
Bat  nothing  he'U  reck,    if   they  let  Ui 

eleep  on  ] 

In  the  grare  where  a  Briton  has  laid  hkj 

But  half  of  our  heayy  task  was  done. 
When  the  clock  told  the  hoar  for  retiriag. 
And  we  heard  by  the  distant  and  randois  gu 
That  the  foe  was  sadden ly  firing. 

Slowly  and  sadly  we  laid  him  dows, 
From  the  field  of  his  fame  fresh  and  gorj] 
We  carved  not  a  line,  we  raised  not  a  tttat, 
But  we  left  him  alone  with  his  glory. 


HOURS    OF    IDILiENESS. 


Jffijr  ccQ  fit  fidJC  aivetf  fi^re  u  viixa. 

Home. 

He  whistled  us  he  went  for  want  of  thoaght. 

Devdbh. 


TO   THB  aiOHT   HOlfOVBABLB 

FREDERICK,  EARL  OF  CARLISLE, 

KlIIOHT    OF    TBB    OABTBa,  CtC.   CtC. 
THSSB  rOBXS  ABB  INSOEIIBD  BT  HIS    0BLI6B0 
WABD  ABD  ABFBOTIOBATB  XlNSMAlf, 

THE  AUTHOR. 

ON  LEAVING  NEWSTEAD  ABBEY . 

Why  do>t  thoa  bafld  the  haOf  Son  of  the  winged 
days !  Thoa  lookoet  from  thy  tower  to-day ;  yet  n 
few  years,  and  the  blait  of  the  desert  comet ;  it  howlf 
in  Ikj  empty  eonri. 

OitllR. 

Thbouoh  thy  battlements,  Newstead,  the 
hollow  winds  whistle; 
Thoa,  the  hall  of  my  Fathers ,  art  gone 
to  decay ; 
In  thy  once  smiling  garden  the  hemlock  and 
thistle 
Hare  choked  op  the  rose,   which  late 
bloom'd  in  the  way. 


Of  the  mail-coTorM  Barons,  wko,  prooilj, 
to  battle 
Led  their  rassals  from  Earope  to  lUci- 
tineas  plain. 
The  escutcheon  and  shield,   which  widi 
CTery  blast  mttle. 
Are    the   only    sad  Testiges  bow  thil 
remain. 

No  more  doth  old  Robert,  with  karp-strii^ 
ing  nimibers. 
Raise  a  flame  in  the  bresst,  fdrthem- 
lanreird  wreatii ; 
Near  Askalon^s  towers  Joha  of  Hariil^ 
slambers, 
Unnerred  is  the  hand  of  his  minstrel,  hf 
death. 

Paul  and  Hubert  too  sleep,  IntheTalkytf 
Cressy; 
For  the  safety  of  EdwnnI  and  Baglai 
tiieyfell; 
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\y  PathenI  the  imn  of  ymur country le- 
^f  dreu  ye; 

k      How  yon  fought!  how  yon  died  I  ttillher 
«  BBoalt  can  tell. 

On  Manton,  with  Rapert  'gainit  traitors 
b :  contending, 

r        Four  brothen  enriched  with  their  blood 
rr  the  bleak  field; 

k  For  the  rights  of  a  monarch,  their  country 
m  defending. 

Till  death  their  attachment  to  royalty 
T  sealed. 

p    Shades  of  heroes,  farewell !  yonr  descendant, 

departing 
From  the  seat  of  his  ancestors,  bids  you 
adieu ! 
Abroad ,  or  at  home ,  yonr  remembrance 
imparting 
New  courage,  hell  think  upon  glory  and 
yon. 

Though  a  tear  dim  his  eye,  at  this  sad 

separation , 

Tis  nature,   not  fear,  that  excites  his 

regret; 

Far  distant  he  goes,  with  the  same  emulation. 

The  fame  of  his  Fathers  he  ne^er  can  forget 

That  fame,  and  that  memory,  still  will  he 
cherif  h , 
He  TOWS  that  he  ne'er  will  disgrace  yonr 
renown ; 
Like  yon  will  he  IItc,  or  like  yon  will  he 
perish; 
When  decayM ,  may  he  mingle  his  dust 
with  your  own. 

1808. 


EPITAPH  ON  A  FRIEND. 

AartQ  jrgtv  fjuv  iJLafurif  in  ^ttoiOiv  imog, 

Lmnos. 

« 

On!  Friend!  for  ever  lored,  for  ever  dear! 
What  fruitless  tears  hare  bathed  thy  hon- 

ourM  bier! 
What  sighs  re-echoed  to  thy  parting  breath. 
While  thou  wast  struggling  m  the  pangs  of 

death! 
Could  tears  retard  the  tyrant  in  his  course ; 
Could  sighs  avert  his  dart^s  relentless  force; 
Could  youth  and  virtue  claim  a  short  delay, 
Or  beauty  charm  the  spectre  from  his  prey ; 
I'hou  still  hadst  lived,  to  bless  my  aching 

sight. 
Thy  comrade's  honour,  and  thy  friend's 

delight 
If,  yet,  tliy  gentle  spirit  hover  nigh 
The  spot,  where  now  thy  mouldering  ashes 

lie. 
Here  wilt  thou  read,  recorded  on  ray  heart, 
A  grief  too  deep  to  trust  the  sculptor's  art. 


No  marble  marks  thy  conch  of  lowly  sleep, 
But  living  statues  there  are  seen  to  weep ; 
Affliction's  semblance  bends  not  o'er  thy 

tomb, 
Affliction'ii  self  deplores  thy  youthful  doom. 
What  though  thy  sire  lament  Ids  failing  line, 
A  father's  sorrows  cannot  equal  mine ! 
Though  none,  like  thee,  his  dying hoor  will 

cheer. 
Yet  other  offspring  soothe  his  anguish  here: 
But,  who  with  me  shall  hold  thy  former 

place  ? 
Thine  image,  what  new  friendship  can 

efface? 
Ah,  none!  a  father's  tears  will  cease  to  flow. 
Time  will  assuage  an  infant-brother's  woe; 
To  all,  save  one.  Is  consolation  known , 
While  solitary  fSiendship  siidis  alone. 

1808. 

^^^•^•^'^^-^ 

A  FRAGMENT. 

WHBif,  to  their  airy  hall,  my  Fathers' voice 
Shall  call  my  spirit,  joyful  in  their  choice ; 
When,  poised  upon  the  gale,  my  form  shall 

ride. 
Or,  dark  in  mist,  descend  the  monntaint' 

side; 
Oh!  may  my  shade  behold  no  sculptured 

urns. 
To  mark  the  spot  where  earth  to  earth  re- 
turns: 
No  lengthen'd  scroll,  no  praise-encumber^ 

stone; 
My  epitaph  shall  be,  my  name  alone : 
If  thtU  with  honour  fail  to  crown  my  clay. 
Oh !  may  no  other  fame  my  deeds  repay ; 
That,  only  that,  shall  single  out  the  spot. 
By  that  remember'd,  or  with  that  forgot 

1808. 

THE  TEAR. 

O  lachiTBsniiii  fosi,  teaero  sscros 
DaceBuam  ortat  eisnino;  qjoster 
Felli!  ia  Lao  qui  ■esteatem 
Pectora  te^  pis  Kjrajiks,  seasit 

Oaiv. 

WnBii  Friendship  or  Love 

Our  sympathies  move ; 
When  Truth,  in  a  glance,  should  appear, 

The  lips  may  beguile, 

With  a  dimple  or  smile. 
But  the  test  of  affection 's  a  Tear. 

Too  oft  is  a  smile 

But  the  hypocrite's  wile. 
To  mask  detestation,  or  fear; 

Gi  ve  me  the  soft  sigh. 

Whilst  the  soul-telling  eve 
Isdimm'd,  for  a  time,  withuTcur 

Mild  Charity's  glow, 
To  us  mortals  below. 
Shows  the  soul  from  barbarity  clear ; 
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pcrhapt  the  reader  may  aot  be  much  tarprised  t  parieoa  of  the  object  with  tbe  daecriptioapmN, 


Co  find  that  a  comBeatator  oa  Soetoaiiit  hat 
takea  apoa  himself  gravely  to  disprove  the  im- 
pated  virtaes  of  the  crowa  of  Tiberius,  by  men- 
tloning  that,  a  few  years  before  he  wrote,  a  laorel 
was  actaally  strock  by  lightaiag  at  Rome. 


Kn&m  that  the  lightning  §anet(fiet  hehw. 

[p.  43.  St 

lal  1 


43.  St  41. 

The  Cartiaa  lake  aad  the  Rnminal  fi|-tree  in 
the  Forum,  having  been  touched  by  lightninc, 
were  held  sacred,  and  the  memory  of  the  acci- 
dent was  preserved  by  a  nuieai,  or  altar,  re- 
sembling tne  mouth  of  a  well,  with  a  little  cha- 
pel cover iag  the  cavity  supposed  to  be  made  by 
the  thunderbolt.  Bodies  scathed  and  persons 
•tmck  dead  were  thought  to  be  iacorruptible ; 
and  a  stroke  not  fatal  conferred  perpetual  dig- 
nity upon  the  man  so  distinguished  by  heaven. 

'rhose  killed  by  lightning  were  wrapped  ia  a 
white  garment,  and  buried  «vhere  they  fell.  The 
superstition  was  not  confined  to  the  worshippers 
of  Jupiter :  the  Lombards  bMieved  in  the  omens 
Itemished  by  lightning,  and  a  Christiaa  priest 
confesses  that,  by  a  diabolical  skill  in  interpret- 
ing thunder,  a  seer  foretold  to  Agilulf,  duke  of 
Turia,  an  event  which  came  to  pass,  and  gave 
him  a  queen  and  a  crown.  There  was,  however, 
■omethiag  equivocal  in  this  sirn,  which  the  an- 
eieat  iahabitants  of  Rome  dia  not  always  con- 
sider propitious  ;  and  as  the  fears  are  likely  to 
last  loager  than  the  consolations  of  superstition, 
it  is  not  strange  that  the  Romans  of  the  age  of 
Leo  X.  should  have  been  so  much  terrified  at 
some  misinterpreted  storms  as  to  require  the 
eihortations  or  a  scholar  who  arrayed  all  the 
learning  on  thunder  and  lightning  to  prove  the 
•men  ftivourable :  begianing  with  tae  flash  which 
•truck  the  walls  of  velitrat,  and  including  that 
which  played  upon  a  gate  at  Florence,  and 
foretold  the  pontificate  of  one  of  its  citiiens. 

JtaUa,  oh  Italia !  [p.  43.  St.  41 

The  two  sunsas,  48  and  43  are,  with  the 
esception  of  a  line  or  two,  a  translation  of  the 
fhmons  sonnet  of  Filicaja : 

^'Italia,  Italia,  O  tu  cui  feo  la  sorte." 

Wandering  in  youth,  I  traced  the  path  of  him, 
T%e  Roman  friend  of  Eome'e  leatt  mortal  mind. 

[p.  48.  St.  41. 

The  celebrated  letter  of  Servius  Sulpicius  to 
l^icero  on  the  death  of  his  daughter  describes 
as  it  then  was,  and  now  is,  a  path  which  I  often 
traced  in  Greece,  both  by  sea  and  land,  in  dif- 
ferent Journeys  and  voyages. 

**0n  mv  return  from  Asia,  as  I  was  sailing 
firom  Agina  towards  Megara,  I  began  to  con- 
template the  prospect  of  the  eountries  around 
■e :  l&gina  was  behind,  Megara  l>efore  me ;  Pi- 
wps  on  the  right,  Corinth  on  the  left ;  all  which 
towns,  once  famous  and  flourishing,  now  lie  over- 
tamed  aad  1>nried  in  their  ruins,  tipon  this 
night.  1  could  not  but  think  presently  within 
myself:  Alas!  how  do  we  poor  mortals  fret  aad 
vex  ourselves  if  any  of  our  friends  happen  to 
die  or  be  killed,  whose  life  is  yet  so  short,  when 
the  carcasses  of  so  many  aoble  cities  lie  bere 
mtposed  before  me  in  one  view.** 


me  paoo 
f%e  sipelefon  of  her  TUanie  form, 

Ip.  43.  St  41. 
It  is  Poggio  who,  loakiag  from  tne  Capitol ine 
kill  apoa  ruined  Rome,  breaks  forth  iato  the  ei- 
claBMtioa:  **lit  nunc  omai  decore  nudata,  pro- 
atrata  Jaoet,  instar  glgaatei  cadaveris  cormpti 
atque  aadique  eiesi.*^ 


There  too  tha  goddooo  loves  fn  stone. 

(p.  43.  St 
iUtoin 


en  liar  turn  of  thought,   and,   if  the  term  mj 

used,  the  sexual  imapnation  of  the  dedcriptirt 

!!»t  The  same  conclusiom  nay  be  deduced  fraa 


not  only  the  correetaets  of  tke  portrait,  (at  tht 
peculiar  turn    '  ''^       *^'  ^      '  "^ 

poet 

another  hint  in  the  same  episode  of  Masi4«ni 
for  Thomson's  notion  of  the  privilegea  of  fisissr 
ed^  love  most  have  been  eitber  \ery  primiiirc 
or  rather  deficicat  ia  di'ltcacy,  whea  he  m»k 
his  grateful  nymph  inform  her  discreet  Dsbm 
that  in  some  happier  moment  ke  might  perkifi 
be  the  companion  of  her  bath : 

*^TJie  time  may  come  yon  seed  not  fly." 

Tbe  reader  will  recollect  the  anecdote  U\i  is 
the  life  of  Dr.  Johnson.  We  will  not  leavr  tk 
Florentine  gallery  without  a  word  on  the  H  hd- 
ter.  It  seems  straage  that  the  character  of  tha 
disputed  statue  should  not  be  entirely  decidci 
at  least  ia  the  mind  of  anv  one  who  has  ires  ■ 
sarcophagus  in  the  vestibule  of  the  BasilieA  ^ 
St.  Paul  without  the  walls,  at  Rome,  where  ike 
whole  group  of  the  fable  of  Marsyas  is  tees  is 
tolerable  preservatioa  and  the  Scythian  >Ute 
whettiag  the  knife  is  represented  exartlv  is  th< 
same  position  as  this  celebrated  mastrrpjftt. 
The  slave  is  not  naked :  but  it  ia  easier  ta  fft 
rid  of  this  difficulty  than  to  aappose  the  kstft 
in  the  hand  of  the  Floreatiae  atatae  aa  iaitn- 
meat  for  shaviag,  which  it  mnat  be,  il,  a»  Lsssi 
supposes,  the  man  is  no  other  than  the  barWt 
of  Julius  Cmoar.  Wiakelmaaa,  illastratiag  a  km- 
relief  of  the  same  subject,  follows  the  spisim 
of  Leonard  Agostini,  and  his  authority  aufkl 
have  been  thought  conclusive,  even  if  tlie  retciH 
blauce  did  not  strike  the  most  careless  observer. 

Amongst  the  bronies  of  tke  name  princely  col- 
lection, is  still  to  be  seen  tke  inscribed  taklct 
copied  aad  commented  vpon  by  Mr.  Gibbon.  Oar 
historian  found  some  difucnitiea,  but  did  ast  de- 
sist from  his  illustratioa  :  he  might  be  veied  ts 
hear  that  his  criticism  has  been  tkrowa  aaaj  si 
aa  inscription  now  generally  recognised  to  be  s 
forgery. 

^Hi$  eyes  to  thee  Uftmrn, 
Fueling  on  thy  owoet  ekeek  !      [p.  43.  St.  SI. 
'O^aifjiovg  eartav. 


«c 


Atque  ocnlos  pascat  aCerqne  sues." 

Otib.   Amor. 


49. 


likn. 


/a  Santu  (Voce's  holy  nreefneto  lie. 

[p.  43.  St  U 
This  name  will  recal  tke  memory,  not  oaly  d 
those  whose  tombs  have  raised  tke  SanU  Crstf 
into  the  centre  of  pilgrimage,  tke  Mecca  of  lalft 
but  of  her  whose  rloqueace  was  poured  over  ik 
illustrious  ashes,  aad  whose  voice  is  bow  as  maa 
as  those  she  suag.     Cobiniva    Is  bo  more;aii 
with  her  should  expire  tke  fear,  tke  flatteiy,  sd 
the  envy,  which  threw  too  dasaling  or  too  dad 
a  cloud  rouad  the  march  of  geaiaa,   aad  fsrksl 
the  steady  gaxe  of  disinterested  criticism.    Wt 
have  her  picture  embellished    or   distorted,  a 
friendship  or  detraction  has  keld  tke  peacil :  ik 
impartial    portrait    was  kardly  to   ke  expccti^ 
from   a  cotemporary.     Tke  Immediate  voice  d 
her  survivors  will,  it  Is  probable,  be  f ar  fna 
affbrdiag  a  Just  estinutte  af  her  aiBgalar  capadlf 
The  gallaatrT,  the  love  of  weader,  aad  tke  yf 
of  associated  fame,  wkiek  klaatM   tke  edged 
censure,  must  cease  to  exist. — ^Tke  dead  kave  » 
sex;  thev  caa  surprise  hj no  new  miracles;  iftfT 
caa  coafer  ao  privilege;  Coriaaa  kaa  ceassda 
be  a  womaa — sbe  is  oaly  aa  aatkor :  aad  it  af 


be  foreseea  tkat  many  will  repay  tkeaselTeiif 
former  oaptplaiaaaee  bv  a  severity  to  wfcidh  di 
of  previoaa  praiaeo  may  pcifeip 
•  ortratk.     Tke  lateat   poatsciff. 
posterity   tkey   wilt  assarf4 


extravagaaoe 
five  tke  colour 
for  to  tke  latest 


I 


Tke  Yiew  of  tke  Vaaat  of  MadUia  iaitantly   deacend.  will  kave  to  proaoaaoe  apoa  kervarii« 
0O|BfM«i  tka  liaea  la  tka  Ssasaas,  aai  t\A  «amr\iaaA0M0L\jMA\  %ad  tke  iaacar  tka  viaU  Ihn^ 


H0UB8    OF     IDLENESS. 


"^        AN  OCCASIONAL  PROLOGUE, 

Z^ivcrcd  previmu  to  ihtpcrformamce  of'*J%e 
'      M'hcd  of  Fortune,"  at  a  private  theatre. 

SiKGB  the  refinement  of  this  polished  age 
Has  swept  immoral  raillery  from  the  stage; 
E,  Since  taste  has  now  expunged  licentions  wit, 
Which  stamp'd  disgrace  on  all  an  author 

writ; 
Since,  now,  to  please  with  purer  scenes  we 

seev, 
Nor  dare  to  call  the  blush  from  Beauty's 

cheek; 
Oh !  let  the  modest  Muse  some  pity  claim, 
And  meet  indulgence  though  she  find  not 

fame. 
Still,  not  for  her  alone  we  wish  respect. 
Others  appear  more  conscious  of  defect ; 
To-night,  no  Veteran  Roscii  you  behold. 
In  all  the  arts  of  scenic  action  old ; 
No  CooKB,  no  KaauLa,  can  salute  you  here. 
No  SioDONS  draw  the  sympathetic  tear ; 
To-night,  you  throng  to  witness  the  debut. 
Of  embryo- Actors,  to  the  drama  new. 
Here,  then,  our  almost  unfledged  wings 

we  try; 
Clip  not  our  pinions,  ere  the  birds  can  fly; 
Failing  in  this  our  first  attempt  to  soar. 
Drooping,  alas!  we  fall  to  rise  no  more. 
Not  one  poor  trembler,  only,  fear  betrays. 
Who  hopes,  yet  almost  dreads,  to  meet 

your  praise, 
But  all  our  Dramatis  Persons  wait. 
In  fond  suspense,  this  crisis  of  their  fate. 
No  venal  views  our  progress  ean  retard. 
Your  generous  plaudits  are  our  sole  reward; 
For  these  each  Hero  ail  his  power  displays, 
Each  timid  Heroine  shrinks  before  your 

gase: 
Surely,  the  last  will  some  protection  find, 
None,  to  the  s«>fter  sex,  can  proTe  unkind ; 
Whilst  Youth  and  Beauty  form  the  female 

shield. 
The  sternest  Censor  to  the  fair  must  yield. 
Yet  should  our  feeble  efforts  nought  avail. 
Should,  after  all,  our  best  endeavours  fiiil; 
Still,  let  some  mercy  in  your  bosoms  live. 
And,  if  you  can't  applaud,  at  least  forgive. 


Then  read,  dear  Girl,  wifli  fbelinK  read. 
For  thou  wilt  ne'er  be  one  of  tfioie; 

To  thee  in  vain  I  shall  not  plead, 
In  pity  for  tlie  Poet's  woes. 

He  was,  in  tooth,  a  genuine  bard ; 

His  was  no  faint  fictitious  flame ; 
Like  his,  may  love  be  thy  reward. 

But  not  Uiy  liapless  fiite  the  same. 


STANZAS  TO  A  LADY. 

With  the  Poem$  of  Cmnoeas. 

This  votive  pledre  of  fond  esteem. 

Perhaps,  dear  Girl !  for  me  thou'lt  priie; 

It  sings  of  Love's  enchanting  dream, 
A  theme  we  never  can  despise. 

Who  blames  it,  but  the  envious  fool. 
The  old  and  disappointed  maid  f 

Or  pupil  of  the  prudish  school. 
In  single  sorrow  doom'd  to  fede. 


TO  M  •  •  • 

Oh  !  did  those  eyes,  iastead  of  fire. 
With  bright,  but  mild  affection  shine: 

Though  they  might  kindle  less  desire. 
Love,  more  than  mortal,  would  be  thine. 

For  thou  art  form'd  so  heavenlv  feir, 
Howe'er  those  orbs  may  wildly  beam. 

We  must  admire,  but  still  despair  t 
That  fatal  glance  forbids  esteem. 

When  nature  stamp'd  thy  beauteous  blrtii. 
So  much  perfection  in  thee  shone. 

She  fearM,  that,  too  divine  for  earth, 
The  skies  might  claim  thee  for  Uieir  own. 

Therefore,  to  guard  her  dearest  work. 
Lest  angels  might  dispute  the  priie. 

She  bade  a  secret  lightning  lurk 
Within  those  once  celestml  eyes. 

These  might  the  boldest  sylph  appal, 
When  gleaming  with  meridian  blue; 

Thy  beauty  must  enrapture  all. 
But  who  can  dare  thine  ardent  gaie  T 

'TIS  said,  that  Berenice's  hair 
In  stars  adorns  the  vault  of  heaven ; 

But,  they  would  ne*er  permit  thee  there. 
Thou  wonldst  so  far  outshine  the  teven. 

For,  did  those  eyes  as  planets  roll, 
Thy  sister-liriits  would  scarce  appear: 

E'en  suns,  whidh  systems  now  controul. 
Would   twinkle   dimly    through    their 

sphere. 


TO  WOMAN. 

WoMAH !  experience  might  have  told  me. 
That  all  must  love  thee  who  behold  thee; 
Surely,  experience  might  have  taught. 
Thy  firmest  promises  are  nought; 
But,  placed  in  M.  thy  charms  before  me. 
All  I  forget,  but  to  adore  thee. 
Oh !  Memory  !  thou  choicest  blessing, 
When  Join'd  with  hope,when  still  potsSssiBg; 
But  how  much  cursed  by  every  lover. 
When  hope  is  fled,  and  passion's  over. 
Woman,  that  hh  and  fond  deceiver. 
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How  prompt  are  ftrfplinffi  to  bellero  hert 
How  throbs  the  pake,  when  fint  we  view 
The  eje  that  rolls  in  glossj  blue, 
Or  sparkles  black,  or  mildly  throws 
A  beam  from  under  hazel  brows ! 
How  quick  we  credit  ei  ery  oath. 
And  hear  her  plight  the  willing  troth ! 
Fondly  we  hope  *twill  last  for  aye, 

^  When,  lo!  she  changes  in  a  day. 

'  This  record  will  for  ever  stand, 

^  Woman  I  thy  tows  are  traced  in  sand.** 


(ii 


TO   M.  S.  G. 

Wum  I  dream  that  you  love  me,  you'll 

surely  forgive. 

Extend  not  your  anger  to  sleep ; 
For  in  visions  alone  your  affection  can  live; 

I  rise,  and  it  leaves  me  to  weep. 

Then,Morpheus !  envelope  my  faculties  fast. 
Shed  o'er  me  your  lane^uor  benign; 

Should  the  dream  of  to-nmht  but  resemble 

the  last. 
What  rapture  celestial  is  mine ! 

They  tell  us,   that  slumber,   the  sister  of 

death. 

Mortality**  emblem  is  given ; 
To  fate  how  I  long  to  resign  my  frail  breath. 

If  this  be  a  foretaste  of  heaven  I 

Ah!  frown  not,  sweet  Lady,  unbend  your 

soft  brow. 

Nor  deem  me  too  happy  in  this; 
If  I  sin  in  my  dream,  I  atone  for  it  now, 

Thus  doomed  but  to  gaze  upon  bliss. 

Though  in  visions,  sweet  Lady,  perhaps, 

you  may  smile. 
Oh!  think  not  my  penance  deficient; 
When  dreams  of  your  presence  my  slumbers 

beguile. 
To  awake  will  be  torture  sufficient. 


SONG. 


Whb*  I  roved,  a  young  Highlander,  o'er 

the  dark  heath. 
And  climb'd  thy  steep  summit,  oh !  Morven 

of  Snow, 
To  gase   on  the  torrent  that  thunder'd 

beneath. 
Or  the  mist  of  the  tempest  that  gathered 

below. 
Untutored  by  science,  a  stranger  to  fear. 
And  rude  as  the  rocks  where  my  infancy 

No  fevling,  save  one,  to  my  bosom  was  dear. 
Need  I  say,  my  sweet  Mary,  *twas  centred 

in  you^ 


Yet,  It  eoiOd  110C  Ibe  Lore,  ffir  I 

the  nan 

What  pasdoB  can  dweU  in  the  heart  ilil 

ehiM? 

But,  still,  I  perceive  an  emotion  thei 

As  I  felt,  when  a  boy,  on  tbecrag-esui 


H 
A* 


One  image,  alone,  on  my  boeom  impal 
I  loved  my  bleak  rcgioos,nor  panted  form 
And  few  were  my  wants,    for  my  wiAi 

were  blest. 
And  pure  were  my  thoughts,   for  my  n 

"     7^ 


9 
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I  arose  with  the  dawn;  with  my  dsgi 

mj  guide. 
From  mountain   to    mountain    I  boniii 

along, 
I  breasted  the  billows  ckfUee's  rushing  tiib 
And  heard  at  a  distance  the  Highludcr'i  I 

song:  I 

At  eve,  on  my  heath-cover*d  conch  of  refsn.  1 
No  dreams,  save  of  Mary,   were  spresd  It  I 

mj  view,  I 

And  warm  to  the  skiea  my  devotions  nsn,  1 
For  the  first  of  vy  prayers  was  a  hltma^   I 

on  yon. 

I  left  my  bleak  home,  and  my  visioM  ire 

gone. 
The  mountains  are  vanished,  my  yonth  b 

no  more ; 
As  the  last  of  my  race,  I  must  witheralsse, 
And  delight  but  in  daya  I  have  witMSi^ 

before. 
Ah!  splendour  has  rained,   bnt  embitla^ 

my  lot. 
More  dear  were  the  scenes  which  wtj  is- 

fanoy  knew; 
Though  my  hopes  may  have  faird,  yet  tkcy 

are  not  forist, 
Thoogh  cold  is  my  heart,  stiU  it  lugn 

with  yon. 

When  I  see  some  daric  hill  poiat  its  end 

to  the  sky, 
I  think  of  the  rocks  that  o'erahadsw  Csl- 

bleen; 
When  I  see  the  soft  blue  of  a  lc»vo-speikiBg 

eye, 
I  think  of  those  eyes  that  endear'd  the  nk 

scene; 
When,  haply,  some  light  waving  lacks  1 

behold. 
That  faintly  resemble  my  Mary^  in  hae, 
I  think  on  me  long  flowing  ringlets  of  gsU, 
The  locks  that  were  sacred  to  beaaty  sai 

yon. 


\ 


Yet  the  day  may  arrive,  when  the 

ains,  once 

Shall  rise  to  my  sight,  in  their  "»fl»^'**  sf 

snow: 

But  while  these  soar  above  me,  ni 
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Tke  grrat  oouBetl  was  lut«atly  HMmbled  t  tk« 

SriMser  wm  cmlled  before  then,  aad  tbe  Doge, 
Lidrea  UoHterinf.  iafonned  kim  of  tlie  denmadi 
«f  the  people  and  the  neceMitiee  of  the  state, 
whoee  oaly  hope  of  safety  wa  reposed  on  his 
efforts ,  aad  who  Implored  him  to  forget  the  ia- 
dignities  he  had  eadared  in  her  serviee.  **I  have 
■ahmitted,**  replied  the  magBaaimoas  repnblieaa, 
**I  have  snbmltted  to  year  deliberations  withoat 
complaint ;  1  have  supported  patiently  the  pains 
of  imprisonment,  for  tney  were  inflicted  at  yonr 
command:  this  is  no  time  to  inquire  whether  1 
deserved  them — the  good  of  the  republic  may 
have  seemed  to  require  it,  and  that  which  the 
republic  resolves  is  always  resolved  wisely. 
Behold  me  ready  to  lay  down  mv  life  for  the 
preser\ation  of  my  country/*  Pisaai  was  ap- 
pointed generaliiiimo ,  and  by  his  eiertions,  in 
coniOBCtion  with  those  of  Carlo  Zeno ,  the  Ve- 
netians soon  recovered  the  ascendancy  over  their 
maritime  rivals. 

The  Italian  communities  were  no  less  unjust  to 
their  citisens  than  the  Greek  republics.  Liberty, 
both  with  the  one  and  the  other,  seems  to  have 
been  a  national,  not  an  individual  object:  and, 
aqtwithstanding  the  boasted  equalfty  before  the 
luwtf  which  an  aacient  Greek  writer  considered 
the  great  distinctive  mark  between  his  country- 
mien  and  the  barbarians,  the  mutual  rights  of 
fellow  -  citizens  seem  never  to  have  been  the 
principal  scope  of  the  old  democracies.  The 
world  may  have  not  yet  seen  an  essav  by  the 
author  of  the  Italian  Republics,  in  wJiich  the 
distinction  between  the  libertv  of  former  states, 
and  the  iignilication  attached  to  that  word  b^ 
the  happier  constitution  of  England,  is  ingeni- 
ously developed.  The  Italians,  however,  when 
they  had  ceased  to  be  free,  still  looked  back 
with  a  sigh  upon  those  times  of  turbulence,  when 
every  citizen  might  rise  to  a  share  of  sovereign 
power,  and  have  never  been  taught  fblly  to  ap- 
preciate the  repose  of  a  monarchy.  Sperone 
Speroni ,  when  Francis  Maria  II.,  Duke  of  Ro- 
vere,  proposed  the  question,  ** which  was  pre- 
ferable ,  the  republic  or  the  principality — the 
perfect  and  not  durable,  or  the  less  perfect  and 
not  so  liable  to  change,**  replied,  *Hhat  ourhap- 

{tiness  is  to  be  measured  by  its  quality ,  not  by 
ts  duration ;  and  that  he  preferred  to  live  for 
one  day  like  a  man,  than  for  a  hundred  years 
like  a  brute ,  a  stock ,  or  a  stone.**  This  was 
thought,  and  called,  a  mttgnificent  answer,  down 
to  the  last  days  of  Italian  servitude. 

AnA  the  crown 
Which  Petrareh'e  laureat-brow  aupremely  wore, 
I^Ma  a  far  and  foreign  toil  had  grown. 

[p.  43.  St.  6T. 
The  Florentines  did  not  take  the  opportunity 
of  Petrarch's  short  visit  to  their  citv  in  1350 
to  revoke  the  decree  which  contiffcated  the  pro- 
perty of  his  father,  who  had  been  banished 
shortly  after  the  exile  of  Daate.  His  crown  did 
Bot  dazzle  them;  but  when  in  the  next  year 
they  were  in  want  of  his  assistance  in  the  form- 
ation of  their  university,  they  repented  of  their 
Injustice,  and  Boccaccio  was  sent  to  Padua  to 
latreat  the  Laureate  to  conclude  his  wanderings 
In  the  bosom  of  his  native  country ,  where  he 
night  finish  his  immortal  jSfriea.  and  enjoy, 
with  his  recovered  possessions,  tne  esteem  of 
all  classes  of  his  fellow-citizens.  They  gave  him 
the  option  of  the  book  and  the  science  he  might 
condescend   to    expound;  they   called    him    the 

fiery  of  his  country ,  who  was  dear ,  and  would 
•  dearer  to  them  ;  and  they  added,  that  if  there 
tras  any  thing   unpleasing  in  their  letter,  he 

noncst  tB( 


Booeaoti»  f  hio  parent  earth  heqmomth^d 
HiM  duet.  [p.  43.  8t  681 

Boccaccio  was  buried  In  the  ehurch  of  St  Mi- 
chael aad  St.  James,  at  Certaldo,  a  small  towa 
in  the  Valdelsa,  which  was  by  some  supposed 
the  place  of  his  birth.  There  he  passed  the  lat- 
ter part  of  his  life  in  a  course  of  laborious  studv, 
which  shortened  his  existence ;  and  there  mignl 
his  ashes  have  been  secure,  if  not  of  honour,  at 
least  of  repose.  But  the  ^'hyvaa  bigots  **  of  Cer- 
taldo tore  up  the  tombstone  of  Boccaccio,  and 
ejected  it  fk'om  the  holy  precincts  of  St.  Michael 
and  St.  James.  The  occasion,  and,  it  may  be 
hoped,  the  excuse,  of  this  ejectment  was  the 
making  of  a  new  floor  for  the  church ;  but  tlM 
fact  is,  that  the  tombstone  was  taken  up  and 
thrown  aside  at  the  bottom  of  the  buildinc. 
Ignorance  may  share  the  sin  with  bigotry.  It 
would  be  painful  to  relate  such  an  exception  to 
the  devotion  of  the  Italians  for  their  great 
names,  could  it  not  be  accompanied  by  a  trait 
more  honourably  'conformable  to  the  general 
character  of  the  nation.  The  principal  person  of 
the  district,  the  last  branch  of  the  house  of  Mo- 
dicis,  afforaed  that  protection  to  the  memory  of 
the  insulted  dead  which  her  best  ancestors  had 
dispensed  upon  all  cotemporary  merit.  The  Mar- 
chioness Lenzoni  rescued  the  tombstone  of  Boc- 
caccio from  the  neglect  in  which  it  had  tome 
time  lain,  and  found  for  it  an  honourable  ele- 
vatioB  in  her  own  mansion.  She  has  done  more: 
the  house  in  which  the  poet  lived  has  been  an 
little  respected  as  his  tomb,  and  is  falling  to 
ruin  over  the  head  of  one  indifferent  to  the 
name  of  its  former  tenant.  It  consists  of  two  or 
three  little  chambers,  and  a  low  tower,  on  which 
Cosmo  II.  affixed  an  inscription.  This  house  she 
has  taken  measures  to  purchase,  and  proposes 
to  devote  to  it  that  care  and  consideration  which 
are  attached  to  the  cradle  and  to  the  roof  of 
genius. 

This  is  not  the  place  to  undertake  the  defence 
of  Boccaccio ;  but  the  man  who  exhausted  hfs 
little  patrimony  in  the  acquirement  of  learning, 
who  was  amongst  the  first,  if  not  the  first,  to 
allure  the  science  and  the  poetry  of  Greece  to 
the  bosom  of  Italy ; — who  not  only  invented  a 
new  style,  but  founded,  or  certainly  fixed,  a  new 
language ;  who,  besides  the  esteem  of  every  po- 
lite court  of  Europe,  was  thought  worthy  of 
employment  by  the  predominant  republic  of  his 
own  country,  and,  what  is  more,  of  the  friend- 
ship of  Petrarcli,  who  lived  the  life  of  a  philo- 
sopher aad  a  freeman ,  and  who  died  in  the  pur- 
suit of  knowledge, — such  a  roan  might  have  found 
more  consideration  than  he  has  met  with  from 
the  priest  of  Certaldo,  and  from  a  late  English 
traveller,  who  strikes  off  his  portrait  as  aa  odi- 
ous, coatemptible,  licentious  writer,  whose  im- 
pure remains  should  be  suffered  to  rot  without 
a  record  *).  That  English  traveller,  unfortunate- 


enght  to  return  amongst  them,  were  it  only  to 
correct  their  style.  Petrarch  seemed  at  first  to 
listen  to  the  flattery  and  to  the  intreaties  of  his 
friend ,  but  he  did  not  return  to  Florence ,  and 
preferred  a  pilgrimage  to  the  tomb  of  Laora 
aad  the  shades  ot  Vaadnst. 


*)  Classical  Tour,  cap.  ix.  vol.  ii.  p.  355. 
edit.  3d.  **Of  Boccaccio,  the  modern  Petronius, 
we  say  nothing;  the  abuse  of  genius  is  more 
odious  and  more  contemptible  than  its  absence ; 
and  it  imports  little  where  the  impure  remains 
of  a  licentious  author  are  consigned  to  their 
kindred  dust.  For  the  same  reason  the  travel- 
ler may  pass  unnoticed  the  tomb  of  the  ma- 
lignant Aretino.** 

This  dubious  phrase  is  hardly  enough  to  safe 
the  tourist  from  the  suspicion  of  another  blun- 
der respecting  the  burial  -  place  of  Aretino, 
whose  tomb  was  in  the  church  of  St.  Luke  at 
Venice,  aad  gave  rise  to  the  famous  contro- 
versy of  which  some  notice  is  taken  in  Bavle. 
Now  the  words  of  Mr.  Eustace  would  lead  us 
to  think  the  tomb  was  at  Florence,  or  at  least 
was  to  be  somewhere  recognised.  Whether  the 
inscription  so  much  disputed  was  ever  written 
oa  the  temb  oi»a«i  uva  \a  ^«^^%^>\«^^i^' 
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ly  for  those  wko  liove  to  deplore  the  loti  of  a 
very  maiable  penon,  if  beyond  all  crttfcism; 
hot  the  mortality  which  did  not  protect  Boc- 
caccio fVom  Mr.  Eustace,  most  not  defend  Mr. 
Eustace  from  the  impartial  lodgment  of  his  suc- 
eessors.— Death  may  canonise  his  virtues,  not 
his  errors ;  and  it  may  be  modestly  pronounced 
that  he  transcreMed,  not  only  as  an  aothor,  but 
M  a  man,  wheji  he  evoked  the  shade  of  Boc- 
caccio in  company  with  that  of  Aretiuo,  amidst 
the  sepulchres  of  Santa Croce,  merely  to  dismiss 
tC  with  indignity.    As  far  as  respects 

«'I1  flagello  de*  Principi, 
II  divin  Pietro  Arctino." 

It  is  of  little  import  what  censure  is  past  upon 
a  eoxcomb  who  owes  his  present  existence  to 
the  above  burlesque  character  given  to  him  by 
the  poet  whose  amber  has  preserved  many  other 
grubs  and  worms :  but  to  classify  Boccaccio  with 
such  a  person,  and  to  excommunicate  his  very 
ashes,  must  or  itself  make  us  doubt  of  the  qna- 
lifleation  of  the  classical  tourist  for  writing  upon 
Italian,  or,  indeed,  upon  any  other  literature ; 
for  ignorance  on  one  point  may  incapacitate  an 
aothor  merely  for  that  particular  topic,  but  sub- 

iection  to  a  professional  prejudice  must  render 
lim  an  unsafe  director  on  all  occasions.  Any 
perversion  and  injustice  may  be  made  what  is 
vulgarly  called  **a  case  of  conscience,"  and  this 
poor  excuse  is  all  that  can  be  offered  for  the 
priest  of  Certaldo,  or  the  author  of  the  Classical 
Tour.  It  would  have  answered  the  purpose  to 
confine  the  censure  to  the  novels)  of  Boccaccio, 
and  gratitude  to  that  source,  which  supplied  the 
muse  of  Dryden  with  her  last  and  most  harmo- 
nious numbers,  might  perhnps  have  restricted 
that  censure  to  the  objertionable  qualities  of 
the  hundred  tales.  At  any  rate,  the  repentance 
of  Boccaccio  might  have  arrested  his  exhumation, 
and  it  should  nave  been  recollected  and  told, 
that  in  his  old  age  he  wrote  a  letter  intreating 
his  friend  to  discourage  the  reading  of  the  De- 
cameron, for  the  sake  of  modesty,  and  for  the 
sake  of  the  author,  who  would  not  have  an  apolo- 
gist always  at  hand  to  state  in  his  excuse  that 
he  wrote  it  when  young,  and  at  the  command  of 
superiors  *).  It  is  neitncr  the  licentiousness  of 
the  writer,  nor  the  evil 'propensities  of  the  read- 
er, which  have  given  to  the  Decameron  alone, 
of  all  the  works  of  Boccaccio,  a  perpetual  popu- 
larity. The  establishment  of  a  new  and  delight- 
ful dialect  conferred  an  immortality  on  the 
works  in  which  it  was  first  fixed.  The  sonnets 
of  Petrarch  were,  for  the  same  reason,  fated  to 
survive  his  self-admired  Africa  the  ** favourite 
9f  king:"  The  invariable  traits  of  nature  and 
feeling  with  which  the  novels,  as  well  as  the 
verses,  abound,  have  doubtless  been  the  chief 
source  of  the  foreign  celebrity  of  both  authors ; 
but  Boccaccio,  as  a  man,  is  no  more  to  be  esti- 
mated bv  that  work,  than  Petrarch  is  to  be  re- 
Crded  in  no  other  light  than  as  the  lover  of 
inra.  Even,  however,  had  the  father  of  the 
Tuscan  prose  been  known  only  as  the  author  of 
the  Decameron,  a  considerate  writer  would  have 
been  cautious  to  pronounce  a  sentence  irrecon- 
cileable  with  the  unerring  voice  of  many  ages 
and  nations.  An  irrevocable  value  has  never 
been  stamped  upon  any  work  solely  recommended 
by  impurity. 

The  true  source  of  the  outcry  against  Boc- 
caccio, which  began  at  a  very  early  period,  was 
the  choice  of  his  scandalous  personages  in  the 
cloisters  as  well  as  the  courts ;  bat  the  princes 


memorial  of  this  author  has  disappeared  ftom 
the  church  of  St.  Luke,  which  is  now  changed 
into  a  lamp-warehouse. 

*)  **!Von  enim  ubique  est,  qui  in  exeosatio- 
nera  meani  consurgcns  dicai)  Juveais  ecri^it^ 
ee  majoris  coactus  impetlo.*' 


only  laoghed  at  the  gmllaat  adventarec  ss  o. 
Justly  charged  apon  Qoeea  Theodellada,  wUht  ■ 
the  priesthood  cried  shame  a  pom  the  debtsctoi 
drawn  from  the  convent  and  the  heraltafe;  isd, 
most  probably,  for  the  opposite  reaaaa,  aaadj, 
that  the  picture  was  faithful  to  the  life.  Tvi 
of  the  novels  are  allowed  to  be  facts  aseftOf 
turned  into  tales,  to  deride  the  caaonisatiss  d 
rogues  and  laymen.  Ser  Ciappelletto  mmA  II» 
ceiiinus  are  cited  with  applaaae  evea  bj  Ik 
decent  Muratori.  The  great  Arsavld,  as  be  b 
quoted  in  Bayle,  states,  that  a  new  edilissd 
the  novels  was  proposed,  of  which  the  eipaip- 
tion  consisted  in  omitting  the  words  ^mssk" 
and  **nun,"  and  tacking  the  lanMralitiei  ti 
other  names.  The  literary  history  of  Italy  ssr 
ticularizes  no  such  edition ;  bat  it  was  nsl  rnf 
before  the  whole  of  Europe  had  bat  one  spisits 
of  the  DecameroB ;  aad  the  abaolation  of  the  as- 
thor  seems  to  have  been  a  potat  settled  at  I'sH 
a  hundred  years  ago:  ^*On  ae  fe rait  siller  d 
Ton  pretenifait  convaiacre  Boceace  de  a'sisfir 
paf  ete  honn^te  homme,  pnioqa'il  a  fait  le  9t> 
Cameron."  So  said  one  of  the  best  mea,  ss4 
perhaps  the  best  critic,  that  ever  lived— ifts 
very  martyr  to  impartiality  *).  Bat  as  this  ii- 
formation,  that  in  the  begiBBlag  of  the  tea  | 
century  one  would  have  beea  hooted  at  for  pes- 
tending  that  Bocoiccio  was  not  a  good  maa,  asf 
seem  to  come  from  oae  of  those  eaemies  vh 
are  to  be  suspected,  even  when  ther  ssake  m  i 
present  of  truth,  a  more  acceptable  coatna 
with  the  proscription  of  the  body,  soul,  aadaaH 
of  Boccaccio  may  be  fuand  in  a  few  words  Crsa 
the  virtuous,  the  patriotic  eotemporary,  vhi 
thonaht  one  of  the  tales  of  this  impure  wriisr 
worthy  a  Latin  version  from  his  own  pea.  "/ 
hare  remarked  elsewhere,"  say  a  Petrarch,  writ- 
ing to  Boccaccio,  **tkat  the  hook  iUe^f  hut  htn 
worried  by  certain  dogt,  hut  mtoutUf  defended  tf 

Jour  •toff  and  voice.  Nor  was  I  motonithed,  fm 
have  had  proof  of  the  vigour  of  tfour  mini, 
and  I  know  you  have  fatten  on  that  nnmeemt 
modating  incapable  race  of  mortuU  who,  whottvft 
they  either  luce  not,  or  know  not,  or  cannot  do, 
are  ture  to  repri^tend  in  otkero ;  and  on  thm» 
occationt  only  put  on  a  show  of  learning  oui 
eloquence,  but  otherwite  are  entireiu  dumk"  *^ 
It  is  satisfhctory  to  find  that  all  the  priol- 
hood  do  not  resemble  those  of  Certaldo,  aad  thst 
one  of  them  who  did  not  possess  the  bones  d 
Boccaccio  would  not  lose  the  opportunity  d 
raising  a  cenotaph  to  his  memory.  Bevins,  Ci- 
non  or  Padua,  at  the  begin nina  of  the  Ifth  css- 
tury,  erected  at  Arquh,  opposite  to  the  tsmb  d 
the  Laureate,  a  tablet,  in  which  he  assedatd 
Boccaccio  to  the  equal  hoaoara  id  Daate  aad  d 
Petrarch. 

fFhat  It  her  pyramid  of  preoiouo  otometf 

[p.  44.  8t  II 
Oar  veneration    for  the  Medici  begins  wUh 
Cosmo,    and    expires    with   his   graadsoa:  ihil 
stream  is  pure  only  at  the  soarce;   aad  It  isii 
search  of  some  memorial  of  the  virtaoos  rcfS^ 
licans  of  the  familv,  that  we  visit  the  chaick     i 
of  St.  Lorenao  at  Florence.    The  tawdry,  glar     | 
ing,  nnfinished  chapel  la  that  chnrrh,  des^ssi     ^ 
for  the  mausoleum  of  the  Dnkes  of  Toscaay,  at 
round  with  crowns  and  cofliBo,  gives  birth  is  si 
emotioas  but  those  of  contempt  for  the  laviik 


\ 


*)  Edaireiooemont ,   la    the   Sapplemtal  H 
Baylors  Dictioaary.  I 

**)  <* Animadvert!  alicabi  Hbmm  Ipmim  sasm 
dentibus  lacessitum,  too  tamea  baealo  Sfn|i' 
toAque  voce  defensam.  I^ec  mirataa  tarn:  sm 
et  vires  ingeaii  tal  aovl,  et  ocio  eipertns  can 
hominnm  genus  insoleas  et  Igaavam,  qui  qsi^  i 
quid  Ipsi  vel  aolnat  vel  aeonnat,  vel  bob  p^ 
sont,  la  aliis  repreheadnat ;  ad  hoc  aanadidi 
«!  ax^vV^  ««1  «Uacaea  ad  rellf  aa.** 


NOTKS  TO  CHILDE  HAROLD'S  riLORUUGB. 


119 


r anity  of  •  race  of  defpoU,  whn§t  the  pavement- 
■lab  simply  inscribed  to  the  Father  of  hit  Coontry, 
reconcifpt  ns  to  the  name  of  Medici  *),  It  was 
very  natural  for  Corinna  to  suppose  that  the 
■tatnc  raised  to  the  Dulce  of  I'rbino  in  the  ea 
peUa  de'  depmiti  was  intended  frr  his  great 
vamesalce;  but  the  macnificent  Lorenzo  is  only 
the  sharer  of  a  coffin  half  hidden  in  a  niche  of 
|he  sacristy.  The  decay  of  Tuscany  dates  from 
the  sovereignty  of  the  Medici.  Of  the  sepulchral 
peace,  whidi  succeeded  to  the  establishment  of 
the  reigning  families  in  Italy,  our  own  Sidney 
^as  given  ns  a  glowinc,  but  a  faithful  picture. 
'^Kotwithstaading  all  the  seditions  of  Florence, 
•ad  other  cities  of  Tuscany,  the  horrid  factions 
qf  Guelphs  and  Ghibelins,  IVeri  and  Bianchi, 
Qkobles  and  Commons,  they  continued  populous, 
•tronff,  and  exceedine;  rich ;  but  in  the  space  oi 
less  than  a  hundred  and  fifty  years  the  peace- 
able reign  of  the  Medices  is  thought  to  have 
destroyed  nine  parts  in  ten  of  the  people  of  that 

Srovipce.  Amongst  other  things  it  is  remarkable, 
bat  whfu  Philip  the  Second  of  Spain  gave 
ienna  to  the  Duke  of  Florence,  his  embassador 
then  at  Rome  sent  him  word.,  that  he  had  given 
away  more  than  650,000  subjects ;  and  it  is.  not 
believed  there  are  now  20,000  souls  inhabiting 
that  city  and  territory.  Pisa,  Pistoia,  Arezzo, 
Cortona,  and  other  towns,  that  were  then  geod 
aad  populous,  are  in  the  like  proportion  dtmi- 
■ished,  and  Florence  more  than  any.  When 
that  city  had  been  long  troubled  with  seditions, 
tumults,  and  wars,  for  the  most  part  nnprosper- 
oas,  they  still  retained  such  strength,  that  when 
Charles  VIII.  of  France,  being  admitted  as  a 
fk'iend  with  his  whole  •rmy,  which  soon  after 
conquered  the  kingdom  of  Naples,  thought  to 
master  them,  the  people  taking  arms,  struck 
Huch  a  terror  into  him,    that  he  was  glad  to  de- 

Crt  upon  such  conditions  as  they  thought  fit  to 
ipose.  Machiavel  reports,  that  in  that  time 
Florence  alone,  with  the  Val  d'Arno,  a  small 
territorv  belonging  to  that  city,  could,  in  a  few 
hours,  by  the  sound  of  a  bell,  bring  together 
135,000  well-armed  men;  whereas  now  that  citv, 
with  all  the  others  in  that  province,  are  brought 
to  such  despicable  weakness,  emptiness,  poverty 
and  baseness,  that  they  can  aeither  resist  the 
oppressions  of  their  own  prince,  aor  defend  him 
or  themselves  if  they  were  assaulted  by  a  foreign 
enemy.  The  people  are  dispersed  or  destroyed, 
and  the  best  families  sent  to  seek  habitations  in 
Venice,  Genoa,  Home,  Naples,  and  Lucca.  This 
ff  not  the  effect  of  war  or  pestilence;  they  en- 
Joy  a  perfect  peace,  and  suffer  no  other  plague 
than  toe  government  they  are  under.^  **)  From 
the  usurper  Cosmo  down  to  the  imbecil  Gaston, 
we  look  in  vain  fur  any  of  those  unmiied  qua- 
lities which  should  raise  a  patriot  to  the  com- 
Band  of  his  fellow-citizens.  The  Grand-Dukes, 
and  particularly  the  third  Cosmo,  had  operated 
•o  entire  a  change  in  the  Tuscan  character, 
that  the  candid  Florentines  in  cicuse  for  some 
imperfections  in  the  philanthropic  system  of 
IfCopold,  are  obliged  to  confess  that  the  sovereign 
was  the  only  liberal  man  in  his  dominions.  Yet 
that  excellent  prince  himself  had  no  other  no- 
tion of  a  national  assembly,  than  of  a  body  to 
represent  the  wants  and  wishes,  not  the  will  of 
the  people. 

An  earthquake  reetd  unheededly  awav! 

fp.  44.  St.  83. 
**jind  §uck  waM  their  mutual  animotittj,  §o  in- 
tent were  they   upon  the  battle,   that  the  earth- 
fuake,  which  overthrew  in  great  part  mamy  of 


*)  Cosmus  Medices,   Decreto  Publico,  Pater 
Patriir. 

**)  On  Government,  ehan.  ii.  sect.  uvi.  Sid- 
aey  is,  together  with  Locke  and  Hoadley, 
one  of  Mr.  fliimc^  <'il««pieaMe "  writers. 


the  eitiet  of  Italy,  which  turned  the  coarse  of 
rapid  etreama,  poured  hiuih  the  see  upon  the  rt- 
ver»f  and  tore  down  the  very  mountatne,  wosaof 
felt  by  one  of  the  combatantt."  *)  Such  is  the 
description  of  Livy.  It  may  be  doubted  whether 
modern  tactics  would  admit  of  such  an  abstraction. 
The  site  of  the  baUle  of  Thrasimene  is  not  to 
be  mistaken.  The  traveller  from  the  village 
under  (^rtona  to  Case  di  Piano,  the  next  stage 
on  the  way  to  Rome,  has  for  the  first  two  or 
three  miles,  around  him,  but  more  particularly 
to  the  right,  that  flat  laud  which  Hannibal  laid 
waste  in  order  to  induce  the  Consul  Flaminina 
to  move  from  Areszo.  On  his  left,  and  in  front 
of  him,  is  a  ridge  of  hills,  bending  down  toward! 
the  lake  of  Thrasimene,  called  by  Li^T  '^montei 
Gortenenses,'*  and  no%r  named  the  Gualandra. 
These  hills  he  approaches  at  Ossaja,  a  village 
which  the  itineraries  pretend  to  have  beea  so 
denominated  from  the  bones  found  there :  but 
there  have  been  no  bones  found  there,  and  the 
battle  was  fought  on  the  other  side  of  the  hill. 
From  Ossaja  the  road  begins  to  rise  a  little, 
but  does'  not  pass  into  the  roots  of  the  moun- 
tains until  the  sixty-seventh  mile-stone  from 
Florence.  The  ascent  thence  is  not  steep  but 
perpetual ,  and  continues  for  twenty  minutes. 
The  lake  is  soon  seen  below  on  the  rieht,  with 
Borghetto,  a  round  tower  close  upon  the  water; 
and  the  undulatin||[  hills  partially  covered  with 
wood  amongst  which  the  road  winds,  sink  by 
degrees  into  the  naYshes  near  to  this  tower. 
L»wer  than  the  road,  down  to  the  right,  amidsl 
these  woody  hillocks,  Hannibal  placed  his 
horse,  **)  in  the  Jaws  of  or  rather  above  the 
pass,    which    was    between    the    lake   and   the 

B resent  road ,  and  most  probably  close  to 
lorghetto,  just  under  the  lowest  of  the  *'tn- 
mulT."  ***)  On  a  summit  to  the  left,  above 
the  road,  is  an  old  circular  ruin  which  the  pea- 
sants call  "  the  Tower  of  Hannibal  the  CTartha- 
ginian.'*  Arrived  at  the  highest  point  of  the 
road,  the  traveller  has  a  partial  view  of  the 
fatal  plain  which  opens  fully  upon  him  as  he 
descends  the  Gualandra.  He  soon  finds  himself 
in  a  vale  inclosed  to  the  left  and  in  front  and 
behind  him  by  the  Gnalandra-hills ,  bending 
round  in  a  segment  larger  than  a  semicircle, 
and  running  down  at  each  end  to  the  lake,  which 
obliques  to  the  right  and  forms  the  chord  of  this 
mountain-arc.  The  position  cannot  be  guessed 
al  from  the  plains  of  Cortona,  nor  appears  to  be 
so  completely  inclosed  unless  to  one  who  is  fairly 
within  the  kills.  It  then,  indeed,  appeara  ^a 
place  made  as  it  were  on  purpose  for  a  snare,** 
loeue  insidiie  natu*.  Borghetto  is  then  found 
to  stand  in  a  narrow  marshy  pass  close  to  the 
hill  and  to  the  lake,  whilst  there  is  no  other 
outlet  at  the  opposite  turn  of  the  mountains  than 
through  the  little  town  of  Pasignano,  which  is 
pushed  into  the  water  by  the  foot  of  a  high  ro^y 
acclivity,  f)  There  is  a  woody  eminence 
branching  down  from  the  mountains  into  the 
upper  end  of  the  plain  nearer  to  the  side  of 
Patsignano,  and  on  this  stands  a  white  village 
called  Torre.  Polybins  seems  to  allude  to  this 
eminence  as  the  one  on  which  Hannibal  encamp- 
ed and  drew  out  his  heavy  armed  Africans 
and  Spaniards  in  a  conspicuous  position.  From 
this  spot  he  dispatched  his  Balearic  and   light- 


*)  Tantnsqne  fult  ardor  animorum,  adeo  in- 
tent us  pugnc  animus,  ut  eum  terrs  motum,  qui 
multarum  urbium  Italin  mannas  partes  pro- 
stravit,  avertitque  eursu  rapido  amnes,  mare 
flnminibns  invextt,  montes  lapsu  ingenti  proruit, 
nemo    punantinm    senserit.^*   Liv.  xxii.  12. 

**)  Equites  ad  ipsas  fauces  saltus  tnmnlis 
apte  tecentibus  locat.    Lit.  xiii.  4. 

***j  iJbi  maxime  montet  Cortoaeniec  Thra- 
■imenus  subit.   Ibid. 

f )  lade  collet  aiaargaat.    Ibid. 


no 
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anned  troopi  round  through  the  OvmlmBdrm- 
height!  to  the  right,  so  m  to  arrive  amteea  and 
form  an  amboth  amongst  the  bmkea  aeclivities 
which  the  road  now  passes,  and  to  be  ready  to 
net  npon  the  left  flank  and  above  the  enemj, 
whilst  the  home  shut  up  the  pass  behind.  Pla- 
minins  came  to  the  lake  near  Borghetto  at  sun- 
set ;  and,  without  sending  any  spies  before  him, 
■arched  through  the  pass  the  neit  morning 
before  the  day  had  quite  broken,  so  that  he  per- 
ceived nothing  of  the  horse  and  light  troops  above 
and  about  him,  and  saw  only  the  heavy  armed 
Cnrthaginians  in  front  on  the  hill  of  Torre.  *) 
The  (?onsul  began  to  draw  out  his  army  in  the 
flat,  and  in  tbe  mean  time  the  horse  in  ambush 
ocenpied  the  pass  behind  him  at  Borghetto.  Thus 
the  Romans  were  completely  inclosed ,  having 
the  lake  on  the  right,  the  main  army  on  the  hill 
of  Torre  in  front,  the  Gualandra-hills  filled  with 
the  light-armed   on  their  left  flank,  and   being 

rrevented  from  receding  by  the  cavalry ,  who, 
he  farther  they  alvanced ,  stopped  up  all  the 
ontlets  in  the  rear.  A  fog  rising  from  the  lake 
BOW  spread  itself  over  the  army  of  the  ('onvul, 
but  the  high  lands  were  in  the  sun-shine,  and 
•11  the  different  corps  in  ambush  looked  towards 
the  hill  of  Torre  for  the  order  of  attack.  Kan- 
mibal  gave  the  Hignal,  and  moved  down  from  his 

{lost  on  the  height.  At  the  same  moment  all  his 
roops  on  the  eminences,  behind  and  in  the  flank 
of  Flaminius  ,  riiMhod  forwards  as  it  were  with 
one  accord  into  the  plain.  The  Romans,  who 
were  forming  their  array  in  the  mist ,  suddenly 
heard  the  shouts  of  the  enemy  amongst  them,  on 
every  Hide,  and  before  they  could  fall  into  their 
ranks ,  or  draw  fheir  swords ,  or  see  by  whom 
they  were  attacked,  felt  at  once  that  they  were 
•■rrounded  and  lost. 

There  are  two  little  rivulets  which  ran  from 
the  Gualandra  into  the  lake.  The  traveller 
crosses  the  first  of  these  at  about  a  mile  after 
he  comes  into  the  plain,  and  this  divides  the 
Tuscan  from  the  Papal  territories.  The  secoad, 
•bout  a  quarter  of  a  mile  further  on,  is  called 
**the  bloody  rivnlct,"  and  the  peasants  point  out 
•■  open  spot  to  the  left  between  the  ^^Sangui- 
■etto**  and  the  hills,  which,  thoy  My,  was  the 
principal  scene  of  slaughter.  The  other  part  of 
the  plain  is  covered  with  thick  set  olive-trees 
In  corn -grounds,  and  is  nowhere  quite  le^el  ex- 
cept near  the  edge  of  the  lake.  It  is,  indeed, 
most  probable  that  the  battle  was  fonght  near 
this  end  of  the  valley ,  for  the  »ix  thousand 
Romans  who,  at  the  beginning  of  the  action, 
broke  through  the  enemy,  escaped  to  the  summit 
of  an  eminence  which  mu»t  have  been  in  this 
quarter ,  otherwise  they  would  have  had  to  tra- 
▼crse  the  whole  plain  and  to  pierce  through  the 
Bain  army  of  Hannibal. 

The  Romans  fought  desperately  for  three  hours, 
bnt  the  death  of  Flamintus  was  the  signal  for  a 
ceneral  dispersion.  The  Carthaginian  horse  then 
burst  in  upon  the  fngitives ,  aud  the  lake,  the 
narsh  about  Rorghetto ,  bnt  chiefly  the  plain  of 
the  Sanguinrtto  and  the  passes  of  the  Gualandra, 
were  strewed  with  dead.  Near  some  old  walls 
on  a  bleak  ridge  to  the  left  above  the  rivulet 
■any  human  bones  have  been  repeatedly  found, 
•nd  this  has  confirmed  the  pretensions  and  the 
■ame  of  the  "stream  of  blood.** 

Every  district  of  Italy  has  its  hero.  In  the 
north  some   painter  is   the   usual  genius   of  the 

Since,  and  the  foreign  Julio  Romano  more  than 
ivides  Mantna  with  her  native  Virgil.  **)  To 
the  south  we  hear  of  Roman  names,  ^ear  Thra- 
aimene  tradition  is  still  faithful  to  the  fame  of 
•n  enemy,  and  Hannibal  the  Carthaginian  is  the 


only  •acient  aaso  reaeabered  oa  the  bait  tf 
the  Perugiaa  lake.  Plaminino  It  aaknnwa;  \m 
the  postilions  on  that  road  hmre  beca  tts^  n 
show  the  very  spot  where  U  Csissafi  Jmh 
was  slain.  Of  all  who  foa^bft  aad  fell  is  As 
battle  of  Thraslaeae,  tbo  Uotoriaa  himself  ki, 
besides  the  generals  aad  Maharbal,  prcscnd 
indeed  only  a  single  name.  Yoa  oTertaks  Ai 
(Carthaginian  again  oa  the  aaMC  road  ta  Rsai. 
The  antiqnnry,  that  Is  ,  the  hootler  of  the  ft^ 
house  at  Spoleto,  tells  you  that  his  towarspahil 
the  victorions  eneay ,  and  oliowu  jon  the  pN 
still  called  Fwta  di  Anikmie.  It  is  hardly  wiift 
while  to  remark  that  a  Preach  trarel-wiiia^ 
well  knowB  by  the  name  of  the  Prenident  Dnptfr, 
saw  Thrasimene  In  the  lake  of  Boiseaa,  vUa 
lay  conveniently  on  hia  way  froB  tSicnni  Is 
Rone. 

But  rhea,  Cl^aniiiva.'  [p.  44.  8l  ■. 

Wo  book  of  travels  has  omitted  to  expatiaisM 

the  temple  of  the  Clitamaua ,    betweea  Falips 

and  Spoleto ;  and  no  site ,  or  accaery ,  craa  li 

Italy,  is  more  worthy  a  deacriptioa. 

Charmimg  the  eye  with  dread^— «  niateibsi 

eotaraer.  [p.  4S.  St.  7L 

I  saw  the  ^Cascata  del  laarBiore**  of  Tcnl 
twice,  at  different  periods ;  once  from  the  mm- 
mit  of  the  precipice ,  and  again  from  the  valkr 
below.  The  lower  view  is  far  to  be  preferrM, 
if  the  traveller  has  time  for  one  only ;  bst  ii 
any  point  of  view ,  either  from  nbove  or  belsv, 
it  is  worth  all  the  cascades  and  torrents  of  Sniti- 
erland  pnt  together ;  the  Staubbaeh,  Reirheabach, 
Pisse-Vache,  fall  of  Arpenaa ,  are  rilli  ii 
comparative  appearance.  Of  the  fall  of  Schafl* 
hausen  I  cannot  speak,  not  yet  haviag  seen  it 

jiu  Irit  9it9,  umidat  fhe  inferuai  enrgr. 

[p.  4&.  $t  It 
Of  the  time,  place ,  and  qvialltieo  of  this  kii4 
of  iris  the  reader  may  aee  a  short  accosat  it 
a  note  to  Manfred.  The  fall  looks  so  asck 
like  "the  hell  of  waters**  that  Addison  thoagU 
the  descent  alluded  to  bv  the  nlph  in  vhM 
Alecto  plunged  into  the  infernnl  regions.  It  h 
singular  enough  that  two  of  the  finest  ca»ca4ffi 
in  Europe  should  be  artificial — this  of  the  VfUas, 
and  the  one  at  Tivoli.  The  traveller  isstrsagly 
recommeaded  to  trace  theVeliao,  at  least  ii 
high  as  the  little  lake  called  Pie'  di  Lup.  Tbfl 
Reatine  territory  was  the  Itallaa  Tempe,  *!  uwi 
the  ancient  naturalist,  amongst  other  beaatifU 
varieties ,  remarked  the  daily  rainbows  of  tbt 
lake  Velinus.  «*) 

T%e  thundering  lauwine.  [p.  45.  St  It 

In  the  greater  part  of  Switierland  the  au* 
lanches  are  known  by  the  naae  of  lanwiae. 

f  uhkarrd 

2bo  much,  to  conquer  for  the  ptt't  »ake. 
The  drift d  duU  lessoa,  forced  down  word  by  vsrd. 

[p.  45.  Sjit.  Ii 
These  stanxas  may  probably  remind  thereairr 
of  Bnitign  Northerton'e  remarks :  "D — a  Hsas," 
bnt  our  reasons  for  our  dislike  nre  not  eiadlj 
the  same.  I  wish  to  express  that  we  become  tirm 
of  the  ..idk  before  we  caa  comprehend  tks 
beauty  ;  that  we  learn  by  rote  before  we  oi 
get  bv  heart ;  that  the  freshness  is  worn  avifi 
and  tke  future  pleasure  and  advaataae  deadein 
and  destroy  ell  ny  the  didnetic  anticipation,  tf 
an  nge  when  we  caa  aeither  feel  aor  uaderstuJ 
the  power  of  compoaitioao  which  it  reqnimi  tf 
acquaintance   with   life,    as  well   aa  I«alia  ssi 


*)  A  tergo  et  super  caput  deeepere  insidir.  Liv. 

*'}  About  the  middle  of  the  Xlltb  century 
the  coins  of  Mantua  bore  on  one  side  the 
laage  and  figurt  of  Vir^U. 


*)  Reatini  me  ad  suaTcBpa  daxerval.  Ciena 
epist.  ad  Attic,  iv.  15. 
**)  **In  eodem  laca  aalla  aoa  dia  nppaifi* 
—  *•    Pmu.  Hist.  OTat.  n.  It. 


HOURS     OF     IDLENESS. 


Xiiiuted  by  the  meer,  he  rait'd  the  bowl; 

*'''  Would  0§car  now    could  thare    oar 

mirth ! "" 
Internal  fear  appalPd  hb  tosl, 

He  §aid,  and  dashM  the  cup  to  earth. 

^*  ^ria  he !  I  hear  mj  murderer*!  voice,** 
Loud  shrieks  a  darlcly  gleaming  Form; 

^^A  murderer*s  Toice  !'*  the  roof  replies. 
And  deeply  swells  the  bursting  storm. 

The  tapers  wink,  the  chieftains  shrink, 
The  stranger's  gone, — amidst  the  crew 

A  Form  was  seen,  in  tartan  green. 
And  tall  the  shade  terrific  grew. 

Hid  waist  was  bound  with  a  broad  lielt  round, 
His  plume  of  sable  stnNttii*d  on  iiigh ; 

But  liis  breast  was  bare,    with  the  red 

wouads  there. 
And  fix*d  was  the  glare  of  his  glassy  eye. 

And  thrice  he  smiled,  with  hit  eye  so  wild. 
On  Aneus,  bending  low  the  knee ; 

And  thnce  he  frown'd  on  a  Chief  on  the 

ground. 
Whom  shivering  crowds  with  horror  aee. 

The  bolts  loud  roll,  from  pole  to  pole. 

The  thunders  through  the  welkin  ring ; 
And  the  gleaming  Form,  through  the  mist 

of  the  storm. 
Was  borne  on  high  by  the  whirlwind's 

wing. 


Cold  was  the  feast,  the  rerel  ceased ; 

Who  lies  upon  the  stony  floor  ? 
Oblivion  prest  old  Angus*  breast. 

At  length  his  life-pulse  throbs  once 


*'Away,  away,  let  the  leech  essay. 
To  pour  the  light  on  Allan's  eyes;** 

His  sand  is  done,  -his  race  is  run. 
Oh !  never  more  shall  Allan  rise ! 

But  Oscar's  breast  is  cold  as  clav. 
Hit  locks  are  lifted  by  the  gale. 

And  Allan's  barbed  arrow  lay. 

With  him  in  dark  Glentaaar*s  vale. 

And  whence  the  dreadful  stranger  came. 
Or  who,  no  mortal  wight  can  tell ; 

But  no  one  doubts  the  Form  of  Flame, . 
For  Alva's  sons  knew  Oscar  well. 

Ambition  nerved  young  Allan's  hand. 
Exulting  demons  wing'd  his  dart. 

While  Envy  waved  her  burning  brand. 
And  pour'd  her  venom  round  nls  heart. 

Swift  is  the  shaft  from  Allan's  bow: 
Whose  streaming  life-blood  stains  his 

side? 

Dark  Oscar's  sable  crest  is  low. 
The  dart  has  drunk  hi*  vital  tide. 


Aad  Moni*k  eye  eoald  Allan  move. 
She  bade  his  wounded  pride  rebel  i 

Alas!  that  eyes,  which  beam'd  with  love, 
Should  urge  the  soul  to  deeds  of  Hell. 

Lol  seest  thou  not  a  lonely  tomb. 
Which  rises  o'er  a  warrior  dead ! 

It  glimmers  through  the  twilight  gloom ; 
Oh !  that  is  Allan's  nuptial  bed. 

Far,  distant  far,  the  noble  grave. 

Which  held  hit  clan's  great  ashee,  stood; 

And  o'er  his  eorse  no  banners  wave. 
For  they  werestain'd  with  kindred  blood. 

What  minstrel  grav,  what  hoary  bard. 
Shall  Allan's  deeds  on  harp-strings  raise? 

The  song  is  glory's  chief  reward. 
But  who  can  strike  a  murderer's  praise? 

Unstrung,  nntonch'd,  flie  harp  must  stand, 
No  minstrel  dare  the  theme  awake ; 

Guilt  would  benumb  his  palsied  hand. 
His  harp  in  dinddering  chords  would 

break. 

No  lyre  of  fiune,  no  hallow'd  verse. 
Shall  sound  his  glories  high  in  air, 

A  dying  father's  bitter  curse, 
A  brother's  death-gronn  echoes  there. 


TO  THE  DUKE  OF  DORSET. 

In  looking  over  mj  papers ,  to  icleet  m.  few  ad- 
dUional  Poems  for  tae  seeond  edition,  Ifoaad 
the  following  lines ,  whicli  I  had  totally  for- 
gotten, composed  in  the  Summer  of  1805,  aihorl 
time  previons  to  my  departure  from  Harrow. 
They  were  addressed  to  a  yoaag  school-fellow 
of  high  rank,  who  had  heen  my  frequent  oomna- 
■ion  in  some  rambles  through  the  neichbourug 
country;  however,  he  never  saw  the  lines,  ana 
most  probably  never  will.  As,  on  a  repemsal, 
I  found  them  not  worse  than  some  other  pieces 
in  the  collection,  1  have  now  published  thea, 
for  the  first  time,  after  a  slight  revision. 

DonsBT !  whose  early  steps  with  mine  have 

stray'd. 
Exploring  overy  path  of  Ida*s  glade. 
Whom,  still,  affection  taught  me  to  defend. 
And  made  me  less  a  tyrant  than  a  friend ; 
Though  the  harsh  custom  of  our  youthful 

band 
Bade  thee  obey,  and  gave  ine  to  command 
Thee,  on  whose  head  a  few  short  years  will 

shower 
The  gift  of  riches,  and  the  pride  of  power; 
Even  now  a  name  illustrious  is  thine  own, 
Renown'd  in  rank,not  far  beneath  the  throne. 
Yet,  Dorset,  let  not  this  seduce  thy  soul, 
To  shun  fair  science,  or  evade  control ; 
Though  passive  tutors,  fearful  to  dbpraise 
The  titled  child,  whose  future  breath  may 

raise. 
View  ducal  errors  with  indulgent  eyes. 
And  wink  at  faults  they  tremble  to  chastise. 


iti 


NOTES   ro  CHILU£  HAUOIiD*8  PILQKIMAGB. 


kM  celebrated  both  in  prote  aid  Terse,  tad 
which  the  htetoriaB  Dion  also  records  as  haviaf 
suffered  the  same  aceideat  as  is  alluded  to  by 
the  orator.  The  qvestion  af  itated  by  the  aati- 
quaries  is,  whether  the  wolf  now  ia  the  coaser- 
valor's  palace  is  that  of  Livj  aad  Dioaysias,  or 
that  of  Cicero,  or  whether  it  is  aeither  oae  or 
the  other.  The  earlier  writera  differ  as  much 
as  the  modern:  Lucius  Fauaus  *)  says,  that  it 
is  the  oae  alluded  to  by  both,  which  is  ifl»os- 
sible,  and  also  by  Virril,  which  Bay  be.  Fal- 
vins  llrsinns  calls  it  the  wolf  of  Dionysius,  aad 
Marlianiis  talks  of  it  as  the  one  laeatioaed  by 
rtcero.  To  him  Ryoqnius  trembUnglif  assents.  **) 
Nardini  is  inclined  to  suppose  it  may  be  oae  of 
the  maav  wolves  preserved  in  ancient  Rome: 
but  of  the  two  rather  beads  to  the  Ciceroaian 
statue.  Moatfaucon  ***)  meatioas  it  as  a  poiat 
without  doubt.  Of  the  latter  writers  the  deci- 
sive Winkelmann  proclaims  it  as  haviag  been 
found  at  the  church  of  Saint  Theodore,  where, 
or  near  where,  was  the  temple  of  Romulus,  aa«l 
rouMequratly  makes  it  the  wolf  of  Dioaysius. 
HJH  authority  is  Lucius  Pannus,  who,  however, 
only  says  that  it  wom  ptared.  not  found,  at  the 
Ficus  Rnmiaalis  by  the  t^omttium,  by  which  he 
does  not  seem  to  allude  to  the  church  oi  Saint 
Theodore.  Rycquius  was  the  first  to  make  the 
mistake,  and  Winkelmann  followed  Rycquius. 

Flaminius  Vacca  tells  quite  a  different  story, 
and  says  he  had  heard  the  wolf  with  the  twlas 
was  found  near  the  arch  of  Septimius  Severus. 
The  commentator  on  Winkrimann  is  of  the  same 
opinion  with  that  learned  person,  aad  is  iacens- 
ed  at  Nardini  for  not  having  remarked  that 
C'icero,  in  speakiuf  of  the  wolf  Ntnick  with  light- 
ning Id  the  Capitol,  makes  use  of  the  past  tense. 
Rut,   with   the  Abate*H    leave,  Nardiai  does  not 

Eo^itivcly  assert  the  statue  to  be  that  mentioned 
y  Cicero,  and,  if  he  had,  the  assumptioa  would 
not  perhaps  have  been  so  eiceedingly  indiscreet. 
The  Abate  himself  is  obliged  to  own  that  there 
are  marks  very  like  the  scathing  of  lightning  in 
thr*  hinder  leas  of  the  present  wolf;  aad,  to  get 
ri;I  of  this,  adds,  that  the  wolf  seen  by  Dionysius 
might  have  beea  also  struck  by  lightning,  or 
otherwise  injured. 

Let  us  examine  the  subject  by  a  refereace  to 
the  words  of  Cicero.  The  orator  ia  two  places 
seems  to  particularise  the  Romulus  aad  the 
Remus,  especially  the  first,  which  his  audieace 
remembered  to  have  been  in  the  Capitol,  as  beiag 
struck  with  lightning.  In  his  verses  he  records 
that  the  twins  and  wolf  both  fell ,  and  that  the 
latter  left  behind  the  marks  of  her  feet.  Cicero 
does  not  say  that  the  wolf  was  consumed:  aad 
Dion  only  mentions  that  it  fell  down ,  without 


allodinf ,  at  the  AbftC«  kaa  Bade  hta,  Iste 
force  of  the  blow,  or  the  flraweaa  with  wkickl 
had  been  fixed.  The  whole  etreafth,  thenfci^ 
of  the  Abaters  arguaient  haags  apaa  tht  jm 
tease  ;  which,  however,  may  be  aomeahst  4» 


**Hic  silvestris  erat  Romani  aominis  altrix 
Martia,  qu«  parvus  Mavortis  semine  natos 
Uberibus  gravidis  vitali  rare  rigabat, 
QuB  tum  cum  pueris  flammato  folminis  ictn 
Concidit,  atqnea%'ulsa  pedum  vestigia  liquit." 
De  Cottsulatu,  lib.  ii.  (lib.  i.  de  Divinat.  c  ii.) 

*)  "Tn  eadem  porticu  ftaea  Inpa,  cuius  uberi- 
bus Romulus  ae  Remus  lactantes  iahiaat,  coa- 
spicitur:  de  hae  Cicero  et  Virgilius  semper 
Intellesere.  Livius  hoe  signnm  ab  J^dilibus  ex 
pecnniis  quibus  mulctati    assent    fmneratores 

Rositom  innuit.    Antea  in  Comitiis   ad  Ficum 
lumiaalem,    quo  loco  pueri  ftaeraat  expositi, 
loeatuffl  pro  certo  est.'* 
**)  "Noa  desuat  qui  haac  ipsam  esse  potent, 

2uam  adpiaximus,  qn»  e  comitlo  in  Basilicam 
•aterenam,  cum  aoaauUis  aliis  aatiqaitatnm 
reliquiis,  atque  hiae  ia  Capitolium  postea  re- 
lata  sit,  qnamvis  Marliaaus  aatiquam  Capito- 
liaam  esse  maluit  a  Tullio  descriatam,  cut  ut 
in  re  nlmis  dubia.  treplde  adseatimur.'* 

***)  "Lupa  hodieque  la  capitoliais  praatat 
ndibas,  com  vestigio  fnlmiais  quo  ietan  narrat 
Gioera.'* 


aished  by  remarkiag  that  the  phrase  oaly 
that  the  statue  waa  not  then  ataadiag  is  Is 
former  positioa.  WiafcelawBn  haa  obs«r«ei,  ihl 
the  preseat  twias  are  modera :  aad  it  is  e^a^ 
clear  that  there  are  BMrka  ef  gildiaa  sa  At 
wolf,  which  might  therefore  be  aapposea  tsadi 
part  of  the  aacleat  ir>'oap.  It  ia  kaowa  dal  ii 
sacred  images  of  the  Capitol  were  not  dcstisfd 
when  injured  by  time  or  aceideat,  bat  wers  pi 
iato  certaia  uader^oaad  depositaries  sAi 
/B9l«««.  It  may  be  thoagbt  poMiUe  thst  ii 
wolf  had  beea  so  deposited ,  aad  had  beta  n- 
placed  ia  some  coaspicaona  aitnatioa  whet  At 
Capitol  was  rebuilt  by  Venpaaiaa.  Rycfsia; 
without  meatioalag  his  antbority ,  tells  tka  t 
was  traasferred  from  the  Oofaitiam  to  the  I* 
teraa,  and  thence  brought  to  the  Capitol.  Ul 
was  fouad  aear  the  areh  oi  Severaa,  ft  may  l«i( 
beea  oae  of  the  images  which  Orosias  says'  sen 
throwa  dowa  ia  the  Porvai  by  ligbtaiag  vki 
Alaris  took  the  city.  That  it  b  af  very  bjfk 
•aatiquity  the  workmaaship  is  a  decisi>e  pnnf; 
aad  that  clrcumstaace  iadaced  Wiakelasssti 
believe  it  the  wolf  of  Dioayaiaa.  The  CapiraliM 
wolf,  however,  may  have  beea  of  the  saaenrlf 
date  as  that  at  the  temple  of  Romnlaa.  Lsctss 
tins*)  asserts  that  ia  his  time  the  Romaas  wth 
shipped  a  wolf;  aad  It  is  kaowa  tliat  the  L■pf^ 
calia  held  out  to  a  very  late  period  *')  am 
every  other  observaitee  of  the  aacieat  sapentf- 
tion  had  totally  expired.  This  may  accaaal  il 
the  preser\atioa  of  the  aacieat  image  IssfH 
thaa  the  other  early  tymbola  ef  PagaMsm. 

It  may  be  permitted,  however,  to  rcamifc  tM 
the  wolf  was  a  Romaa  ayabol,  bat  that  Ai 
worship  of  that  symbol  ia  aa  iafereace  drssi 
by  the  seal  of  LacUntius*  The  early  ChriMia 
writers  are  not  to  be  traated  ia  the  chsnH 
which  they  make  against  the  Pagaaa.  Ilswiwi 
accused  the  Romaas  to  their  Ikeea  ef  wofsMp 
piag  Simon  Magus,  aad  raisiag  a  atatae  ts  Mi 
ia  the  islaad  of  the  Tyber.  The  RoaMa*  W 
probably  aever  heard  of  aach  a  peraaa  kekn, 
who  came,  however,  to  plaj  a  eoasideraU^ 
thouah  scandalous  part  ia  the  eharch-hiUM^ 
aad  has  left  several  tokeaa  of  kis  atrial  ssmW 
with  St.  Peter  at  Rome;  aotwithataadliv  M 
aa  laser  ption  found  in  thia  very  island  sflit 
Tyber  showed  the  Simoa  Magus  of  EaacbiiH 
be  a  certaia  ladigeaal  god,  called  Seme  SufM 
or  Fid  ins. 

Even  when  the  worship  of  the  foaader  af  lUat 
had  been  abaadoned,  it  waa  thoaght  cxpaM 
to  humour  the  habits  of  the  good  satraas  ittkt 
city  by  sending  them  with  their  sick  iafuti  t» 
the  church  of  ^t.  Theodore ,  as  they  had  Vtkn 
carried  them  to  the  temple  of  RoaiBlns.  Tbi 
practice  is  coatiaoed  to  thia  day ;  aad  the  bm 
of  the  above  chareh  seema  to  be  thereby  \i» 
tifled  with  that  of  the  temple:  oe  that  if  the  wdT 
had  beea  really  fooad  there,  aa  Wlakelasii 
says,  then  would  be  ao  denbt  of  the  pmiii 
sutue  beiag  that  seea  by  Dioayaiaa.    Bat  fm- 


*)  "Romuli  antrix  Lnpa  boaorlbaa  est  bDrB 
divinis,  et  ferreai  si  aaimal  Ipaaia  Ikisaet,  cs- 
Jos  fignram  gerit.'*  That  is  to  aay,  he  vsili 
rather  adora  a  wolf  thaa  a  proatitatc.  Rb 
commeatator  has  oboerved,  that  the  apiiitf 
of  Livy  concerning  Laareatia  beiag  figarcJ  k 
this  wolf  was  Bot  aaivenal. 

**)  To  A.  D.  4M.  Oais  credere  ismL 
says  Baraaios,  vigaiase  adhac  Roiaa  ad  Mti 
tempera ,  oam  ftere  aate  eiardia  arbis  ilkB 
iaitaliam  LnperaaliaV  Ctolaaias  wrateaMi' 
to  Aadramackaa,  tke  seaator,  aad  atkcfii  * 
skew  tkat  tke  ritea  akeald  ba  glvaa  ap. 


TRANSLATIONS   AND  IMITATIONS. 


HAN'S    ADDRESS   TO  HIS   SOUL, 
WHEN  DYING. 

AnnnrLA!  ragala,  blandala, 
Ho«pc«  coroetqa«  corporis, 
Qae  nunc  abibis  in  loca9 
Pallidula,  rigida,  nudula. 
Nee,  at  folei,  dabi§  jocot. 

fentle,  fleeting,  wavering  Sprite, 
and  aitociate  of  this  clay ! 
)  what  unknown  region  borne, 
t  then  now  wing  thy  distant  flight?     , 
nore,  with  wonted  hamoar  gayt 
it  pallid,  cheerless,  and  forlorn. 


^ANSLATION  FROM  CATULLUS. 

AD   LBSBIAM. 

iL  to  JoTe  that  youth  must  be, 
.ter  than  Jave,  he  seems  to  me, 
»,  free  from  Jealousy^s  alarms, 
rely  views  thy  matchless  charms ; 
t  cheek,  which  ever  dimpling  flows, 
t  month  from  whence  such  music  flows, 
lim,  alike,  are  always  known, 
Tved  for  him,  and  him  alone. 
Lesbia!  though  'tis  death  to  me, 
mot  choose  but  look  on  thee ; 
at  the  sight,  my  senses  fly ; 
ids  must  gaze,  but  gazing  die  $ 
Ist  trembling  with  a  thousand  fears, 
h'd  to  the  throat ,  my  tongue  adheres, 
pulse  beats  quick,  my  breath  heaTet 

short, 
imbs  deny  their  slight  support; 
dews  my  pallid  face  overspread, 
I  deadly  languor  droops  my  head, 
;ar8  with  tingling  echoes  ring, 
life  itself  is  on  the  wing ; 
tyes  refuse  the  cheering  light, 
r  orbs  are  veilM  in  starless  night ; 
i  pangs  my  nature  sinks  beneath, 
feels  a  temporary  death. 


NSLATION  OF  THE  EPITAPH  ON 
VIRGIL  AND  TIBULLUS. 

BT   DOmriUS   MABSVS. 

rho,  sublime,  in  Epic  numbers  roird, 
d  he  who  struck  the  softer  lyre  of  love, 
death's  unequal  hand  alike  controird, 
i  comrades  in  Elysian  regions  move. 


TRANSLATION  FROM  CATULLUS. 

ftVOTUf  91  HOETS  FAiimS. 

• 

Ya  Cupids,  droop  each  little  head. 
Nor  lei  your  wings  with  joy  be  spread  | 
My  Lesbians  favourite  bird  is  dead. 

Whom  dearer  than  her  eyes  she  lored  | 
For  he  was  gentle,  and  so  true. 
Obedient  to  her  call  he  flew, 
No  fear,  no  wild  alarm  he  knew, 

But  lightly  o^er  her  bosom  moredt 
And  softly  fluttering  here  and  there, 
He  never  sought  to  cleave  the  air; 
But  chirrupM  oft,  and  free  from  care, 

Tuqed  to  her  ear  his  grateful  strain. 
Now  having  pastV  the  gloomy  bourn. 
From  whence  he  never  can  return. 
His  death,  and  Leiibia^  grief,  I  monni. 

Who  sighs,  alas !  but  sighs  in  vain. 
Oh !  curst  be  thou,  devouring  gnnre ! 
Whose  jaws  eternal  victims  crave. 
From  whom  no  earthly  power  can  save. 

For  thou  hast  ta*en  the  bird  away : 
From  thee,  my  Lesbians  eyes  o'crflow. 
Her  swollen  cheeks  with  weeping  glow. 
Thou  art  the  cause  of  all  her  woe. 

Receptacle  of  life's  decay. 


DUTATED  FROM  CATULLUS. 

TO   BLLSIf. 

Or  !  might  I  kiss  those  eyes  of  fire, 
A  million  scarce  would  quench  desire ; 
Still,  would  I  steep  my  lips  in  bliss. 
And  dwell  an  age  on  every  kiss; 
Nor  then  my  soul  should  sated  be, 
Still  would  I  kiss  and  cling  to  thee: 
Nought  should  my  kiss  from  thine  dissever. 
Still  would  we  kiss,  and  kiss  for  ever; 
E^en  though  the  number  did  exceed 
The  yellow  harvest's  countless  seed ; 
To  part  would  be  a  vain  endeavour. 
Could  I  desist 9— ah!  never — neyer. 


TRANSLATION  FROM  ANACREON. 


TO   ns   LTEB. 


I  wioi  to  tune  my  quivering  lyre. 
To  deeds  of  fame,  nnd  notes  of  fire ; 
To  echo  from  its  rising  swell, 
How  heroes  fought,  and  nations  fell ; 
When  Atreoi*  sons  advanced  to  war. 
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▼ereln  niltlBg  enetly  tke  oppoilte  dianeterli-  I 
ticfl,  thmn  one  ponteMcd  of  mil  the  happy  quali- 
ties aneribed  to  this  emperor.  '^Whea  he  moant- , 
•d  the  throne."  vays  the  historian  Dion,  *^he  was 
strong  in  body,  he  was  vieorons  in  mind;  ace 
had  unpaired  none  of  his  faralties;  he  was  al- 
together free  from  envr  and  from  detractioa ;  he 
honoured  all  the  good  and  he  advanced  them; 
and  on  this  acconnt  thev  eonld  not  he  the  ob- 
ject of  his  fear,  or  of  his  hate ;  he  never  listened 
to  informers ;  he  gave  not  way  to  his  anger ;  he 
abstained  equally  from  anfair  eiactions  and  nn- 
jnst  panishments ;  he  had  rather  be  loved  as  a 
man  than  hononred  as  a  sovereign ;  he  was  af- 
fable with  his  people,  respectfol  to  the  senate, 
and  universally  beloved  by  both;  he  inspired 
none  with  dread  but  the  enemies  of  his  country/* 

Bienxi,  la»t  of  Romant!  [p.  4B.  St.  114. 

The  name  and  exploits  of  Rienai  most  be  fa- 
miliar to  the  reader  of  Gibbon. 

SgeHa !  §weet  creation  of  tomo  hettrt 
Which  found  no  mortal  retting-plaee  so  fair 
Am  thine  ideal  hreatt,  [p.  49.  St  116. 

The  respectable  authority  of  Flaminlns  Vacca 
wonld  incline  us  to  believe  in  the  claims  of  the 
Egerian  grotto.  He  assures  us  that  he  saw  an 
Inscription  in  the  pavement,  stating  that  the 
fountain  was  that  of  Egeria  dedica^  to  the 
nymphs.  The  inscription  Is  not  there  at  this 
day;  but  Montfaucon  quotes  two  lines  *)  of 
Ovid  from  a  stone  in  the  Villa  Giustiniani,  which 
he  seems  to  think  had  been  brought  from  the 
same  grotto. 

This  grotto  and  valley  were  formerly  frequent-* 
•d  in  summer,  and  particularly  the  first  Sunday 
In  May,  by  the  modern  Romans,  who  attached  a 
talubrions  Quality  to  the  fountain  which  trickles 
from  an  ortfice  at  the  bottom  of  the  vault,  and, 
overflowing  the  little  pools,  creeps  down  the 
matted  ffr^*  into  the  brook  below.  The  brook 
is  the  Ovidlan  Almo,  whose  name  and  qualities 
are  lest  in  the  modern  Aquataccio.  The  valley 
Itself  is  called  Valle  di  Caffarelli,  from  the  dukes 
of  that  name  who  made  over  Uieir  fountain  to 
the  Pallavicini,  with  sixty  ruhhia  of  adjoining  land. 

There  can  be  little  doubt  that  this  long  dell  is 
the  Bgerian  valley  of  Juvenal,  and  the  panslng- 
plaee  of  Umbricius,  notwithstanding  the  general- 
ity of  his  commentators  have  supposed  the  des- 
cent of  the  satirist  and  his  friend  to  have  been 
Into  the  Arician  grove,  where  the  nymph  met 
Hippolitns.  and  where  she  was  more  peculiarly 
worshipped. 

The  step  from  the  Porta  Capena  to  the  Alban 
hill,  fifteen  miles  distant,  would  be  too  consider- 
able, unless  we  were  to  believe  in  the  wild 
conjecture  of  Vossius,  who  makes  that  gate  tra- 
vel from  its  present  station,  where  he  pretends 
It  was  during  the  reign  of  the  Kings,  as  far  as 
the  Arician  grove,  and  then  makes  it  recede  to 
Its  old  site  with  the  shrinking  city.  The  tufo,  or 
pumice,  which  the  poet  prefers  to  marble,  is  the 
■ubstance  composing  the  bank  in  which  the  grotto 
Is  sunk. 

The  modern  topographers  find  in  the  grotto 
the  statue  of  the  nymph  and  nine  niches  for  the 
Muses,  and  a  late  traveller  has  discovered  that 
the  eave  is  restored  to  that  simplicity  which  the 
poet  regretted  had  been  exchanged  for  injudi- 
cious ornament.  But  the  headless  statue  is  pal- 
pably rather  a  male  than  a  nymph,  and  has  none 


of  the  attrihatot  atcrihai  to  It  aC 
The  nine  Mnsea  coald  hardly  haVc  otosd  b  k 
niches ;  and  Juvenal  certaialj  doos  not  iU 
to  any  individual  cave.  *)    Nothing  oan  W  ri- 
lected  from  the  satirist  bat  that  oomewhsrt  an 
the  Poru  Capena  was  a   spot  ia  which  Ir « 
supposed  Nnma  held  aiahtly  coaoaltatisH  flk 
his  nvmph,  and  where  there  waa  a  grsve  srii 
sacred  fountain,  and   faaeo  oace  coasesrsirife 
the  Muses ;  and  that  froai  this  saot  there  uai 
descent  into  the  valley   of  Bgeria,  when  aa 
several  artificial  caves.    It  la  clear  that  the  i^ 
tors  of  the  Muses  made   ao   part  of  the  dma 
tion   which    the    satirist    thought    misDUcHh 
these  caves ;  for  he  expreoaly  asoigaa  oiaer  km 
(delubra)  to  these  divinitiea  above  the  viDq; 
aad  moreover  tells  us,  that  they  had  bcca  ^ 
ed  to  make  room  for  tha  Jews.     Ia  feet,  hi 
little  temple,  aow  called   that  of  Bacchat,  sa 
formerly  thought  to  belong  to  the  Mascs,iii 
l^iardini  places   them  la-  a   poplar-grove,  vM 
was  in  his  time  above  the  valley. 

It  Is  probable,  from  tha  lancrlptioa  and  fid* 
tion,  that  the  cave  aow  ohowa  may  be  sae  d 
the  ^^rtificial  caveraa,**  of  which,  ladeed,  ikm 
is  another  a  little  way  highor  ap  the  vtDff, 
under  a  tuft  of  alder  bushes :  but  a  single  gntti 
of  Egeria  Is  a  mere  modera  laveatioa,  gnlM 
upon  the  application  of  the  epithet  BccnnB 
these  nymphea  in  general,  aad  which  might  nsI 
us  to  look  for  the  haaata  of  Noma  apsa  fki 
baaks  of  the  Thames. 

Our  English  Juvenal  wan  aot  sedaced  Into  ab- 
translation  by  his  aeqoalataace  with  Popc'.ki 
carefully  preserves  the  correct  plaral— 

Thence  slowly  wladina  down  thevaleweviat 
The  Egerian  grots;  oh,  how  aalike  the  tmi 

The  valley  abouads  with  apriaga,  aad  mm 
these  springs,  which  tha  Maoeo  might  hsiM 
from  their  neighbouring  grovea,  Egeria  preslMi 


")  la  villa  Justiniaaa  exstat  ingens  lapis 
quadratus  solidus  In  quo  sculpta  hac  duo  Ovidii 
canalna  sunt: 

iKgeria  est  qua  prabet  aauas  dea  grata  Cammnis. 
Ilia  NuBUB  coQjux  coBsiliumque  ftait 

Qui  lanis  videtur  ex  eodem  Egerlm  foale,  aat 
ejai  viciaia  lithaa  aomponataa. 


hence  she  was  said  to  sapplv  theai  with  wslai 
and  she  was  the  nymph  of  the  grottao  thrss|h 
which  the  fountaias  were  taught  to  flow. 

The  whole  of  the  moanmeata  la  the  vidsky 
of  the  Egeriaa  valley  have  received  aamet  it 
will,  which  have  beea  changed  at  will.  Vcsitl 
owns  he  can  see  no  tracea  of  the  templrf  d 
Jove,  Saturn,  Juno.  Venna,  aad  Diana,  nUd 
Nardiai  found,  or  hoped  to  find.  The  matsto- 
rium  of  Caracalla''s  circus,  the  temple  of  Hssmr 
and  Virtue,  the  temple  of  Bacchna,  aad  akfit 
all,  the  temple  of  the  god  Redlcniaa,  arc  iht 
antiquaries*  despair. 

The  circus  or  Caracalla  depeads  oa  a  acW 
of  that  emperor  cited  by  Falvlaa  Ursiaas,  d 
which  the  reverse  shoars  a  clicas,  supposed, lisv- 
ever,  by  some  to  represeat  the  Circes  Maxiasi. 
It  gives  a  very  good  idea  of  that  place  of  cle^ 
else.  The  soil  has  beea  but  little  ralaed,  if  vt 
may  Jadge  Uom.  the  small  cellalar  atructars  it 
the  ead  of  the  Spiaa,  which  waa  probably  Iht 
chapel  of  the  god  Consas.  This  cell  la  half  te- 
neath  the  soil,  as  it  must  have  beea  la  the  ci^ 
ons  itself,  for  Dionyslus  could  aot  he  persstM 
to  believe  that  this  divlaltj  waa  the  Rsasi 
Neptune,  becaaia  hia  altar  waa  aadargraaal. 


*)  Substitit   ad    vetaraa 

Capeaam, 
HIc  abl  aoetana  Kama  coaatitaehat 
Nunc  sacrl  fontis  nemua,  et  delahra  locssfir 
Judais  quorum  cophlaaa  fSaaamqae  saptlkL 
Omuls  enimjpopaloBMrcedeB  peaderejsai 

est 
Arbor,  et  ejeetis  awadicat  illTa  Camash. 
Ia  vallem  Sgeria  desceadlmaa,  at  spetasdi 
DIsslmllea  verls :  aaaato  prmataatlns  cmd 
Namea  aqna,  virldl  ai  aarglae  claaifnt 

aadaa 
Herba,  nee  lagaaaaM  vlalavaat 
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ret  Iff  M  ptmder  hMhf,  [p.  M.  St.  117. 
**At  all  evesti,**  nyt  the  tatkor  of  the  Aea- 
4einieel  Qoettioa*,  *4  trait,  whatever  may  be 
the  fkte  of  my  owa  ■pecolatioao,  that  phlloflophy 
wUI  regaia  that  eftimatioa  which  it  oofht  to 
poMOM.  The  free  aad  philosophic  spirit  of  onr 
Batioa  has  been  the  theme  of  adrairatioa  to  the 
world.  This  was  the  prond  distiaetioa  of  Bng- 
UahmeA,  aad  the  InmiaoDs  source  of  all  their 
glery.  Shall  we  thea  forget  the  maaly  aad  dig- 
nified seatiments  of  oar  aacestors,  to  prate  ia 
tke  laagoage  of  the  mother  or  the  aarse  aboat 
oar  good  old  prejudices?  This  is  aot  the  way 
to  defead  the  canse  of  troth.  It  was  aot  thus 
tkat  oar  fathers  maiouiaed  it  ia  the  brilliaat 
periods  of  oar  history.  Prefadice  may  be  trast- 
•d  to  guard  the  outworks  for  a  short  space  of 
time  while  reasoa  slumbers  ia  the  citadel :  but 
If  the  latter  sink  iato  a  lethargy,  the  former 
will  quickly  erect  a  staadard  for  herself.  Philo- 
sophy, wisdom,  and  liberty,  support  each  other; 
ke  who  will  not  reason,  is  a  bigot ;  he  who  can- 
met,  ii  a  fool  i  aad  he  who  dares  not,  is  a  slave.** 

— ifreof  \emeH»I 
Htr9,  mhere  the  mme^nt  paid  tmn  komutge  Umg. 

[p.  51.  St.  m. 
IVe  read  ia  Snetoaius  that  Augustus,  from  a 
waraiag  received  in  a  dream,  couaterfeited,  oace 
m  year,  the  beggar,  sittiag  before  the  gate  of 
his  palace  with  his  head  hollowed  aad  stretched 
out  for  charity.*)  A  statue  formerly  ia  the  Villa 
Uorghese,  and  which  should  be  now  at  Paris, 
represents  the  Emperor  in  that  posture  of  sup- 
plication. The  object  of  this  self-degradation 
was  the  appeasemeat  of  Nemesis,  the  perpetual 
attendant  on  good  fortune,  of  whose  power  the 
Roman  oonquerors  were  also  reminded  by  cer- 
tain symbols  attached  to  their  cars  of  triumph. 
The  symbols  were  the  whip  and  the  erotaioy 
which  were  discovered  in  the  Nemesis  of  the 
Tatican.  The  attitude  of  beggary  made  the  above 
■tatue  pass  for  that  of  Belisarins :  aad  uatil  the 
,  criticism  of  Wiakelmann  had  rectified  the  mis- 
take, oae  fiction  was  called  in  to  support  another. 
It  was  the  same  fear  of  the  sudden  termination 
of  prosperity  that  made  Amasis  king  of  Egypt 
wara  his  friend  Polycrates  of  Samos,  that  the 
gods  loved  those  whose  lives  were  chequered 
with  good  and  evil  fortunes.  Nemesis  was  sup- 
posed to  lie  ia  wait  particularly  for  the  prudent: 
that  is,  for  those  whose  cautioa  readered  them 
accessible  only  to  mere  accideats:  aad  her  first 
altar  was  raited  on  the  banks  of  the  Phrygian 
iKsepus  by  Adrastns,  probablv  the  prince  of  that 
aame  who  killed  the  sob  of  CrcBsus  by  mistake. 
Hence  the  goddens  was  called  Adrastea. 

The  Roman  Nemesis  was  sorreif  <ind  augu$t; 
there  was  a  temple  to  her  ia  the  Palatiae  under 
the  name  of  Rhamnosia :  so  great  indeed  was  the 
propensity  of  the  ancieats  to  trust  to  the  revo- 
lutioB  of  events,  and  to  believe  in  the  divinity 
of  Fortune,  that  ia  the  same  Palatiae  there  was 
a  temple  to  the  Fortune  of  the  day.  This  is  the 
last  superstitioB  which  retains  its  hold  over  the 
human  heart ,  and ,  from  concentratiag  ia  one 
object  the  credality  so  natural  to  man,  has  al- 
ways appeared  strongest  in  those  unembarrassed 
by  other  articles  of  belief.  The  aatiquaries  have 
nopposed  this  goddess  to  be  syaoaimous  with  for- 
tune aad  with  fate :  but  it  was  ia  her  viadictive 
quality  that  she  was  worshipped  under  the  aame 
of  Nemesis. 


I  tee  htfpre  ma  fhe  (TMfofer  ife, 


[p.  51.  St  IM. 

hi 


Whether  the  wonderful  statue  which  suggested 
this  imace  be  a  laqueariaa  gladiator,  which  in 
spite  of  Wiakelmaaa^s  criticism  has  beea  stoutly 
maiatained,  or  whether  it  be  a  Greek  herald,  aa 
that  great  aatiquary  positively  asserted  *)  or 
whether  it  is  to  be  thought  a  Spartaa  or  bar- 
bariaa  shield-bearer,  accordiag  to  the  opiaion  of 
his  Italian  editor,  it  must  assuredly  seem  a 
copy  of  that  masterpiece  of  Ctesilaus  which  re- 
preseated  **a  wouaded  man  dviaA,  who  perfectly 
eipressed  what  there  remaiaed  of  life  ia  aim."  **) 
Mouatfaucon  and  Maffei  thought  it  the  identical 
sutue ;  but  that  statue  was  of  broase.  The  gla- 
diator was  oace  ia  the  villa  Ludovisi,  aad  waa 
bought  by  Clemeat  XII.  The  arm  is  an  oatlre 
restoration  of  Michael  Angelo. 

—We,  their  §tr», 
Butchered  to  moire  a  Maman  hoUdau. 

[p.  52.  St.  141. 
Gladiators  were  of  two  kinds,  compelled  aad 
voluatary;  and  were  supplied  from  several  con- 
ditions; from  slaves  sold  for  that  purpose;  froni 
culprits;  from  barbariaa  captives  either  taken 
in  war,  and,  after  being  led  in  triumph,  set 
apart  for  the  games,  or  those  seised  and  con- 
demned as  rebels;  also  f^m  free  citisens,  soma 
fighting  for  hire  (auetorati),  others  from  a 
depraved  ambitioa:  at  last  even  knights  and 
senators  were  exhibited,  a  disgrace  of  which  tha 
first  tyrant  was  naturally  the  first  iaventor.  ***) 
In  the  end,  dwarfs,  and  even  women,  fought ;  aa 
enormity  prohibited  by  Severus.  Of  these  tho 
most  to  be  pitied  undoubtedly  were  the  barba- 
rian captives ;  and  to  this  species  a  Christiaa 
writer  f)  justly  applies  the  epithet  ^^innoeeni," 
to  distinguish  them  from  the  professional  gla- 
diators. Aureliaa  aad  Claudius  supplied  great 
numbers  of  these  unfortunate  victims ;  the  ono 
after  his  triumph ,  and  the  other  on  the  pretext 
of  a  rebellion.  No  war,  says  Lipsius,  was  ever 
so  destructive  to  the  humaa  race  as  these  sports. 
In  spite  of  the  laws  of  Constantinc  and  Constaas. 
gladiatorial  shows  survived  the  old  establishea 
reliffioa  more  than  seventy  years;  but  they 
owed  their  fiaal  extinction  to  the  courage  of  a 
Christian.  In  the  year  404,  on  the  kaleads  of 
Jaauary ,  they  were  exhibiting  the  shows  in  the 
Flavian  amphitheatre  before  the  usual  immense 
concourse  of  people.  Almaehins  or  Telemachns, 
an  eastern  monk,  who  had  travelled  to  Rome 
iateat  on  his  holv  purpose,  rushed  into  the  midst 
of  the  area ,  aad  eaaeavoured  to  separate  the 
combatants.  The  prater  Alypius ,  a  persoa  in- 
credibly attached  to  these  games,  gave  instant 
orders  to  the  eladiators  to  slay  him ;  and  Tele- 
machns gaiaeo  the  crown  of  martyrdom,  and  the 
title  of  saiat,  which  surely  has  never  either 
before  or  sinc^  been  awarded  for  a  more  aoblo 
exploit.  Honorlus  immediately  abolished  tho 
shows,  which  were  never  afterwards  revived. 


*)  Suetonius  in  vit.  August!,  cap.  tl.  Casau- 
bon,  in  the  note,  refers  to  Plutarch's  Lives  of 
Camillas  aad  yBmllius  Paulus,  aad  also  to  his 
apophtherms,  for  the  character  of  this  deity. 
The  hollowed  haad  was  reckoaed  the  last 
decree  of  degradation:  aad  whea  the  dead 
body  of  the  prafect  Rufiaus  was  borae  about 
in  triumph  by  the  people,  the  indignity  was, 
increased  by  mittiMi  hit  haad  ia  that  poaitloa. 


I 


*)  Either  Polifoates,  herald  of  Lalus,  killed 
by  tEdipus ;  or  Cepreas,  herald  of  Euritheus, 
killed  by  the  Athenians  when  he  endeavoured 
to  drag  the  Heraclida  from  the  altar  of  Mercy, 
aad  ia  whose  hoaour  they  iastituted  aanual 
games,  coatiaued  to  the  time  of  Hadrian;  or 
Anthemocritus ,  the  Atheniaa  herald,  killed 
by  the  Megareases,  who  never  recovered  the 
impiety. 

**)  Vulneratum  deficientem  fecit  in  quo  poa- 
sit  intelligi  quaatum  restat  anima.  Plin.  Nat 
Hist  xxxiv.  8. 

***)  Julius  Oasar,  who  rose  bv  the  fall  of  the 
aristocracy,  brought  Purine  Leptiaaa  aad  A. 
Caleans  upoa  the  areaa. 

f)  Tertallian,  "certe  qnidem  et  innooentes 
gladiatores  in  ladnm  voniant,  nt  vohipfatis 
piibUca  hoitia  flant" 


n» 


NOTES  TO  CHIUIB  HAROLD'S  PIUJRIMAGB. 


Th0  ftoiy  Is  told  by  TheodoreC  wid  CaMlodorvt, 
aad  teemt  worthy  of  credit  ootwitkstuidiBf  iti 
place  in  the  RonnftB  martyrology.  Beddeo  the 
torreatt  of  blood  which  flowed  at  the  fkiaeralc. 
la  the  aaiphilheatrec,  the  circat,  the  foniiac,  aad 
other  public  plaoec ,  gladiaton  were  iatrodaced 
at  feasii,  aacl  tore  each  other  to  piecei  amidit 
the  supper-tablec ,  to  the  great  delight  aad  ap- 

Ilaaoe  of  the  goetta.  Yet  Lipfliuc  penaiti  hioieelf 
D  soppote  the  Iom  of  conrake ,  aad  the  evideat 
degeneracy  of  OMakiad ,  to  be  aearly  coaaected 
with  the  abolition  of  theie  bloody  •pectaclec.  *) 

Here,  where  the  Beman  mittien'a  Home  er  praiae, 
Waa  demtk  er  life,  the  plamthtrnMa  ef  a  erewd, 

[p.  5S.  St.  141. 

When  one  gladiator  wonaded  another,  he 
ahonted  '*ke  haa  it:'  «'hoc  habet/*  or  ^habet.** 
The  wonaded  combataat  dropped  hit  weapoa, 
aad  advaaciag  to  the  edce  of  the  arena ,  loppli- 
cated  the  cpectatorc.  If  \e  had  foaght  well,  the 
people  saved  him ;  if  otherwise,  or  as  they  hap- 
pened to  be  inclined,  they  tamed  do%m  their 
thoBibs,  aad  he  was  slaia.  They  were  occasioa< 
ally  so  savage  that  thev  were  impatient  if  a 
eombat  lasted  loager  than  ordinary  without 
wonads  or  death.  The  emperor's  presence  ge- 
nerally saved  the  vaaqnished :  and  It  Is  recoroed 
as  aa  iastaace  of  fkracalla's  ferocity ,  that  he 
seat  Ihose  who  sapplicated  him  for  life,  ia  a 
spectacle  at  Nicomedia ,  to  ask  the  people  ;  ia 
other  words,  headed  them  over  to  be  slaia.  A 
aimilar  ceremoay  is  observed  at  the  Spaalsh 
ball-fights.  The  magistrate  presides ;  and  after 
the  horsemen  and  piccadores  have  foaght  the 
ball,  the  BUtadore  steps  forward  and  bows  to  him 
for  permission  to  kill  the  aoimal.  If  the  ball 
has  done  his  duty  bykilliog  two  or  three  horses, 
or  a  maa,  which  last  is  rare,  the  people  interfere 
with  shoals,  the  ladies  wave  their  haadkerchiefs, 
and  the  aaimal  is  saved.  The  wounds  and  death 
of  the  horses  are  accompanied  with  the  loudest 
acclaouitions ,  and  maav  gestures  of  delight ,  es- 
pecially from  the  female  portion  of  the  audieace, 
Indndiag  those  of  the  gentlest  blood.  Every  thing 
depends  on  habit.  The  author  of  Childe  Harelip 
the  writer  of  this  note,  and  one  or  two  other 
Englishmen,  who  have  certainly  in  other  days 
borae  the  sight  of  a  pitched  battle,  were,  duriag 
the  summer  of  1809,  in  the  jgovernor's  boi  at  the 
great  amjphitheatre  of  Saata  Maria,  opposite  to 
Cadis.  The  death  of  oae  or  two  horsec  com- 
pletely satisfied  their  cariosity.  A  geatleman 
present ,  observiag  them  shudder  aad  look  pale, 
noticed  that  unusual  receptioa  of  so  delightral  a 
sport  to  some  ^ouug  ladies,  who  stared  and  smil- 
ed, and  continued  their  applauses  as  aaother 
horse  fell  bleediag  to  the  gronad.  One  bull  kill- 
ed three  horses  eff  ki»  own  honu.  He  was  saved 
by  aeclamations ,  which  were  redoubled  when  tt 
was  kaown  he  beloaged  to  a  priest 

An  Eaglishmaa  who  caa  be  mnch  pleased  with 
seeiag  two  aien  beat  themselves  to  pieces,  caaaot 
bear  to  look  at  a  horse  galloping  round  an  arena 
with  his  bowels  trailing  on  the  ground,  and  turas 
firom  the  spectacle  and  the  spectators  with  hor- 
ror and  disgnst. 

Like  Uurda  on  Che  haU  ftret  Cteaar'a  head. 

[p.  52.  St.  144. 

8aeton|ns  informs  us  that  Julius  Cesar  was 

particularly  gratified  by  that  decree  of  the  senate, 

*)  ''Qnod?  non  ta  Lipsi  momentum  aliquod 
habuisse  ceases  ad  virtutemV  Magnum.  Tem- 
pom  nostra,  nosque  ipsos  videamus.  Oppidum 
eece  unum  alternmve  captum,  direptum  est; 
tumnltus  circa  nos,  non  in  nobis;  et  tamen 
concidimos  et  turbamur.  Ubi  robnr,  abi  tot 
per  annos  mediUia  sapientic  stadia  T  nbi  ille 
aaimas  qui  possit  dicere,  ai  frmetua  ilUbatur 
erkiaf^  The  proto^pe  of  Mr.  Windham's  pa- 
negyric on  ball-baiting. 


which  enohlad  him  t«  wear  •  wmMk  af  land 
oa  all  ooeuions.  Ha  was  asnlona,  not.  Is  Ass 
that  he  was  the  conaneror  of  tlM  world ,  bat  li 
hide  that  he  was  bald.  A  atmager  at  Bsh 
would  iMrdly  ha?e  neaaed  at  the  motive,  i* 
should  we  without  the  help  of  tko  hittorlaa. 


fThOe  stands  the  CeUeemm  , 

[p.  ft.  8t  Ift 
This  is  qnoted  ta  tho  DeoUma  and  FaU  sf  tk 
Roman  Empire. 


[p.  Sl.StM 
,  exeepi  tb 


Bpered  and  Heat  by  time. 
Though  plundered  of  nil  ita  bi 
ring  which  was  accessary  to  proaervo  the'spw* 
tare  above;  thoagh  exposed  to  repeated  tm, 
though  sometimes  flooded  bj  tho  river ,  aad  al- 
ways opea  to  the  rata,  mo  ■onameat  cf  eqsd 
aatiqnity  is  so  well  prooervod  aa  this  rotuMi 
It  passed  with  little  alteration  from  the  pafm 
tato  the  present  worship ;  and  ao  convenient  otie 
its  niches  for  the  Chrtetinn  nitnr.  that  Mishari 
Angelo,  ever  stodioas  of  aneiont  beaaty ,  iatn- 
duced  their  dei|ga  as  a  model  ta  tiie  Cathslic 
chorch.  ^ 

Jmd  theff  who  feel  for  genima  niof  repaie 

Tkeir  eyes  en  honetir'd  fermm,  wheiae  rasCs  orsaai 

them  dsse.  {p.  8f .  St  Iff. 

The  Pantheoa  has  been  mado  n  reeeptads  te 

the  busts  of  modem  great,  or,  at  least,  distii> 

Snished  men.  The  flood  of  light,  whioh  once  fril 
h rough  the  large  orb  above  on  the  wImIc  sirdt 
of  diviaities,  aow  shiaes  oa  a  anaMroas  assca- 
blage  of  mortals,  some  oae  or  two  of  whom  hsfs 
beea  almost  deified  by  the  Toaeratioa  ef  Ihdr 
countrymen. 


There  ia  m  dimgeea,  te  mhoee  dim  drear  Mrlt 

[p.  51.  St  1«L 

This  and  the  three  next  staasns  allade  to  ike 
story  of  the  Roman  daughter ,  which  is  recalM 
to  the  traveller  by  the  site,  or  preteaded  sits, 
of  that  adveature  aow  shown  at  tho  darch  « 
Saint  Nicholas  te  corcere. 


l\(m  re  rile  mole  mhieh  Hmdrimm 


The  eastle  of  Saint  Angelo. 


'd  en  Ml 
[p.  51.  St ISi 


rrmit ;  ijoais  JJV. 
iry;  Cr^well  sf 
beblad,**  Napolssa 
Breigae  a  loag  bsl 


[p.  51.  St.  lU. 
This  and  the  six  next  stnnnns  havo  a  refercsss 
to  tho  church  of  St  Peter. 

The  atramge  fete 

WhUk  tmmMee  mightieet  aevereigma. 

(p.  55.  St  171. 
Mary  died  oa  the  scalTold ;  Bliaabeth  sf  s 
broken  heart ;  Charles  ¥.  a  hermit ;  Loo  is  Ilf . 
a  baakrupt  ia  meaas  aad  gioi 
anxiety ;  aad,  '*the  greatest  is  bel 
lives  a  prisoaer.  To  these  sovereigae 
snperfiuous  list  might  lie  added  of  aajaet  en^uOj 
illustrioas  aad  nahappy. 

Lo,  Nemil  uttwe9d  te  the  weedm  hMa. 

[p.  55.  St  in. 
The  village  of  Nemi  was  near  tke  ArisisB 
retreat  of  Bgeria ,  and ,  fhim  the  akadce  which 
embosomed  ue  temple  of  Diana,  haa  preeervH 
to  this  day  its  distiactive  appellatioa  of  fit 
Greee,  Nemi  is  bat  aa  evaaiag^a  ride  flrom  tftt 
comfortable  tan  of  Albaao. 

Jb»4efm 

Ae  Tiher  mimda,  aad  the  hrmad  oceaa  fassi 
The  Lortea  eoasf.  [p.  55.  St  Ifi 

The  whole  declivity  of  tho  Albaa  hiD  ii  d 
narivalled  beaaty ,  aad  from  tho  ceavoat  aa  tin 
highest  poiat,  which  has  aaceaeded  to  tho  teapk 
of  the  Latian  Japlter,  tho  proapect  aaibrasas  si 
the  objects  alloded  to  in  tka  eltod  alaaaa:  At 
Madltarftneaa,  ih«  whela  foame  of  the  laHir 


NOTES  TO  CHILDB  HAROLU«  PIUIIUMAGK. 

iMir  af  lln  MmtU ,  ud  Ike  mut  frsB  b«j<»d  itM,  ud  IknMV  triakln  oTei  IBM  tka  Big 

Ito  BMih  of  Iba  Tiber  le  the   hdsdlud  at  VIr-  Bat  *■  BMt  aof  bopa 

*^."i'le'^rf^£r?.\'i'i^«,    be  «pp-ed  "T»  '™  «*e  M»,.  .p..rd.  lo  tkeir  .pri 

•Itber  al  (he  OiaiU  FeiraU,  oi  al  Ike  TiucalaB  bj  nplnrla*  iha  wiadtap  of  Iba  Temaatla  i 

_r  I  _.i —  u ..  i_   — „^   Bf  t^e  Baadnilaa  ' ■-'-      '' 

_. „_. le  veari  aco  the  .iraaj                                  ■      " 

_     lal  ille ,  ai  ma;  be  ieea   f  ______ 

Lire  ef  CUaTO.    Al  preaeal  II  kai  lul  •oaMblaf  aol   let  drop  a  word   of  II  i  aad   Ibli  InBaTlal 

at  it*  eredll,  ei«pt  far  Iha  DomealabtBoa.   Nl*e  iBrEnf  hai  la  fad  b«ea  dluavered  la  poHnilaa 

naaki,  si  the  Oreeh  order,  lite  there,  aad  the  of  the  hotdert  of  uai  nnd  thtnn  la  ItalT,  the 

kdioIalBf  villa  )■  a  Cardlaal'l  inKBerhaaae.  The  noaki.     It    wai   attached   to  Ihe  ehnrali   of  St. 

Mher  Tllla,  ealJed  Rnfiaella,   it  >B  the  aaBali  Gervafa  and  PinUIa  a»r  Veanaia,  where  il  wa* 

•f  Ibe  hill   absTC  Fraacatl ,   and  maaf  rich   re-  ntoat    likelj  ti>    be    ronnd.      We   (halt  aat  be  m 

■aiai  af  TnieolnB  have  beea  foaad  there,  be-  loch;  ai  a  Jala  traveller  In  flndine  the  eewj/en- 

alde*  (evrnlf-twe  lUlaei  af  dllfereat  merit  aad  si  i^g  iiiU  p»d(al  oa  the  poetic  villa,    neie 

prcMrvallan,  aad  aeran  boiU.  ll   nol  a  pins   In  the   ohole  vallej,    bat  there 

FrsiB  the  aaae  emiaeBee  are  »eai  the  Sabine  are  two  cipreiiet,  which   he  avIdFailr  tnek,  or 

hill*,   eaibOMiaed  la  which   ilea  the  long  valler  mlttiiok,  for  Iba  tree  In  the  ode.    The  (ralh  ia. 

■r  Raillca.     There    nre    levaral    clrcamauaon  that    Ihe   plae  Ii  now,  aa  It  wai  In  lb*  dai)  af 

which  lead  loetlabllih  the  Ideailir  af  thiivallef  VIrcll,  a  nrdea-tree,  aad  II  waa  aaiatall  likalT 

with  the  -'tbtfCa"  of  Horace ;   aad  Ir  aeeiu  po*-  to  be  roand  la  the  crag(T  aielivlliei  ut  Iha  tal- 

■fble  that  the  notaie  paveneai    which  iba  pee-  lef   of  Roalica.      Horace   arnbabW  had   aae    af 

•aala   nncaver   by   throwlaa   op   the   earth    af  a  them  la  the  orEfaard  cloaa  above  hia  farH,  Inne- 

vlBe;ard  ,  anj  belong   lo  hla  villa.    Haatiea  It  dlatelf  overaliadawlag  hIa  villa,  aol  on  the  ntlj 

pTnaooBFcd   ihort,  aol  aeeordlng  to  oar  atreaa  hclchli  at  aoBe    diatinee  Iron   hi*  abode.    1\a 

upon   "IMItm  r-Btontft."— It  la  Bore  rmlloBal  lo  toarfat  ma;  hare  pbiIIt  aappo*ad  himaelf  le  have 

thiiklbal  wrare  wroaf  Ubb  Ibalthelahabluan  aetn   Ihia   pine   figored   la   the  aboie  ctprcaaea, 

■flbliaeclDded  tallev  bava  chaBged  Ihrir  loae  la  for   the  oraan  aad   lemaa    iTaet    which    thrair 

Wa    word.     The  adililloa  of  ihe  coaionaat  pro-  neh  a  btooB    over   hla  dcacripttoa  of  Ihe  rojal 

filed  la  Bolblog;  ;el  Ft  la  aeeniarf  lo  be  aware  nrdena  at  Naple*.   naleaa  Ibrj  haie  hrra  alace 

that  Raatiea  naj'  be  a  Bodern    aine  which  the  diaplaeed,  were  aaaoredlv  onl;  ataelaa  Bad  other 

•eaaaau  but  have  caoght  from  the  aatlquarloa.  conmon  eardea-ahraba.  The  oitroBc  diiapnalal- 

The  villa,  or  the  moaalc.   la  la  a  vlaejard  on  meat  aiperleiced  bvcbooalilg  IbeClaeaical  Toor- 

•  kaell  covered   with   eheiaot  (reea.     A   alreaB  lal  u   a  ealda  In  lUlv  mail  be  allowed  10  fiad 

ranadown  ihc  \tl\ty,  aad  aliboogh  II  la  not  Irne,  veal  In  a  few  obtervailoaa,  which,  ll  la  aaaerted 

M  aaid  la  Ihe  gulde-boolia,  thai  Ibla  alreaa  1>  wltkoDl  fear  of  coatradlclloa,   will  be  coaSnaed 

called  LIceaiB,  vet  ihere  la  a  village  on  a  rock  h.  evorv  one  who  ha*  aeleeted  the  icHe  condaa- 

u  Ihe  head  of  ihe  lallej  whkh  la  h  deBomlaal-  lor   throngh  Ihe  laBe  coaalrj.     Thia  aolher  la 

ed.   Bad  which  ibbji  have  laliea   ll*   naBa    froa  in  fad  nne  of  Ihe  Boat  Inaecatlle,  aaaaliafactor} 

the  Dlgeatla.     Lleeaia  coalalBa  IM  iBhabltanta.  wrtten  thai  have   In   our   tlmea  allalBod  a  UB- 
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Itle  wa.  beyoBd  H  CIvllella,  coa-    i„...,    „„ ..    ...^    _ 

a  Ihc  banha  of  ihe  Anio,  a  llille    irnaled  evea  whoa  he  apeah*  of  objecla  which  ba 

B  OB  IbId  Villa   RoBiicB.  to  Ibe    mnat  be   preanmad   lo   have   aeen.     HI*  erron, 

I    from  the   limple   eiaegerBttoa    lo  Ihe  dowarlght 

I    mlaauieiaent,  are  ao  Ireqnenl  aa  to  ladnce  a  *B»- 

ielcB  thai  he  bad  either  never  viaited  Ihe  epol* 

leicrlbed,  or  bad  Irualed   lo  the  fldelllf  oTfer- 

aer  wriiera.  lodoed  the Claialeal Tear  ha*  averr 

haraciBrlnlc  of  «  mere  conpilailoa  ef  ranaar 

lolleea.    atroag  together  npna   a  vttj   ilender 

\  hv  iboie  deeorallona  which  are  *o  ea*l1j  eap- 
plltd  hj  a  aj-atesatie  adoptioa  ef  all  Ihe  eoBBaa- 
plaeea  of  pralao,  applied  10  overj  thiag  ui 
therefore  alnirvlag  nothlBff 

■*"'"  "■"•"=-  " '■*"■•  i-«"-  The  *i;le  which  eae  per^n  thlak*  eloOT  ■«« 

The  >lreaB  la  clear  hieh  np  the  valle;,  bat  caBbroaa,  and  naaalukle,  aaj  be  to  iSa  taaM 
^fore  ll  reaehea  the  hllf  ef  Bardela  leohs  green  of  other*,  amd  aaeh  nav  eiperlence  eoB*  *■!■- 
Ud  vellew  like  ■  •alpbnr  rltalet.  Urv  eiclieBeoi  la  ploaghlu  ihraaghtha  perloi* 

RiMca  fliovane,  a  ralaed  lillage  la  the  hllla,  of  tka  "ClaaaicalToar.'lt  Baatbe  aald,  however, 
half  an  hoora  walk  froB  the  vlaej  ard  where  the  tbat  pollah  and  welahl  are  apt  ta  hefM  an  ea- 
•Bteaeal  la  thowa,  dee*  *eeB  to  be  the  *lte  at  peelailon  of  valae..  It  I*  amoBpl  the  paina  of 
(ha  faae  of  Vacnaa,  and  aa  Inacrlptioa  foond  Iha  dunned  to  loll  ep  a  cIIbu  with  a  hnge  roand 
Ihere  tella  that  thla  leBple  of  tbeSablae  vletorT    ilHe. 

WB*  repaired  bj  Veapaaiaa.  Wlih  iheia  hclpa.  The  loariil  k*d  the  choice  ef  hla  wsrda,  bM 
■ad  a  poalllon  eorreapondlag  eiactly  lo  eiery  there  waa  ao  auch  lalltade  allowed  ta  thai  of  htl 
tUlg  whlcli  the  poet  hu  V.\i  a.  of  hla  retreat,  aenllmeBK.  The  love  of  vlrtoe  aad  of  liberty, 
'--' — 'irabljf  aecnro  of  oor  alto,  which    mnat   have   dlallngalahed    the    eharaeter. 


called 
lie 
the  preleaded    Banduala,   yoa   coae  to  Ihe  ri 

nf    the  higher   bodbUIb   Oeaaaro.      Slagnk , „ .__   

— la^,  the  oaly  apot  of  ploDghed   lead  la  ihe  geaerona  qoallilea  are  Ibe  follBce  of  aaeh  a  per- 

ela  valley  le  on  the  baoll  whera  thIaBaAdatU  rornaDce,  and  Bay  be  apread  alont  ll  ao  preal- 

ea.  neatly  aad  prefB.ely,  aa  lo  ambarraao  IhoM  who 


wbek  ■'-"- 


_  _        ceniloly  adoraa  Ihe  pagea  of  Mr.  Bnalat*,  ai 

aad  by  rallowlng  ap    Iha  rivniet  to    the  geBlfemaaly  aplrll,  ao  reeoBBeadatory  allh 

..    n-_....,-     .__    .. ._    [,  ,,  Boihor  or  hit  prodaetlona,  la  very  eoaa| 

cnnoa  Ihroaghont  Iha  riai*Ical  tonr.     Bnt  the 


Ta  frIgB.  UBabne  ^^^^^  Tlk'^iM^  tld^'ihe'  e 

Petals  toiaere  laflrla  _.„u.,      _„  l..*.  -.j.  ibii 


Prwba, 

f-Oradiaa,'  and    thia  ahaervBiieB  appllea  Bare  aaprndnlly  ta  1 
1  Mat,  a*  BUI-    aaltdBc  Meth«4  af  iaMrBalUm  Mn«i«l  V\ 


i>i.>  _•■>  aa.  ■•■•■^>  thai  B  booh  ef  travel*,  hal 
Ihe  Be-    they  have  Bet  aade  11  a   beah  sf-lrBvaltt  and 
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perpetoal  IntroduetioB  of  the  Mine  Gallic  Helot 
to  reel  and  bloster  before  the  riiing  generation, 
and  terrify  it  into  decency  by  the  display  of 
all  the  eiceieet  of  the  revolution.  An  animoaity 
acainst  atheisti  and  regicides  in  general,  and 
Frenchmen  specifically,  may  be  honourable,  and 
nay  be  useful,  as  a  record;  but  that  antidote 
nhould  either  do  administered  in  any  work  ra- 
ther than  a  tour,  or,  at  least,  should  be  served 
up  apart,  and  not  so  miied  with  the  whole  masi 
of  information  and  refleiion,  aa  to  give  a  bitter- 
■esfl  to  every  page:  for  who  would  choose  to 
have  the  antipathies  of  any  man,  however  Just, 
for  his  travelling  companions!  A  tourist,  unlets 
he  aspires  to  the  credit  of  prophecy,  is  not  an- 
swerable for  the  chances  which  may  take  place 
In  the  conntry  which  ne  describes ;  but  his  rea- 
der may  verv  fairly  esteem  all  his  political  por- 
traits and  deductions  as  so  much  waste  paper, 
the  moment  they  cease  to  assist,  and  more  par- 
ticularly if  they  obstruct,  his  hctual  survey. 

Keither-  encomium  nor  accusation  of  any  go- 
vernment, or  governors,  is  meant  to  be  here 
offered,  but  it  is  statea  as  an  incontrovertible 
fact,  that  the  change  operated,  either  by  the 
address  of  the  late  imperial  system,  or  by  the 
disappointment  of  every  expectation  by  those 
who  have  succeeded  to  the  Italiaa  thrones,  has 
been  so  considerable,  and  is  so  apparent,  as  not 
onl^  to  put  Mr.  Eustace's  Antigaliican  philippics 
entirely  out  of  date,  but  even  to  throw  some 
suspicion  upon  the  competency  and  candour  of 
the  author  himself.  A  remarkable  example  may 
be  found  in  the  instance  of  Bologna,  over  whose 
papal  attachments,  and  consequent  desolation, 
the  tourist  pours  forth  such  strains  of  condolence 
and  revenge,  made  louder  by  the  borrowed  trum- 
pet of  Mr.  Burke.  Now  Bologna  is  at  this  mo- 
Bient,  and  has  been  for  some  years,  notorious 
amongst  the  states  of  Italy  for  its  attachment  to 
revolutionary  principles,  and  was  almost  the 
only  city  which  made  any  demonstrations  in 
favour  of  the  unfortunate  Mnrat  This  change 
nav,  however,  have  been  made  since  Mr.  Eustace 
Tisited  this  country ;  but  the  traveller  whom  he 
baa  thrilled  with  horror  at  the  projected  strip- 


ping of  the  copper  from  tb«  •■fvl*^  ef  Sl  Pi- 
ter^, must  be  much  relieved  ta  mad  that  moi- 
lege  out  of  the  power  of  tbe  Preach,  or  wa 
other  plunderers,  the  cnpolm  b«iBg  eovcrcd  via 
had,  *) 

If  the  conspiring  voiee  of  otbcrwise  rival  of* 
tics  had  not  given  consldermble  carrea^  ts  ih 
Classical  Tour,  it  woald  have  beea  aaansauy 
to  wara  the  reader,  that,  however  it  may  tdm 
his  library,  it  will  be  of  little  or  ao  servist « 
him  ia  his  carria^ ;  aad  if  the  Jadgmcat  i 
those  critics  had  hitherto  beea  aaspcadcd,  u 
attempt  would  have  beea  made  to  aaticiyM 
their  decisioa.  As  it  is,  tbeee  who  staad  ia  ik 
relatioa  of  posterity  to  Mr.  JBastaee  may  he 
permitted  to  appeal  froai  eotCBporary  prsisa, 
aad  are  perhaps  more  likely  te  be  jut  la  pro- 
portion as  the  causes  of  love  aad  hatred  are  tki 
farther  removed.  This  appeal  had,  ia  ssai 
measure,  beea  made  before  the  above  rcmsrto 
were  written;  for  one  of  tbe  moot  respectaUi 
of  the  Florentine  publishers,  who  bad  beea  pc^ 
soaded  by  the  repeated  iaqairies  of  thsst  « 
their  Journey  southwards,  to  repriat  a  chsif 
edition  of  the  Classical  Tear,  was,  by  the  c«> 
curring  advice  of  retaraiag  travellers,  indscii 
to  abandon  his  design,  althoogb  be  bad  •irmt 
arranged  his  types  and  paper,  aad  bad  strask  il 
one  or  two  of  the  first  sheets. 

The  writer  of  these  aotea  weald  wisb  to  put 
(like  Mr.  Gibboa)  oa  good  terms  with  the  Hft 
aad  the  Cardiaals,  but  he  does  aet  thiak  it  st* 
eessary  to  extead  the  saae  discreet  silcase  a 
their  hnmble  partisaas. 


*)  "What  thea  will  be  the  astoaisbmeat,  m 
rather  the  horror,  of  mj  reader,  whea  I  ii* 
form  him the    Preach  Commitist 


tamed  iU  atteation  to  Saiat  Peter'a,  aad  ca- 
ployed  a  compaay  of  Jews  to  estimate  isi 
purchase  the  gold,  silver,  aad  broase  tksl 
adora  the  inside  of  the  edifice,  as  well  as  tkc 
copper  that  covers  the  vaalta  aad  dame  sa  tbs 
outside.'*  The  story  aboat  tbeJeira  ispositirt* 
]y  deaied  at  Roaa 
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flat  tomh  wkieh,  gleaming  a^tr  f he  tUff.    [p.  67. 
A  tomb  above  the  rocks  on  the  promontory,  by 
Bome  supposed  the  sepulchre  of  Themistocles. 

Sultana  of  the  Nightingale.  [p.  57. 

The  attachment  of  the  nightingale  to  the  rose 

is  a  wellknown  Persian  fable.    If  I  mistake  not, 

the  "Bulbnl  of  a  thousand  tales  *'   is  one  of  his 

appellations. 

TiU  the  fay  mariner'*  guitar,  [p.  57, 

The  guitar  is    the  constant  amusement  of  the 

Greek  sailor  by  night:  with  a  steady  fair  wind, 

and  during  a  calm,  it  is  accompanied  always  by 

the  voice,  and  often  Jby  dancing. 

Where  cold  Ohgtruetiau't  apathy,        [p.  56. 

"Ay,  but  to  die  and  go  we  know  not  where 
To  lie  in  cold  obstruction.*'  ^ 

Meature  for  Meaaure,  Aet.  ui.  Se.  1. 

The  firtt,  laat  look  by  death  reveatd,     [p.  58. 

I  trust  that  few  of  my  readers  have  ever  had 

aa  opportonity  of  witactiiai^  what  is  here  at- 


tempted ia  deseriptioa,  bat  these  wbe  have,  will 
probably  reuia  a  paiaftal  reaembraace  of  thil 
siagnlar  beauty  which  pervades .  with  few  ci- 
ceptioBs,  the  features  or  the  dead,  a  few  hsais, 
after  "the  spirit  is  not  there.**    It   Is  to  be  re- 


marked ia  cases  of  vloleat  death  by  gni 
wounds,  the  expression  is  always  that  of  laagssr, 
whatever  the  aatural  eaergy  of  the  safem^ 
character ;  bnt  ia  death  froai  a  stab  the  soos- 
tenance  preserves  its  traits  of  feeling  or  ferscitfT 
aad  the  miad  its  bias,  te  the  last. 

Slaveo'^may,  the  handemen  e/  a  slave.       [p  S& 

Athens  is  the  propertv  of  the  Kislar  Aga  (tbs 

slave  of  the  seraglio  aad  gaardiaa  of  Cbe  wsmcs) 

who   appoints  the  Waywode.      A.. 


eunuch— these  are  not  polite,  yet   tree  apsslii- 
tioBs— aow  goveras  the  geteraer  of  Atheas! 


In  echoes  of  the  far  tofkmXke.  f  p  VL 

"Tophaike,**  mnsqnet.— The  Balram  is  aasMs 

eed  by  the  caaaoa  at  saaset:   the  lUamiasiiii 

of  the  Mosqaes ,  aad  the  firiag  of  all  kia^  ^ 

small  arms,  loaded  with  haff,  arodaiB  it  dsriif 

Ithb  eight. 
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I  the  kmrtd  •n  high  Jerreed.  [p.  SI. 
or  Dterrid,  a  bloated  Tmrkith  Javelia, 
arted  f^om  horseback  witb  freat  foree 
ioa.  It  it  a  favoorite  exereite  of  the 
It ;  bat  I  know  aot  if  it  can  be  called 
te ,  tiace  the  mott  expert  in  the  art 
ck  Bunaeht  of  Oonttaatinople-rl  think, 
«e,  a  Mamlonk  at  Smyraa  was  the 
1  that  came  within  my  obtervation. 

le,  he  went.  Wee  the  Simtam.       [p.  5t. 

t  of  the  detert,  fatal  to  every  thing 

often  allnded  to  in  eattem  poetry. 

he  eaered  "hread  and  eattr  [p.  M. 
ike  of  food ,  to  break  bread  ana  talt 
hott,  intaret  the  safety  of  the  gnett ; 
(b  an  enemy,  his  pe^pon  flrom  that 
sacred. 

urhmn  mm  eit/r  ha  She  imfidete  eahre. 

fp.  et. 
trdly  obterve,  that  Charity  and^Hos- 
I  the  first  dnties  enjoined  by  Mahomet; 
'  troth,  very  generally  practised  by 
;s.  The  first  praise  that  can  be  be- 
a  chief  is  a  panegyric  on  his  bonaty ; 
»n  his  valoar. 

I  tOver-eheathed  ataghmn.  [p.  M. 

rhan,  a  long  dagger  worn  with  pistols 
in  a  metal  scabbard,  generally  of  silver; 
I  the  wealthier,  gilt,  or  of  gold. 

lir  by  hie  mh  ef  green,  [p   0t. 

I  the  privileged  colour  of  the  prophet*B 
pretended  deseendants;  with  them,  as 
(the  family  Inheritanee)  is  snppoeed 
le  the  necessity  of  good  works:  they 
irtt  of  a  very  iadilferent  brood. 


bo  Off  thenf^thie  «ls»  talaai.  [p.  M. 
leikonm!    alelkenm  salam!    peaee  be 

be  with  yov  peaee— the  salutation 
or  the  faithful:— to  a  OhHstiaa,  ^Vt- 
l^ood  journey ;  or  saban  hlresem,  saban 
>od  mom,  good  even;  and  sometimes, 

end  be  happy  ;'*  are  the  oaual  salutes. 

ect-queen  of  eattem  eprinM.  [p.  08. 
e-winged  botterflv  of^Kasnmeer,  the 
and  beaotiAil  of  tae  species. 

)  like  ecerpfen  girt  hv  fire.  [p.  81. 

:  to  thedubioos  snieioe  of  the  scorpion. 
Tor  experiment  by  gentle  philotopnert. 
Btain  that  the  potitioa  of  the  ttiag, 
ed  towardt  the  head,  is  merely  a  eon- 
ovement)    bat    others   iMve  actaally 

the  verdict  ^Felo  de  oe.**  The  scor- 
torely  iaterested  in  a  speedv  decision 
ition ;  as,  if  oaoe  fairly  established  as 
is,  they  will  probably  be  allowed  to 
as  they  think  proper,  without  beliig 

or  the  sake  ef  an  hypothesii. 


fo 


Hhamawan*e  Imet  eun  woe  est.       [p.  81. 
Bon  at  snuset  close  the  RhaaMsan. 

fe  Fhtngarfe  tremhUng  Ught,      [p.  81. 
,  the  moon. 

at  the  jewel  ef  Gianuehid.  [p.  81. 
fbrated  fabolous  ruby  of  Sultan  Oiam- 
9  embellithftr    of  Istakhar;    from    its 

named  Schebgerac,  **the  torch  of 
Iso,  the  ^^euji  of  the  sua."  — In  the 
nt  **Giamtchid*'  was  written  as  a  word 
fllables ,  to  D*Herbelot  has  It ;  but  I 
icbardton  reduces  it  to  a  dissyllable, 
t  ''Jawthid/*  I  have  left  in  the  text 
raphy  of  the  one  with  the  pronuncia- 
i  otiMr. 


Tfteiifh  en  M-Sfrate  arch  I  etead.         [p.  81. 

Al-8irat ,  the  bridge  of  breadth  less  thaa  the 
thread  of  a  famished  tnidcr ,  over  whi^  the 
Mussulmans  must  tJrote  into  Paradise,  to  which 
it  is  the  oaly  eatrance ;  but  this  is  not  the  worst, 
the  river  beneath  beiag  hell  itself,  into  whidi. 
as  may  be  expected,  the  untkilAil  and  tender  of 
foot  contrive  to  tumble  with  a  ^'facilit  detceatus 
Averni ,  **  not  very  pleating  in  protpect  to  the 
next  pasteager.  There  is  a  shorter  cut  down- 
wards, for  the  Jews  and  Christians. 

And  keep  thai  fortien  e/  hie  creed,  [P'81. 
A  vulgar  error ;  the  Koran  allots  at  least  a 
third  of  Paradise  to  well-behaved  women;  but 
by  far  the  greater  number  of  Mussulmans  later- 
pret  the  text  their  own  way ,  and  exclude  tl^ir 
moieties  from  heaven.  Being  enemies  to  Plato- 
nics, they  cannot  discern  "any  fitness  of  thiags** 
in  tae  souls  of  the  other  sex,  coaeelving  them  te 
be  superseded  by  the  Houris. 

ffte  wamue  fomegranate^e  hlaaeomM  etrew.    [p.  81. 
An    oriental    timile,    which    mav,    penaps, 
though  &lrly  stolen,    be  deemed  '^plus  Arabe 
qn'en  Arable.** 

Her  hott  in  lufaeinthine  flam.  [p.  81. 

Hyadnthine,  In  Arabic,  *«Suabul,**  as  common 
a  thought  In  the  eaiteni  poets  as  It  wao  among 
the  Greeks. 

The  U/aeUeti  bird  ef  Fhuigneetan,        [p.  81. 
*<Frangaestaa,**  CIrcassla. 

BiemiHaht  now  the  perffe  paai.  [p.  81. 

BismUlah-^«In  the  name  of^od;**  the  com- 
moBcement  of  all  the  chaptert  of  the  Koran  bal 
one,  and  of  prayer  and  thanksgiving. 

then  emrtd  hie  very  heard  with  ire,  [p.  81. 
A  phenomenon  not  uncommon  with  an  angry 
Mussulman.  In  1889,  the  Capitaa  Pacha's  whis- 
kers at  a  diplomatic  aadience  were  no  less  lively 
with  indigaatioa  than  a  tiger-cat*s,  tethelMrror 
of  all  the  dragomaas ;  the  porteatous  mustachloo 
twisted,  they  stood  erect  of  their  owa  accord, 
aadwere  expected  every  momeat  to  change  their 
colour,  but  at  last  condescended  to  sabside, 
which  probably  saved  more  heads  thaa  they  coa- 
tained  hairs. 


rier  raieed  the  craven  cry, 
**Amaua,**  quarter,  pardon. 


/       tp. 


/  knew  him  hy  the  eett  efe.  [p.  81. 

The  ^evil  eye,**  a  common  superstition  in  the 

Levant,  and  of  which  the  Imagiaary  effecto  ate 

yet  very  stagalar  on  those  who  eoncelve  them- 

sehrei  affedod. 

A  fragment  of  hie  paiaa^ere.  [p.  81. 

The  flowered  shawls  generally  wor«  by  per- 
sona of  raak. 

Hie  eaipae  rent    hi§  eaiftan  red,  [p.  81. 

Th*  **Calpae**  it  the  solid  cap  or  centre-part 
of  thcr  head-dress ;  the  shawl  Is  wound  round  It, 
mad  forms  the  tarbaa. 


A  turhan  carved  im  ceareeet  etene,  [p.  81. 
The  turbaa^  t^^^^j  **'  iascriptlvo  verse,  de- 
corate the  tombo  of  the  Osmaalies,  whether  ia 
the  cemetery  or  the  wilderaess.  Ia  the  moua- 
taias  yea  frequeatly  pass  siaiilar  memeatos ;  aad 
on  enquiry  you  are  iaformed  that  they  record 
soBO  victim  of  rebellion,  plander,  or  revenge. 

At  eeiemm  eewnd  ef  **Alla  Ha!**  [p.  81. 

**AllaIfa!**  the  coneludiag  wordtof  theMues- 

sla*t  call  to  prayer  from  the  highett  gallery  oa 

the  exterior  of  tae  Miaaret.  Oa  a  ttiU  eveaiag, 

whtar  Ihe  Maeaain  hat  a  flae  vaUA>  ^nb&K.V^ak. 
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frtqncmllf  (bo  rue,  Ibe  tfeet  li  lolMBa  tnd   TirklA,  lultui,  udBBcIIali  «m«  all  nrrd^ 

beamlftil  bevoHd  all  tba  belt*  !■  ChrlMaBdom.        In  TirtoH  eoBcelo,   naos    tbs  narnniiMti «» 

■uliau.  While  He  were  coBtcBpUlIu  ibil» 

•rSe  fellewiDg  i.  part  o?  .   baltle-wng  oY  tbo    "'^■";,..     ..^'SLif  iT^ir  Zl^fTL-l. 

« ,  aad  crie.  aloud:  Vome,  tlu  »e,  t.r  I    P'"«r  -" 


m  aliravi  fall  ■  •"<*"V«'   t"  life,    and    I    dare   nj  It  M    . 

™  ""■»■  ""'■  keariaf  note  aDHielrr  than  eier  ^11  k  trti, 

„,  „      ,  ,     _  l"  >^"  F™*  refreilBCBI    of  the  Anaau  •!  If- 

n  wamitr  roaad  I«(  Bitti-  tlrese.        [p.  ■>.  „!,  aad  hia  nallrc  ■onalafat.— r  *ball  atUim 

EbJi.,  lie  orleiUI  PrineB  of  DartaeM.  gae  trail  more  of  thia  lianlsT  rare.     U  JtB*     I 

1811     a     reBBTkablT     itout     aad   actiTe  AnM 

But  flril,  on  en-lh  tu  *^u»fr«  mat.       [p.  H.  came  (I  believe  tbe  SBtli  aa  Ue  MBCerraaJl  B     I 

Tbo   Vanipirr  lapentiKon  1i   (till  geaeral  in  offer  hfinifir  ai  aa  alrendaal,  iilueb  mmt  ijnlii- 

.be    l*v»al.     HnacM   Tgoraefort   telli    a    Isac  od:   "Well,  Albadl,"   ■aotk  he,  ••■ 

M<.r},  Hhich  Mr.  Nonthcf,  ta  ihe  onte*  an  Tb>-  -joa    weold   bate    foBad 


tbe    Iri.'VBBi.     HiiBcit   Tgoraefort   telli    b    Ibbc    od:   "Well,  Albadl,"   iBotk  he,  "BaT  t>o  li") 
M<.r},  Hhich  Mr.  Nontbcf,  ta  the  onte*  aa  Ths-    -voa    woold   baio    foBad     Be  naehl.     I  lUl 

lata,  aiKile.  about  Ib.se  -'Vroocolorhaa,-   aa    he    loave  the  toWB  for  tb«  bllll  "      ' 


-.-,    , ^   yon  ■lliaeanotn 

rifled  bf  tbe  me."— Reniih,  wbo  •rai  pment,    reaarbedMi 

ocriTBui   Di  ■   cojLii,    HoicD    iBcj    uauiaed    BiDit  tbiu  of  Q  ■     ' 

pieeeed   from    mch  •  viiilatioa.      The    OrerLa  meaa  tlaie  _  _     _     _ 

■  eter  mealloB  the  word  vilhoot  horror.     1    flod  xhich  war    tne  U    the  letter.- 

Ibai  "Uroneotohai "  !•  ■■  old  leiitlmue  Hellenlo  thei  oome  dowi    la    the  •rlaler,  a>a  pan  u  a- 

angipllBliDa — at   leait   ii   lo  applied  to  AneatDa,  Baleated  la  iobib  towa,  wera  tbej  aiv  lAali 

viha.    aecordioB  to   Ihe   Greelia,    vbi  after   hir  well  kBova  a*  Ibetr  eiptolta. 
dcBlb    BBioialed   by    the    Devil.      Tba   moderBa, 

boMovcr,  nie  the  »ord  I  moalloB.  Loeit  tt  ta  frfittitd  Jbr  rtUmf.  1/9. 

The  Bieak'B   MrMoB  Ii   omitted.      11  bombu 

jr^t  vftb  fhfae  era  tat  llood  AaU  trtf.  [p.  N.  have  bad  bo   llUle  effect  spaa  Iha  piBlleat,  tta 

Ihe  freihoeii  of  the  faee,   aod  the  wetaen  of  It  eoald  haie  qo  hopei  fron  tbe  readW.    Itav 

tbp  lip  Hltb  blond  are  the  Bever-fBlIlBg  aigBi  of  be  lofBeieBt  to  Bay,  that  It  trai  of  a   nMaw] 

a   VaBiplre.     The  tlorier    Inld   Is  llnngary  aad  Jeagth  <b>  nay  be  pereslnd  fraa  tke  latemp- 


e  of  Ibeae  fool   feeder*   are  •iBguIar,  and    tioBi  and  Baeaitaeta  of  the  peaileat). 
-'"——■  ftieredi%  •tl—'-'  ■'-'■ ■*    '-     -■■-    ' -'    -* 

he  Jnfrt-iird 

believe,  Ihe 
of  feedtBg  ki 


tnereiiUM  atlerled.  '  delivered    la    the    aaaal  Mae   of    at!   enhtta 

//  the  inat-tiri.  [p,  U. 

-    ■'-'  "-'  ~  libelled,  ^ad  MklmMg  In  her  mUte  ifwv  [p.* 


fUi  train  (ale  ibu  sO  lae  hum 

Den  fn  vAoifl  dorUe  todAu  ear.          [p.  IB.  Of  ktr  he  beni  er  Ua  Jke  sfes. 

^.,-  1 ., . ^  ,. ,.,  f,„  ,  Tbo   etriBiBiUBee    to  »hlcb    tba   i 

:  :_  '.    ,  r.7,. ■:,":._: 

eColoBBB,  early  <fl  IBll,  plained  to  hl>  fatbor  of  hfa  aoa-B  sappewd  la 

ai  -e  paned  Ihroiiih  the  rlefile  thai   leadi  from  deltty  ;   be  uked   wtlb    ahiiB,  aad    abe  bad  d« 

the  hamlet  f^lweea  Keratia  aad  Coloaaa,   I   ob-  barbarity  to  glie  la   a  Hit  of  Ue  IwaWs  taai- 

•eried  Dertiih  Tahirl   ridlag   rather  out  of  Ibe  lomeit  wanea    la   Yaalaa.     They   were  aetad, 

Elh.  and  leoninf;  hii  bead  bdob  hli  baad,    a*  If  raiteaed   op   la   •aekl,    Bad   drowaed   tba  laH 

nalB.     1  rndc  up  and  laonireil,     "Wo  (re    la  Bight!  Oae  of  tbe  gaarda   who  «aa    Breaeal  b- 

peril,-  be  BBiHered.    "U  hat  perllT  «e  are  Hot  formed  me,  that  aot  oao  of   tbe   vlctfat  alleni 

BDw  Ib  Albaaia,    nor   In   the  pa>i«  lo  Bphemi,  >  ety,  ar  ibowed  a  •f»lom  of  terror  at  bb  ■d' 

MeHalDBtbl,   ar  LepaBIn;   there  are   plenty  ef  dea  a  "wreaeb  from  bII  «e  kaoir,    Ikam  all  «« 

ni,  well  armed,  aad  tbe  Chotlatn  baie  aal  osa-  love."    The  fate  of  PhreaUa,  tbe  iklrad  •€  Ibb 

ngo  lo  be  tbieiei."— "Trae,  Affeadl ;  boineier-  Basrtflee,   la   lbs  labjeet   of  maay  a  Raaalc  aai 

tbetcM   Ibe   ihot   li  rlsgiaB  ia  my  eari."— "The  Araant    ditty.      The  Mory   ia   tba   lait  b  w 

shot!— not  a  tnphaike  hat  beea  Bred  Ihli  mora-  told  of  a   yanag  TtnellaB  maay  rnan  age,  lal 

■  ag."— "1   bear   it  aotwltbttaading-- Horn— Bom—  now   aearly  forgoUDa.     I   heard   it   by  aettitH 

I*  plalaly  aa  I  hear  ysat  voice."- "Piba."— "At  recited  by  oae  of  the  eoBtoc-haaee  atary-MllKi 


r  with   dovDiigbl   teeaad-ilgbT  in  the    relalea  wai   aot  Ten    BaeoaiBoB  la  Tartey.  i 

EbbI]    fell   oaec  tiadet  my  own  obterralloa.— Oa    few  yean  an  Ihe  wtfe    of  Maohtar  Pacha  («■ 


Kn  pleaee,   AITcNdl  j  if  It  ia  wrlitea,  lo  will  It    who  ahonad   la  Ihe  Lenat,   aad   >Iag  ar  rtMi 
.~— I  leR  tbli  qnlck-cared  predealinarlBB,   and    Ihelr  aarratltee.    The  addltioBa  aai)    iatciMli- 
wBaBili,  bliCbrittlaaioapBiriat,  whsae    tloBa    by   Ihe  traaalatar   will   be   eaaHy   dfaria- 


a  qnlck-cared  predealinarlBB,   and    Ihelr  aarratltee.    The  addltioBa  aai)    iatciMl 

._     _  ill,  hlaCbriatlaaioapBiriat,  wbsae    tloBa    by   Ihe  traaalatar   will   be  "      ''  ' 

n.   tfaonith  aot  at   all  propbeilc,  by  no  mi:ani    iniabed  fron   the   rent  ky  the  w 


leimirely.  aaying  a  larlety  of  brilliaal  Ibion,  la        For  the  coalrBIB  of  tem>_    

more  iBBgaagea  Ibso  apoilDd  Ibe  fanildiBg  of  Ba-    ladebled    partly  (o   DHerbelot,   aad    partly  ■• 
'   bei,   Dpon  tba  mlitakcn  bcci  ;  ftoBBlc,  Ataaot,  >  lha(  »0M  caMcra,    aad,  aa  Mr.   Wrter  jnUr 
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CBtltiM  H.  "^toblime  tale,**  the  '«CWItpk  Vatftek/* 
1  do  not  knoir  from  what  sooree  the  aatkor  of 
that  Biagular  volume  may  have  drawn  his  ma- 
terials ;  some  of  his  incidents  are  to  be  foond 
ia  the  ^'Biblioth^que  Orientele ; "  bat  for  eor- 
rectnesa  of  costome,  beauty  of  description,  and 
power  of  imagination,  it  far  tarpasaei  ail  Bnro- 


pean  Imttatlona ;  and  bears  sncb  marks  of  ori|r!n- 
ality,  that  those  who  have  visited  the  East  will 
find  some  difGcnlty  in  b<^lievinf  it  to  be  more 
than  a  translation.  As  an  Eastern  tale,  even 
Rasselas  must  bow  before  it;  his  "Happy  Val- 
ley *'  will  not  bear  a  comparison  with  tho  "Hall 
dTEblit.^ 


NOTES  TO   THE   BRIDE   OF    ABYDOS. 


XTajp  faiia  o^er  fhe  gardem  «/  Onl  In  her 
6loom.  [p.  68. 

««Gn],**  the  rose. 

Gan  h9  tmiU  on  sudb  deeds  «s  Mi  dUUren 
have  done!  [p.  69. 

Bonis  made  of  fire,  and  children  of  tho  Sun, 
With  whom  Revenge  it  Virtue. 

YouNO't  Bnenge, 

mtk  JMe/newi's  fofe,  or  8adf9  Mng.     [p.  69. 
Mejnonn  and  Leila,  the  Romeo  and  Jnllet  of 
tike  East.    Sadi,>the  moral  poet  of  Persia. 

no  I,  »ko  heard  the  deep  lomAonr.       [p.  69. 
Tambonr,  Turkish  drum,  which  sounds  at  snn- 
rlae,  noon,  and  twilight 

He  U  am  Arab  to  mg  Hght,  [p.  19. 

Tho  Turks  abhor  the  Arabs  (who  return  the 
oompliment  a  hundredfold)  oven  more  than  they 
hAto  the  Christians. 

no  mimd,  the  MuHe  hreathing  from  her  face. 

[p.  T9. 
This  expression  has  met  with  objections.  I  will 
Bot  refer  to  **Him  who  hath  not  Music  in  his 
ooul,"  but  merely  request  the  reader  to  recollect, 
for  ten  seconds,  the  features  of  the  woman  whom 
ko  believes  to  be  the  most  beantiAil ;  and  if  he 
tlien  does  not  comprehend  ftilly  what  is  feebly 
expressed  in  the  above  line,  I  shall  be  sorry  for 
as  both.  For  an  eloouent  passage  in  the  latest 
work  of  the  first  female  writer  of  ttis,  perhaps,  of 
•ny  age,  on  the  analogy  (and  the  immediate  com- 
parison excited  by  that  analocy)  between  **paittt- 
ing  and  music/*  see  vol.  iii.  diap.  19.-  Dn  l^Allb- 
MAcnn.  And  is  not  this  connexion  still  stronger 
with  the  original  than  the  copy  9  with  the  co- 
louring of  Biature  than  of  ArtV  After  all,  this 
ta  rather  to  be  felt  than  described ;  still  I  think 
there  are  some  who  will  understand  it,  at  least 
they  would  have  doae,  had  they  beheld  the  coun- 
tenance whose  speaking  harmony  suggested  tho 
idea ;  for  this  pslssage  U  not  drawn  from  imagin- 
ation but  memory,  that  mirror  which  Affliction 
dashes  to  the  earth,  and,  looking  down  upon  the 
fragments,  only  beholds  the  reflection  multiplied! 

But  yet  the  line  of  C&raenum.  rp*.Y9. 

Carasman  Oclou,  or  Kara  Osman  Oglou,  is  the 
principal  landholder  in  Turkey;  ho  governs 
Magnesia :  those  who,  by  a  kind  of  feudal  tenure, 
possess  land  on  condition  of  service ,  are  calleo 
Timariots :  they  serve  as  SpiJiic ,  according  to 
the  extent  of  territory,  and  bring  a  eertain 
number  into  the  field,  generally  cavalry. 

And  tearh  the  me§9enMer  mhai  fate.       [p-  T9. 

Whca  a  Pacha  is  sufueiently  strong  to  resist, 

the   single   ncsseager.   who   is  alwavs   the  first 

bearer  of  the  order  for  his  death,  is  strangled 

instead,  and  sometimes  five  or  six,  ono  after  the 


other,  on  the  Mme  errand ,  by  eommand  of  the 
refractor V  patient;  if,  on  the  contrary,  he  is 
weak  or  loval ,  he  bows ,  kisses  the  Sultan's  re- 
spectable signature,  and  is  bowstmngwith  great 
complacency.  In  1819,  several  of  these  presents 
were  exhibited  in  the  niche  of  the  Seraflio-fate; 
among  others,  the  head  of  the  Pacha  of  Bagdad, 
a  brave  young  man ,  cut  off  by  treachery,  alter 
a  desperate  resistance. 

Thriee  eHoffd  Mi  hande^  and  eaitd  Mr  eteed, 

[p.  79. 

Clapping  of  the  hands  calls  the  servants.  Tho 
Turks  hate  a  superfluous  expenditure  of  voice, 
and  they  have  no  bells. 

Reeign'd  hie  §em-adom'd  Chibouque,     fp.  79. 

Chibouque,   the  Turkish   pipe,   of  which    the 

amber  mouth-piece,  and  sometimes  the  ball  which 

contains  the  leaf,  is  adorned  with  precious  stones, 

if  in  possession  of  the  wealthier  orders. 

With  Mangrahee  and  Mamaiuke.  [p.  79. 

Bdaugrabee,  Moorish  mercenaries. 

Hie  way  amid  hie  DeOi  took,  [p.  79. 

Deli,  braves  who  form  the  forlorn  hope  of  tho 
cavalry  and  always  begin  the  action. 

Careering  eieave  the  folded  felt,  [p.  71. 

A  twisted  fold  of  felt  is  used  for  scimitar- 
practice  by  the  Turks,  and  few  but  Mussulman 
arms  can  cot  through  it  at  a  single  stroke: 
sometimes  a  tough  turban  is  used  for  the  same 
purpose.  The  Jerreed  Is  a  game  of  blunt  Javeliup, 
animated  and  graceiU. 

yor  heard  their  OUahe  wild  and  loud—  [p.  71. 
«'01Iahs,"  Alia  il  Allah,  the  "LeilieSj^*  as  the 
Spanish  poets  call  them ,  the  sound  is  Ollah ;  a 
cry  of  which  the  Turks,  for  a  silent  people,  are 
somewhat  proftise,  particularly  during  the  Jer- 
reed, or  m  the  diase.  bat  mostly  in  battle. 
Their  animation  in  tho  field,  and  gravity  in  the 
chamber ,  with  their  pipes  and  comboloios ,  form 
an  amusing  contrast. 

ffte  Per  Han  Atar-guta  perfume,  [p.  71. 

**Atar-gul ,  *'  ottar  of  roses.  The  Persian  is 
the  finest. 

The  pictured  roof  and  marble  floor.  [p.  71. 
The  ceiling  and  wainscots,  or  rather  wsJIs,  of 
tho  Mussulman  apartments  are  generally  painted, 
in  great  houses,  with  one  eternal  and  highly 
coloured  view  of  Constantinople,  wherein  the 
principal  feature  is  a  noble  contempt  of  per- 
spective ;  below,  arms,  scimitars ,  arc  in  general 
ffancifally  and  not  inelegantly  disposed. 

A  meeeage  from  the  JBulbut  beare.         [p.  71. 

>  It  has  been  much  doubted  whether  the  notes 

oT  this  **Lover  of  the  rose,  **  are  sad  or  merry; 

and  Mr.  Fox's  remarku  on  tho  sabjcci  have  pro- 
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▼okMl  ••ne  learned  ceatrovenv  m  t6  the  epl- 
■ions  of  the  ancients  on  the  rabjeet.  I  dare  not 
venture  a  eontectore  on  the  point,  thon^  a  little 
Inclined  to  the  "errare  mallein,**  if  Mr.  Foi 
W9M  mistaken. 

E^tn.  jlMToei,  frmn  hh  demtUg  fulver.    [p.  11. 
Airael — the  angel  of  death. 

IfTlMn  the  cmvea  e/  M&kmr.  [f.  Tl. 

The  treasures  of  the  Preadamite  Saltans.  See 
D^HnaBKLOT,  article  Ittakar. 

HoldB  nef  m  JfwseiftK's  eenfref.  [p.  Yl* 

Mnsselini ,  a  governor .  the  neit  In  rank  after 
a  Pacha;  a  Waywode  Is  the  third;  and  then 
come  the  Agas. 

f^at  ke  not  kred  At  SgHff  [p.  IS. 

Bgripo— the  Negropont.  According  to  the  pro- 
verb, the  Turks  of  Bgripo,  the  Jews  ef  Salonica, 
and  the  Greeks  of  Athens,  are  the  wont  of  their 
respective  races. 

jik  !  ynder  eee  the  IVheeodar.  [p.  YS. 

**Tchocadar**— one  of  the  attendanti  who  pre- 
eedee  a  man  of  authority. 

TfOne  evn  "krot^  HellMomt"  ttittd^okf.  [p.  Tt. 
The  wrangling  about  tliis  epithet,  *Hhe  broad 
Hellespont*'  or  the  «« boundless  Hellespont,** 
whether  it  means  one  or  the  ether,  or  what  It 
means  at  all,  has  been  beyond  all  possibility  ef 
detail.  I  have  even  heard  it  disputed  on  the 
spot ;  and  not  foreseeing  a  speedy  conclusion  to 
the  controversy ,  amused  myself  with  swimming 
across  it  in  the  menu  time,  and  prebablv  may 
again,  before  the  point  Is  settled.  Indeed,  the 
question  as  to  the  truth  of  ^'  the  tale  of  Troy 
divine**  still  continues,  much  of  It  resting  upon 

the  Ulismanic  word  '^euretpoc  i^  probably  Homer 
had  the  same  notion  of  distance  that  a  coquette 
has  of  time ,  and  when  he  talks  of  boundless, 
menus  half  a  mile ;  as  the  latter ,  by  a  like  fi- 
gure, when  she  savs  eternal  attachment,  simply 
specifies  three  weeks. 

Whhh  Ammi9tC9  sen  nsn  protidiw  roumd,  [p.  71. 
Before  his  Persian  invasion;  he  crowned  the 
altar  which  laurel.  He  was  afterwards  Imi- 
tated by  Caracalla  In  his  mee.  It  is  believed 
that  the  last  also  poisoned  a  friend,  named 
Festns,  for  the  sake  of  new  Patroelean  games.  I 
have  seen  the  sheep  feeding  on  the  tombs  of 
il<:sietes  and  Antilochns;  the  first  is  in  the 
centre  of  the  plain. 

Cor  which  her  fmirif  fmgert  ran.  [p  n. 

When  rnbbed.  the  amber  Is  snseeptlhle  of  a 
perfame,  which  is  slight,  bat  not  disagreeable. 


J?er  mether's  Mtimted  mmmUt.  [p.  TS. 

The  belief  in  amulets  engrnved  on  gems,  or 
enclosed  In  gold  boxes ,  containing  scraps  n'om 
the  Koran,  worn  round  the  neck,  wrist,  or  arm, 
Is  Ptill  universal  In  the  Bast.  The  Koorsee- 
(ihrone)  verse  in  the  second  chapter  of  the  Koran 
describes  the  attributes  of  the  most  High ,  and  Is 
engraved  in  this  manner,  and  worn  by  the  pious, 
as  the  most  esteemed  and  sublime  ef  all  sentences. 

And  hfi  her  Cemhehh  Uee.  [p.  Y3, 

<*Comboloio**-.a  Turkish  rosary.  The  MSS. 
particularly  those  of  the  Persians,  are  richly 
ndorned  end  flluminated.  The  Greek  feqialef 
are  kept  In  utter  Ignorance ;  but  many  of  the 
Turkish  girls  nre  highly  accomplished,  though 
not  actually  qualified  for  a  Christian  eoterle ; 
perhnps  some  of  our  own  "hhte^T  might  not  be 
the  worse  for  hkachimg. 


Jin  him  mas  seoM  fMosff  galisngi'c.  \%K 
'«Gallengde**-«r  Galiongi,  a  aailar ,  thM  n,  i 
T^trkiah  sailor;  the  Greeks  nnvicnte,  thelUi 
work  the  guns.  Their  dress  Is  pictnresens;  Mi 
I  have  seen  the  Canltaa  Pacha  wmw  than  «n 
wearing  It  as  a  Mail  of  imfg.  Tk«ir  lap,  hm- 
ever,  are  generally  naked.  Tha  hasklni  h 
scribed  in  the  text  as  sheated  hehind  wtthsOm, 
are  those  of  aa  Araaat  robber,  who  was  my  hsN(li 
had  quitted  the  profeselon) ,  at  hia  Pyvfs,  ■■ 
GastoonI  In  the  Merea ;  they  were  plated  la  soli 
one  over  the  other,  like  ikm  hack  a  an 


As  map  the  Kermi  veree  diapjmft^'  Ih  ^ 
Tike  characters  on  all  Tnrirlah  scfmftars  csaaii 
sometimes  the  name  of  the  place  of  their  assi- 
facture .  but  more  geaeraf ly  a  text  f^em  Ai 
Koran,  in  letters  of  gold.  Amongst  those  Is  sj 
possession  is  one  wlu  n  blade  of  slngnlsr  as- 
stmction ;  It  Is  very  bvond,  and  the  edge  nsld- 
ed  Into  serpentine  curvea  like  the  rippk  i 
water ,  or  the  wavering  of  flame.  I  asked  tk 
Armenian  who  sold  It,  whnt  possible  use  ssd  i 
figure  could  add :  he  said,  in  lulian,  thnths  fid 
net  know;  but  the  Mussnlmans  had  nn  Meatkst 
those  of  this  form  gnve  a  aeverer  weaad;  asi 
liked  It  because  It  was  ^  pin  feroce."  I  4i4  sd 
much  admire  the  reason  ,  hot  booght  it  for  in 
peculiarity. 

Jiaf  like  the  nepbem  •/  m  Gain.  \f.  71 

It  Is  to  be  observed,  that  every  allasiss  tt 
any  thing  or  personnge  in  the  Old  Testanrst, 
such  as  the  Ark,  or  Caia,  ie  e^ally  the  prinlesi 
of  Mussulman  and  Jew ;  indeed  the  former  pn- 
less  to  be  much  better  aeqvalnted  with  the  livn, 
true  and  fabulous ,  of  the  patriarchs ,  thss  h 
warraated  by  our  own  Saered  Writ,  emi  wd 
content  with  Adam ,  they  have  a  biography  d 
Pre-Adamites.  8olcmoa  la  the  monarch  of  ill 
necromancy,  and  Moses  ajpvophet  inferior  sslj 
to  Christ  aad  Mahomet.  Znleiln  la  the  Penin 
name  of  PoUphar's  wife,  and  her  nmoar  viih 
Joseph  cenetituteB  cue  ef  the  finest  nocmi  is 


their  language.  It  Is  therefore  no  riolatiss  d 
costume  to  put  the  aamec  of  Cain,  or  Neah,  IMS 
the  mouth  of  a  Mcclam. 


jhid  Pasman'f  rek^  herdee  mtteet,         (a  7i 
Paswan  Oglon,  the  rebel  of  WIddIn,  wle  ftr 
the  last  years  of  his  liUs  oal  iha  whale  peecr 
ef  the  Perte  at  defiance. 


nkef  gave  tJbe^  Asrsef adt  to  fhe 
Horsetail,  the  standard  of  a  "^ 


(F» 


He  drmmk  one  dremghi,  aer  needeii  mere!  [p.1i 
Giaffir,  Pacha  of  Ai^ro  Castro,  or  Scalarl.  1 
am  Bot  sure  which,  was  actaally  takeasffby 
the  Albanian  All,  In  the  mnnnor  described  ia 
the  text.  All  Pacha,  while  I  was  in  the  ceeairy, 
married  the  daughter  ef  his  victim,  name  yesn 
after  the  event  had  taken  place  at  a  bath  is 
Sophia,  or  Adrtaaople.  The  poloon  wns  mbti 
In  the  cup  ef  coffee,  which  ie  preoented  bcfMS 
the  sherbet  by  the  bath-kooper,  afUr  drasslug 

/  eemghi  ly  fnras,  mid  earn  cheni  «&     rp.tt. 

The  Turkish  actions  of  almost  all  islandii  trc 

confined  to  the  Archipelago,  the  aoa  alhidod  u. 


l%e  lesf  ef  Immkre'epeMHeU  there.      {•*  H 

Lambro  Cansnni,  a  Oreak,  fiuaoma  for  iSi  rf- 

Ibrts  In  IW^r-m  fsr  the  iadepeadonee  sf  lii 

country  i  nbandoned  by  the  Rnasiaaa.  ho  ~ 

a  pirate,  aad  the  Archipelago  waa  the 


his  eaterprlses.  He  is  said  to  ba  atlll  aKw  d 
Petersbnrgh.  He  and  Riga  are  the  two  wtd 
celebrated  of  the  Greek  rorolationialB. 

lb  snalch  the  Jtofohs  iimm  their  /iste.   [p* 
''Rayahs,**  all  who  pay  the  capitation  tm,  siV- 
ed  the  ''Haratch.** 
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T'liU  Hnt  of  loj* 


Til*  absTe  qivtadoi   (fhiB  vhlch  tbi  Ilsa  to 


blud,  that  k«  aetat  toni  Umtmlt  ■)<»■,  gal. 
iBfiB*  la  Ihs  dnert,  vliliint  a  WBMtloB  ap- 
f  nualag  Is  nplora,  whick  wai  ladvMiibaM*. 


"Aad  «trr  toanM  Uat  lySaU*  bsb 


[p-». 


Mtmmlms  t  AAuu  Ai  Ui  wrlfeit  tear.        (p.  Tl. 

"Jaaaat  al  Adea,"   tba   parpataal  abod*,  th«  Mutsn. 

Muaalaaa  PandiH.  For  a  tellar  that  tka  wlh  sT  tko  daad  iakabU 

iha  form  of  blrda,  wo  aead  ait  (nvol  !•  tbv 

^•d  BHoV  «t«w  M  tarloB-WMo.       [y-TK    But     Lard  LtOIoUb'*  ■fcott-MoT;  ,   Ik*   Mlof 

A  laitaa  la  nrvod  la  aloat  abaia  (ha  gnvaa    of  tko   Oioioai   of  KoaJaL  Ikal  Goorga  I.  law 

■r  BM*  oalr-  tato  her  wtadaw   [■  tk*  akapo  of  a  nvoB  (aa* 

Orfocd'o   RomlatoUBOM} ,    aid  laaaj   olkor  ia- 

nmlmaiWrnt^muatkymnVMiMmmtamT.  [{lTB.    •lanco*,  brlag  UI>  n|HirMltlBa  aeartrhoBe.  Tla 


Tk*  daatk-anng  of  (ka  To 
■"laat  aUiaa"  an   tka   Be-    -asH 
ana  faibld  BaaiplalHt  la  raUO. 

"Wifn  U  au  ■»»>--«■  Xeki 

I  —ma  M  Ik*  ^aoo  af  m)  Mifk  i 


[f.TB.    •lance*,  brlag  Ul*  nperMlttBa  aeartrhoBe.  Tb 

.    Tka    moil  ■iagalai   wai    tbo  whla    nf  a   WaToeitsi 

stiaaa  af    lady,   wko,   ballcvlag  kor  daaahtBT   la   eilit  la 

tko  ikapa  of  ■  itaslia  bird,  irioTallr  foriiihod 

bar  paw  la  tbe  CalhAnI   with  eafei-fall  of  tba 

mtmm-    Had  i   aad   a*  aba  wai  rl«b,  aad  a  "■ •— 

[■■  18.    ia   bcanllfyiat    tba    abnnb,    ao    al 
■d  srM,    nada  M  bar  Eamleaa  telly. 
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Tha  Hiw  to  tbt(  poon  IHJ  aa«B  taa  abort  fot 
tba  aecnireaaaa,  bat  tba  wbala  of  tba  £kbbh 
lalo*  ara  wlibia  a  faw  bann'  wll  of  tba  aoatl- 
■nt,  aad  iba  raadar  aait  be  klad  ooagh  to 
Uk*  tbe  wted  aa  I  bava  aftea  ttaad  It. 

tfaM.    [p.Bi. 


Otjmlr  OffiBBte  Jaai 
Orlaada,  CaMo  U. 


By    alfbt,  paminlarl; 


of  Baton  I  ihatl  attoBpi  to  arsra  bj  aoaa  bl^ 

it  eelBvldoaa**  wbkh  I  We  Bel  wltbatBoe 

wrilfac  "Tba  Coraair." 

''Bteelia  ptlMBafet,"  d[t  Holaadtai,  "■'aBltoT- 

II  daai  aa  ilIaBca  Beaafaal,    U    Sioil  lar  la 

re   tea  vliafa  fdroee,    el   bo  doBBolt  poUt 


iSlElf'lr. 


_    _    I    bt^     . 

■aarr  boIIob  of  tba 


^  (otbe  DmAa,  fraai  tbe  ftnUt  tut 

Mtmrntd,  U  ken-UMMtV  MaW  ltd  tU  rert. 

[p.  8) 

It   baa   beea   ahleaMd   IhM  Csaradi   aalarlB 

dlafBtied   aa  a  >p;   la   eat  el  aalBie.— Parbap 

~      '  '-'  — letblaa  not  aaliba  It  la  blalorj. 

wllb   bla  awB 

r*£l>  batr.'ta  i 


orttfled  by  tba 

, .  .-It  be  bad  aatartalaad  aad  dltBliaed 

tke  biporar  at  tba  BoBaa*.     Bnah  aa  aaeedale 
-■ 1  iBprebabla   ictioai   bat 


Eiaad  BNleii   la   tbe   life   af  a 

Brel.  aad  Fall,  vol.  vi.  p.  IM. 

Tka(  IJaand  I*  a  cksraater  i 


BHeffetker  •« 


la  Jail 


lea  penplea  aeeoB- 
M  hoBBe,  ladli  il 
e  dclatoll  de  loalo* 


"EBcella  dtoll  d'nie  petite  latlle :  Bala  teat 
I'aapei.l  da  at  panBaae,  tool  aei  nonvoRieae  l«- 
d.i(DoleBt  oB  toldal.  Saa  laagage  dtotl  aset, 
eoB  deporlemeat  laperbe,  at  par  loaieaJ  reiard, 
I]  fbitoll  Ireabler  le*  pia*  kardla."    SwHonai, 

IBM  III.  p.  III. 

"Olaerleaa  (QeBaerle,  klai  af  tko  Vaadala, 
tbe  eaBoneror  of  botb  Carthage  aad  Hoae) ,  (la- 
tora  Bedlaeria,  M  e^ol  caaa  elaadlcaBi,  aalBo 
prohndot,  aanaoaa  ram*,  loiatlB  coateBplar, 
Ira  tnrbldaa,  babeadi  eapldaa,  ad  aoI(clta*daa 
rBTldeBllaibRna."    JoanaMBB*  da  Rebai 


Oetlcii, 

I  bafleai 
keep  la  


>  taard,  aad  ftamimf  JUd  Ike  Jlgkt. 
■  aad  Bot  lery  botbI  tWnt  ol^Maa- 
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•ulflWB  tHer.    8eo  Prinee  Bageae^t  Memoirt,  i 

{».  M.    ^Tke  Seraakier  received  a  womid  in  tke 
high;  he  plucked  op  his  heard  hy  the  roots, 
because  he  was  obliged  to  quit  the  field.** 

Bripf  time  had  Comrad  boip  te  greet  Gatlnare. 

[p.  89. 
Oalaaro,  a  female  name ;   it  means,  literally, 
iJio  flower  of  the  Pomegranate. 

TUi  even  tke  teaffoU  eehoea  with  their  Sett ! 

[p.  n. 

In  Sir  Thomas  More,  for  instance,  on  the 
ecaffbid,  and  Anne  Boleyn  in  the  Tower,  when 
grasping  her  neck,  she  remarked,  that  it  ^*wa8 
too  slender  to  trouble  the  headsman  much.** 
During  one  part  of  the  French  Revolution,  it 
became  a  fkshion  to  leave  some  **mot**  as  a 
legacy ;  and  the  quantity  of  facetious  last  words 
spoken  dnrinc  that  period  would  form  a  melan- 
dioly  Jest-book  of  considerable  sise. 

t%at  eteeed  their  murdered  sage**  lofefC  day  I 

[p.  93. 
Socrates  drank  the  hemlock  a  short  time  be- 
fore sunset  (the hour  of  elocution),  notwithstand- 
ing the  entreaties  of  his  disciples  to  wait  till 
the  sua  w^nt  down. 

Shw  §inke,  mere  ioneUf  ere  hie  race  Me  rtm» . .  • 
f%at  frown  where  gentler  ocean  eeeme  to  emile. 

[p.  9S. 
The  opening  lines  of  Canto  III.  have,  per- 
haps, little  business  here,  and  were  anneied 
to  an  unpublished  (though  printed)  poem;  but 
they  were  written  on  the  spot  in  the  Soring  of 
1811,  and — 1  scarce  know  why— the  reaaer  must 
eicuse  their  appearance  here  If  he  can.  (See 
^'Corse  of  Minerva.**) 

f%e  gueen  of  night  amertt  her  eHent  reign. 

[p.  94. 

The  twilight  in  Greece  Is  mutk  shorter  than 
fn  our  own  country;  the  days  in  winter  are 
longer,  but  in  summer  of  shorter  duration. 

Tfte  gleaming  turret  of  the  gay  Kio*k.    [p.  94. 

The  Kiosk  Is  a  Turkish  summer-house;  the 
nalm  Is  without  the  present  walls  of  Athens,  not 
»r  from  the  temple  of  Theseus,  between  which 
and  the  tree  the  wall  intervenes. — Gephisnt* 
stream  is  indeed  aeanty,  and  Ilissus  has  no 
stream  at  all. 

Hie  only  bendt  in  teeming  o'er  hie  beade.  [p.  96. 
^The  Comboloio,    or  Mahometan  rosary;    the 
beads  are  in  number  ninety-nine. 

And  the  cold  fiawert  her  colder  baiui  contaln*d. 

[p.  190. 
In  the  Levant  it  is  the  custom  to  strew  flowers 
on  the  bodies  of  the  dead,  and   in  the  hands  of 
young  persons  to  place  a  nosegay. 

Linkd  with  one  virtue,  and  a  thovMmd  erimee, 

[p.  101. 

That  the  point  of  honour  which  is  represented 
In  one  instance  of  Conrad*s  character  has  not 
been  carried  beyond  the  boonds  of  probability 
may  perhaps  be  in  some  degree  confirmed  by 
the  following  anecdote  of  a  orother  buccaneer 
in  the  present  year,  1814. 

Our  readers  have  ail  seen  the  account  of  the 
enterprise  against  the  pirates  of  Barrataria; 
but  few.  we  believe,  were  informed  of  the  situ- 
ation, history,  or  nature  of  that  establishment. 
For  the  information  of  such  as  were  unacquaint- 
ed with  it  we  have  procured  from  a  friend  the 
following  interesting  narrative  of  the  main  facts, 
of  which  ho  has  personal  knowledge,  and  which 
cannot  fail  to  interest  some  of  our  readers. 

Darraiaria  Is  a  bay,  or  a  narrow  arm  of  the 


Clf  of  Mexico ;  It  rm  tkrMgh  •  rU^  birt  nq 
t  country,  until  It  reacbea  within  a  mikd 
the  Mississippi  river,    fifteen  Bllea  below  tn 
city  of  ?)ew-0r1eans.     The    bay   has  brssiki 
almost  innumerable.  In  which  persons  csa  lb 
concealed  from  the  severest  scnttuiy.    Iton- 
mujiicates  with    three  lakes    whleh  lie  sn  th 
southwest  side,  and  these    with  the  Inke  sf  ik 
same  name,  and  whleh  lies  contignens  t*  di 
sea,  where  there  is  an  lslnB4  fforaiM  by  the  tn 
arms  of  this  lake  and  the   sen.     Tke  earn,  mi 
west  poinU  of  this  island  were  fortified  in  tk 
year  1811,  by  a  band  of  pirates,  vmder  the  on- 
mand   of  one  Mr.  La  Fitte.    A   large  ma|tfll| 
of  these  outlaws  are  of  that  class  of  the  w- 
pnlatioB  of    the    state    of    Lenlsiana  whs  w 
fum    the    Island    of    St.    Domingo   daring  lb 
troubles  there,  and  took  refuge  in  the  isludd 
Cnba :  and  when  the   last  war  between  Ftssk 
and  Spain  commenced,  they  were  eompelled  to 
leave  that  Island  with  the  abort  ■otiee  of  a  fcv 
days.  Without  ceremony,  they  entered  theriil- 
ed  Sutes,  the  most  of  them  the  State  of  Lsiii- 
iana,  with  all  the  negroes  they   had  psssswi 
in  Cuba.     They  were   notified  by  the  Go^-cn* 
of  that  State  of  the  clanae   in  the  constitatiM 
which  forbad  the  Importation  of  sieves :  bat,  st 
the  same  time,    received  the  assmmnce  of  thi 
Governor  that  he  would  obtain,  if  possible,  tks 
approbation  of  the  general  .Govenunent  for  thiii 
retaining  this  property. 

The  Island  of  Barrataria  Is  situated  absst 
lat.  29.  deg.  15  min.  long.  91.  80.  and  is  ss  rr- 
markable  for  its  health  as  for  the  superior  icak 
and  shellfish  with  which  Its  wnters  aoouad.  The 
chief  of  this  horde,  like  Charles  Moor,  ksi 
miied  with  his  many  vices  some  Wrtues.  Is  the 
year  1819  this  partv  had,  f^m  Ita  turpitude  as4 
boldness,  claimed  the  attention  of  the  GoAersor 
of  Louisiaaa ;  and,  to  break  up  the  establinhBest, 
he  thought  proper  to  strike  at  the  head.  He 
therefore  offered  a  reward  of  500  dollars  f«i 
the  head  of  Mr.  La  Fitte,  who  was  veil  kssvi 
to  the  inhabitanta  of  the  city  of  Kew-4)r- 
leans,  from  his  immedinte  connexion,  and  hit 
once  having  been  a  fencing-master  in  that  dfy 
of  great  reputation,  niiich  nrt  he  Imral  fai 
Buonaparte's  army,  where  he  was  a  (^ptaia 
The  reward  which  was  offered  by  the  Gmerssr 
for  the  head  of  La  Fitta  was  amswered  by  tks 
offer  of  a  reward  from  the  latter  of  lS,fli  fiw 
the  head  of  the  Governor.  The  Governor  sr- 
dered  out  a  company  to  march  frem  the  city  Is 
La  Fitte*s  islanil,  and  to  bam  and  destroy  all 
the  property,  and  to  bring  to  the  city  of  Sea- 
Orleans  all  his  banditti.  Thin  company,  aadrr 
the  command  of  n  man  who  had  been  the  iali* 
mnto  associato  of  this  bold  Captain,  approached 
very  near  to  the  fortified  island,  before  he  ss* 
a  man,  or  heard  a  sound,  until  he  beard  a 
whistle,  not  unlike  a  boatswain's  cnlL  TVn  il 
was  he  found  himself  surrounded  by  armed  men 
who  had  emerged  fk-om  the  aecret  mvennes  which 
led  Into  Bayou.  Here  it  was  that  the  modem 
Charles  Moor  developed  his  few  noble  traits; 
for  to  this  man,  who  had  ceme  to  destrsy  hii 
life  and  nil  that  was  dear  to  hia,  he  not  oab 
spared  his  life,  but  offered  him  that  which  wesli 
have  made  the  honest  soldier  easy  for  the  re- 
maiader  of  his  days,  which  was  iadinaatlT  n- 
ftised.     He  then,  with  the  nnnrobnnon  or  hh 

.  This 


captor,  retamed  to  the  city, 
and  some  concomltaat  evento,  proved  that  this 
band  of  pirates  was  net  to  be  taken  by  Isii 
Our  naval  force  having  alwavs  heen  small  is 
that  quartor,  exertioas  for  the  destmctisn  d 
this  illicit  establishment  co«ld  not  be  expcdei 
from  them  until  nngmented;  for  ma  officer  if 
the  navy,  with  most  of  the  gnn-beate  on  tist 
station,  had  to  retreat  firoai  an  overwkelmim 
force  of  La  Fitto*s.  So  soon  as  the  aagmeats- 
tion  of  .the  navy  aathorlsed  an  nttadu  oae  vst 
made ;  the  overthrow  of  this  banditti  has  hm 
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tli«  resoH;  aad  now  thta  almMt  InTnlnerable 
'p«iBt  mnd  key  to  New«OrlcaiiB  is  clear  of  aa 
oieoiy,  it  !■  to  be  boped  the  govemnient  will 
hold  it  by  a  stroaf  military  foaee.— .VVofn  an 
American  Newtpaper. 

la  Noble*8  coatinuation  of  Oranger*!  Biograph- 
ical Dictioaary,  there  is  a  eiagnlar  paoMge 
in  hie  accooat  of  arehbiihop  Blackboarne,  and 
■a  ia  fome  meainre  coaaected  with  the  profet- 
aioB  of  the  hero  of  the  foregoiag  poem,  I  cannot 
reeiot  the  temptation  of  eitractlng  it. 

**There  is  tometbiag  mytterioos  in  the  hlitory 
•ad  character  of  Dr.  Blackbourne.  The  former 
la  bat  imperfectly  kaown;  and  report  has  evea 
•aserted  he  was  a  baccaaeer,  and  that  one  of  his 
brethren  in  that  professioa  haviag  asked,  oa  his 
Arrival  in  Englaad,  what  had  become  of  his  old 
chnm,  Blackbourne,  was  aaswered,  he  is  Arch- 
bishop of  York.  We  are  informed ,  that  Black- 
bourae  was  installed  snb-deaa  of  Exeter  in  1694, 
which  office  he  resigned  ia  1702:  but  after  his 
saccessor^s,  Lewis  Barneys,  death,  in  1704,  he 
regained  it.  In  the  following  year  he  became 
dean ;  aad,  in  1714,  held  with  it  the  archdeanery 
of  ComwalL  He  was  coasecrated  bishop  of  Bx- 
eter,  Febrnary  24,  1718 ;  and  translated  to  York, 
November  28 ,  1724 ,  as  a  reward  ,  accordiag  to 
court  scandal,  for  uniting  George  I.  to  the  Duch- 
ess of  Monster.  This,  however,  appears  to 
have  been  an  unfounded  calomny.  As  archbishop 
lie  behaved  with  great  prudence,  aad  was  eqaally 
veapectable  as  the  guardian  of  the  revenaes  of 


the  tee.  Rumour  whispered  he  retained  the  vieoa 
of  his  youth,  and  that  a  passion  for  the  fiiir  sex 
formed  an  item  in  the  list  of  his  weakaessea; 
but  so  far  from  beiag  convicted  by  seveaty  wit- 
nesses, he  does  not  appear  to  have  beea  directly 
crimiaated  by  one.  In  short,  1  look  upon  theoe 
aspersioBS  as  the  effects  of  mere  malice.  Haw 
is  it  possible  a  baecaaeer  should   have  been  ao 

Eood  a  scholar  as  Blaekboume  certaialv  wasV 
e  who  had  so  perfect  a  knowledge  of  the  elas- 
sics  (particularly  of  the  Greek  tragediaas),  ao 
to  be  able  to  read  them  with  the  same  ease  as 
he  could  Shakespeare,  must  have  taken  great 
pains  to  acouire  the  learaed  languages ,  and  nave 
had  both  leisure  and  good  masters.  B>ut  he  waa 
undoubtedly  educated  at  Christ-church  -  College, 
Oxford.  He  is  allowed  to  have  been  a  pleasant 
man:  this,  however,  was  turned  agalast  him,  bjr 
its  beiag  said,  **he  gained  more  hearts  than  souls. 


i>  '^ 


^The  only  voice  that  could  soothe  the  passions 
of  the  savage  ( Alphonso  3d )  was  that  of  aa 
amiable  and  virtuous  wife,  the  sole  object  of  his 
love :  the  voice  of  Donna  Isabella,  the  daughter 
of  the  duke  of  Savoy,  and  the  grand-daaghter  of 
Philip  2d,  Kiag  of  Spain.— Her  dying  words  sunk 
deep  into  his  memory ;  his  fierce  spirit  melted 
into  tears ;  and  after  the  last  embrace  Alphoaso 
retired  iato  his  chamber  to  bewail  his  irreparable 
loss ,  and  to  meditate  oa  the  vaaity  of  hamaa 
life.**    Oiaaoii. 


NOTE    TO    LARA. 


The  event  In  the  latter  part  off  Canto  Id  was 
aaggestcd  hv  the  description  of  the  death,  or 
rather  burial,  of  the  Duke  of  Gandia. 

The  most  interestiag  aad  particular  aoeeunt 
of  this  mysterious  event  is  given  bv  Bnrchard, 
and  is  in  substance  as  follows :  "Oa  the  eighth  day 
of  June  the  ^^Cardiaal  of  Valeaxa,  and  the  Dake 
of  Gandia,  sons  of  the  Pope,  supped  with  their 
another,  Vanosza,  near  the  church  of  8,  Pietro 
ad  vincuia;  several  other  persons  being  present 
at  the  entertainment  A  late  hour  approachiag, 
«nd  the  Cardinal  haviag  remiaded  hu  brother, 
that  it  was  time  to  return  to  the  apostolic  palace, 
they  mounted  their  horses  or  mules,  with  only 
a  few  attendants,  aad  proceeded  together  as  far 
as  the  palace  of  Cardinal  Ascaalo  Sforza ,  when 
the  Duke  informed  the  Cardinal,  that  before  he 
returaed  home,  he  had  to  pay  a  visit  of  pleasure. 
Dismissing  therefore  all  his  atteadaats ,  except- 
ing his  ttafflero,  or  footmaa,  aad  a  person  in  a 
mask,  who  had  paid  him  a  visit  whilst  at  sunper, 
and  who,  during  the  space  of  a  month,  or  tnere- 
abouts,  previous  to  tills. time,  had  called  upon 
him  almost  daily,  at  the  apostolic  palace;  he 
took  this  person  oehind  him  on  his  mule,  aad 
proceeded  to  the  street  of  the  Jews,  where  he 

Sittted  his  servaat,  directina  him  to  remaia 
ere  until  a  certain  hour ;  when,  if  he  did  not 
return,  he  might  repair  to  the  palace.  The  Duke 
then  seated  the  persoa  In  the  mask  behiad  him, 
aad  rode,  1  know  not  whither ;  but  in  that  night 
he  was  assassinated,  and  thrown  into  the  river. 
The  servant,  after  having  been  dismissed,  was 
also  assaulted  and  morlally  wounded;  aad  al- 
though he  was  attended  with  great  care,  yet 
such  was  his  situation ,  that  ho  could  give  ao 
intelligible  account  of  what  had  befallen  his 
maHter.  In  the  morning,  the  Duke  not  having 
returned  to  the  palace,  his  servants  began  to  bo 


alarmed ;  and  one  of  them  Informed  the  Pontiff 
of  the  evening  -  excursion  of  his  sons ,  «id  that 
the  Duke  had  not  yet  made  his  appearance.  Thia 
gave  the  Pope  no  small  anxiety;  but  he  eaa- 
Jectured  that  the  Duke  had  been  attracted  bj 
some  courtesan  to  pass  the  night  with  her,  aad 
not  choosing  to  quit  the  house  in  open  day,  had 
waited  till  the  following  evening  to  return  home. 
When,  however,  the  evening  arrived,  aad  ho 
fouad  aimself  disappointed  in  his  expectations, 
he  became  deeply  aifiicted,  aad  began  to  maka 
iaquiries  from  differeat  porsoas,  whom  he  ordered 
to  attend  him  for  that  purpose.  Amongst  theso 
was  a  man  named  Giorgio  Schiavoai,  who.  hav- 
iag discharged  some  timber  froih  a  bark  in  the 
river,  had  remained  on  board  the  vessel  to  wateh 
it,  and  being  interrogated  whether  he  had  seen 
aay  oae  throwa  iato  the  river,   oa  the  night 

{•receding ,  he  replied .  that  he  saw  two  mea  oa 
bot,  who  came  down  the  street,  and  looked  dili- 
gently about .  to  observe  whether  any  person 
was  passlag.  That  seeing  no  one,  they  returned, 
and  a  short  time  afterwards  two  others  came, 
and  looked  arouad  in  the  same  manner  as  the 
former;  no  person  still  appearing,  they  gave  a 
sign  to  their  companions,  when  a  man  came, 
monated  on  a  white  horse,  haviag  behiad  him  a 
dead  body,  the  head  and  arms  of  which  hung  on 
one  side,  and  the  feet  on  the  other  side  of  the 
horse;  tne  two  persons  on  foot  supporting  the 
body,  to  prevent  its  falling.  Thev  thus  proceeded 
towards  that  part,  where  the  filth  of  the  city  is 
usually  discharged  into  the  river ,  aad  turaiag 
the  horse,  with  his  tail  towards  the  water,  the 
two  persoas  took  the  dead  body  bv  the  arms  aad 
feet ,  aad  with  all  their  strength  flung  it  into 
the  river.  The  person  on  horseback  thea  asked 
if  they  had  throwa  it  ia ,  to  which  thev  replied, 
Signor,  Bi  (yes.  Sir).    |Ie  then  looked  towards 
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tb*  riTtr,  ft  Mclig  •  aaatle  fl*ad*(  •■  Ih* 
■trfl«B,  he  iBqolred  what  II  was  tkat  Bppemrwf 
kluk;  to  wktot  thaj  uiwerid,  Il  W4>a«ull«i 
ud  ana  of  ikcn  tkrav  iidbh  bbod  Ii,  ta  toa- 
•nnean  of  which  It  nak.  Tke  atleadaaU  af 
the  PsBtiir  thea  inqnired  from  GlorgiD  ,  whi  >« 
had  BDt  rcvnled  ills  to  the  Ksvcraor  at  (ha 
■Il«j  ts  whith  h>  tepliad,  thU  he  had  wtM  la 
til  [[■•  a  kuadred  dead  hodiei  thraWB  taU  Ue 
river  at  Ihe  hmb  plaee,  wtlhoal  tuj  IiiiDir}' 
belaf  Bade  reapeeliu  them ,  and  ihal  ka  had 
ael,  Iharafore,  caaiidared  It  ai  a  aalter  af  aaj 
laiporlaase.  The  fiahanaea  aad  aeaata  were 
■hea  cDllecud,  aad  ardered  ta  leareh  Iba  river; 
where,  sa  Ilia  rallawiai  avaalaK,  Iha;  feaad  the 
bod;  -r  the  Duke,  oith  kii  bahlt  eailia,  ud 
Ihlrif  docaia  la  hli  Bir».  He  «u  pierced  wllh 
■laa  vaaadi ,   «Ba  ^  wbUk  «M  iB  U*  thrau. 


IBB  Biaar*  la  an  ■«■■ ,  bbct  ,  aaa  mm 
aaoaar  wn  the  FbbiIV  imtarmti  of  Ibt  dt 
hli  (OB,  aad  that  he  had  bna  thrawa,  libUk, 
iala  the  titer,  tbaa  gtrtBa  wa;  ta  bia  n»lti 
ihni  hiBielf  np  |b  a  chaaiter  aad  veal  UHah 
Tk(  CBTdiaal  af  Sagovia,  aad  ather  buo^ 
OB  the  Pope,  weal  (e  the  dMr ,  aad  afUi  ^ 
hoiTf  ipcat  b>  Hnaaalaaa  aad  Bihwliii^ 
prevailed  npaa  IiIh  ta  adBlt  thoL  FrMk 
evBRlag  of  Wedaeadaj,  tUI  th«  foUowlBf  ta» 
daj ,  Ike  Pap*  iHt  aa  bad  i  mar  <U  ht  te 
froB  TbandBT  ■oralaa  till  Ik*  i>m  bma 
the  eaiolBf  daj.  AI  [•M«k,  hnwerar,  pi^ 
wav  to  Ike  ealrealiea  af  hb  att«>daaia,  hi  kH 
te  mlrala  kb  tawnw,  aad  la  toaaider  the  Uq 
wkiek  ht>  owa  kaalib  Btflhl  aaMaia,  bj  ^ 
fnnhar  ladalfaBce  af  Ub  iricf  Baawn  La 
Tealh,  TaL  1,  p.  «k 
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1%»  IWrmaaa  hath  lelt  Ui  fetrd.        [p. 
Tkb  lire  «r  tha  TareoiaaBa  la  wsadariag 

palrlarcbaii  ihey  dwell  la  tcita. 

OBBwardrf— h«  vhaie  ttaihif  ttmr.  [p. 
All  Caaaaarel,  Ike  favoarlta  af  three  aslti 
udOraBdViilar  taAekBetlll.,  after  raavai 
Peiapoaaeni  froai  tha  VaaellBBi  la  oae  c 
palgB,  wu  nortallf  wanaded  latheaeit,  aca 
tha  Oermaai ,  at  tha  kalll*  nf  PetaTwaradla 
the  plaia  of  Carlowlti),  ip  Hnaiarj',  eadeav< 
lac  to  rallj  hli  gaarda.  Ha  died  of  kit  won 
aait  day.  HIi  lul  order  wu  tha  datulta 
•r  Oeaaral  Breaaer,  aad  laiae  other  Oeri 
arlMBarai  aad  hit  laM  wordi,  "Oh  that  I  m 
thai  lerve  »U  the  OhrlitiaB  dogi!"  a  ape 
•ad  act  lot  aallke  aaa  af  CalifwU.  He  wi 
Tiaaji  Baa  af  grcM  aBbitioa  aad  nahoaa 
■raiDBptlDB :  oa^elaf  laid  that  Priace  Bagi 
ikea  apnwed  to  kla,  "wai  a  ffreat  gaaeral,' 
•aid"!  •hall  b«c»Be  a  grealar,  aad  at  hla  eipeai 

IWre  fhrtnk*  nt  tU  (a  thai  UdrUm  ta.     {r- 

The  reader  aead  kardlj  b«  temladad  that  tl 
are  as  parMptlbla  ttdat  ta  Ihe  Madltarraai 

Jmd  Ikir  wUtt  Iwhi  enawh-4  •'«r  lh«  mk 
akalL  [p. 

TUi  apeetscle  I  have  taea,  inch  u  doMrll 
bmieath  tha  wall  of  the  Sencllo  at  fteaaUai 
•pla,  la  the  little  cayltiat  warn  b;  the  1 
pharat  fa  tha  reck,  a  aarrew  tarrace  of  w1 
■rajeata  hatwi 


the  wall  lad  the  water.  I  tl 

mealiBved  la   H>bhaai«'a  'I 

Tba   badlai    ware   probably  tkaaa  af  x 


refraetarj  Jaaiiariai. 
jiud  tmek  tpmlp  hmi  a  efafb  Itmf  tl^n 


lateatleaal,  rwaaklaaaa  la  Ihaaa  twabalhN*    , 
a  HMaia  la  aa  aapakllahad  pocH  «(  Mr.  U» 
Hdfa ,    callad    "  Chrtitabel. "       It  wh  aM  i9    1 
after  tbeae  ilaei  vera  wrKtra  that  I  beaid  thri     ' 
wild  aad  ■lacniarlT  Briciaal  aad  baaaliM  niB 
raetled ',  aad  the  MS.  of  that  pnidactlaa  I  ana 
WW  till  Tjrr  rMtallj,    by  tie  biadaaaa  rf  Ml 
aridre  hlMMlT,    who,     I   hope,   ti    iiailwd 
I   I   haTa  aat  hc«a  a  wllftil  ptaflBriM.  Tli 


--„-i«I  idea  ladaabtadlr  pertalaa  U  M...  „— 
rldga ,  whose  poea  baa  beea  -sawpasid  ibsn 
raartaea  )ean.  Lm  at  eaaelada  be  ■  bMc  Hal 
be  will  Bot  loafer  dela*  the  BabllHtlaa  rf  ■ 
prodietloa,  of  wilt*  I  eaa  oalj  add  ■*■!«' 
approbaUsB  ts  Aa  applaaaa  af  far  Man  mm- 
laal  Jadcea.  ("ChHMatcI"  was  pabllahed  biA] 

fVre  &  a  (^tt  dead  ly  tlm  ana 
■n>  paHfBff  aad  wdt  aaw  fall  saH— 
It,  *i  th«  fbH  n,  tfmrs  sad....      fr  A 
I  kave  baea  laid  (bat   Ihe   Uva  aiprWNd  k 

a«M  llaes  hat  beca  adaiiiwd  b;  iIm*  abw 
apBrahaUoa  ii  TaUakle.  I  aa  alad  af  II:  M 
h  It  aat  orlflaal-Bl  lean  aot  Bra*  ;  tl  ■»  hi 
(boad  Hack  better  eipresaed  fa  "VMhek~aarf 
te  whiah  I  hare  kefcrv  reftrrad.  aad  wm 
r  read,   wtlhaat  a   roacwal  rf  pb- 


!EH. 


Me  horsetadi  arc  flmtVi  Jnm  Of 
aad  tkttwrd. 

The  hotaetall,  fliad  npaa  a    laace,  i 


^*MMthei(ay,  .tea  Adaatraft.     tf-K 

la  the  aaval  battla  at  tha  Hank  tf  thtW- 

daaallta,     belwaaa     ikt    Taaetbai     nd    ib 


dla*  hj  il. 
I  aasl  beta 


ladge  a  elate,  tb»|h 


ftwtft  (k  (Mher-4  *r|.       [p  IK 

I ^1 aaathal   HtawM 

Aala.     la  OihmI 


at   tba   kdal 
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/(  /•  the  hour  when  frmm  the  hfmgh§ 
The  nfghtingaie'a  high  uoie  /•   heard, 

Aa  twilight  meiiM  hene&th  the  merm  mvoy. 

[p.  116. 
These  foarteea  linot  were  printed  as  set  to 
tUHic  Mome  time  since,  bat  beloBfed  to  tlie 
nem  where  they  now  appear,  the  greater  part 
r  which  was  composed  prior  to  "Lara,**  and 
ther  compositions  since  poblished. 

%at  thould  have  won  aa  haught  a  ereat.    [p.  Itt. 

Haught—haaghty. — ^'Away,  hamght  man,   tho« 

rt  insulting  me.**         SnAESPiiBB,  Richard  II. 


Her  life  began  and  closed  At  woe.       [p.  IM. 

"This  torned  out  a  calamkons  year  for  the 
eople  of  Perrara,  for  there  occarred  a  very 
ragical  e^ent  in  the  eourt  of  their  sovereign, 
•or  annals,  both  printed  and  in  manuscrfat, 
ith  the  eiception  of  the  unpolished  and  aegli- 
ent  work  of  Sardi,  and  one  other,  have  given 
ke  following  relation  of  it,  from  which,  now- 
ver,  are  rejected  many  details,  and  es|Meially 
le  narrative  of  Bandelli,  who  wrote  a  centary 
llerwards,  and  who  does  not  aacord  with  the 
stemporary  historians. 

"By  the  above  mentioned  Stella  deir  Assai- 
[no,  the  Marqnis,  ia  the  year  14t6,  had  a  son 
illed  Ugo,  a  beantiftil  and  ingenious  yonth. 
terlsina  Malatesta,  second  wife  of  Niccolo,  like 
ka  generality  of  stepmothers,  treated  him  with 
Ittle  kindness,  to  the  infinite  recret  of  the  Mar- 
nis,  who  regarded  him  with  ibnd  partiality. 
me  day  she  asked  leave  of  her  husband  to  un- 
ertake  a  certain  ionrnev,  to  which  he  consent- 
d,  but  upon  condition  tnat  Ugo  should  bear  her 
smpany ;  for  he  hoped  by  these  means  to  in- 
nce  her,  in  the  end,  to  Is^  aside  the  obstinate 
version  which  she  had  conceived  against  him. 
kud  indeed  this  intent  was  acoomplislied  bat 
Ht  well,  since,  daring  the  Joumev,  sne  not  only 
ivested  herself  of  all  her  hatred,  but  fell  into 
ke  opposite  eitreme.  After  their  return,  the 
laroais  had  no  longer  any  occasion  to  renew 
is  former  reproofs.    It  happened  one  day  that 

servant  of  the  Marquis,  named  Zoase,  or,  as 
sme  call  him,  Giorgio,  passing  before  the  apart- 
lents  of  Parisina,  saw  going  out  fiom  them  one 
f  her  chambermaids,  all  terrified  and  in  tears. 
Asking  the  reason,  she  told  him  that  her  mis- 
ress,  for  some  slight  offence,  had  been  beating 
er ;  and,  giving  vent  to  her  rage,  she  added, 
hat  she  eon  Id  easily  be  revenged,  if  she  chooe 
B  make  known  the  criminal  familiarity  which 
nbsisted  between  Parisina  aad  her  step-son. 
Ite  servant  took  note  of  the  words,  and  related 
hem  to  his  master.  He  was  astounded  thereat, 
■t  scarcely  believing  his  ears,  he  assured  him- 
rlf  of  the  fact,  alas !  too  dearlv,  on  the  18th  of 
fay,  1425,  by  looking  through  a  hole  made  in  the 
eiling  of  his  wife^s  ahamber.  iastantly  he  broke 
Bto  a  farioos  rage,  and  arrested  beta  of  them, 
ogether  with  Aldobrandino  Rangoni,  of  Modena. 
er  gentleman,  aad  also,  as  some  say,  two  of 
be  women  of  her  chamber,  as  abettors  of  this 
inful  act.  He  ordered  them  to  be  brooght  to  a 
asty  trial,  drsiring  the  Judges  to  pronounee 
entence,  in  the  accustomed  forms,  npon  the 
ulprits.  This  sentence  was  death.  Some  there 
rere  that  bestirred  themselves  in  favour  of  the 
elinquents,  and,  amoagst  others.  IJeoceioa  Con- 
rario,  who  was  a1l-powerf\il  with  niccolo,  and 
Iso  hiM  aged  and  much  deserving  minister  Al- 
ert n  dalSale.  lioth  of  thrse,  their  tears  flowing 


down  their  cheeks,  and  npon  their  knees.  Im- 
plored him  for  mercy :  adducing  whatc\cr  rea- 
sons they  could  suggest  for  sparing  the  offenders, 
besides  those  motives  of  honour  and  decency 
which  might  persuade  him  to  conceal  from  the 

Cublic  so  scandalous  a  deed.  But  his  rage  made 
im  inflexible,  and,  on  the  instant,  he  command- 
ed that  the  sentence  should  be  put  in  execution. 
"It  was,  then,  in  the  prisons  of  the  castle, 
and  exactly  in  those  frightf^il  dungeons  which 
are  s^n  nt  this  day  beaeath  the  chamber  called 
the  Aurora,  at  the  foot  of  the  Lion^s  tower,  at 
tha  top  of  the  street  Giovecca,  that  on  the  night 
•f  tha  twenty-first  of  May  were  beheaded,  first, 
Ugo,  and  afterwards  Parisian.  Zoese,  he  that 
accused  her,  conducted  the  latter  under  his  arm 
to  the  place  of  punishment.  She,  all  along,  fan- 
cied, that  she  was  to  be  tkrown  into  a  pit,  and 
asked  at  every  step,  whether  she  was  yet  come 
to  the  spot  f  She  was  told  that  her  punishment 
was  the  axe.  She  inquired  what  was  become  of 
Ugo,  and  received  fur  answer,  that  he  was 
already  dead ;  at  the  which,  sigUag  grievonsly, 
she  exclaimed.  "Now,  then,  I  wish  not  myself 
to  live;*'  and  being  come  to  the  block,  sha 
stripped  herself  with  her  own  hands  of  all  her 
ornaments,  nnd  wrapping  a  cloth  round  her 
head,  submitted  to  the  fatel  stroke  which  termi- 
nated the  cruel  scene.  The  same  was  done  with 
Rangoni,  who.  together  with  the  others,  nccord- 
ing  to  two  calenoars  In  the  library  of  St.  Fran- 
cesco, was  burled  in  the  cemetery  of  that  con- 
vent Nothing  else  is  known  respecting  the 
women. 

"The  Maronis  kept  watch  the  whole  of  that 
dreadfta]  night,  and,  as  he  was  walking  haek- 
wards  and  lorwnrds,  inquired  of  the  Captain  af 
the  castle  if  Ugo  was  dead  yet?  who  answered 
him,  Yes.  He  then  gave  himself  up  to  the  most 
desperate  lamentations,  exclaiming,  "Oh  !  that  I 
too  were  dead,  since  i  have  beea  hurried  on  to 
resolve  thus  against  my  own  I'go!"  And  then 
gnawing  with  his  teeth  a'caae  which  he  had  in 
his  hand,  he  passed  the  rest  of  the  night  In 
sighs  aad  tears,  calling  frequently  upon  his  own 
dear  Ugo.  On  the  following  day,  calliag  to  mind 
that  it  would  be  necessarv  to  make  pnblic  his 
Justification,  seeing  that  the  transaction  could 
not  be  kept  secret,  he  ordered  the  narrative  to 
be  drawn  out  upon  paper,  and  sent  It  to  nil  the 
courts  of  Italv. 

*^n  receiving  this  advice,  the  Doge  of  Venice, 
Francesco  Foscarl,  gave  orders,  hot  without  pub- 
lishing his  reasons,  that  stop  should  be  put  to 
the  preparations  fbr  a  tournamentt  which  nnder 
the  auspices  of  the  Marqnis,  and  at  the  expense 
of  the  city  of  Padua,  was  about  to  take  plaee, 
in  the  square  of  St.  Mark,  In  order  to  celebrate 
his  advancement  to  the  daeal  chair. 

"The  Marqnis,  in  addition  to  what  he  had  al- 
ready done,  from  some  nnaceountable  burst  of 
vengeance,  commanded  that  as  many  of  the  mar- 
ried womea  as  were  well  known  to  him  to  be 
faithless,  like  his  Parasinn,  shoald,  like  her,  be 
behradee.  Amongst  others,  Barbarina,  or  as 
some  call  her,  Laodamla  Romei,  wife  of  the 
court  fudge,  underwent  this  sentence,  at  the 
usual  place  of  execution,  that  is  to  say,  in  the 

Sinartcr  of  St.  Giacomo,  opposite  the  nrcsent 
ortress,  beyond  St.  Paurs.  It  cannot  be  told 
how  strange  appeared  this  proceeding  in  n  prince, 
who,  considering  his  own  disposition,  should,  as 
it  seemed,  have  been  In  such  eases  most  indulgent 
Some,  however,  there  were,  who  did  not  fail  to 
commend  him.'*    Paiszi«  llislory  of  Perrara. 
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NOTES  TO  THE  PRISONER  OF  CHILLON. 


Bn  Bmmivard  f^Mfaff  mame  thote  wtarka  effMet 

[p.  wi. 

FraB«oU  de  BoBsI^-ard,  filt  de  LoaU  de  Bob- 
■Ivard,  orlgiBAire  de  Seyitel  et  Beigaenr  de 
Luin,  aaquit  ea  14M ;  II  fit  see  ^tndee  a  Taria. 
En  1510  Jeaa  Aiaie  de  Boaaivard,  eoa  oacle,  lai 
renif^a  le  Frieure  de  St.  Victor,  aai  aboatiMait 
■ui  Biurt  de  Gea^%'e,  et  qoi  formail  aa  be'ae'fice 
coaaiderable. 

Ce  praad  komme  (Boaaivard  me  rite  ce  titre 
par  la  foree  de  aoa  Ame,  la  droltnre  de  loa 
c«ar,  la  aobleue  de  tee  iateatioai,  la  la^Me 
de  tes  coatellt,  le  eoarafe  de  lea  d^awrckea, 
Tetcadoe  de  aei  coaaaiuaacea  et  la  vivacitrf  de 
■oa  etprit) ,  ee  fraad  honiBe,  qni  eieltera  Tad- 
■iralioB  de  toot  cctii  qa*uae  verta  keroiaae 
pcut  eaeore  rfmonvoir,  iaipirera  eacore  la  plat 
Vive  recoaaaiiMaee  daaa  lee  tmnn  dee  G^aevois 
qui  aimeat  Geaive.  Boaaivard  ea  fat  toqjoort 
ua  drs  plus  feraee  appois :  poar  aasarer  la  II- 
bcrte  de  Botre  Repoblique,  11  ae  cralfait  paa  de 
perdre  ■ouveat  la  uleaae ;  II  oablia  eoa  repot ; 
ll  meprita  sea  ricbettei;  11  ae  Begllgoa  riea 
pour  afferailr  le  boaheur  d^uae  patrte  qo*il  ho- 
Bora  de  bob  cboii:  dei  ce  momeBt  II  la  eherlt 
comme  le  plus  leltf  de  eea  citoyeat ;  II  la  ser^it 
avec  rialre'pldite  d*an  berot,  et  11  tferlvit  iob 
hivtoire  avec  la  aafvettf  d'oa  pbllotopbe  et  la 
cbaleur  d'ua  patriote. 

11  dit  daat  le  commeaeemeBt  de  toa  histolre 
de  Oeaive.  que,  d^a  qu'il  eut  eamnmeue^  de  Ure 
fhUfire  aea  nattant,  il  «e  Benttt  entrtumf  par 
MB  ^dt  four  iet  Be'puhUquea,  domt  tt  ^^P^^*" 
tuuloura  le«  intir^i§ :  c  est  ce  goilt  pour  la  liberie 
qnf  lui  fitsaas  donte  adopter  Geaeve  poor  sa  patrie. 

Boaaivard,  eacore  Jeaae,  s'aaaoBfa  hautemeat 
comme  le  deTeuseor  de  Geaeve  coatre  le  Due 
dc  Savove  et  PKviftque. 

Ba  151A,  Boaaivard  devlat  le  awrtyr  de  sa 
patrie:  le  Due  de  Savoye  iftaat  eatrd  daas  Ge- 
BJ^ve  avec  ciaq-ceats  hoaimes.  Boaaivard  eraif- 
Bit  le  resseallmeat  du  Due ;  11  vonlat  se  retlrer 
k  Frlboarg  pour  ea  eviter  les  suites;  mals  11 
fnt  irahl  par  deux  hommes  aai  l*accompaf  aaieat, 
et  coBduit  par  ordre  da  Priaee  k  Grolee,  ok  II 
resta  prisoaaier  peadaBt  deux  aas.  Boaaivard 
(ftait  malbeurcuz  daas  ses  voyages;  comme  ses 
malkeurs  a'avaieat  poiat  raleati  soa  lele  poor 
Oeaive,  11  etait  toujours  na  eaaemi  redoatable 
pour  ceox  qui  la  meaafaieat,  et  par  coBsdqaeat 
il  dev^t  Atre  expose  a  leurs  coups.  11  fat  rea- 
coatre  ea  15M  sor  le  Jura,  par  oes  voleurs,  qni 
le  d^ponill^reat,  et  qui  le  mireat  eaeore  eatre 
les  malBS  dn  Due  dfe  Savoye:  ce  Priaee  le  fit 
enfermer  daas  le  Cb4tean  de  Cbilloa,  ok  il 
resta  saas  Atre  {nterro|{e  Jasqn^ea  16SB;  11  fat 
alors  dcflivr^  par  les  Beniols,  qui  s'emparkreat 
du  Pays  de  Vaud. 

Boaaivard,  ea  sortaat  de  sa  eaptivit^,  eut  le 
piaisir  de  trouver  Geakve  llbre  et  r^formde:  la 
republiqoe  s>mpressa  de  lai  tifmoigaer  sa  re- 
eoaaaissaace  et  de  le  dddomauiger  des  maax 
qu'll  avait  soufferts;  elle  le  re^at  Boarveols  de 
la  ville  au  mois  de  Jala  16S8 ;  elle  lai  doaaa  la 
maisoa  bablt^e  autrefois  par  le  Vleatre-Gdaeral, 
et  elle  lui  assigaa  uae  peasioa  de  MO  ecas  d*or 
taat  oa'il  sejoaraerait  k  Geakve.  II  fat  admis 
daas  le  Conseil  des  Denx-Ceats  ea  15S7. 

Boaaivard  a'a  pas  fial  d'etre  utile:  aprka 
avoir  travallle  k  rcadreGeakve  libre,  II  nfnssit 
k  la  readre  tii^raate.  Boaaivard  eagagcea  le 
CoB»eil  k  aceordrr  aux  Beele'siastiqnes  et  aui 
pay  saas  ua  temps  snfRsaat  pour  examiaer  les 
propositloas  qu*oa  lear  falsait ;  11  rdasait  par  sa 
doBcear:  oa  pr^cbe  toajoars  le  Christiaaisme 
avec  svccki  quaad  on  le  ^r^cke  avec  charlte. 


Boaaivard   tut  savaat;    aes   maBoacritf,  |d 
soat   daas    la  blbliotkeqae   pobllqae,    prosrot 
qn*ll  avait  biea  In  les  antCBrs  dassiqaes  btlii 
et  qu'il  avait  approfoadi  la  theologie  et  rkltuif- 
Ce  graad  homme  aimait  lea  scieaees,  et  fl  crarak 
qn'elies  pouvaieat  faire   la  gloire    de  Gnitti 
busnI  11   Be  aifgligea   riea   ponr   !<*«  fixer  4ai 
cette  ville  aaissaate ;  ea  15S1  il  doaaa  sa  biklit- 
tkeque  au  public ;   elle  fat  le  comneacemeai  ii 
Botre  bibliotkkqae  pabliqne;   et   ces   livm  »<Bt 
ea  partie  les  rares  et   belles  edltioas  da  ^lii- 
sikme   slkde   qa*OB   voit    daas   notre  collrctim. 
Bafla,  peadaat  la  m^me  aaaee,  ce  koa  puritH 
iastitua  laRepubliqae  sob  kerliikre,  a  coaJiwa    | 
qu>Ue  emploierait  ses  bleBs  a  eatreteair  le  nl- 
leae  doat  oa  proletait  la  foadatioa. 

II  parait  one  Boaai\ard  moarat  ea  ISTO;  aiH 
oa  Be  peat  rassurer,  parce  au"!!  j  a  uae  Ucsm 
daas  le  Neerologe  depaia  le  Moia  de  JsilM 
l&TO  Jusqn>B  1571. 

In  a  «iBgfo  ntght.  [p.  IIL     ' 

Lndovico  Sforxa,  aad  otbera.— Tke  sane  if 
asserted  of  Marie  Aatoiaette*a,  tke  wife  if 
LoaisXVI.,  tkougb  aot  la  qaite  so  skort  a  perisi 
Grief  is  said  to  kave  tke  same  effect :  ts  lack, 
aad  aot  to  fear,  tkis  ckaage  la  ker'a  vas  ts  be 
attributed. 

F\rom  ChiUon'a  amom-wkite  haitiemtmt.  (^la 
Tke  Ckatean  de  CkilloB  is  aitoated  keiwca 
Clareas  aad  VilleaeBve,  wkich  la«t  is  at  eas 
extremity  of  tke  Lake  of  GcBera.  Oa  its  left 
are  tke  eatraaces  of  tke  RkoMe,  aad  eppesiis 
are  tke  keigkts  of  Mellerie  mad  tke  nMgt  tf 
Alps  above  Boveret  aad  St.  Giago. 

near  It,  oa  a  kill  kekiad,  is  a  torrcat;  belse 
it,  waskiag  its  walls,  tke  lake  haa  beea  fatkoacd 
to  tke  deptk  of  800  feet  (Preack  meaaare);  wiiUi 
it  are  a  raage  of  doageeas,  la  wbick  tke  early 
reformers,  aad  subsequeatly  priaoaers  of  iisiCi 
were  coanaed.  Across  oae  ef  tke  vaalts  ii  i 
beam  black  witk  age,  oa  wbick  we  were  iafam- 
ed  tkat  tke  coademaed  were  formerly  eiecattd. 
1b  tke  cells  are  sevea  pillars,  or,  rafker,  ei|lc, 
oae  beiag  kalf  merged  la  tke  wall;  la  seas  rf 
tkese  are  rlags  for  tke  fetters  aad  tke  fettered; 
la  tke  pavemeat  tke  steps  of  Boaaivard  bsfc 
left  tbelr  traeea    be  waa  coaflBed  bere  scvcisl 


It  is  by  tbis  castle  tbat  Rovsseaa  bas  iirf 
tbe  catastropbe  of  bis  Heloise,  la  tbe  rescac  tf 
oae  of  ber  ckildrea  ky  Jalie  Drom  tbe  valsr; 
tke  ebock  of  wkieb^  aad  tbe  ilhiesa  pradaced  If 
tbe 

Tbe 
for  a  great 


ebock  of  wkidL  aad  tbe  ilhiesa  pradaced  If 
lauaersioa,  is  tbe  caaie  of  ber  deatb. 
*be  cbateaa  is  large,  aad  seea  aloag  tbe  liki 
a  great  distaace.    Tbe  walla  ara  wbite. 


.^lad  fbeit  fkere  mas  ■  ltt(le  Me.  [p.  Ui 
Betweea  tbe  eatraacat  of  tbe  Rbaaa  aad  Vil- 
leaeave,  aot  fbr  from  Gblllea,  is  a  very  twil 
Islaad ;  tbe  oaly  oae  •  I  aenld  perceive,  la  aj 
voyage  reaad  aad  over  tbe  lake,  witbia  in  dr- 
camfereace.  It  ceataias  a  few  trace  (1  tblak  sit 
above  tbree) ,  aad  from  ita  slaf  leaeas  aad  diai- 
aatlve  sise  aas  a  peculiar  affect  apoa  tke  vies. 
Wkea  tke  foregolag  poem  waa  compesiFd  I  vtf 
Bat  saflieleBtly  aware  ef  tbe  biatory  ef  Bsaii- 
vard,  or  I  sboald  bave  eBdearoared  to  difBiy 
tbe  subject  by  aa  attempt  to  cel^rate  kie  em- 
rage  aad  bis  virtues.  Baoie  aceavat  of  kit  lib 
will  be  fsBBd  la  tbe  above  Bate  ta  tbe  ^Ssasa 
ea  Ckllloa,**  witk  wkleb  I  b«ve  beea  ferabkrf 
by  tbe  kiadaess  of  a  eltiaa*  af  tbat  RrpaUk 
wbicb  Is  sHIl  proad  af  tba  Bwaory  of  ■  ■■ 
wertby  of  tbo  best  ag»  af  mclaat  fVredasL 
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NOTBS    TO    BEPPO. 


£Ae  th9  ImI  Fhimd  mm  im  mon  Mm*. 

[p.  144.  St  14. 
*^Q««fcjirMidicite«UaeB«iteMleBt.**   Otio. 

[p.  Ii&.  SL  tf . 
Bcppo  ii  the  Joe  of  the  ItalUn  /m6|i*. 

ne  SjMMlenl*  eeff  the  mtmh  a  <'Cprti;/«." 

[p.  141.  St  ST. 
H;erUJo  **  It  proBeaieed  *«Corteko,**  wlcli  en 


upirate,  aewrdlBf  to  the  ArsbeHoe  gvttanl. 
It  BiesHi  wffat  there  it  u  yet  no  preeiae 
fer  {■  BagUad,  though  the  praetice  if  u  «« 
M  ia  aajr  traMoataae  eoaatry  whaytever. 


Jlaiihael,  she  4M  (u  tkff  emkrmM,  ami  a^M. 

[p.  147.  St.  41. 

For  the  reeelved  aeeoaato  ofitha  caaie  of  Ba- 
phaePi  death,  tee  his  Livee. 


NOTBS    TO    DON    JUAN. 


ROTES    TO    CANTO    I. 


vera  IMmm  Hfltn 

If.  ISS.  St.  ft. 
**yiiere  fortes  aate  Agaateaneaa.**    Hoaacb. 


SmM  iMae  ''AMoanaraMs  e/L**  JMseaMor/ 

[p.  1S4.  St.  If. 
"DeseriptioB  des  eerfas  atseaipafaMet  do  Thalle 
4t  Haeassar."*— 8e< 


the  advertbeateat. 


Asf  eaJb  add  thsai  all  At  as  mmmendix. 

[p.  IM.  St.  44. 
Paet.    There  it,  or  was,  saeh  aa  editioa,  with 
all  the  ehaoiioat  epigrams  of  Martial  plaoed  hj 
thaaMolves  at  the  eaa. 

f%e  kmrd  I  easle  /Vest  ibss  asf  tlac  aaUiit. 

^^  IN.  St.  as. 

Cuapheirs  Gertrade  of  WjoaUag;  it  is  the 
apeaiag  ofCaatoIlL 

laitfntka  tkmt  Gwmermi  Oraaf  Crtum^, 
Wk9  leeir  JIEgfert,  deslaret  /  iMed  kim  wiMmf 

[p.  Itt.  St.  lis. 

Doaaa   Jolia    here   auide   a  aittake.     Coaat 

0*Reilljr  did  aot  take  Algiers— hat  Algiers  very 

rly  toolc  hia;   he  aad  his  army    aad  fleet 


retreated  with  great  lots,  aad  aot  aiach  credit, 
tk9m  hefoie  that  etty. 

Mig  daft  0/  Isre  mr9  over,  aM  ao 


[p.  m.  St.  til. 


Me  aee  fealaa.  aec  peer 
Jaai,  aec  apes  aatad  credola  atotaiy 
Ifec  certare  Javat  aero, 
Nee  viacire  aovis  tempera  florlbns* 


NOTES   TO   CANTO     III. 

Jhr  flieae  Iftet  wore  f e  kamr  hAatolf  eoavcrte. 

^  [p.  m.  St.  4&. 

Rispese  allor*  Margatte,  a  dirtel  teste, 

io  Boa  credo  pih  al  aero  eh'  all  assarro; 
Ma  Bell  eappoae,  e  lease,  o  ▼aogli  arreato, 

B  erode  aleaaa  volta  aaoo  ael  harro ; 
Wella  cervogia,  a  qaaado  io  B*ho  aell  aoeta, 

B  molto  pih  aeir  etpro  che  11    maBgarro; 
Ma  soara  tatto  ael  haea  vlao  ho  fede, 
B  erode  ehe  tia  saWo  ehi  gli  erode. 

PoMi,  MiijBaliJ  Magglore,  IB,  161. 


Aaf  e'er  fty  yree«MM  aief af  «as  hsM  la. 

This  dress  Is  Moorish ,  aad  the  hraoelets  aad 
har  are  worn   la  the  aaaaer  doscrlhod.    The 


reader  will  perceive  hereafter,    that,    as  the 
off  HTaidoe  was  of  Fes,   her   daaghter 


mother   _. . 

wore  the  garh  of  the  eoaatry. 

ji  Ifte  goW  hmr,  aftoae  her  last «  rolTd. 

_  [^  IN.  St.  m 

The  har  of  gold  ahove  the  iastop  Is  a  mark 
of  tovereiga  raak  la  the  womea  of  the  fuaiUea 
of  the  Doyt,  aad  iawora  at  tach  hy  their  feawla 
rolativet. 

Her  sertea  if  aOow^d  at  large  fe  raa. 

[^  IN  St  n. 
This  is  BO  enggeratloa ;  there  were  fear 
womea,  whom  I  rememher  to  have  seea ,  who 
pes  totted  their  hair  Ib  thit  proftatioa :  of  thete, 
three  were  Baglith,  the  other  wat  a  Levaatlae. 
Their  hair  wat  of  that  leagth  aad  qaaatlty. 
that  whoa  let  dowa,  it  almott  oatirely  thaded 
the  persoB ,  so  as  aearly  to  reader  dress  a  sa- 

5>riiBlty.  Of  these,  oaly  oao  had  dark  hair ;  tha 
rieats[l*s  had,  perhaps,  the  lightest  eoloar  af 
the  fear. 

Ss/r  hear/  mhlth  vahet  fhe  wM  mmd  aMlTt  the 
hemri.  [p.  M4.  St.  IN 

Bra  gih  r  era  ehe  Tolge  *l  disio, 
A*  aavlgaatl,  e  'Mteaerisco  11  eaore ; 

Lo  d)  ch*  haa  detto  a*  dolcl  amlel  a  die; 
B  che  lo  aaovo  perearia*  d'  amore 

pBBge,  so  ode  sqaiUa  ai  loataao, 
Che  p^a  *1  glorao  plaagor  ehe  si  maore." 

Davtb's  Purgatory,  CJ.  SL 

This  last  IIbo  is  the  first  of  Gray's  Blegy, 
takea  by  him  withoat  ackaowlodgmeat. 

Asaie  haadt  aaseea tTrew'd  /siter««9ea  kt»  tmm§, 

[p.  Nl.  St  IN 
See  Saetoalas  for  this  fhet. 


NOTES   TO    CANTO    IV. 


ji  osda  k&m  aanC.  [p.  Ma.  St  M. 

This  is  ao  very  aBoeauBoa  effect  of  the  vio- 

leaoo  af  aoaflictiag  aad  dlffereat  passloas.    The 

Doge  FraBsis  Fotcarl,  oa  hit  depotltlAa,  la  I4ftl, 

heariag  the  hell  of  St  Mark  aaaoBace  tha  alec- 


A    FRAGMENT. 


June,  n,  18ia 
I*  the  year  17— ,  having  for  some  time 
detennined  on  a  joamey  through  countries 
not  hitherto  mach  frequented  hj  traTellen, 
I  set  out,  accompanied  bj  a  friend ,  whom 
I  flhali  designate  by  the  name  of  Augustus 
Darreli.  He  was  a  few  years  my  elder, 
and  a  man  of  considerable  fortune  and  an- 
cient family— advantages  which  an  exten- 
sive capacity  prevented  him  alike  from  un- 
dervaluing or  overrating.  Some  peculiar 
circumstances  in  his  private  history  had 
rendered  him  to  me  an  object  of  attention, 
of  interest,  and  even  of  regard,  which 
neither  the  reserve  of  his  manners,  nor 
occasional  indications  of  an  inquietude  at 
times  nearly  approaching  to  alienation  of 
mind,  could  extinguish. 

1  was  yet  young  in  life,  which  I  had 
begun  early;  but  my  intimai^  with  him 
was  of  a  recent  date :  we  had  been  educur- 
ted  at  the  same  schools  and  university ;  but 
his  progress  through  these  had  preceded 
mine,  and  he  had  been  deeply  initiated  into 
what  is  called  the  world,  while  I  was  yet 
In  my  noviciate.  While  thus  engaged,  I 
had  heard  much  both  of  his  past  and  present 
life ;  and,  although  in  these  accounts  there 
were  many  and  irreconcilable  contradic- 
tions, I  could  still  gather  from  the  whole 
that  he  was  a  being  of  no  common  order, 
and  one  who,  whatever  pains  he  might  take 
to  avoid  remark,  would  still  be  remarkable. 
I  had  cultivated  his  acquaintance  subse- 
quently, and  endeavoured  to  obtain  his 
friendship,  but  this  last  appeared  to  be  un- 
attainable; whatever  affections  he  might 
have  possessed  seemed  now,  some  to  have 
been  extinguished,  and  others  to  be  concen- 
tred :  that  his  feelings  were  acute  I  had  suffi- 
cient opportunities  of  observing ;  for,  al- 
though ho  could  control,  he  could  not  alto- 
gether disguise  them :  still  he  had  a  power 
of  giving  to  one  passion  the  appearance  of 
another  in  such  a  manner  that  it  was  diffi- 
cult to  define  the  nature  of  what  was  work- 
ing within  him ;  and  the  expressions  of  his 
features  would  vary  so  rapidly,  though 
•lightlT,  that  it  was  useless  to  trace  them 
to  their  sources.  It  was  evident  that  he 
was  a  prey  to  some  cureless  disquiet;  but 
whether  it  arose  from  ambition ,  love,  re- 
morse, grief,  from  one  or  all  of  these ,  or 
merely  from  a  morbid  temperament  akin  to 
disease,  I  could  not  discover :  there  were  cir- 
cumstances alleged  which  might  have  justi- 
fied the  application  to  each  of  these  causes ; 
but,  as  I  have  before  said ,  these  were  so 


contradictory  and  contradicted ,  that  sai 
could  be  fixed  upon  with  accuracy.  Wkn 
there  is  mystery,  it  is  generally  snppsni 
that  there  must  also  be   evil :  I  know  M 
how  this  may  be,  but  in  him  there  ccrtiiih 
was  the  one,  though  I  cwald  not  aseertai 
the  extent  of  the  other  -  and  felt  loth ,  a 
far  as  regarded  himself,  to  believe  is  ik 
existence.  My  advances  were  received  vilk 
sufficient  coldness;  bat  1  was  younr,  ssi 
not  easily  discouraged,  and  at  length  «•^ 
cceded  in  obtaining,    to  a  certain  dcgm. 
that  common-place  intercoarse  aad  modma 
confidence  of  common  and  every  -  day  css- 


cems,  created  and  cemented  by  similsn^ 
of  pursuit  and  frequency  of  meeting,  whici 
is  called  intimacy,  or  frieadship,  aocoriisc 
to  the  ideas  of  him  wbo  uses  these  wsm 
to  express  them. 

Darvell  had  already  travelled  extent ivelj, 
and  to  him  I  had  applied  for  infomatiiB 
with  regard  to  the  conduct  of  my  intesdri 
journey.  It  was  my  secret  wish  tbst  k 
might  be  prevailed  on  to  accfnnpaBj  ne: 
it  was  also  a  probable  hope,  founded  op« 
the  shadowy  restlessness  which  I  had  <4* 
served  in  him,  and  to  which  the  antmstiM 
which  he  appeared  to  feel  on  snch  sabjsdi, 
and  his  apparent  indifTerencTe  to  all  by  whick 
he  was  more  immediately  sarroandod,  ^sft 
fresh  strength.  This  wish  I  Erst  histed, 
and  then  expressed :  his  answer ,  thongk  1 
had  partly  expected  it ,  gave  me  all  tk 
pleasure  of  surprise  ~  he  consented;  and, 
after  the  requisite  arrangements,  we  csbh 
menced  our  voyages.  After  jonmeyim 
through  various  countries  of  the  south  oi 
Europe,  our  attention  was  tnmed  towardi 
the  East,  according  to  our  original  destisa- 
tion ;  and  it  was  in  my  pr€>gress  thrsagk 
those  regions  that  the  incident  occarrcd 
upon  which  will  turn  what  I  may  have  ts 
relate. 

The  constitution  of  Darvell,  which  mmt, 
from  his  appearance,  have  beea  in  earlj 
life  more  than  usually  robust,  bad  been  fsr 
some  time  gradually  gi^iag  way,  wtthsat 
the  intervention  of  any  appareat  disease: 
he  had  neither  cough  nor  iMctic ,  yet  hs 
became  daily  ihore  enfeebled:  his  baUii 
were  temperate,  and  he  neither  dcdtaed 
nor  complained  of  ftitigne,  yel  be  was  evi- 
denUy  wasting  away :  he  became  mere  aad 
more  silent  and  sleepless,  and  at  leagth  is 
altered,  that  mjr  alarm  grew  propertisaali 
to  what  I  conceived  to  be  his  daager. 

We  had  determined ,  on  cmr  arrival  at 
Smyrna,  on  an  ezonrsion  to  Ibe  taim  sf 
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iMBced  M  tke  dektor,  m  !■  the  cue  of  Aattaj 

venae  Smollett. 

At  tkere  !■  ^  honour  aaongK  thlovot ,  **  let 
there  be  lome  omoigtt  poete,  aad  give  eacli  hie 
d«e;— noBO  cob  afford  to  give  it  Hiore  thoM  Mr. 
Coapbell  kinvolf,  who,  with  a  hteh  repntotina 
fbr  origiBolity ,  aad  a  fane  whick  caaaot  be 
■hakoB,  It  the  oaly  poet  of  the  time*  (exeept 
Rocerf)  who  caa  be  reproached  (and  in  kim  it  m 
iBMod  a  reproach)  with  having  writtea  (oo  Ultle. 

NOTES    TO   CANTO    VIIL 

JU  90imd§  a  Bfercefh,  "Mlak!  JOak!  HuT 

[p.  t61.  St.  8. 

^Allah !  Hb  !"  la  properly  the  war  -  cry  of  the 
MaocaliaaBC ,  aad  they  dwell  loag  oa  the  lait 
■yllable,  which  givei  it  a  very  wila  aad  pecaliar 
effect. 

^Cmmmgtr  («o  Wwdtwortk  Idb  yea)  U   God^9 
dmugkier  [p.  ttl.  St.  9. 

''Bat  rh«  *)  most  dreaded  iBctmmeat 
la  working  out  a  pure  iatoBt, 
Ic  man  array'd  for  mataal  daoghter ; 
Tea,  Carnage  f»  th^  daughter!" 

WoaocwoBTH't  ThaaksglTiBg  Ode. 

ITm  frimted  €fr9V€,  altkomghkiBmamewaa  €fr—e. 

[p.  S5S.  St.  la 

A  fact ;  see  tke  Waterloo  Gaiettec.  1  recollect 
remarkiag  at  tke  time  to  a  frieadt— There  ii 
/me  /  a  maa  It  killed ,  kis  aame  i»  Oroce ,  ead 
they  priat  it  Grove.*'  I  wac  at  college  witk  tke 
ieeeaeed.  wko  wai  a  very  amiable  aad  clover 
■MB,  and  kit  society  in  great  requeit  for  kii 
wit,  gaiety,  aad  **ckanions  h  boire.'* 

'Tt»  fUm  **tkat  caeh  meenlngc  thoalrf  Baae  HeU" 

[p.  to.  St.  15. 
Tke  Portngnese  proverb  layii  that  **Hell  ii 
paved  with  good  intention!.** 

NOTES   TO    CANTO    IX. 

HmmumitM  would  rtae,  and  tkumder  "Nov! 

[p.  m.  St.  1. 

Qnery,  JVcf  ?— PaiNTaa*s  Dsrit. 

And  aend  the  $entinel  before  year  gate 
A  Mce  or  two  from  yevt  btxurioua  inealt. 

[p.  M4.  St.  S. 
**I  at  thli  time  got  a  poM,  beiag  lick  for  Tatigae, 
with  four  others. —  Wc  were  sent  to  break  hls- 
eait,  and  make  a  mess  for  Lord  Wellington's 
hennds.  I  was  very  hungry,  and  thoaght  it  a 
good  Job  at  the  time,  as  we  got  oar  own  fill 
while  we  broke  the  biscuit,  —  a  thiag  I  had  not 
got  for  some  days.  Whea  thus  engaged,  the 
Prodigal  Soa  was  sever  oace  out  of^my  mind; 
■ad  I  sighed,  as  1  fed  the  dogs,  over  my  humble 
eitoation  and  my  rained  hopes.**  -~  Jemrnml  of  a 
Soldier  of  the  lUt  Eegt.  during  the  9Far  in  Spain, 

[p.  M6.  St.  S3. 

Beeauee  he  could  no  more  digeet  A/«  dinner. 
lie  was  killed  ia  a  coasplraey,  after  his  temper 
had  been  eiasperated,  by  his  OKtrome  eootivity, 
to  a  degree  of  iasaaity. 

And  hadJuMt  buried  the  fair-faoed  Laxekoi, 

[p.  MH.  St.  47. 

He  was  the  **grande  passioB**  of  the  graode 
Catherine.  — See  her  Lives,  under  the  head  of 
«<LaBskoy.** 


Bid  irelmtd'o  Lomdomdwif^o 
fUe  pmrte  of  apeeeh. 
Thie  was  written  leag  before 
that  person. 


(p/isrstrs 

the  saleide  ef 


rear  ''fortumo** 

A  man,**  aa  Oiiee  sefs. 


la  a  fair  veyj^e  fmeA 

jfs.         rp.iit. 

**His  Fortvae  swells  hia.   It  is  rank,  he*e 


St.  n, 
■arried.**—SLr  Giles  Overreaeh.    MASsmasm. 


NOTES   TO    CANTO   X. 

ITeald  seereefy  Joim  efsAi  fhe  "re/mnadses." 

[p.  m.  Dt.  II. 
'^Reformers,**  or  rather  ^Reformed.**  The  Baron 
Bradwardiae,    U  Waverley,  is  anthority    for 
the  word. 


The  end/ess  oooi  beetomo  a  tint  far  deeper 
than  oam  bo  hid  bff  altering  hie  ehirt, 

[p.  m.  St  1ft. 

Query  saft  ?— Peirtbe*s  Dbvu. 

Balgounie'e  Bri^e  blade  watt.  [p.  171.  St.  la 
The  brig  of  Doa,  near  tke  "aold  tooB**  of 
Aberdoea,  witk  its  oae  arch  aad  Its  black  deep 
salmoB  stream  below.  Is  Ib  my  memory  as  yester- 
day. I  still  remember,  tkongk  perkaps  I  maj 
misquote,  tke  awful  proverb  whick  made  me 
pause  to  cross  it,  aad  yet  leaa  over  it  with  a 
childish  delight,  being  aa  oaly  soa,  at  least  by 
the  mother's  side.  The  saylag  as  recollected  by 
me  was  this— but  I  have  aever  heard  or  seea  ft 
siaee  I  was  aiae  years  of  age  :— 

^Brig  of  BalgoBBle,  Madr's  year  ma*; 
Wi*  a  wife's  oe  sea  aad  a  mear's  ae  fotU, 
Doun  ye  shall  fa*!** 

Ohf  for  a  forty-parson-power  to  ehamni 
Thf  prattOf  tigpoeriaff  I  [p.  27ft.  St.  M. 

A  metaphor  takea  from  tke  ^forty-horse-power** 
of  a  steam-eagiae.  That  mad  wag,  tke  Reverend 
S.  S.,  sitting  by  a  brother-clergvmaa  at  dlaaer, 
observed  afterwards  that  his  dull  aeighboar  had 
a  *'tisrlM-parsen-peiser"  of  eoaversatioa. 

lb  airip  the  Saxono  of  their  hydes.  Wee  tanmoro. 

[p.  17S.  St.  N. 
"Hyde.**  —  I  believe  a  hyde  of  lead  to  be  a 
legitimate  word ,  aad  as  such  subject  to  the  tai 
of^a  quibble. 

Jf^aa  given  to  her  favourite,  and  aev  bore  his. 

[p.  171.  St.  4M. 
The  Empress  went  to  the  Crimea,  accompanied 
by  the  Emperor  Joseph,  In  the  year— I  forget 
which.    (It  was  1787.) 


*)  To  wit,  the  Deity's.  This  is  perhaps  as 
prettv  a  pedigree  for  Murder,  as  ever  was 
foonil  out  by  Garter- Kiag- at- Arms. ~  What 
would  have  beea  said  had  aay  free-spokea 
people  discovered  sack  a  Uaeage  f 


IPh/ch  gave  her  dukea  the  graeeieea  name  ef 
"Biron,"  [p.  m.  St.  80. 

Ib  tke  Empress  ABBe*s  time,  Birea,  ker  favour- 
ite, assamed  tke  aame  aad  arms  of  the  "Biroan** 
of  Fraace ,  wkick  families  are  vet  eitaat  with 
tkat  of  Bagland.  Tkere  are  still  tke  dangktera 
of  Courlaad  of  tkat  aame;  oae  of  tkem  I  re> 
member  seeing  in  Englaad  la  tke  blessed  year 
of  the  Allies  — the  Dachess  of  S.— to  whom  the 
English  Duchess  of  S  — t  presented  me  at  a 
namesake. 

Eleven  thouaand  maidenkeada  of  bone. 
The  greateat  number  Jleah  hath  ever  known. 

[p.  177.  St.  61. 
St.    l^rsnla  and  ker  eleven   tkousaud  virgins 
were  still  eitaat  la  1816,  aad  may  be  so  yet  as 
much  as  ever. 

H'ho  butcher'd  ha^f  the  earth,  and  buiUed  tether. 

[p.  178.  St.  81. 
India.    America. 
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NOTES    TO  CANTO   XI  lS'Sl2rL;TIf''*'fli!S^'«?^TlIl?kS 

A  fHmi,  M  iwta,  m  iiMIt,  u4  7„*«'K'i|  wkMi^ver.     H«i»f  HaeJ   hb   (In,  h  b  ki 

Tfc.  >^v»cit  of  Htnn  Bad    of  ■'■■nue'bu  "'  '"  "■'•  ^''  *lrt»«»— l»"»i»B .    !■*•",  "- 

»«j>rJ!i)rB^™M^^o™.i»wSeiib""  «•«*.*«*•  •■*r»«'""'y-  «««l"*«l~ 

■■rilj  fcy  tks  lelert  ■oWliiy  ■■d  rtelr  puroB*.  '■  «•'«•'■ 

!'.';';;';.';:;f  i  ,:„-,"i".;'i,!;i.?r  •-    ^  ^  «.— ..,..  *»s^,j^, 

"Oa  Iba  ki(k  Ubj-tpin  flub  Iki  aauta,  Thb  liaa  >BT   (vnla  iba  osHnaaUMn  an 

la  iplW  or  .icb  nlloiri  nU  •wati  n„  tba  prcMM  icaanlloa. 
If  tan  at  Ibe  ipfllkea  cut  bnille, 

¥•■'11  be  taaibleJ  IB  oaklNg  ■  Clant.  ^Oc  Rmnlnu  i  atlflij  />«■•  tot  1Mb  r*  imh 

TbM  jeat  BloXag  will  wu  nlltw*  k«a^t7,       _^     _       ,  ,  „  ,  [P-  "MVi 

Whea  ibe  ki>n  ot  joar  ■«!/  mlitaka,  Tba  Botilua,  •«  li  wall  kMwa    raa  •atln 

Ska'll  inrtlj  tira  lallek  for  tka  farlT,  Ibeir  kst  bilh*  M  plaan  lata  tjba Mna ;  •  f In- 

Tkal  kar  Jaak  naj  b«  ragalai  w*l(kt.--  •"•   Frujlcal  aalltknla,     which  It  tttm  4m 

If  thara  k*  aaT   ««-■■■   u   tfiarul  M  lo  '**"  "  **™- 

nnlra  a  traJBollaa,  I  rcfnkiataaTolil  (t-laat  _^.     .  •.  ,.  __„       -     -■  -   .     ,  ,1        lat^ 

aTwrpoftral  p..tor'..d  muter,  J.fa  J«*»a,  "«  "**•  '•  «™  ^-  »*-•  "r^TSLTV 

E.,      Pr.r.«ar  of  Parill.»i   who    I    .™.t  «ll^        p„  .  *„erIptUa  aad  ptiat  af  &  taUlM 

mafu  tke  .inailk  >ad  .jia«tr,  of  kli  -oJol  ^  ^  ^,  ^„  aai  aatlv.  u«-ttT  iflk 

af  ■  for* ,  tonihoT  wttk  kit  geei  bnaoar ,  aa4  a-r-—  'k„rrair.     .m  Pamm*-B   -^  b  ^ad 

at.  Jmmtrt  Mao*  aad  tt.  AimCi  -HtlU."  ^  PkAta-i 


■^  aow  be  la  tbH  

"IBM-  aad  "■llTf.r.      I  wu  oa»  a«rlT  callH  ,^,„  „|,„  ,|_|i„  i„tm^     B-tTteiidfrl 

en  »J  aa  aeqnalataaca,  becaOM  wbca  bo  ukod  — -.    ..J   Aik«   naalaL   I   trsM  era  I^H 

■a,  wkaTallbaaKbttbUkltioal  woaldbafoiad  PV'  "  - -^-^*^--—              «™  »^" 


,__  _                  NOTES    TO    CANTO    xriL 

*'AaFBt"  wa*  a  Bcotek  pkme,  amalig  "coa- 

eanlag"— "wllb  Tefard  M."     It  bu  baea  Bad*  Jbt  Iton  tM  aaatlar  s«mm  nBMa. 

KulliE   kj   tke    ScDtcb   Novell  i    Bad ,    ■■   Iha  [p.  m.  Sl  I 
PnaebBBB  •Bid-"ir  11  »e  Ml.mugU  (a  »t  Bafltik.' 

n«  aKBIatn  vW  /WaU  "rfraperi  wUtti.- 

,„—_,.,  [P-  *^-,  ?*'  **-  Mb  toSawHtfrf  nUrf  aata*  Me  UrI  iBflr 

"Dnpefj  ■b*e*  — Tkli  Mrs  la  prabablr  aaj  Vmmlii                          r»-  Ml   Ft  II 

■lag  BO*  bat  a  i-ftn-f.  II  wu  ko-evaralaiart  |r  i   „,   aot,  "Y.ar  Daae"    la   aae  af  lapl 

rcrtnraed  froiB  rko  Eut  ia  CM,|oga»afNBllaaB"onBlalle  la  tbalrdriatb*- 


thlag  BO*  bat  B  ■j.tCT-f.  II  wukowevar.lBn.rt        |r  i   „,   aot,  "Y.ar  Daae"    I.   aae  af  li(>1 
an  la  mm  whaa  I  fIriL  rfrlnned  froia  rbff  Rmmt  la     fi— -1 rniAi^.^tv i-j.-  1-  'LaJ|- JriakM" 

d  b>  ker  D[LI[Ber  wllk  a        An  ffbarad->  M(f  atfU  lM«a  tJka  Mm  ^ 


leil— 1811.    It  ataa*  ■  preKy,  a  klibkora , 

■" oac  foBBle,  well  lanlnioted  bt  b( 

rarabbed  b;  kf>r  DlLiraer  wllk 

rake  BpaacTedll.taba  repaid,  wbaaawrM,        .      . 

bj  Iha  twrfaad.     Tka   riddle   wu  lint  read   U        '"  Aaarrla- 


ilaaaUe  Tooac  feaale,  well  lanlnioUd  bt  bei        _^       „^     .,       „     ,  ,     ,  .       , 

id  farabbed  bj  k.r  Bi[LI[a.r  wllk  a        A"  "^^f^  "**'  *«*~  I*»i 
idll,  taba  repaid,  w 


■a  kr  arnBBB  Badptetljkatreu,  IB  ar  prablai      ^_  .    ., ,     ,    , 

the '4fa^rT^  af  a£  "  iafteierfd  -   bat  "pt«3  "««*'*"«••«  ^T  «l           -  >    "ia-i  - 

Tlrflaltlu"  (like  Mn.  Aaaa  Pbrc)  af  tke  (kea       „„        . .  ■    w      .^f  **■  fr  t 

daj,  wkiek  bu  bow  kaea  »■>  ynn  ftnitj:  """■   **•-•  Ba»w«ra^    Mr.    AJa»a.  IbM  b 

-aie  aamred  aia  Ikat  tka  iklac  wu  ^aiaaa  la  *■•   blupbiMaaa    to  talk   af    Beriptan  on  rf 

LaadoKiaWai   bar  owb  tbaaiaadi,  aad  Mobb-  e*«"b-"    pia  dafaa  waa  braacM  ta  b«  k>- 

laa  loaba,    aad   rich   riaplkltj    af  arrar ,   not  buid-the  bait  rhrlMlaa  la   aar   beak.    8m  *■ 

aaj  napldoB  la  her  owa  caw  nnl  or  tba  oon-  •<>*  AJrawa.  ia  the  lallar  ckaptera. 
"—    '  — ifcu  I  gave  uaa  eredli  In  ibe  alleg- 


TV  t^f^t,  aM,  eraaf 

.  _>bM  aaote  kolk  •'^nnerr"  Bad 

the  wrarcn.    Let 


-nbMrWBcerbiiahd,  rkatMr,;hrttHrth<e,  I""  (a»"pl  tke  aoTellata)  te  ahaw  thair  ig- 

IkaaM  let  ft«ff  »e  •n^trd  aat  ty  bb  n-Uek.  PBtbj  for  iBaoceat^rU  aad  aid  aeag*.  irada 

[p.  »i.  81  H.  »■*  *•  •*"   "P  '■^n.  BB*   break  Ueir  hft  Ij 

"Dlttaa  panlaaUa  Mts."  "■T  'f  aipntaeal,    ia  addlllaa   ta  the  ut  ■ 


aaallac,  the  amallM,  tka  nidaal,  aad  Iha  ■«- 
pidaal  af  areteaded  apart*.  Tker  aay  taR  ibM 
tke   beaatln  af  aalare,   bat   tha  BBglar  Btnt 


NOTES    TO     CAKTO     XII.  Ibra^fki.  di.b  .f  fi.k;   ha    huTrMMtrTS 

lake  kli  tji*  tnm  til  Iha  alraaMa,  aad  1    — ^ 

Otocf,  mUk  Ormrk  (rait,  Ike  narf  tU  ftrtei    Uu  la  warth   M  hla  ■era  thaa  an  Ih* 

Ik*  Ur.  [p.  m.  St.  II.    araaad.     Baaldaa,  IM*  ttA  hha  bert  bb 

ea  MiTrnBB'a  Rreae*.   "GrBoia  rena."    Hit    dsj.      Tba   whala,    Iha  ihart,    aad   Ibi 

M  fituma  coai4Mi  la  ffaialM  tvnal*.  abaa-    Uwiy  lw*a  aa—tw  af  mMi  h1  pM 


NOTES    TO    OOM    tVAK.  14t 


MIb  fDEUwa  of  btnks  whUB  ■  MrtalB  ■ 

•r  jnni  *UA  H "■ 

■eBarmUy  urlTa  " 


ul  aHhl-bit  mMfiing  !-Nb  macler  mi    af  jnn  i  vU A  hirtbi  <■•  Bir.  Habao  atenvM) 
.. ......  -....  .«.,  j^,^  ^ 


•Htmt  af  Iks  bnl  ■»  I  evar  kaaw— u  konasa  i  Iktner'a  laaba,  >1l  wllhli  tk«  mbb  iH«a  p 

rikatc-miaded.  (eRaraoi,  ud  aioellaat  >  area  kapa."    Tkne  HaraaiiMi   (is  balled   tnm   I 

ire  aa  aaf  la  tke  world— wai  aa  aagler:  tne  aaiaa  of  tkeir  Mtllaaeal)  aro  lapTeteated  ai 

>  aa«I*d  vttk  paiated  fllei,    aad   woald  kaii  riaaikaklT  floariiklaa,  ptoaa,  «aj  lalat  paaa 

reo  i^eaaaUeaf  UesitratBfaBae*afl.WallaB.-  So*  Iko  variou  reaeat  nlten  oa  AmrlM. 
Tha  abora  addltloa   «a*  made  by  a  /dead  li 

ladlag  aver  the  M8.— "Aadi  akera*  panam"-  „ 
Icare  It  u  caaaUrbalaaoe  aj  e«B  akaanUloB 


_'aaak   Taaioa,    aieardlag  ta 
nataaed  ta  call  kla  writan  "abia  fcaaa"— "r^- 
ROTES    TO     CANTO     XIV.  aooa  af  koaaar,- aad  e.pMlallyr-^ ■^-'- " 


.     .       .         matgrttlmtitUuir  <nka  Irlaapkale]  antfllaa— 
•ad    sMda    tmt   fn      (Tkara'a  PaMH-teaac  Farliidge-fiOn.,  dttfd 
[p.  lit.  SL  M  .ftjh  ir^fa.  {p.  na.  BL  H. 


anfBf^"Ti>  m~«-   la,  ar  «u,   am  riprei  A  diak  "k  U  Lacallu."    Tkla  kVro, 

■a  aaed  ta  deaote  a  geallaBaa'i  Ureteklag  — '  .    .      _                  .   _  .  . 

*  acck  ovrr  a  kedge.  "to  look  berore  ka  I.  ,      

I: "-a    uaae    [a    kii    "Taaliiag  aobltlaa,"  ba  flnt  broa^t  lata   EarsH)  aad  Ae  Baaca- 

bleb  la  t£.  field  dalk  HMaaloa  .aae  delar  yi  ,|.,„„   „,  ^  „^  ,.od  llakea^-aad   I  a« 


.  _.      ij  b«  laMdIatelj be-  „l  inrs  tbat  (barrlaf  iadinatioa)    be  ka*  aal 

ad  the  eqotalriaa  luptii.    "Sir,    If  700  daal  dgne  aisre  tenica  la   BaakiBd  hj  bli  eoaken 
Moae  IB  take  tbe  leap,   let  iBe--.waa  a  phraai  tkaa  b>  bii  aoaqaeila.  A  akarrj-tiee  uj  watoL 
eaerallr  aaat  tke  aiplrantoa  uala  1  aad  uiinat  a  bleodr   lanrel:   bealdaa,  ke  haa  urn- 
f.,    .L — I.  ...L.  1. ._j  _  •  brlty  ftaa  bott. 


kicb  aeaerallj  aaat  the  aipirantoa  ua<a  1  aad  ,™iB,t  ■ 

(oad  purpHS :    for    Uaagk  "tbe   horu    aad  [,|,,j  ,4  , 
dor"   Blabi   fall,  tbat  Bade  a  n*.    tkroDib 

kicb,  aad^  aTor  kirn  aad  kU  (tMd,   tke  field  g^  ^^ 


"aaMlsraa,-  It  aa  Itu  fna  b, 
nare**  pnttjr  fictiig  te  tktt  "ytttt$  pafr*." 


t,  rad  tsba  «•(*«'.  >'Pet[ta  palla  d'aaoar  carat*  do  •oafllare*,*'  b 

Ip.  111.SL  W    flBiiiaal  aad  vall-kBOira   dUk   for    part  Of    Ika 
Ota  a   iictier*  1    -,-fc     ,      .eeoad  oobt**. 


,  jad  tiba  an 

beard  f 


■  CoSae-kouie,  aad  take  aiotker."  „!!:""' 

.  .1  kavia<  beard  aa   aaeidola  af  tka  "P""'' 

H'lai*?.^ „.!''/.V;n".b-*;;.c  jf"-ii,fbr™  '*  •»^.  «^ '*^  «*•« '•"•  •*•  v^ 

mi»t  la  oae  daj  to  tbe  club  at  whieb  ha  waa  ...     .i_'..1,  .t,  iuAaa-k»  tt  IfalMili 

aem%ar,  bs  .ra*  ebterved  ta  lodi  aalaaoholr.  **"  ""  *>  '**  '^*"—r*»r  «  ij"^' 


[p.  ns.  St.  N. 


'    lo    deellae  tktir  vlalt*,  rf  vUek  ka  i 


>^kal  la  the  aattCT,  SirWllUaa 


Jad  I  TtttT  a*B  M  wto  OMBifiara. 

[p.  111.  St  H.  NOTES    TO    CANTO   XVL 

n*  baoa*  nkaaaallor  Onaallara  aald  le  Ua 

a,  oa  the  latter  eiareulaE  kfi  larpriaa  npea  „  ^  .  -  .  .        . ,. , 

1  r>at  effect*  arUtag  frea  pttlj  oaaoea  la  tka  V  tT*m  a  afcalM*>  1 1"^  MeUMBL 

eaomed  aiilerT  af  pollUu :  "Yea  aae  kv  tkiL  _,                                      .        . .   J[^  .***■  "*■  !*■ 

F   lOB,    >ru  kew  iF^a   •rlidam  the  Uacdaa*  J**  •^P"'"","'   *•  "y  ^^^\  rifFl«. 

tka  watld  ara  nranad."  akatkar  ftoa  a  akell-fiik,  or  fTaa  eaaklBaal,  ar 

l"W»~.  ^^  \,rwM»,   li  aim  aa  krtlcle  of  dlapouTaBd 
rrea  III  eoloar— aaaa  lar  parpla,  alken  iaaiMt 

NOTES    TO    CANTO    XV.  '  "J  ""tkiM- 


Wktt  imtUh  aoa  ta  to  mMattn.  [p.  K 

r*.  aiB.  St.  U.        I  tklak  tkat  It  Mi  a  carpM  aa  v^lch  Dlefnaa 
ft*  It  li  aeaeaaarj  la  theaa  ttaea  to  avald  aa-     trod,  *Ith— "Tka*    1    traaple   oa   Ika   prida  af 


ftuj,  I  aar,  tkai  I    aaaa,  \j  "Dlvlaar  allll,"     Plato! --"Wllb   ireatar  pride,"    a*   the 
laiiT.    If  erer  Ood  hbi  Maa— or  Naa  Osd—    replied.    Bat  aa  carTda  ara  mtnt  ta  be  tr__ 
wai  be«k.     I    aa*er  arralned  Ua  ereed,  bat     ipaa,  aj  aeaarj  prabablp  alaflrea  ae,  aad  II 
>   010— ar  abaie— Bade   of  It.     Mr.   Uaaalaf     alghl  be  a  robe,  or  tapeatrT,  or  a  labla-elatk, 

•  daj  aooifrd  CbritilaaitT  to  aaaelloa  Neno-  >r  taaa  atbar  npaailva  aal  aaejalial  plaaa  tt 
ivar/,  aad  Mr.  Wllberfarae  bad  llitle   ta  aa*     rarBltaia. 

rspl*.    Aad  waa   Rbrlit  ernilfled,  that  hlaat 

>B  Bicht   be  icnarndl    If  *a,  ha  bad  boiler  ITIti  "Tn  aif  ateawa-e"  fr*a  i>arMB«ab, 

ea  bara   a   MaUlto,  to  five  balk  aolaara  oa  A  wathe  aar  ecri,  fa«t  Jta^  dmUJail. 

aal  chaaee  af  ftaadaa,  ar  at  lea*!  aaWalloa.  [p.  U*.  St.  M. 

I  reaeBkar  that  tke  aajoraaa  al  a  prailaeUl 
(Ibca  JIopp  tka  NbraoaM  enbarnad  owrrtee     la>a,  aaaevkal  aorblled  witk  a  alallar  dlipla* 

*  W(  karaeafaa*  wtlkmnit.  [f.  Hi.  81.  U.  rrsa  foralca  parta,  did  rather  ladecoroaal;  break 
nia  ntraardlaarj  aad  flnnrliklai  Oaraaa  ihroaib  the  applaa*«*  of  aa  latalllnat  aadleaee 
laaj  iaAaeTlea  dae*  aat  eatlralv  aiclade  aa~  -iBlalllieat,  1  aaaa,  aa  taaailc,— far  Iba  word*, 
aoar,  a*  th*  '•Shaker*'*  do;  bat  lava  inah ,  o**ld**  balBR  la  rcaaadlta  iMvaum  (II  «■* 
_._.'. thai  •  air- 1  ia«  ,«Ma  iJUara  Ika  iaaai,an^«ha'a?«*- 
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kai  travelled,  tad  while  I  vu  a  eellegfaui}— 
were  sorelv  dlignlted  hj  the  perforaiorfl ;— this 
■ayoreM,  i  My,  broke  oat  with,  **Rot  your  Itm- 
lluiot !  for  my  pert,  I  love  a  iijBple  ballad !  ** 
RomIbI  will  go  a  good  way  to  briag  moot  people 
Ce  the  lame  opiaion,  looie  day.  Who  won  Id 
iaaglae  that  he  was  to  be  the  laccettor  of  Mo- 
aartl  However,  I  itate  thli  with  diflldeaee,  ai 
a  liege  and  loyal  admirer  of  Italian  mniie  in 
feaeral,  and  of  much  of  Rouini*! :  bat  we  may 
My,  ai  the  conaoitMur  did  of  painting.  In  the 
rlear  tf  ff^'akefteU,  **that  the  picture  woald  be 
better  painted  if  the  painter  had  taken  more 
palna.** 

JFbr  €hthie  dmHng  §homm  M  SmgUtk  menee . 

Ip.  HI.  St.  St. 

^^Aain  Romano,  mn  Veneto  **  !■  tne  infer ipt  ion 
(and  well  inscribed  in  this  Instance)  on  the  sea- 
walls between  the  Adriatic  and  Venice.  The 
walls  were  a  repabliMn  work  of  the  Venetians ; 
the  inscription,  I  believe,  Imperial  $  and  iascrib- 
eid  by  Napoleon. 

''VmSuiug"    afuirtM    ^to  fight    agaitui   the 
ehurehe;"  .   [p.  US.  St.  M. 

Thoagfa  ye  untie  the  winds  nnd  bid  them  fight 
Against  the  ehurchet^—Maeheth, 


then  err-^tit  mereh  tthai  Is  eattd  hwMK 

[p.  S3S.  !«L  K 

In  French  ^mobllittf.**  I  am  not  sendtf 
mobility  Is  English;  but  it  la  expressive tfi 
onality  which  rather  beloagn  to  other  diMif^ 
tnongh  it  is  Mmetimes  aeen  ta  «  great  eittst  k 
oar  own.  It  mav  be  defined  ae  na  eicahi 
susceptibility  of  immediate  impreMions— si  4i 
Mme  time  without  totimg  the  pant;  and  is,tkM^ 
sometlmee  appareatlv  nseftil  to  the  possewir,i 
most  palnfiil  and  unhappy  attrlboie. 

Dreperied  her  term  with  emriotu  feUdtw. 

[p.  sas.  8t  Ml 

"CurioM  Ifcllcllas.**— Pbtbohivs. 


ji  meiee  like  te  isef  fimgere 

[p.  SST.St  IR 
See  the  aeeount  of  the  ghoat   of  the  ands  d 
Prince  Charles  of  Saxoay  raised  by  Schrosffi 
"Karl— Karl— was— wolt  mich  f  ** 


Hem  odd,  u  single  hohgeUin'e  —  emtitf 
Shomid  emuee  mere  femr  tkmm  m  mhtit  Asifi 
Weatttf/  [p.SI7.  Stm 

'Skmdemm  to-night 
Have  strack  more  terror  to  the  aoul  of  Rlchui 
Thaa  Ma  the  euhetmmee  of  tea  thousaad  soldtati* 

UL 
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The  foundation  of  the  Story  will  be  found 

Birtly    in    the  accouat  of    the  Mutiny   of  the 
ountv  in  the  South  Seas  (in  1789),  and   partly 
In  "Mariner*8  Account  of  the  Tonga  Islands.** 

Mns  plMMnt  were  the  eengt  of  fbeSenat 
'^^  ^  [p.  Ml. 

The  first  three  sections  are  taken  from  nn 
actual  song  of  the  Tonga  Islanders,  of  which  a 
prose  traaslation  is  given  in  MAniKEa*s  ^eeowa 
ef  the  Ibnga  I^tandt.  Toobanai  is  net,  however, 
oae  of  them;  bat  was  oae  of  those  where  Chris- 
iiaa  aad  the  mutineers  took  refuge.  1  have  al- 
tered and  added,  but  have  retaiaed  as  much  as 
possible  of  the  original. 

defend  itee^f,  and  rnnet  retrace  ite  may.  [p.  S4I. 
Lucullus,  whea  frugality  could  charm. 
Had  wasted  turnips  in  his  Sabine  farm.    Pope. 

Mad  ferm'd  hit  einrieua  wameeake'a  eemuternart. 

[p.  342. 
The  Consul  Nero,  who  made  the  uneqnnlled 
march  which  deceived  Haanibal,  and  defeated 
Asdrubal ;  thereby  accomplishing  an  achievement 
almost  uarivalled  in  military  anaals.  The  first 
Intelligence  of  his  return,  to  Haaaibal,  wm  the 
sight  of  Asdrnbal's  head  throwa  Into  his  Mmp. 
When  Hannibal  mw  this,  he  eiclalmed,  with  a 
sigh,  that  "Rome  would  now  be  the  mistress  of 
the  world.'*  And  yet  to  this  victory  of  Nero*s 
it  might  be  owing  that  his  imperial  namoMke 
reined  at  all !  llut  the  lafamy  of  the  one  has 
eclipsed  the  glory  of  the  other.  Whea  the  name 
of  •'Nero**  is  heard,  who  thiaks  ef  the  Coasulf 
Bat  such  ara  human  things. 

And  Leck^uhgar  with  Ida  hek'd  e'er 


Drew, 
rp.  SiS. 


When  very  yoaug,  about  eight  years  of  age, 
after  an  attaek  af  the  «MT\a\-fttv«t  i.\  hhAtiimm^ 


1  was  removed  by  medical  advice  late  the  Hlfb- 
lands.  Here  I  passed  eccasloaally  acme  samacn, 
aad  from  this  period  I  date  my  love  of  mMMsli- 
oas  countries.  I  ran  never  forget  the  cfsct  S 
few  years  afterwards  ia  Eaglaad,  of  the  etJi$ 
thiag  I  had  long  seen,  even  in  miniatarc,  if  • 
moaauia,  in  the  Malvern  Hillo.  After  I  rstsn- 
ed  to  Cheltenhnm,  I  used  to  watch  them  etm 
afternoon  at  suaset.  with  a  seoMtiea  whicb  1 
Maaot  describe.  This  was  boy  lob  eaoagh;  Isl 
I  wu  thea  oaly  thlrteem  yean  of  age,  ui  i 
was  ia  the  holidayi. 

Thmm  hreedhee  hie  aiAalo  ■arwim  ei  As  the  dA 

[f  ^ 
If  the  reader  will  apply  to  bla  ear  the  ms- 

shell  ea  his  chlmaey-plece,  he  will  be  avare  d 

what  Is  alluded   to.    If  the  text  should  aM«r 

obscuro,  he  will  fiad  la/«Geblr^  the  sameHm 

better    eipressed    ia    two    liaeo. — ^The    pssm  1 

aever  read,  bat  have  heard  the  lines  quoted  bf 

a  mora  reeoadite  reader — who  aeems  to  be  sT  • 

dilfereat  opialoa  from  the  Editor  ef  the  Qatf* 

terly  Review,  who  qualified  it,  in  his  aaswsr  Is 

the  CritlMl  Reviewer  off  bUs   Javeaal,  is  tnA 

of  the  wont  aad  mast  laaaae  deeerlptioa.   It  li 

to  Mr.  Laador,  the  author  ef  Gebir,  MoaaKisi, 

and  of  some  Latia  poema,  whfcb  vie  with  Hm- 

tial  or  Catnllns  in  obscenity,   that  the  laat' 

cnlate  Mr.  Soathey  addreaaao    bin   deffliiwrii* 

agaiast  impurity! 

But  deem  him  eaOer  er  phiiaeaphrr,      [p.111 
Hobbes,  the  fbther  of  Locke's  aad  ether  pW- 
losophy,   was  aa    inveterate   amoker,— eves  (• 
pipes  beyead  campatatiaa. 

"JUghtr  f aeth  Bern,  *Hkmi  mm  de  M  tk 

mmrtmee."  is.  HI 

''That  will  do  for  the  Marines,  bal  the  lailiii 

wont  believe  it,**  Is  an  old  eajiaf.  aad  sard 
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the  few  tnpnemtM  of  former  jemloniteo  whiek 
•ttll  ■nrrivo  (im  Jett  only)  betvreen  these  golUot 
••rvicof. 


No  iMf  0/  kwmmn  hrweni  thorn  the  brave. 

[p.  341. 
Arcliidoinas.  Klag  of  Sporta,  and  ton  oi  Are- 
•llaoi,  wlien  he  tow  a  machine  inventeil  for  the 
cattink  of  ttunei  and  darti,  eielaimed  that  It 
wat  the  «*GrBve  of  Valour.'*  The  eame  itory 
liai   been  told   of  lome  knlghti  on  the  first  ap- 

Slicaiion  of  fonpowder;  bnt  the  original  aaec- 
ote  is  in  PluUreh. 

H^hete  enltf  portal  was  the  keyieee  wave.  [p.  ISO. 

Of  this  cave  (which  is  no  fiction)  the  original 

will  be  fonnd  in  the  9th  chapter   of  MAaiNna's 

^eeeuut  of  the  Timga  Jalandt.  I  have  taken  the 

Kitical  liberty  to  transplant  it  to  Toobonai,  the 
t  island  where  any  distinct  account  is  left  of 
Christian  and  his  comrades. 

The  fretted  jiAmoc/e,  the  aide,  the  nave.  [p.  SM. 
This  may  seem  too  minute  for  the  general 
outline  (in  MAaiNBn*s  jlecount)  from  which  it  is 
taken.  But  few  men  have  travelled  without 
seeing  somethinr  of  the  kind— on  land,  that  is. 
IVithont  adverting  to  Ellora,  in  Mvnco  PAan's 
last  Journal  (if  mv  memory  do  not  err,  for  there 
•re  eight  years  since  I  read  the  book)  he  men- 
tions having  met  with  a  rock  or  moontain  so 
exactly  resembling  a  Gothic  cathedral,  that  only 
Binute  inspection  could  convince  him  that  it 
was  a  work  of  nature. 

He  tore  thh  tepmott  button  of  hie  ve»t.    [p.  S5S. 

In    ThibaultS    jlceount    of   F\rederio  Ml,   ef 

Prunfa,  there  is  a  singular  relation  of  a  young 

Srenchman,  who,  with  his  mistress,  appeared  to 
)  of  some  rank.  He  enlisted  and  deserted  at 
Bchweiduiti;  and,  after  a  desperate  resistance, 
was  retaken,  having  killed  an  officer,  who  at- 
tempted to  seise  him  after  he  was  wounded,  by 
the  discharge  of  his  musket  loaded  with  a  6uffoit 
of  his  uniform.  Some  circumstances  on  his  conrt- 
martial  raised  a  great  interest  amongst  his  Jnd- 
mo,  who  wished  to  discover  his  real  situation 
U  life,  which  he  offered  to  disclose,  but  to  the 
King  only,  to  whom  he  requested  permission  to 
Write.  This  was  refused,  and  Frederic  was  filled 
with  the  greatest  indignation,  from  baffled  cn- 
liooity  or  some  other  motive,  when  he  nndcr- 
atood  that  his  request  had  been  denied.— See 
Tmuaijlt*8  work,  vol.  ii. — (1  quote  from  memory.) 


SXTHACT    FROM    THE    VOYAGE    BY 
CAPTA19i    BLIGH. 

On  the  27th  of  December  1787  it  blew  a  se- 
vere storm  of  wind  from  the  rastward.  In  the 
coarse  of  which  we  suffered  greatly ;  it  was  not 
without  great  risk  and'difDcully  that  we  were 
mble  to  secure  the  boats  from  beina  washed 
mway.  A  great  quantity  of  our  breaa  was  also 
damaged  and  rendered  uselefsi,  for  the  sea  had 
•tOTO  in  our  stern,  and  filled  the  caliin  with 
water.  On  the  Sth  of  January,  1788,  we  saw  the 
island  of  Teneriffe  about  twelve  leagues  distant, 
msd  next  day,  being  Sunday,  came  to  an  anchor 
la  the  road  of  Ittanta-Croi.  There  we  took  in 
the  nccessarv  supplies,  and,  having  finished  our 
liusint'SN,  nailed  on  the  10th.  I  now  divided  the 
people  into  three  watches,  and  gave  the  charge 
f>f  the  third  watch  to  Mr.  Fletcher  Christian, 
one  of  the  mates.  I  have  always  considered  this 
m  desirable  regulation  when  circumstances  will 
mdmit  of  it,  and  I  am  persuaded  that  onbroken 
rest  not  only  contributes  much  towards  the 
liealth  of  the  ship's  company,  but  enables  them 
more  leadilj  to  exert  themselves  in  caves  of 
■odden  emergency.  As  I  wished  to  proceed  to 
Otaheita  withoat  atoppinf,  I  redocad  the  allow* 


anee  of  bread  to  two-thlrdi,  andeauiodthowalar 
for  drinkinc  to  be  filteredf  through  drip-stonet, 
bought  at  Teaeriffe  for  that  purpose.  I  now 
acquainted  the  ship's  eompaay  of  the  object  of 
the  voyage,  and  gave  assuranceo  of  certain  pra* 
motion  to  every  one  whose  endeavours  should 
merit  It.  On  Tuesday  the  18th  of  Febmary,  we 
bent  new  sails,  and  made  other  neeessary  pte^ 
parations  for  encountering  the  weather  that  was 
to  be  expected  In  a  high  latitude.  Our  distaaeo 
from  the  coast  of  Brasil  was  about  108  leagasi. 
Ob  the  foreaoon  of  Suaday  the  Id  of  Marsh, 
after  seeing  that  every  person  was  deaa,  divine 
service  was  performed,  according  to  my  usual 
custom  on  this  day :  I  gave  to  Mr.  Fletcher 
Christian,  whom  I  had  before  directed  to  take 
charge  of  the  third  watch,  a  writtea  order  to  ' 
act  as  lieuteaaat.  The  change  of  temperature 
soon  began  to  be  sensibly  felt,  and,  that  the 
people  might  not  suffer  from  their  own  negli- 
gence, I  supplied  them  with  thicker  dothina,  ss 
better  suited  to  the  climate.  Oa  a  compUM 
made  to  me  by  the  Master,  I  found  it  necessaiy 
to  punish  Matthew  Quintal,  one  of  the  seamen, 
with  two  dosen  of  lashes,  for  Insolence  aad  mu- 
tinous behaviour,  which  was  the  first  time  that 
there  was  any  occasion  for  punishment  on  board. 
We  were  off  Cape  St.  Diego,  the  eastern  part 
of  the  Terra  do  Fuego,  and,  the  wiad  beiag  ua- 
favonrable,  I  thooght  It  more  advisable  to  go 
round  to  the  eastward  of  Staatea-Iand  than  to 
attempt  passing  through  Straits  le  Maire.  Storms, 
attended  with  a  great  sea,  prevailed  until  the 
12th  of  April.  The  ship  begaa  to  leak,  aad  re- 
quired pumping  every  hour,  which  was  no  more 
than  we  ban  reasoa  to  expect  f>om  such  a  cob- 
tinuance  of  gales  of  wind  and  high  seas.  The 
decks  also  became  so  leaky  that  It  was  aecessary 
to  allot  the  great  cabin,  of  which  I  made  liule 
use  except  In  fine  weather,  -to  those  people  who 
had  not  births  to  hang  their  hammocks  in,  aad 
by  this  means  the  space  between  decks  was  less 
crowded.  With  all  this  bad  weather,  we  had 
the  additional  mortification  to  find,  at  the  ead 
of  every  dav,  that  we  were  losing  ground ;  fof, 
notwithstanding  our  utmost  exertions,  and  keep- 
ing on  the  most  advantageous  tacks,  we  did  littls 
better  than  drift  before  the  wind.  On  Tuesdsv 
the  22d  of  April,  we  had  eight  down  on  the  sick 
list,  and  the  rest  of  the  people,  though  in  good 
health,  were  greatly  fatigued ;  but  1  saw,  with 
much  concern,  that  it  was  impossible  to  make  a 

Eassago  this  way  to  the  Society- Islands,  for  we 
ad  now  been  thirty  days  In  a  tempestuous 
ocean.  Thus  the  season  was  too  far  advanesd 
for  us  to  eipect  better  weather  to  enable  us  to 
double  Cape  Horn;  and,  from  these  and  other 
considerations,  I  ordered  the  helm  to  be  put  a- 
weather,  and  bore  away  for  the  Cape  of^Oood 
Hope,  to  the  great  Joy  of  every  one  on  board. 
We  came  to  an  anchor  oa  Friday  ths  nd  of 
May,  in  Simon*s  Bay,  at  the  Cape,  after  a  to- 
lerable ma.  The  ship  required  complete  caulk- 
ing, for  she  had  become  so  leaky,  that  we  wers 
obliged  to  pump  hourly  in  our  passage  from 
Cape  Horn.  The  sails  and  rigging  also  reqnirsd 
repair,  and,  on  examining  the  provisions,  a  eoa- 
slderable  quantity  was  found  damaged. 

Having  remained  thirty -eight  days  at  this  place, 
and  my  people  having  received  all  the  advantngs 
that  could  be  derived  from  refreshments  of  every 
kind  that  could  be  met  with,  we  sailed  on  ths 
1st  of  July. 

A  gale  of  wind  blew  on  the  20th,.  with  a  high 
sea;  it  increased  after  noon  with  such  violence, 
that  the  ship  was  driven  almost  forecastle  under, 
before  we  could  set  the  sails  clewed  np.  The 
lower  yards  were  Towered,  and  the  top-gallaat- 
mast  got  down  upon  deck,  which  relieved  her 
much.  We  lay  to  all  night,  and  in  the  mominc 
bore  away  under  a  reefed  foresail.  The  sea  Httl] 
running  high,  in  the  afternoon  it  became  very 
oBsafs  ts  ftaad  oa;   ws  ihsrsfsre  taf  to  aU 
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in  1T7T,  and  ImmedlaCoIy  recollected,  cune  on 
bonrd,  aloni^  with  othpn ,  from  difforent  itlandi 
In  the  vicinity.  Tliey  were  deiirout  to  ico  the 
«hip,  and,  on  being  taken  below,  where  the 
bread-fmit-plants  were  arranged,  they  testiiled 
great  surprise.  A  few  of  these  being  decayed, 
we  went  on  shore  to  procure  soinc  in  their  plare. 

The  natives  exhibited  numerous  marks  of  the 
peculiar  mourning  which  they  eipross  on  losing 
their  relatives;  such  as  bloody  templen,  ihoir 
heads  being  deprived  of  most  of  the  hair,  and. 
what  was  worse ,  almost  the  whole  of  them  hau 
lof>t  some  of  their  fingers.  Several  fine  boys, 
not  above  sin  years  old,  had  lobt  both  their  little 
fingers ;  and  several  of  the  men,  besides  these,  had 
parted  with  the  middle  finger  of  the  right  hand. 

The  chiefs  went  oif  with  me  to  dinner,  and 
wc  carried   on  a  brisk  trade  for  yams;   wc   also 

f;ot  plantains  and  bread-fruit.  Hut  the  yamH  were 
n  great  abundance,  and  verj  fine  and  large. 
One  of  them  weighed  above  forty  -  five  pounds. 
Sailing  canoes  came,  some  of  which  contained 
Dot  less  than  ninety  passengers.  Such  a  number 
of  them  gradually  arrived  from  difTerrnt  islands, 
that  it  was  irapoH^ible  to  get  any  thing  done, 
the  multitude  became  so  great,  and  there  was 
no  chief  of  sufficient  authority  to  command  the 
whole.  I  therefore  ordered  a  watering  party, 
then  employed ,  to  come  on  board,  and  sailed  on 
Snuday,  the  26th  of  April. 

We  kept  near  the  island  of  Kotoo  all  the 
afternoon  of  Monday,  in  hopes  that  »>ome  canoes 
would  rnuie  off  to  the  ship,  but  in  thin  we  were 
disappointed.  The  wind  being  northerly,  we. 
atcered  to  the  westward  in  the  evening,  to  pass 
south  of  Tofoa;  and  I  gave  dirfctions  for  this 
course  to  be  continued  during  the  night.  The 
master  had  the  fimt  watch,  the  gunner  the  middle 
watch,  and  Mr.  Christian  the  morning  watch. 
This  was  the  turn  of  duty  for  the  night. 

Hitherto  Ihe  voyage  had  advanced  in  a  course 
of  uninterrupted  proHpority^and  hail  been  attended 
with  circumstances  equally  pleasing  aud  satis- 
factory. Hut  a  very  ditfercnt  scene  was  now  to 
be  disclosed;  a  conspiracy  had  been  formed, 
which  was  to  ri'udrr  all  our  pa^it  labour  pro- 
ductive only  of  mi><ery  and  distress ;  and  it  had 
been  concerted  with  so  much  secrecy  and  cir- 
onmspection ,  that  no  one  circumstance  escaped 
Co  betray  the  impending  calamity. 

On  the  night  of  Monday  ,  Ihe  watch  was  set 
as  1  have  described.  Just  before  sunrise ,  on 
Tuesday  morning,  while  I  was  yet  asleep,  Mr. 
Christ  ian,  with  thr  master-at-arms,  gunner's  mate, 
nnd  Thomas  Hurkitt,  seaman,  ranie  into  my  cabin, 
nnd,  seising  me,  tied  my  hands  with  a  cord  be- 
hind my  back;  threatening  me  with  instant  death 
If  I  spoke  or  made  the  least  noise.  I  never- 
theless called  out  as  loud  as  I  could ,  in  hopes 
flf  assistance;  but  the  officers  not  of  their  party 
were  already  secured  by  sentinels  at  their  doors. 
At  m>  own  c^bin-door  were  three  men,  besides 
the  four  within;  all  except  Christian  had  mus 
kets  and  bayonets ;  he  had  only  a  cutlass.  1  was 
dragged  out  of  bed ,  and  forced  on  deck  in  my 
•hirt,  suffering  grpat  pain  in  the  mean  time  from 
the  tightness  with  which  my  hands  were  tied. 
On  demanding  the  reason  of  such  violence,  the 
only  answer  was  abuse  for  not  holding  my  tongue. 
The  master,  the  gunner,  surgeon,  master's  mate, 
nnd  \elson,  the  gardener,  were  kept  confined 
below ,  and  the  fore-hatchway  was  guarded  by 
■ontinols.  The  boatswain  and  carpenter,  and 
also  the  clerk,  were  allowed  to  come  on  deck, 
where  they  saw  me  standing  abaft  the  mizen- 
■nst,  with  my  hands  tied  behind  my  back,  under 
a  guard,  with  Christian  at  their  head.  The  boat- 
■waiu  was  then  ordered  to  hoist  out  the  launch, 
accompanipd  by  a  threat,  if  he  did  not  do  It  in- 
stantly, TO   TJIKR  CinE  OV    HIMSRI.V. 

The  boat  being  hoisted  out,  Mr.  liayward  and 
Mr.  Hallct,  two  of  the  midshipmen,  and  Mr. 
Samael,  the  clerk,  weie  ordered  into  it.    I  de- 


nanded  the  intention  of  giving  this  order,  and 
endeavonrt^d  to  persuade  the  people  near  me  not 
to  persist  in  such  acts  of  violence;  but  it  was  to 
no  effect;  for  the  constant  answer  was,  *4lold 
your  tongue.  Sir,  or  yoii  are  dead  this  moment*' 

The  master  had  by  this  time  sent,  requesting 
that  he  might  come  on  deck,  which  was  permit 
ted  ;  but  he  was  soon  ordered  back  again  to  his 
cabin.  My  exertions  to  turn  the  tide  of  atTairt 
were  continued;  when  Christian ,  changing  the 
cutlass  he  held  for  a  bayonet,  and  holding  me 
by  the  cord  about  my  hands  with  a  strong  gripe, 
threatened  me  with  immediate  death  If  1  would 
not  be  quiet;  and  the  villains  aroand  me  had 
their  pieces  cocked  and  bayonets  fixed. 

Certain  individuals  were  called  on  to  get  into 
the  boat,  and  were  hurried  over  the  ship's  side; 
whence  I  concluded,  that  along  with  them  I  was 
to  be  set  adrift.  Another  effort  to  bring  about 
a  change  produced  nothing  but  menaces  of  hav- 
ing my  brains  blown  out. 

The  boatswain  and  those  seamen  who  were  to 
be  put  Into  the  boat ,  were  allowed  to  collect 
twine,  canvas,  lines,  sails,  cordage,  an  eight- 
and-twenty  gallon  cask  of  water ;  and  Mr.  Sa 
muel  gut  150  pounds  of  bread,  with  a  bmall 
quantity  of  rum  and  wine ;  also  a  quadrant  and 
compass;  but  he  was  prohibited,  on  pain  of  death, 
to  touch  any  map  or  astronomical  book,  and  any 
instrument^  or  anv  of  my  surveys  and  drawings. 

The  mutineers  having  thus  forced  those  of  the 
seamen  whom  thev  wished  to  get  rid  of  into  the 
boat,  Christian  directed  a  dram  to  be  served  to 
each  of  his  crew.  1  then  unhappily  saw  that 
nothing  could  be  done  to  recover  the  ship.  The 
officers  were  next  called  on  deck ,  and  forced 
over  the  ship's  side  into  the  boat,  while  1  was 
kept  apart  from  cverv  one  abaft  the  misen  mast. 
Christian,  armed  witli  a  bayonet ,  held  the  cord 
fastening  my  hands ,  and  the  guard  around  me 
stood  with  their  pieces  cocked ;  but  on  my  daring 
the  ungrateful  wretches  to  fire,  they  uncocked 
them.  Isaac  Martin,  one  of  them,  I  saw  had  an 
inclination  to  assist  me  ;  and  as  he  fed  me  with 
shadock,  my  lips  being  quite  parched,  we  ex- 
plained each  other's  sentiment*<  by  IooLh.  Hat 
this  was  observed ,  and  ht*  was  removed.  He 
then  got  into  the  boat,  attempting  to  lea\e  the 
ship ;  however ,  he  was  com|ielled  to  return. 
Some  others  were  also  kept  contrary  to  their 
inclination. 

it  appeared  to  me,  that  Christian  was  some 
time  in  doubt  whether  he  should  keep  the  car- 
penter or  his  mates.  At '  ngth  he  determined  on 
the  latter,  and  the  car  iter  was  ordered  into 
the  boat.  He  was  permitted,  though  not  without 
opposition,  to  take  his  tool-chest. 

Mr.  Samuel  secured  my  Journals  and  commiiision. 
with  some  important  ship-papers ;  this  he  din 
with  great  resolution,  though  strictly  Hatched. 
He  attempted  to  save  the  time  keeper,  and  a 
box  with  my  surveys,  drawings,  and  remarks  for 
fifteen  years  past ,'  which  were  very  numerous, 
when  he  was  hurried  away  with — ^'Damn  your 
eyes,  yon  are  well  off  to  get  what  you  have." 

Much  altercation  took  place  among  the  mutiu 
ous  crew  during  the  transaction  of  this  whole 
affair.  Some  swore,  *4'11  be  damned  if  he  does 
not  find  his  way  home,  if  he  gets  aii}  thing  with 
him,"  meaning  me ;  and  when  the  carpenter's 
chest  was  carrying  away,  "Damn  my  eyes,  he 
will  have  a  vessel  built  in  a  month;*'  while 
others  ridiculed  the  helpless  situation  of  the 
boat,  which  was  very  deep  in  the  water,  and 
had  so  little  room  for  those  who  were  in  her. 
As  for  (^hrlstian,  he  seemed  as  if  meditating  dc- 
stmction  on  himself  and  every  one  else. 

I  asked  for  arms,  but  the  mutineers  laughed 
at  me,  and  said  I  was  well  acqnainted  with  the 

Ceople  among  whom  I  was  going;  four  cnt lasses, 
owever,   were  thrown  into^  the  boat,  after  we 
were  veered  astern. 
The  ofiiccrs  and  »en  being  in  iht  boat,  ther 
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they  are  direct  manifestations  of  mind,  and 
presuppose  poetry  in  their  very  conception ; 
and  have,  moreover,  as  being  sach,  a  some- 
thing of  actual  life,  which  cannot  belong 
to  any  part  of  inanimate  nature,  unless  we 
adopt  the  system  of  Spinoza,  that  the  world 
is  the  Deity.  There  can  be  nothing  more 
poetical  in  its  aspect  than  the  city  of  Venice: 
does  this  depend  upon  the  sea,  or  the 
canals?— 

**Tlie  dirt  and  tea-weed  whenee  prood  Teniee 

pomI" 

Is  it  the  canal  which  runs  between  the  pa- 
lace and  the  prison,  or  the  ^^Bridge  of  Sighs'* 
which  connects  them ,  that  renders  it  poet- 
ical? Is  it  the  "Canal*  Grande,**  or  the  Ri- 
alto  which  arches  it ,  the  churches  which 
tower  over  it,  the  palaces  which  line,  and 
the  gondolas  which  glide  over  the  waters, 
that  render  this  city  more  poetical  than 
Rome  itself?  Mr.  Bowles  will  say,  per- 
haps, that  the  Rialto  is  but  marble,  the 
palaces  and  churches  only  stone,  and  the 
gondolas  a  *  ^coarse**  black  cloth ,  thrown 
over  some  planks  of  carved  wood,  with  a 
■hining  bit  of  fantastically-formed  iron  at 
the  prow,  ^'^withouf  the  water.  And  I  tell 
him  that  without  these  the  water  would  be 
nothing  but  a  clay-coloured  ditch,  and 
whoever  says  the  contrary ,  deserves  to  be 
at  the  bottom  of  that  were  Pope's  heroes 
are  embraced  by  the  mud  nymphs.  There 
would  be  nothing  to  make  the  canal  of 
Venice  more  poetical  than  that  of  Padding- 
ton  ,  were  it  not  for  the  artificial  adjuncts 
above  mentioned,  although  it  is  a  perfectly 
natural  canal,  formed  by  the  sea,  and  the 
innumerable  islands  which  constitute  the 
eite  of  this  extraordinary  city. 

The  very  Cloaca  of  Tarquin  at  Rome 
are  as  poetical  ns  Richmond -Hill;  many 
will  think  more  so.  Take  away  Rome,  and 
leave  the  Tiber  and  the  seven  hills  in  the 
nature  of  Evander's  time :  let  Mr.  Bowles, 
or  Mr.  Wordsworth,  or  Mr.  Southey,  or 
any  of  the  other  ''naturals,**  make  a  poem 
upon  them,  and  then  see  which  is  most 
poetical,  their  production,  or  the  common- 
est guide  -  book  which  tells  you  the  road 
from  St.  Peter*s  to  the  Coliseum,  and  in- 
forms you  what  you  will  see  by  the  way. 
The  ground  interests  in  Virgil ,  because  it 
wiU  be  Rome ,  and  not  because  it  is  Evan- 
der*s  rural  domain. 

Mr.  Bowles  then  proceeds  to  press  Homer 
into  his  service,  in  answcT  to  a  remark  of 
Mr.  Campbeirs,  that  ''Homer  was  a  great 
describer  of  works  of  art.**  Mr.  Bowles 
contends  that  all  his  great  power,  even  in 
this,  depends  upon  their  connexion  with 
nature.  The  "shield  of  Achilles  derives  its 
poetical  interest  from  the  subjects  described 
on  it.**    And  from  what  docs  the  spear  of 


the  celestial  annonr,  and  tbe  very  )nm 
greaves  of  the  wellbooted  Greeks  1  li| 
solely  from  the  lega,  aod  tlic  barlu  isdh 
breast ,  and  the  human  body ,  whick  ^ 
inclose?  In  that  ca«e,  it  woald  havcW 
more  poetical  to  have  made  thca  tt 
naked ;  and  GuUej  and  Gregson ,  m  kit 
nearer  to  a  state  of  nature,  are  raorefii 
ical,  boxing  in  a  pair  of  drawers,  thai  lb 
tor  and  Achilles  in  radiant  armoar.  m^ 
with  heroic  weapons. 

Instead  of  the  clash  of  helmets ,  aid  i 
rushing  of  chariots «  and  the  whisna;  i 
spears ,   and  the  f^lancing^  of  swords .  m 
the  cleaving  of  shields,  and  the  pieffciii|:4 
breast-plates,  why  not  represent  the 
and  Trojans  like  two  savage  tribes,  tarsia 
and  tearing,  and  kicking.,  and  bitisfr,  ni 
gnashing,  foaming,  grinning,  and  gf^tjdi^ 
ui  all  the  poetry  of  martiai  nature,  no- 
cumbered  with  gross,  prosaic  artificial in% 
an  equal  superflnity  to  the  natural  waimr, 
and  his  natural  poet?    Is  there  any  tknc 
nnpoetical  in  Ulysses  striking  the  homfd 
Rhesus  with  his  bow  (having  forgottcihii 
thong),  or  would  IHr.  Ilowles  have  hadUa 
kick  them  with  his  foot ,    or  smack  1km 
with  his  hand ,  as  bein^  more  nasopkiiti- 
cated? 

In  Gray's  Elegy,  is  there  aa  image  mm 
striking  than  his  *' shapeless  scnlptaref 
Of  sculpture  in  general,  it  may  be  olwrrni 
that  it  is  more  poetical  than  natnre  itidL 
inasmuch  as  it  represents  and  bodifs  foril 
that  ideal  beauty  and  sublimity  whick  k 
never  to  be  found  in  actual  nature.  Tkb 
at  least  is  the  general  opinion ;  bnt.  alwiyi 
excepting  the  Venus  di  Medicb,  I  ^iikff 
from  that  opinion,  at  least  as  far  as  recall 
female  beauty ;  for  the  head  of  Lady  CkiF 
lemont  (when  I  first  saw  her ,  nine  jcsn 
ago>  seemed  to  possess  all  that  scalptsit 
could  require  for  its  ideal.  I  recollect  tes- 
ing  something  of  the  same  kind  in  the  hcsi 
of  an  Albanian  girl,  who  was  actoallj  em- 
ployed in  mending  a  road  in  the  mountaisii 
and  in  some  Greek ,  and  one  or  two  Italia 
faces.  Hni  of  subHmiiy ,  I  have  niTver  sea 
any  thing  in  human  nature  at  all  to  if- 
proach  the  expression  of  sculpture,  other  ii 
the  Apollo,  the  M(»ses.  or  other  of  Ai 
sterner  works  of  ancient  or  modern  art. 

Let  us  examine  a  little  further  this  ^htk- 
ble  of  green  fields,**  and  of  bare  nature  it 
general ,  as  superior  to  artificial  imagcfj* 
for  the  poetical  purposes  of  the  fine  wtU. 
In  landscape-painting,  the  great  artist  dsei 
not  give  you  a  literal  copy  of  a  coantrj; 
but  he  invents  and  composes  one.  Kataii^ 
in  her  actual  aspect,  does  not  fnndsh  hia 
with  such  existing  scenes  as  he  re^alwa 
Even  where  he  presents  yon  with  smae  flk- 
mous  city,  or  celebrated  scene  firoai  aiaaf- 
Achllles  derive  its  intereat?  and  Ui«  HeV- 1  taVti  ot  ^Iher  aatur&i  it  nrast  be  takea  tmm 
met  aod  the  mail  wotn  by  YaiKficVBA>  a»4\fnvDA  YV^^^»&aa  ^in^  ^ 
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LrrrEn  on  bowlbs-  mucruBBs  on  fofe.  flg^ 

mch  lighl ,   and  ihade ,  mi  dtitanee,  u£  "tower,"  It  would  havo  limn  u  pooticsl  as 

Mrre  not  only  to  heighten  itl  beaatiet,  bat  if  he  had  compared  her  to  a  tree. 
tn  ihedow  iu  deronnltie*.     The  poetr;  of      ..The  vtrtnoni  Marcta  tmri  abore  her  lei," 

Natore  alone,  eroei;,  a.  ihe  appear.,  li  not  ,,  „  !„,„„„  „,  „  arlltdal  imnn  tn  ai- 
aalDrieal  to  bear  him  oat.    The  .eiy  -Vj  ,  „„^  ,„pe,l„,itj.  Bnt  sJommt,  It 

of  hu  painUnc  !■  not  the  porlrml  ot  the  ehy  f^  probable,  did  not  enmpare  hie  beloved^ 

or  Nataret  it  »  a  empoeilinn  of  different  „„  „  ,  ,.„„,,  „  „„,„„,  „,  ,„  ,       ^ 

•far.,  obeerred  at  dlffereat  time.,  and  not  bntof  it.  .rmmotty ;  and.  malinifallowanco 

Uie  whole  copied  fniin  anj  porrtcalar  day.  ,„  ea.tem  hvperbolc  and  the  difSeultr  of 

And  wbjl  Beeno.o  N.Inre  1.  not  laruhof  „„„       ,  j,/^^,  |^         ,„  ,  j^,,,  „^ 

bar  beaatlCi    the,   are  widely  .catlered  ,,  „•        „  ,.        j^^  j  ,  „ 

and  uccaiionally  di. played,    to  be  (electad  ^     other  r         r         a  a 

with  care,  and  aalhered  with  dimcnlty.  J„  ,,  ^,  ,„,„,„,  ^  „^„  ,„  f,^^, 

Of  Kalptare  1  hare  ]a.t  .poken.  _  It  1.  ™rpo.e..  What  make,  a  regiment  nf  mI- 
the  great  «ope  of  the  «:alplor  to  beightea  5,,^  ,  „„  |,„j|,  „y,„  „,"  ,„  ^„  „„ 
Mtnre  into  heroic  beaaty  i.  e  la  plala  „„em,..ofmobl  Th.irana.,tbeirdrc.«.. 
Eagluh,  to  .arpan  hi.  model,  "boa  Ca-  j,,;,  baoocr.,  and  the  on  and  aillllcl.1 
no.a  form,  a  .Utae,  be  Uke.  a  limb  from  „,„  „,  n,,,  „,|,|„  ,nd  mniemcala. 
on.  a  hand  from  another,  a  foataiWrom  /nighlander.  pl.ld,  a  Mii..alman'.  tarbaa, 
•  third,  and  a  .hapo.  itmaybe,  from  a  ,„j  J  «,„„  ^,  are  m»re  poetical  tbao 
Hiorlh.  piobahly  at  the  mm.  Ome  laiprn,-  u„u,i„,edornn?alb,oed  baltock.ofa  New- 
lag  op..n  all,  a.  the  Sreek  at  old  did  la  s^j,,,,,  „  altliongh  they  were  da- 
emUodjing  hi.  Vena..  ^ritej  hy    wSlliam    Wnid.wortb  blpueir 

A.k  a   portrait -paiatcr  to  d».nbe  hb  „^,  ^,  .fij;,,,  ,„  i,,,    ,       , 
agonic,   in  accominndatlag   tbc  face,  with        ,  j„,  „„  „  many  monalaln.  a.  mn.l 

which  Nature  and  hi.  .itter.  bare  ciawded  ^^    „j  „„„  «eeU  than  the  generality 

hi.   paialingmom  to  the  principle,  ef  hi.  „,  ,„jm„„  ,   aad  ,  to  my  minf ,   a  largi 

ani  wilhtheeiception  ofparhap.  ten  fiica.  ^„  ,i,j  ,  ,„  ,^,  „',  a,,  n,,  „„„;. 

In  a.  mmij  miUinn.,  there  i.  not  one  which  j„,  ,j,„„     j.  „   ,„bi,  .„d  a.  poetical  a 
be   can  ..nl.™  to    gir.   withoat  .hiding  ,  „  .„  „,„  i„„t„.„  „'.„„  „. 

ninch  and  adding  more.     Nalnre,  ciactly  '^"^^      1  prefer  the '.mail  of  .cm.  g.«ll 

.imply    ba.,1,  N.tan,   will  make  no  great  |i„„i„,  »  ,i,|,  ,„  m  tackle,  to  the  sfotek 

arli.lofanykind    aadlea.lof.ll  a  poet-  ,,  „,  „,,  „  ,„,  ^„,„    „j  „,,„,,  ^„ 

the  met  amaciJ,  perh.p..   of  Jl    anuU  „^         ,       J„  ,,„  „^,  „„  „,  „      ,„ 

la  hi.  rery  ccnco.     With  nprd  to  aa-  ,j„  J„„  ,|,^  ,,,„,„  „^,i„rit,  of  '.Fal- 

taril  imagery,  the  poet,  are  obliged  to  take  „„,^,  Shipwreck,"  orer  all   other  .Up- 

..m.  of  tbcir  be.    .llniliation.  from  .rl.  ,^j     J,„  ,„'  „,  ^„,„i|,  ,     liet 

loo  ••J."'"  ■   '.fnanlain   1.  a.  clear  or  o„„  .,  g,e  t„„.  of  hi.  art ,  la  a  poJt  lil- 

clcarer  thaa  ,1a...     to  eiprm  it.  beaaty-  „.,  je,„||,„„,  „,  ft,  „il„,..  ,,£.    The« 

"0  fou  B..dni[B,  ipIc.dMl.r  vitro '.-  eery  Icrni. ,  by  bi.  applicatioa  ,    make  the 

In  tbc  ipeech  of  Mark  Aoloay,  the  body  of  cttcngtb  and  reality  of  fal.  poem.     Why  I 

Caearl.  diaplaycd,  bnt  ■oal.oii hi. maatl...  becaoM  he  wa.  a  poet,  and  In  the  handa 
of   a    poet    arl   will    oot    ho    foaad    leaa 

-Y..  all  1.  1...  thi.  .>a<l.,''  oraamiatal  Ihaa    aatate.     It  i.    prcei^ly 

—  —  —  ia    general    aatare,    and    in    .topping  nat 

..Lock!  In thI.  place Tut^M.lM' daH.rlkroe(k."  of  hi.  element,  that  Falconer  fail.;  where 

ar  .L  .  a.  J      'a  .a  .  <.      1       a  a  ho  dlgrc.ac    to    .pcok  of  aoclent  Oreec», 

If  the  poet  bad  »,d  that  Caa.la.  had  ran  „j  ..»^|,  j„„  J,  „,  |„„|,g.. 
hi.J^i  throagb  Ih.  real  of  tl»  »aa U.    n       ,    .  „,„        »  ,^,^^  ^ 

woaldbar.bad  more  of  Mr.  Bowie.',  ■■na-  ,         ^        ^^  ,<^  appciraCe  of  Natun 

tare-  to  help  It,  but  the  artiO.ial  doj,,,  h,„|, i, ^„„|i  J',,,;';. „,ile|al  laiag. 
II  more  poetical    lh>n   aay    oaturnl    hand  ° 

withnni  it    Id  the  lablinie  of  ncred  port-  Td*  Mirae^^'nrwiiiSe  "iM  ifcouXt^ 

17  ,   "Who  i«  tbU  that  cometh  from  E jomf  j-^ai  ihe  ireutt  grtnt  nd  m,    ' 

jrith dgtd garmenti  from  Boirah?"  Woutd  To  dlipcne  anr  ur«  %*»)' 

"the  comer"  be  |ioetical  without  hii  "djed        And  here  alio  wehave  Ihe  teleicope,  the 

garmenlt?"   which  (tiike  and  lUnle  the  mia-me  nf  which,  rTOiiiiHilloii,hM  rendered 

•pecUtor,    and    ideatify  the    approadiiD;  Hr.  Bowles  m  irinmphant  over  Mr.  Caup- 

objeet.  bell. 

The  HMlher  of  Slcera  U  reprewnted  Ii«l- 
enini^  for  the  "vikeolf  of  ku  cAttriol."  So- 
loDloii.  in  hEi  Song;,  compare!  the  noaa  of 

hi*  beloved  to  "a  tower,"  which  to  ni  ap-  Campbell i 
peart  an  eaiteia  exaggeration.    If  he  had  t,j|,  _ 

taU,  ttat  hea  ttatmn  wu  like  Hat  •!  ■  cm  i 
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la  nattlDS  vcbbo  alls  Chiesa  dl  Saa  Marco  alia 
laadazinne  di  qiiello." 

**Trattato  di  Mf»»er  Marino  Faliero  Do^e, 
tratto  da  una  Cronica  antira.  EsBendo  venuto  _ 
11  Giovi'di  dclla  Caccia,  fu  fatta  giUMia  il  Holito 
la  Caccia.  E  a*  qii«'  tempi  dopo  fatta  la  (Taccia 
«'  aiiUa\a  in  I'allazo  del  noj^n  in  una  di  quelle 
iSale,  c  con  donnc  iaccvani  iinafcMticciiiola,  dove 
iti  ballava  fiiio  alia  prima  ('ampaiia,  e  veniva 
una  (^ilazionir ;  la  quale  »pcha  I'accva  Me««rr  lo 
Do|ri%  quaiido  v*  era  la  Du|^arei«fia.  E  piiscia 
tiitii  audavano  a  cat^a  Hiia.  Sopra  la  qual  fetia, 
parr,  che  Ser  Michcle  ^tteno,  molto  i^uvane  e 
piiveru  Gentiluomo,  ma  ardito  a  antutu,  11  qual* 
era  innamorato  in  certa  donzrila  delta  Dopa- 
rmiia,  eMflendo  buI  ^^olajo  apprcvso  le  Dunue,  fa- 
ccHMC  ccrf  at  to  nnn  convenieiite,  adco  che  il 
Doge  romendo  ch'e*  foBBO  buttato  giii  dal  Solajo. 
K  cciHi  qiiegli  Scndieri  del  Doj^c  lo  Bpinsero  (ciii 
di  quel  Solajo.  haiinde  a  Ser  Michele  parve, 
che  foBBef^li  xtata  fatta  troppo  prandc  ifrnominia. 
G  non  ronsiderando  altramenie  il  fine,  ma  so 
pra  quella  paBoione  fnruita  la  FeBta,  e  andati 
tutti  \ia,  quella  notte  efrli  aadb,  e  Bulla  cad refra, 
duvu  aedeva  il  Dnfre  nella  Sala  delT  Ldienza 
(perche  allora  i  Dn{^  non  tenevano  panno  di 
H-ta  vopra  la  cadrcj^a,  ma  BPde%'ano  in  una  ca- 
drcga  di  le^no)  Bcrisse  alcune  parole  dizoneite 
del  Dope  e  del  la  DofareB(>a,  cioe :  Marin  Falifro 
dnlla  btita  mo  fife. :  AUri  la  fode,  ed  effli  la  man- 
tiene.  fi  la  maliina  fiirnno  \edute  tali  parole 
ecritte.  E  parve  una  hrutta  coaa.  E  per  la 
Sifrnnria  fu  commeBisa  la  cotta  afli  Avvufadori 
del  f^omunc  con  prande  efficacia.  I  quali  Avvo- 
ffadori  Bubito  diedrro  tafr]ia  f^rande  per  venire 
in  chiaro  della  vcrita  di  chi  avea  Hcritto  fal  let- 
tcra.  E  tandem  bI  Beppe,  rhr  Michele  Steno 
aveale  fcrittc.  E  fu  prr  la  Qiiarantia  prcso  di 
ritenerlo;  c  riteniito  cnnfcBNo,  che  in  quella  pas- 
Riunc>  d'  fBBere  vlato  Bpinto  giii  dal  Solajo,  pre- 
veiile  la  Bua  amante,   e^rli  avrale   Bcritte.    Onde 

iini  fu  placilatu  nel  detto  Conciplio,  e  parve  al 
^tuBiplio  Hi  per  rifpetto  all*  etii,  come  per  la 
caldezza  d'amore,  di  condannarlo  a  eompierodue 
mcHi  in  prifrione  verrato.  c  poi  ch*  c'  fuBBe  ban- 
dito  di  Venezia  e  dal  diBtretto  per  un'anno.  Per 
la  qual  condenna{;ione  tanto  piccola  il  Doptf  ne 
preBe  erande  Bdei^no,  pnrendo|;li  che  nun  foBse 
i(ata  fatta  quella  eBtimazioue  delta  cof>a,  che 
ricercava  la  sua  dif^nith  del  Ducato.  E  diceva, 
ch'  eirlino  dovenno  avrrlo  fatto  appicnare  per  la 
cola,  o  »aU*'m  bandirlo  in  prrpetuo  da  Vrnezia. 
£  perche  (quando  deve  Buccedere  un'  rfTctto  ^ 
nercMBarin  che  vi  concnrra  la  cagione  a  fare  taP 
efretlo)  era  dcBtinato,  che  a  MeBBer  Marino  Doge 
foBBe  tagliata  la  tcBta,  percio  occorBe,  che  en- 
trata  la  Qnaresima  it  ciorno  dopo  che  fii  con- 
dan  nato  il  detto  Ser  Michele  Steno,  un  Gentil- 
aomo  da  Ca  Harbaro,  di  natura  collerico,  an- 
daBBC  air  ArBcnale,  doraandaBBo  certc  coBe  al 
Padroni,  cd  era  alia  preaenza  de'  Signori  TAm- 
miraclio  delT  Arsenale.  II  quale  inteaa  la  do- 
manda,  diBne,  che  non  si  poteva  fare.  Quel  Gen- 
tiluomo venne  a  parole  coll'  Ammiraglio,  e  die- 
degli  un  pugno  bu  un'ochio.  E  perche  a\ea  un'- 
anello  in  deto,  culP  anello  eli  ruppe  la  pelle,  c 
fece  Bangue.  E  I'Ammiraglio  roBi  batiuto  e  in- 
Haniruinato  andb  al  Doge  a  lamentarBi,  acciorche 
II  Doge  faceBBC  fare  gran  punizione  contra  il 
detto  da  Ca  Barbara :  II  Doge  disBe :  Che  vuQi 
the  ti  faceiaf  Guarda  le  ignominiose  parole 
Btritte  di  me,  e  il  modo  rh'e  ttato  punito  quel 
ribaldo  di  Michele  Steno,  che  le  arrive.  E  quale 
ftima  hanno  i  Ouaranta  fatto  delta  pemna  no- 
Btrn.  Laonde  rAmmiraglio  gli  disBe:  Meeter  lo 
Ihtge,  «e  voi  volvte  farvi  Signore,  e  fare  tagliare 
tutti  que*ti  becchi  Gentiluomini  a  peMzi,  mi  batta 
Tanimo,  dandomi  voi  ajuto,  di  farvi  Signore  di 
quetta  l>-rra.  K  allora  voi  potrete  vattigare 
tutti  eoHtoro.  InleBe  qncBte,  il  Doge  diBBe,  Come 
«f  puo  fare  una  oinuie  cotaf  E  cosi  eatraroao 
in  ragiunamento. 
'il  Doge  mando  a  chiaaare  Ser  Bcrtucd  Fa- 


liero  ino  nlpote,   II  qaale  ataTa  coo  lal  li  h- 
laiio,  e  entraroBo  in  qneala  macchinaalwe.  ik 
•i   partirono  di   li,   che    mandarono   per  Fili|fi 
Calendaro,  nomo  marittimo  c  di  gran  fegui.  f 
per   Bertncci   Israel  lo,    inpeipierv   e  uomo  wi 
tiBBimo.    E  foniigliatiti    intiemc  diede  ordiMti 
chiamare  alcuni  altri.    K    cosi  per  alrnai  pen! 
la  notte   bI   riducevano    iDniemc    in   Palano  ■ 
cava   del    Doge.    E   cfaiamarono   a   parte  a  parit 
altri,  vidt'liect  Nireolh    Paginolo,    Giovaiii  h 
Cnrfii,  Slefano   Fagiaao,     IKircnIb    dalle  BrUt 
ISiccoIb  liiundo,  e  Slefano  TriviBaan.    E  tnlai 
di  fare  nedici  o  diciaietie  C'api  in  divervi  Ie«ki 
della  Terra,    i  quail   avcbhero    cadann  di  Im 
qnarant'uumini  provvif  ionati,    prrparati,  dm  it- 
cendo  a'  detti  Buoi  qnaranta   que- 1  In,   che  td1c<- 
sero  fare.  Ma  che  II  ciorno  utabilito  «{ aiwtnM 
di  far  qucBtionc  tra  lore    in    diversi    lungki.  ir- 
riocche  il  Doge   faceBBo  Funaro   a   $aa  Marci  Ir 
Campaue,   lo  quali   non    »■    posHono  raoaarr,  »' 
cgli  not    comanda.     E  al    auono    delle  CafflpiK 
queBti  Bedici   o  diciaBette  co"  f«uoi  uoraini  vf!ii»- 
Bero  a   San   Marco   allc   iitrade,    che  bafUi«  ii 
Piazza.    E  cobi  i  nobili  e  priinarj  CiitadizL  eke 
veniBBcro    in  Piazza,    per  aapere  del  rnmor«  rik 
ch'era,  li  tagtiaBBero  a  posxi.     E  segnito  4i«»u, 
che  foBse  cfaiamatu   per  Sigrnore  McBcer  Marin 
Faliero  Doge.     E  fermate  le  cuBe  tra  InrA.  na- 
bilitn  fu,  che  qneiito  duvcBa'  CBserc  a*  15  d'Aprfle 
del  1355  in    giurno  di  Mrrcoledi.     I^a  qvilr  m- 
chinazione   trattata   fu   tra    loro    ranto  Bf(:rt(a* 
menle,  che  mai  ne  pure  ae  nr  roBpottn,  noii  A* 
Be  ne  BapcBBC  cob'  alcuna.      Ma  il  Slg'niir"  Idtfi*, 
che  ha  Bempro  ajutato  queita  gloriuBieMinunio, 
c  che  pnr  le  kantimonle  e  gfiumizic  »oe  nai  dm 
I'ha  abbandonata,   ispirb  a  un  Heltrarao  Ikrra- 
masco,  il  quale  fu  mcsBn  Capo  di  anarant'  uAaial 
per  uno    de'   detti   cuuglurati     (il   quale  iuvfM 

aualche  parola,  aiccb^  comprcac  TeffetlB.  ck 
oveva  Buccedere,  c  il  Qual  era  di  cava  di  Sir 
^'iccolb  Lioni  de  Santo  Stefaoo)  di  andare  a  di . .  • 
d'Aprile  a  ('a^a  del  detto  Ser  Xiccolb  Lioai.  E 
^li  diBBO  ogni  coBa  delT  ordin  dalo.  II  qo^ 
intoBe  le  cove,  fima«e  come  lunrto ;  e  nine 
moltc  iiarticularita,  il  deUo  Bcltramo  ii  prm 
che  lo  tcnesBC  Begreto,  c  glielo  diasc,  accioccK 
il  detto  Ser  Mccolb  non  af  partiBae  di  cava  a  tf 
15  acciorhe  egli  non  foave  morto.  Ed  egli  tb- 
lendo  partirai,  il  fece  ritcnere  a  Buoi  di  raia.  c 
Berrario  in  una  camera-  Ed  eaBo  aada  a  ran 
di  M.  Giovanni  Gradenifro  ?\atoone,  il  quale  fi 
poi  Doge,  chf  Btava  anch*  rgli  a  Saato  Stefcao; 
e  diBBegli  la  coea.  La  quale  parendogli.  cflB>ra. 
d'una  grandiBBiraa  importanza,  tntti  e  due  aada- 
rono  a  cara  di  Ser  Marcn  Coruaro,  the  »nvi 
a  San  Felice.  E  dettogli  il  tutto,  tutti  t  tn 
deliberarono  di  venire  a  casa  del  detto  Ser  Pic- 
colo Linni,  ed  et^aminarc  il  detto  Beltraaio.  B 
quel  I o  CBaminato,  intCBC  le  cove,  II  fecero  *tan 
Borrato.  E  andarono  tntti  c  trc  a  San  SalvaivN 
in  SacriBtia,  e  mandarono  i  loro  famirli  a  cki- 
amarc  i  Coniiglierl,  gli  Avvondori,  i  Ca||i  de 
Dieci,  e  que'  del  roaiig-lio.  E  ridotti  iaiicBe 
diBBero  loro  le  cose.  I  qaali  rimaaero  morti.  E 
deliberarono  di  mandare  pel  detto  BeItraB0,c 
faitolo  venire  cautamente,  ed  CBaminatolo.  e  re- 
rifirate  le  cose,  ancnrch^  ne  BeatiBBero  gran  pa»- 
sione,  pure  pensarnno  la  pror«  inioae.  R  Mai- 
darono  pe*  Capi  de*  Quaranta,  pc'  Sigaari  dl 
notte,  pe'  Cani  de*  Sestieri,  e  pe*  Ciaqae  delta 
Pace.  E  ordinate,  ch*  egliao  eo*  loro  aoaiai 
trovassero  degli  altri  buoai  aoiniai,  e  maadaf- 
sero  a  casa  de'  Capi  de*  coBg:iurati,  »t  tofru 
mettesBero  loro  le  mani  addosBo.  E  tolsero  I 
detti  le  Maestrerie  dell'  Anicnale,  acciocche  i 
provTisioaati  de*  conginrati  non  potcssero  oflea- 
derli.  E  si  ridussero  ia  Palaaao  rerso  la  sen- 
Dove  ridotti  fecero  aerrare  le  portc  de  la  csne 
del  Palazzo.  E  naadarono  a  ordiaare  al  Can- 
panaro,  che  non  aoaaase  Ir  Tampaae.  E  cssi  fi 
caegnito,  e  meaae  le  aani  addoBPo  a  Inlli  i  ■•- 
mlaati  di  iopra,  faroan  que*  coadotii  alPalaias 
E  vedendo  II  Ctmaiglio  de*  INeol,  eke  11  Dogt 
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ionf,  though  in  fupeniataiiil  circoin- 
i»4ucet.  What  made  Socrate*  the  greatest 
■4i^  men  fJlU  moral  trath — hit  ethics.  What 
faliroved  Jesas  ("hrist  the  Son  of  God  hardlj 
:^eM  than  his  miracles?  His  moral  precepts, 
i^nd  if  ethics  have  made  a  philosopher  the 
jlrst  of  men ,  and  have  not  heen  disdained 
r  Mm  an  a4junct  to  his  Gospel  by  the  Deity 
ihimself,  are  we  to  be  told  that  ethical  poet- 
ry, or  by  whatever  name  yon  term  it, 
iVrhose  object  is  to  make  men  better  and 
wiser,  is  not  the  very  first  order  of  poetry; 
rnnd  are  we  to  be  told  this  too  by  one  of 
the  priesthood?  It  requires  more  mind, 
more  wisdom,  more  power,  than  all  the 
^^forests*"  that  ever  were  ''walked**  for  their 
^^description,**  and  all  the  epics  that  ever 
^rere  founded  upon  fields  of  battle.  The 
Ckorgics  are  indisputably ,  and,  I  believe, 
mnditputedly ,  even  a  finer  poem  than  the 
JRneid.  Virgil  knew  this ;  he  did  not  order 
tkem  to  be  burnt. 


"Tke  proper  stndy  of  maakind  is  mail.** 

It  is  the  fashion  of  the  day  to  lay  great 
atress  upon  what  they  call  ''imagination** 
and  ''invention,**  the  two  commonest  of 
qualities:  an  Irish  peasant,  with  a  little 
whiskey  in  his  head,  will  imagine  and  in- 
vent more  than  would  furni«h  forth  a  modem 
poem.  If  Lucretius  had  not  been  spoiled 
by  the  Epicurean  system,  we  should  have 
had  a  far  superior  poem  to  any  now  in 
existence.  As  more  poetry ,  it  is  the  first 
of  Latin  poems.  What  then  has  mined  it? 
His  ethics.  Pope  has  not  this  defect ;  his 
moral  is  as  pure  as  his  poetry  is  glorious. 
In  speaking  of  artificial  objects,  I  have 
omitted  to  touch  upon  one  which  I  will 
now  mention.  Cannon  may  be  presumed 
to  be  as  highly  poetical  as  art  can  make 
her  objects.  Mr.  Bowles  will,  perhaps,  tell 
me  that  this  is  because  they  rcucmble  that 
grand  natural  article  of  sound  in  heaven, 
and  simile  upon  earth  —  thunder.  I  shall 
be  told  triumphantly ,  that  Milton  made 
sad  work  with  his  artillery,  when  he  armed 
his  devils  therewithal.  He  did  so;  and  this 
artificial  object  must  have  had  much  of  the 
sublime  to  attract  his  attention  for  such  a 
conflict.  He  htu  made  an  absurd  use  of 
it;  but  the  absurdity  consists  not  in  using 
cannon  against  the  angels  of  God ,  but  any 
material  weapon.  'Ilie  thnndcr  of  the  clouds 
would  have  been  as  ridiculous  and  vain  in 
the  hands  of  the  devils,  as  the  "villanous 
saltpetre:**  the  angels  were  as  impervious 
to  the  one  as  to  the  other.  The  thunder- 
bolts became  sublime  in  the  hands  of  the 
Almighty,  not  as  such  but  because  he  deigns 
to  use  them  as  a  means  of  repelling  the 
rebtl  spirits;  but  no  one  can  attribute  their 
defrat  to  this  grand  piece  of  natnral  elec- 
tricity :  the  Almighty  willed,  and  they  fell; 
his  word  woaldhavo  beea  enough;  aad 


Milton  is  as  absurd  (and  in  fact,  hfasphcm^ 
otts)  in  putting  material  lightninffs  into  the 
hands  of  the  Godhead  as  in  giving  him 
hands  at  all. 

The  artillerv  of  the  demons  was  but  the 
first  step  of  his  mistake ,  the  thunder  the 
next,  and  it  is  a  step  lower.  It  would  have 
been  fit  for  Jove,  but  not  for  Jehovah.  The 
subject  altogether  was  essentially  unpoet- 
ical ;  he  has  made  more  of  it  than  another 
could,  but  it  is  beyond  him  and  all  men. 

In  a  portion  of  his  reply,   Mr.  Bowlet 
asserts  that  Pope  "envied  PliilipM**  because 
he  quiiied  his  pastorals  in  the  Guardian,, 
in  that  most  admirable  model  of  irony,  his 
paper  on  the  subject.  If  there  was  any  thing 
enviable  about  Philips,  it  could  hardly  be 
his  pastorals.     They  were  despicable,  and 
Pope  expressed  his  contempt.   If  Mr.  Fitz- 
gerald published  a  volume  of  sonnets ,   or 
a  "Spirit  of  Discovery,**  or  a  "Missionary,** 
and  Mr.  Bowles  wrote  in  any  periodical 
journal  an  ironical  paper  upon  them,  would 
this  be  "envy?**  The  authors  of  the  "Re- 
jected Addresses**  have  ridiculed  the  sixteen 
or  twenty  "first  living  poets**  of  the  day ; 
but  do  they  "envy**  them  ?  "Envy**  writhes, 
it  don*t  laugh.    The  authors  of  tlie  Re- 
jected .Addresses  may  despise  some,    but 
they  can  hardly  "envy**  any  of  the  persons 
whom  they  have  parodied ;  and  Pope  could 
have  no  more  envied  Philips  than  he  did 
Welsted,  or  Theobalds,  or  Smedley,  or  any 
other  given  hero  of  the  Dunciad.  He  could 
not  have  envied  him,  even  had  he  himself 
not  been  the  greatest  p«»et  of  his  age.    Did 
Mr.  Ings  "eneif"  Mr.  Philips  when  he  asked 
him,  "how  came  your  Pjrrhus  to  drive 
oxen,  and  say,  I  am  goaded  on  by  love?** 
This  question  silenced  poor  Philips;  but 
it  no  more  proceeded  from  "envy**  than 
did  Pope*s  ridicule.     Did  he  envy  Swift  f 
Did  he  envy  Bolingbroke?  Did  he  envy 
Gay  the  unparalleled  success  of  his  "Beg- 
gar*s  Opera  ?**   We  may  be  answered  that 
these   were  his  friends  —  tnie;    but  does 
friendship  prevent  envy^    Study  the  first 
woman  you  meet  with ,  or  the  first  scrib- 
bler; let  Mr.  Bowles  himself  (whom  I  ar- 
quit  fully  of  such  an  odious  quality)  study 
some  of  his  own  poetical  intimates:    the 
most  envious  man  I  ever  heard  of  is  a  poet, 
and  a  high  one;  besides  it  is  an  universai 
passion.     Goldsmith  envied  not  only  the 
puppets  for  their  dancing,    and  broke  his 
shins  in  the  attempt  at  rivalry,  but  was 
seriously  angry  because  two  pretty  women 
received  more  attention  than  he  did.  This 
is  envy ;  but  where  does  Pope  show  a  sign 
of  the  passion?  In  that  case  Dryden  envied 
the  hero  of  his  Mac  Flecknoe.  Mr.  Bowles 
compares ,  when  and  where  he  can  ,   Popa 
with  Cowper  ( the  sakne  Cowper  whom  in 
hU  edition  of  Pope  he  laughs  at  for  his 
attafihoMai  to  aa  old  ^^saasBk,^  llb».\^^E«V«kV 
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APPENDIX    TO    MARINO    FALIEBO. 


When  thli  Dake  had  held  the  Dakedom  dnriof 
nine  months  and  lix  days,  he  bcinf  wicked  and 
ambitious,  soaght  to  make  himself  lord  of  Veniee, 
in  the  manner  which  I  have  read  in  an  ancient 
chronicle.  When  the  Tlinrsday  arrived  npon 
which  they  were  wont  to  hunt  theBnll,  the  Ball- 
hunt  look  place  as  usual ;  and  accordinf^  to  the 
nsage  of  those  times,  after  tlie  Bull-hunt  had 
ended,  they  all  proceeded  unto  the  palace  of 
the  Duke,  and  assembled  together  in  one  of  his 
halls;  and  they  disported  themselves  with  the 
women.  And  until  the  first  bell  tolled  they 
danced,  and  then  a  banquet  was  served  up.  My 
Lord  the  Duke  paid  the  expenses  thereof,  pro- 
vided he  had  a  Duchesf,  and  after  the  banquet 
they  all  returned  to  their  homes. 

1\ow  to  this  feast  there  came  a  certain  8er 
Michele  Steno ,  a  gentleman  of  poor  estate  and 
very  young,  but  crafty  and  daring,  and  who 
loved  one  of  the  damsels  of  the  Duchess. — Ser 
Michele  stood  amongst  the  women  upon  the  so- 
lajo ;  and  he  behaved  indiscreetly ,  so  that  my 
Lord  the  Duke  ordered  that  he  should  be  kicked 
ofT  the  solajo;  and  the  Esquires  of  the  Duke 
flans:  him  down  from  the  solajo  accordingly.  8cr 
Michele  thought  that  such  an  affront  was  beyond 
all  bearing:  and  when  the  feast  was  over,  and 
all  other  persons  had  left  the  palace,  he,  con- 
tinning  heated  with  anger,  went  to  the  hall  of 
audience,  and  wrote  certain  unseemly  words  re- 
lating to  the  Duke  and  the  Duchess,  npon  the 
chair  in  which  the  Duke  was  used  to  sit ;  for  in 
those  days  the  Duke  did  not  cover  his  chair  with 
eloth  of  sendal ,  but  he  sat  in  a  chair  of  wood. 
Ser  Michele  wrote  thereon : — Marin  Fhlfer,  the 
husband  of  the  fair  u>ife ;  others  kia*  her,  but  he 
heepa  her,"  In  the  mornine  the  words  were  seen, 
anil  the  matter  was  considered  to  be  very  scan- 
dalous; and  the  Senate  commanded  the  Avoga- 
dori  of  the  Commonwealth  to  proceed  therein  with 
the  greatest  diligence.  A  lareesse  of  great  amount 
was  immediately  proffered  oy  the  Avogadori  in 
order  to  discover  who  had  written  these  words. 
And  at  length  it  was  known  that  Michele  Steno 
had  written  them.  It  was  resolved  in  the  Council 
of  Forty  that  he  should  be  arrested ;  and  ho 
then  confessed  i  that  in  a  fit  of  vexation  and 
spite,  occasioned  by  his  being  thrust  off  the  so- 
lajo in  the  presence  of  his  mistress ,  he  had 
written  the  words.  Therefore  the  (Council  debated 
thereon.  And  the  Council  took  his  vouth  into 
consideration,  and  that  he  was  a  lover,  and 
therefore  they  adjudged  that  he  should  be  kept 
in  close  confinement  during  two  months,  and 
that  afterwards  he  should  be  banished  from  Ve- 
nice and  the  state  during  one  year.  In  conse- 
quence of  this  merciful  sentence  the  Duke  became 
exceedingly  wroth ,  it  appearing  to  him  that  the 
Council  had  not  acted  in  such  a  manner  as  was 
required  by  the  respect  due  to  his  ducal  dignity  ; 
and  he  said  that  they  ought  to  have  condemned 
Ser  Michele  to  be  hanged  by  the  neck ,  or  at 
least  to  be  banished  for  life. 

Now  it  was  fated  that  my  Lord  Duke  Marino 
was  to**have  his  head  cut  off.  And  as  it  is  ne- 
cessary when  any  effect  is  to  be  brought  about, 
that  the  cause  of  such  effect  mnst  happen,  it 
therefore  came  to  pa»s ,  that  on  the  very  day 
after  sentence  had  b<*en  pronounced  on  Ser 
Michele  Steno,  being  the  first  day  of  Lent,  a 
Gentleman  of  the  house  of  Harbaro ,  a  choleric 
Gentleman ,  went  to  the  arsenal  and  required  ! 
certain  things  of  the  masters  of  the  galleys.  ' 
This  he  did  in  the  presence  of  the  Admiral  of 
the  arsenal,  and  he,  hearing  the  reouest,  ans- 
wered,— lio,  it  cannot  be  done. — High  words 
arose  between  the  Gentleman  and  the  Admiral, 
and  the  Gentleman  struck  him  with  his  fist  Just 
above  the  eye;  and  as  he  happened  to  have  a 
ring  on  his  finger,  the  ring  cut  the  Admiral  and 
drew  blood.  The  Admiral,  all  bruised  and  bloody, 
ran  straight  to  the  Duke  to  complain,  and  with 
the  intent  of  praying  him  to  iailiet  some  heavy 


punishment  upon  the  Gentlenaa  of  Ca  Barto% 
— '*What  wouldst  thou  have  me  do  for  tk^r 
answered  the  Dnke ;— "think  apom  the  shaaefil 
gibe  which  hath  been  writtOD  coacerniag  ar; 
and  think  on  the  maaaer  la  which  they  hrf 
punished  that  ribald  Michele  Steno ,  who  vmi 
it ;  and  see  how  the  CoaacU  of  Forty  respeif 
our  person." — Upon  this  the  Admiral  aaswerW; 
—"My  Lord  Duke,  if  joa  woold  wish  to  aiki 
yourself  a  Prince  and  to  cut  all   thoee  cerkstf 

Eentlemen  to  pieces,  I  have  the  heart,  if  tss  ^ 
ut  help  me ,  to  make  yon  Priacc  of  all  tkii 
state;  and  then  yon  may  pnaiah  them  all"- 
Hearing  this,  the  Dnke  oaid : — ^^'H ow  caa  snch  i 
matter  be  brought  about  ?** — and  ao  they  ii»- 
coursed  thereoa. 

The  Duko  called  for  hie  nephew  Ser  Bertis- 
cio  Israello,  who  was  ezceediaglj  wily  and  caa- 
aiag.  Then  takiag  counsel  amoagst  themiehea 
they  agreed  to  call  in  aome  ochera ;  and  so.  Isr 
several  nights  8uccessi\  ely  ,  they  met  with  the 
Duke  at  home  in  his  palace.  Aad  the  fellsviig 
men  were  called  in  tinglv  ;  to  wit:  —  Mcsli 
Faginolo,  Giovanni  da  Corfa,  Stefaao,  ISiccsls 
dalle  Bende,  Niccolo  Bioado,  and  Stefaao  Tri- 
visiano. — It  was  concerted  that  sixteen  or  scvm- 
teen  leaders  should  be  stationed  in  various  paro 
of  the  city,  each  being  at  the  head  of  forty  Kts, 
armed  and  prepared;  but  the  followers  were  ssl 
to  know  their  destination.  On  the  appoiated  day 
they  were  to  make  affrays  amongst  ihemsehci 
here  and  there,  in  order  that  the  Dnke  night 
have  a  pretence  for  tolling  the  bells  of  Ssa 
Mareo:  these  bells  are  ae^cr  rang  bat  by  \U 
order  of  the  Duke.  And  at  the  sound  of  tfcs 
bells,  these  sixteen  or  seventeen,  with  ikeir 
followers,  were  to  come  to  San  Marco,  throsgft 
the  streets  which  open  npon  the  Piaxza.  Asd 
when  the  noble  and  leading  citizens  shoaldsaat 
into  the  Piaxxa ,  to  know  the  eanse  of  the  rist, 
then  the  conspirators  were  to  cat  them  in  piccn: 
and  this  work  being  finished,  my  Lord  Mariss 
Faliero  the  Duke  was  to  he  proclaimed  the  Lsid 
of  Venice.  Things  having  been  thns  sealed, 
they  agreed  to  fulfil  their  intent  on  Wednesday, 
the  fifteenth  day  of  April,  ia  the  jear  llSi  U 
covertly  did  they  plot,  that  ao  one  ever  dresal 
of  their  machinatioaa. 

But  the  Lord,  who  hath  always  helped  tkii 
most  glorious  city ,  aad  who ,  loviag  its  rigbl- 
eousness  and  holiness ,  hnth  never  forsaken  it 
inspired  one  Beltramo  Bergamasce  to  be  tk 
cause  of  briaging  the  olot  to  light  in  the  f«lls«- 
ing  manner.  This  Beltramo,  who  helsaged  ts 
Ser  Niccolo  Lioni  of  Saato  Stefaao ,  had  hcsrd 
a  word  or  two  of  what  was  to  take  place ;  sad 
so,  in  the  before-mentioned  month  of  April,  bs 
went  to  the  house  of  the  aforesaid  Ser  l^iessis 
Lioni,  and  told  him  all  the  particulars  ef  ihs 
plot.  Ser  Niccolo,  when  he  heard  all  tbeic 
things,  was  struck  dead,  as  it  were,  with  affright. 
He  heard  all  the  partlcnlara,  aad  Beltrams 
prayed  him  to  keep  it  all  secret  ;  aad ,  if  be 
told  Ser  Niccolo,  it  was  la  order  that  Ser 
Niccolo  might  stop  at  home  oa  the  fifteealk  d 
April ,  and  thus  save  his  life.  Beltramo  wm 
going,  but  Ser  Niccolo  ordered  his  servants  ts 
lay  hands  upon  him  and  lock  him  np.  Ser  Pic- 
colo then  went  to  the  house  of  Messer  Gisvsili 
Gradenigo  NasonI,  who  afterwards  became  Dake, 
and  who  also  lived  at  Saato  Stefaao ,  aad  uM 
him  all.  The  matter  seemed  to  him  to  he  sf  the 
very  greatest  importaace,  as  iadeed  it  was ;  sad 
they  two  weat  to  the  hooae  of  Ser  Marco  Csr- 
naro,  who  lived  at  Saa  Felice;  aad*  ha^iar 
spoken  with  him,  they  all  three  thea  dete raised 
to  go  back  to  the  house  of  Ser  Niccolo  Lioai,  M 
examine  the  said  Beltramo;  aad  haviag  qest- 
tioaed  him ,  aad  heard  all  that  he  had  U  ssy, 
they  left  him  ia  confinement.  And  then  tbej 
all  three  weat  iato  the  saeriaty  of  Saa  SaUatsrr, 
•ad  BMit  their  bHi  U  tamaoa  the  Coaasellsii. 
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tka  AvQgftdori,  tlie  Capi  de*  Died,  sad  tfcMe  of 
the  Great  Coaneil. 

WkeB  ell  were  asseBbled ,  tke  whole  etorT 
wai  told  to  then.  They  were  itrock  deed,  at  it 
were ,  with.  aJTricht.  They  determiaed  to  lead 
for  Beitraaio.  He  was  bronght  ia  before  them. 
They  eiamiaed  him  aad  aaeertaiaed  that  the 
matter  waa  trae ;  aad ,  althoagh  they  were  ex- 
ceediagly  troabled,  yet  they  determiaed  apoa 
their  measoret.  Aad  they  seat  for  the  Capi  do* 
Qaaraato,  the  8i|caori  «U  Notte,  the  Caal  do' 
eeetieri .  aad  the  Oiaqne  delta  Pace ;  aad  they 
were  ordered  to  aaoociate  to  their  mea   other 

food  mea  aad  trae ,  who  were  to  proeeed  to  the 
oasee  of  the  riaaleaders  of  the  ooaiatraey  aad 
oecore  theai.  Aad  thoY  lecared  the  loremea  of 
the  araeaal,  ia  order  that  the  eoaapiraton  mifht 
aot  do  mitdiief.  Toward!  aightfhll  they  afiem- 
bled  la  tbe  palace.  Whea  fhey  were  astembled 
ia  the  palace,  they  caoied  the  gatee  of  the  qaa- 
draag le  of  the  palace  to  be  shot.  Aad  they  teat 
to  the  keeper  of  the  bell-tower  ead  forbade  the 
tolliag  of  the  belle.  All  this  was  curried  iato 
aflTect.  The  before-meatioaed  coaspirators  were 
•ecared,  aad  they  were  browht  to  the  palace; 
aad  as  the  Ooaaeil  of  TeaViw  that  the  Dake 
was  ia  the  plot,  they  resolved  that  tweaty  of 
the  leading  mea  of  the  state  should  beassociatod 
to  them,  for  the  purpose  of  coasnltatioa  aad  do- 
liberatioB,  bat  that  they  shoald  aot  be  allowed 
to  ballot. 

These  tweaty  were  accordingly  called  ia  to 
the  Conaell  of  Tea;  aad  tbey  seat  for  mv  Lord 
Marino  Faliero  the  I>nke ;  and  my  Lord  Blariao 
was  then  coasorting  in  the  palace  with  aeople 
of  great  estote,  geatlemea,  aad  other  good  araa. 


■oae  of  whom  kaew  yet  how  the  fact  stood. 

At  the  same  time  Bertaccin  Israello ,  who ,  as 
oae  of  the  riagleaders,  was  to  head  the  coa- 
apirators  ia  SaaU  Croc'e,  was  arrested  aad  bonad. 
aad  brought  before  the  Couacil.  Zaaello  del 
Brio,  Nicoletto  di  Rosa.  Nicoletto  Alberto,  and 
the  Oaardiaga ,  were  also  Ukea ,  together  with 
aaveral  seamea,  aad  people  of  varions  raaks. 
These  were  examiaed,  aad  the  trath  of  the  plot 
was  ascertaiaed. 

Oa  the  siiteeath  of  April  Jndgmeat  was  givea 
la  the  Gonacil  of  Tea ,  that  Filippo  Caleadario 
aad  Bertaceio  Israello  shoald  be  haaged  apoa 
tke  red  pillars  of  the  baleoay  of  the  palace,  from 
which  the  Dnke  is  woat  to  look  at  tke  Ball-hoat: 
•ad  tkey  were  kaaged  with  gags  ia  their  mooths. 

The  aeit  day  the  followiag  were  coademaed : 
•— Niecolo  Zuccaolo,  Nicoletto  Bloado,  Nicoletto 
Hero  .Marco  Ginda,  Jacomello  Dagoliao,  Nico- 
latto  Fidele,  the  soa  of  Filippo  Calendaro,  Mar- 
•o  Torello ,  called  Israello ,  Stefaao  Tri%-isaao, 
the  moaer-chaager  of  8aata  Margherita,  aad 
Aatoaio  dalle  Beade.  These  were  all  Ukea  at 
Chiossa,  for  they  were  eadeavooriag  to  escape. 
Afterwards,  bv  virtae  of  the  seateace  which  was 
passed  open  them  la  the  Couacil  of  Tea,  they 
were  haaged  oa  saccessive  days,  some  siagly 
•ad  some  ia  couples ,  upoa  the  colamas  of  the 
palace,  begiaaiag  from  tne  red  colamas ,  aad  so 
goiag.  oawards  towards  the  caaal.  And  other 
prisoners  wore  discharged,  because,  although  they 
•ad  beea  involved  ia  the  coaspiracy,  yet  they 
kad  aot  assisted  in  it:  for  they  were  given  to 
aaderstaad  by  some  of  the  heads  of  the  Plot, 
that  they  were  to  come  armed  aad  nrepareo  for 
the  service  of  the  state ,  and  ia  orifor  to  secare 
certain  criminals ,  and  they  knew  nothing  else. 
Nicoletto  Alberto,  the  Gnardiaga,  aad  Bartolom- 
■leo  Ciruola  and  his  son,  aad  several  ethers, 
who  were  aot  guilty,  were  discharged. 

Oa  Friday,  the  siitoeath  4ay  of  April.  Jadg- 
meat  was  also  given ,  in  the  aforesaid  Connml 
of  Tea,  that  ray  Lord  Mariao  Faliero,  the  Duke, 
ehoald  hare  his  head  cut  off,  aad  that  the  eie- 
eotioa  shoald  be  doae  oa  the  lead  lag  -  place  of 
the  stoae  stoircase ,  where  the  Bakes  take  their 
aatk  whea  they  iirit  eatar  tha  pateat.    Ott  tha 


following  day,  the  seveatoeath  of  AprlU  the  doora 
of  the  palace  beiaa  shut,  the  Duke  had  his  head 
cat  off,  aboat  the  nour  of  noon.  Aad  the  cap  of 
estote  was  takea  fkom  the  1>uke*s  head  before 
he  came  dowa  stoirs.  Whea  the  eiecntioa  was 
over .  it  is  said  that  oae  of  the  Ooaaeil  of  Tea 
weat  to  the  colomas  of  the  palace  over  agaiaat 
the  place  of  St.  Mark ,  ai^  that  he  showed  tha 
bloody  sword  unto  the  people,  cryiag  oat  with  a 
load  voice^^The  terrible  doom  hath  fallea  apoa 
the  traitor  !**~aad  the  doors  were  opeaed ,  aad 
the  people  all  rushed  ia,  to  see  the  eorpse  of 
the  Duke,  who  had  beea  beheaded. 

It  mast  be  kaowa,  that  Ser  Giovaaai  Saavdo, 
dhe  eonacillor,  was  aot  preseat  whea  the  afore- 
said seatoace  was  proaouaced ;  beeaase  he  waa 
uawell  aad  reaiaiaed  at  home.  So  that  oaly 
fourteea  ballotted;  that  is  to  say,  five  conaeif- 
lors ,  aad  aiae  of  tlie  Couacil  of  Tea.  And  it 
was  a^Jadged ,  that  all  the  leads  aad  chattels  of 
the  Duke,  as  well  as  of  the  other  traitors,  shoald 
be  forfeited  to  the  stote.  Aad,  as  a  gnioe  to 
the  Duke,  it  was  resolved  ia  the  Couacilof  Tea, 
that  he  shoald  be  allowed  to  dispose  of  two 
thoasaad  dacats  oat  of  his  owa  property.  Aad 
it  was  resolved,  that  all  the  councillors  aad  all 
the  Avogadori  of  the  commonwealth,  these  of 
the  Couacil  of  Tea,  aad  the  members  of  the 
Juate  who  had  assistod  ia  passiag  seateace  oa 
the  Duke  aad  the  other  traitors,  should  have  the 
privilege  of  carryiag  arms  botn  by  day  aad  1^ 
eight  la  Veaice,  aad  l^om  Grade  to  Cavasere. 
Aad  they  were  also  to  be  allowed  two  footmea 
carryiag  arms,  the  aforesaid  footmea  liviag  aad 
boardlag  with  them  ia  their  owa  hoeses.  Aad 
he  who  did  aot  keep  two  footmea  might  traasfilr 
the  privilege  to  his  soas  or  his  brothers;  bat 
oaly  to  two.  Permissioa  of  carryiag  arms  wan 
also  greeted  to  the  fear  Notaries  of  the  Chaa- 
COTT,  that  is  to  say,  of  the  Supreme  Court,  who 
took  the  depositioas ;  aad  they  were  A  medio, 
Nicoletto  di  Lorlao ,  Steffaaello ,  aad  Pletro  de 
Coaraoetelli,  the  secretaries  of  the  Sigaori  di  Notte. 

After  the  traitors  had  beea  hanged ,  aad  the 
Dake  had  had  his  head  cntoflT,  the  stote  remaia- 
ed  ia  great  traaqulllity  aad  peace.  Aad,  as  I 
have  read  ia  a  chronicle,  the  corpse  of  the  Dake 
was  removed  ia  a  barge,  with  eight  torches,  to 
his  tomb  la  the  church  of  San  Giovaaai  e  Paolo, 
where  it  was  buried.  The  tomb  is  aow  ia  that 
aisle  ia  the  middle  of  the  little  church  of  Saata 
Maria  della  Pace,  which  was  built  by  Bishop 
Gabriel  of  Bergamo.  It  is  a  cofOa  of  stoae, 
with  these  words  eagraved  thereoa :  Heie  jae€t 
Domimua  Jtfisrlaas  FkOetro  Dux." -And  they  did 
aot  paiat  his  portrait  ia  the  hall  of  the  Great 
Couacil:— Bat  ia  the  place  where  it  ought  to 
have  beea,  you  see  these  words :— "Hfc  est  loeas 
Marini  Fhleiro  deeapitati  fro  erimimikmif'^mmd 
it  is  thought  that  his  house  was  greeted  to  tha 
charch  of^Seat*  Apostolo ;  it  was  that  great  aaa 
aear  the  bridge.  Yet  this  eoald  aot  be  the  case, 
or  else  the  fiuaily  bought  it  bach  tram  tha 
charch;  for  it  etill  beloags  to  Ch  Faliero.  I 
mast  aot  refrafa  from  aotiag,  that  some  wished 
to  write  the  followiag  words  ia  the  place  where 
his  portrait  oeght  to  have  beea,  as  aforesaid  :— 
"Marfnu§  FkUetro  Dux,  temeritat  me  ctptt,  jMraas 
htL  deeupiiatut  pre  erAate/tos."— Others ,  also, 
iadited  a  eooplet,  worthy  of  betog  iaseribed  apoa 
his  tomb:     • 

**Dux  Venetum  Jaeet  heie,  patriam  fui  prodtre 

ttntttut, 
^Seepira,  deeu§,  eeasam,  perdidU  ,  aifue  cuput," 


III. 

**A1  giovaae  Doge  Aadrea  Daadolo  saeeedetta 
aa  veoehia,  il  %W9  tardi  si  pose  al  timoae  della 
Iap■hbUa^  aa  aaaipra  prima  dl  fQuiL,  ^^ 
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4'  aopo  •  lal ,  ed  alU  patrU :  egU  h  Martao 
Faliero,  persoaaffio  a  me  moto  p«r  abUca  dlnefl- 
tiekesMU  Falsa  «ra  V  opiaioae  iatorao  a  lai, 
giaceki  egli  ti  aiMtri  foraito  pik  di  corranio, 
die  di  teaao.  I\oa  pago  delta  prima  digaitk, 
eatrb  eoa  liaiitro  piede  ael  pabblieo  Palasso: 
iBpercioceke  queilo  Doge  deiVeaeti,  nagiitrato 
aacro  ia  latti  i  Mcoli,  eke  dagli  aatichi  fk 
•empre  veaerato  qaal  aaiae  ia  qaella  cittk,  V 
altr'  Jeri  fo  dccollato  ael  veetibolo  delP  iitoMo 
Palasso.  Divcorrerei  fia  dil  priacipio  le  eaoae 
di  aa  tale  eveato,  te  coai  vario,  cdambigao  aoa 
ae  footc  il  grldo.  Kettuao  perb  lo  •eooa,  tutti 
afrermaao,  eke  egli  abbia  volnto  eaagiar  qaalcbe 
COM  aeir  ordiac  della  repabblica  a  lai  tramaa- 
dato  dai  aiaggiori.  Cbe  cletiderava  egli  di  pin? 
lo  soa  d'  avvito,  cbe  egli  abbia  otteanto  eib, 
cbe  aoa  si  coacedette  a  aeasaa  altro:  meatre 
adempivagli  afficj  di  legato  preeeo  il  Poatefice,  e 
■olle  rive  del  Rodaao  trattava  la  pace,  cbe  io  priaa 
di  lai  avevo  iadarao  teatato  di  coacbindere ,  gli 
fh  coaferito  1*  oaore  del  Dacato,  cbe  mk  cbiedeva, 
ai  s^atpetuva.  Toraato  ia  patria,  peaib  a 
qaello,  cui  aecsaao  aoa  pace  meate  namaiai,  e 
■offri  qaello,  cbe  a  aioao  aceadde  mat  di  toffrire: 
giaccbe  ia  qoel  loogo  celeberrlmo,  e  cbiaristimo. 
e  belliMimo  iafra  tatti  qnelli,  cbe  to  vidi,  ove  i 
■ooi  anteaati  avevaao  ricevati  graadiMimi  oaori 
ia  messo  alle  pompe  trioafali,  ivi  eali  fa  trasci^ 
aato  in  nodo  servile,  c  spogliato  delle  iasegae 
ducali,  nerdette  la  testa,  e  maccbib  col  proprio 
•angiie  le  soglie  del  teaipio,  V  atrio  del  Palasso. 
e  le  scale  marmorec  rendote  spesse  volte  illastri 
o  dalle  polenai  festiviia ,  o  dalle  ostili  spoglie. 
Ho  notato  il  luogo,  ora  aoto  il  tempo :  i  r  aaao 
del  NaUle  di  Cristo  1S&5,  fit  il  giorao  18.  d*A- 
prile.  Si  alto  e  il  crido  sparse ,  cbe  se  alcaao 
esaninerb  la  disci  pliaa,  e  Ic  costamaase  di  quel  la 
citta,  e  quaato  matameato  di  cose  veaga  miaac- 
clato  dalla  morte  di  aa  sol  nomo  ( quaatoaqae 
rooiti  altri,  come  aarraao,  esseado  complici,  o 
snbirono  Tistesso  sopplicio,  o  lo  aspettaao)  si 
accorgerb ,  cbe  aolla  di  piii  graade  avveaae  ai 
aoHtri  tempi  aeir  Italia.  Tu  forse  qa\  atteadi 
il  mio  giadisio:  assolvo  il  popolo,  se  credere 
alia  fama ,  beacbi  abbia  potato  e  castigare  pib 
miteraeate,  e  coa  maggior  dolcessa  veadicare  U 
soo  dolore:  ma  aoa  cosi  facilmeate,  si  modera 
UB*  ira  giasta  iasieme,  e  graade  in  ua  aomeroso 
popolo  priacipalmeate ,  nel  qaale  il  preciaitose, 
ed  iB»tabile  volao  agassa  gli  stimoli  delr  ira- 
condia  coa  rapioi,  e  scoasigliati  clamori.  Gompa- 
tisco,  e  aelP  istesso  tempo  mi  adiro  coa  qaell* 
iafellee  uomo,  il  quale  adorao  di  aa*  iasolito 
oaore,  bob  so,  cbe  cosa  si  volesae  aegli  estremi 
aani  della  saa  vita:  la  calamita  di  Tui  divieae 
•empre  piii  grave,  percbe  dalla  seateasa  coatra 
di  esse  promoigata  apperirb,  cbe  egli  fa  bob 
solo  misero,  ma  iosaao,  e  demeate,  e  cbe  coa 
▼aae  artl  si  asurpi  per  taati  aaai  uaa  falsa  fama 
di  sapiensa.  Ammoaisoo  i  Uogi,  i  qaali  gli  suc- 
cedecaaao,  cbe  oaeslo  e  ua  esempio  posto  ia- 
aaasi  ai  lore  occbi,  quale  speccbio,  ael  quale 
vcggaao  di  essere  bob  Sigaori ,  bm  Duel ,  aasi 
Bemmeao  Dud ,  ma  oaoratl  servi  della  Repab- 
blica. Tu  sta  saao ;  e  giaccbi  flnttaaao  le  pab- 
blicbe  cast,  sforsiamoei  dl  goveraar  modettusi- 
mameate  i  privati  aostri  ailari.** 
Tbe  above  luliaa  traaslatioa  from  tbe  LatiB 

Kistles  of  Petrarcb  provea— Istly,  Tbat  Mariao 
iliero  was  a  persoaal  friead  of  Petrarcb*i: 
«'aatica  dimestichessa.**  old  iatimacy.  is  tbe 
pbrase  of  the  poet.  Sdly,  Tbat  Petrarca  tbouf^t 
tbat  be  bad  more  courage  tbaa  coadnot.  **piji  di 
wrmggto  cbe  di  seaao.**  Sdly,  Tbat  taere  was 
some  Jealousy  ob  tbe  part  of  Petrarcb ;  for  be 
says  tbat  MariBo  Faliere  was  treatlag  of  tbe 
peace  wbicb  be  bimself  bad  ^valaly  atteaHited 
to  coaclude."  4tblv,  Tbat  tbe  boaour  or  tbe 
Dukedom  was  coaferred  npoa  bim,  wbicb  he 
aeitber  sought  anr  evpected,  **ch€  a^  cbledeva 
mh  a«pettavaJ'  aad  wbicb  had  aavar  bavB  mat- 
ed lo  aay  otaar  in  Uke  c\T«amMam«ft»  ^  *^«^  fka 


BOB  si  caBoedette  a  aaiaaB  altra  i  **  a  prasf  of 
tbe  high  eateem  ia  whick  lie  Biaot  have  kca 
held.  Mhly,  That  he  kad  a  repatatUa  for  wih 
doai,  eiily  forfeited  by  the  laat  eatarprise  sT 
his  life,  ^si  asurpo  per  taati  aaai  aaa  faht 
Cama  di  sapieasa." — '^He  had  waarped  for  w 
Biaay  vears  a  false  fame  of  wisdom ;  **  rather  a 
difRcalt  task  I  sboald  tbiak.  People  are  geaer- 
ally  fouad  oat  l»efore  eighty  yeara  of  age,  st 
least  ia  a  repablic. 

From  these,  aad  the  other  kiatorical  asta 
which  1  have  collected,  it  may  be  iaferred,  tbsl 
Mariao  Faliero  possessed  nway  of  the  qaalitirt, 
bat  Bot  tbe  success  of  a  horo ;  aad  tkat  hit  fu- 
sioas  were  too  violeut.  The  paltry  aad  igaorut 
accouat  of  Dr.  Moore  falla  to  the  groaad.  IV 
trarch  says,  **that  there  had  koea  ao  gmter 
eveat  ia  his  times"  (oar  iiimew  literally),  "^BMtri 
tempi,"  ia  Italy.  He  alao  differa  from  the  bis- 
toriaa  ia  say  lag  that  Faliero  waa  oa  the  baoks 
of  tbe  Ahoae/*  tastead  of  at  Roaie,  whea  elcfS- 
ed;  the  othdr  aecoaats  say,  that  tke  deaatatisa 
of  the  Veaetiaa  seaate  met  bin  at  Ravraas. 
How  this  may  have  beea.  It  ia  aot  for  me  ts 
decide,  aad  is  of  aa  great  tmporlaace.  Had  tbs 
BUB  saceeeded,  heNroald  have  clMBged  the  &ce 
of  Veaice,  aad  perhaps  of  Italy.  Aa  it  is,  vbat 
ore  they  both? 


IV. 

par  Dorm,  toar.  v.  livre  best. 

**A  ees   attaqaes  si  frdqaeatea  «|«e  le  gsarer- 
aemeat   dirigeait  coatre  le  clerge,    a  ces  Isttcf 
etabliet  eatre  les  differeao  corps  coastitses,  a 
ces  eatrenrises  de  la  masse   de  la  aoblesse  cts 
tre  les   de'positaires   du    pouvoir,    a    tootes  ces 

Jiropositioas  dMaaovatioa  qui  se  termiaaieat  ttfs- 
sars  par  des  coups  d'etat ;  il  faat  ajoater  ise 
autre  cause  bob  moias  propre  k  propacrr  k 
mepris  des  aadeaaes  doetriaes,  €&mit  ftxth 
de  !•  eorrapr^sa. 

Oette  liberty  de  mmurs,  qa*oa  avalt  loag -temps 
vaatde  comme  le  charme  priacipal  de  la  soriett 
de  Veaise,  etait  deveaae  oa  deaordre  scaadalcai; 
le  liea  da  Biariage  dtait  moiaa  aacrd  daas  cs 

Gys  catholioae  qae  daas  eeui  ok  les  lois  dvl- 
I  et  religieases  permetteat  de  le  dlsssadic. 
Faate  de  poavoir  rompre  le  eoatrat,  aa  sapps- 
sait  qa*il  a'avait  JasMis  existd,  et  lea  moyeai  de 
aallite,  alldgads  avec  impadewr  par  les  epsei, 
euieat  admis  avec  la  mdme  fkcilitd  par  des 
magistrate  et  par  des  pr^trea  dgaleaieat  ssr- 
rompas.  Ces  divorces  colorda  d^aa  aatrs  asm 
deviareat  si  frdqaeas.  que  Taete  le  plas  impsr- 
taat  de  la  sodete  civile  se  troava  de  la  campd- 
teaee  d'na  tribaaal  d*eieeptloa,  et  qae  ce  fkt  b 
la  police  de  reprimer  le  scaadale.  Le  csassQ 
de  ail  ordoaaa,  ea  1181,  qae  tovte  femme,  fd 
iateaterait  aae  deawada  ea  diaaolattaa  de  ms- 
riaga,  serait  obligde  d*ea  atteadre  le  jagsmsal 
daas  ua  cooreat  qae  le  trikaaal  ddsigasrait 
Bieatdt  apris  il  tfvoqaa  devaat  lai  taatas  ks 
causes  de  cette  aatara.  Cat  eMpidteiaeat  sar 
la  Jurisdictioa  eeeldsiastlfae  ayaat  scrarissss 
des  radaawtioas  de  la  part  de  la  caar  de  Rsmc, 
la  eoasell  se  rdsenra  le  droit  de  dehaater  k* 
dpoai  da  lear  demaade ;  et  aoaeeatit  k  la  na- 
voyer  devaat  roffidalitd,  taataa  lea  fds  qa'fl 
ne  Taarait  pas  rejetee. 

II  y  eat  aa  momeat,  ak  saaa  doata  le  ttmm- 
semeat  des  fortaaes,  la  parte  das  |a«acs  gsai. 
les  discordes  domestiqaaa,  detenaia^reat  k 
goBTeraemeat  k  s*dearter  dea  bmiIbms  qaH 
s'dtait  fkites  sar  la  libertd  de  amara  qa*il  per 
matuit  k  ses  sijats:  aa  shassa  de  Veaise  tm» 
les  coartlsaaes.  Mais  lamr  akaeaaa  aa  saflksit 
pas  poar  rameaer  «n  heaaea  mmmn  taals  sar 
popalatiaa  dievde  daas  l»  plaa  Iwataiwa  licsasi- 
\AA44i«t4Ta^dlfm  dan  i*faitdria«r  dta  Ikmilkf. 
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dans  Im  eloltreti  et  Ton  ae  emt  oUig^  de 
^appeler,  d*ind«mBteer  *)  n^me  dei  femmes,  qui 
turprenftieat  qoeloiiefoia  d'iaportAiit  tecrets,  et 
qn'oB  poQvait  employer  ntilemeiit  a  rainer  dee 
koflunet  que  lenr  fortnme  aonit  pv  readre  daa- 
fereai.  Depoia,  la  lieenee  ett  toajoan  allee 
croiaaant,  ct  Fob  a  va  non-aealemeat  dea  m^rea 
trafiqaer  de  la.  virfiaite  de  leora  fillea,  maia  la 
vend  re  par  a  a  coatrat,  dont  raathenticite  etait 

Kraatie  par  la  aigaatare  d'aa  offieier  public,  et 
(xecucioa  niae  aona  la  protectioa  dea  loia. 

I«ea  parloira  dea  couventa  oh  (^Caieat  reafer- 
neea  lea  fillea  aoblea.  lea  naiaoaa  dea  eourtl- 
•aaea,  quoique  la  police  j  eatretiat  aoigaeuae- 
neat  un  fraad  aombre  de  aurveillaaa,  etaieat 
lea  acala  pointa  de  Te'naion  de  la  aoei^te  de  Ye- 
■lae,  et  daaa  cea  deux  endroita  ai  divera  oa 
etait  egaleweat  libre.  La  muaique,  lea  eolla- 
tioaa,  la  galaaterie,  a'etaieat  paa  plua  iaterditea 
daaa  lea  parloira  que  daaa  lea  eaaiaa.  II  y  avait 
■■  graad  aombre  de  eaaina  dealia^  aux  rdn- 
■ioaa  publioaea,  oh  lo  Jea  ^tait  la  priacipale 
oecapation  de  la  aoci^td.  C^dtait  va  aiagulier 
apectaele  de  voir  antonr  d*nae  table  dea  peraoa- 
■ea  dea  deax  aexea  en  maaqne,  et  dea  gravea 
Mraoaaacea  ea  robe  de  maffiatrature,  imploraat 
le  haaara,  paaaaat  dea  aagoiaaea  da  ddaeapoir 
mm  illuaioaa  de  Teaperaaee,  et  cela  aaaa  profd- 
rer  nae  parole. 

Lea  richea  avaieat  dea  eaaiaa  particuliera ; 
Data  ila  y  vivaieat  avee  myatire;  lenra  feouaea 
d^laiaaeea  trouvaient  ua  dddoaimagemeat  daaa 
la  libertd  doat  ellea  Joaiaaaieat.  La  corruptloa 
dea  mmura  lea  avait  privdea  de  toat  leur  em- 
pire; oa  vieat  de  parconrir  tonte  Tliiatoire  de 
Veaiae,  et  oa  ae  lea  a  paa  vuea  one  tenle  foia 
eiercer  la  moiadre  lafluence/* 


V. 

Prom  the  preaeat  decav  aad  degeaeraey  of 
Veaice  aader  the  Barbariaaa,  there  are  aome 
lioaoarable  iadivldnal  exceptiona.  There  la  Paa- 

aualigo,  the  laat.  aad,  alaa!  foaltemoaa  aoa  of 
be  marriafe  of  the  Docea  with  the  Adriatic, 
who  foaght  hia  frigate  with  Ikr  greater  gallaat- 
ry  thaa  aay  of  hia  Preach  coadjutora  la  the 
Memorable  actioa  off  Llaaa.  I  came  home  la  the 
•qaadroa  with  the  priiea  ia  1811,  and  recollect 
to  have  heard  Sir  William  Hoate,  aad  the  other 
oflicera  eacaged  ia  that  glorioua  coaflict,  aaeak 
ia  the  hineat  terma  of  Paaqnaligo*a  behaviour. 
There  ia  die  Abbate  MorellL  There  ia  Alviae 
Queriai,  who,  after  a  loag  aad  hoaourable  di- 
plomatic career,  fiada  aome  ooaaolatioa  for  the 
wroaga  of  hia  country,  ia  thd  purauita  of  lite- 
rature with  hia  aephew,  Vittor  Beasoa,  the  aoa 
of  the  celebrated  beaaty,  the  heroiae  of  **La 
Bioadiaa  ia  Goadoletta.'*  There  are  the  patri- 
daa  poet  Moroaini,  aad  the  poet  Lambert!,  the 
•Bthor  of  the  **Bioadiaa**  aad  many  other  ea- 
timable  prodnctioaa ;  and,  aot  leaat  ia  aa  Eagliah- 
iBaa*8  eatiaiatioa,  Madame  Michelli,  the  traaa- 
lator  of  Shakapeare.  There  are  the  young 
Daadido,  aad  the  improviaatore  Carrer,  aad 
Giotepne  Albriul,  the  aecompliahed  aoa  of  an 
aecompliahed  mother.  There  la  Aglietti,  aad, 
were  there  aothiag  elae,  there  ia  the  immortal- 
ity of  Caaova.  Cicogaara,  Maatoxithi,  Bucati, 
I  do  aot  reckoa,  becauae  the  oae  ia  a  Greek. 
aad  the  othera  were  bora  at  leaat  a  haadrea 
milca  off,  which,  throughout  Italy,  coaatitntea, 
if  aot  a/ere/gner,  utie^t  a  atranger  (f9reiti€re). 


*)  Le  decret  de  rappel  lea  deaigaalt  aoua  le 
aom  do  no«tre  henemertte  meretrfef.  On  leur 
aaaigna  uu  fooda  et  dea  maiaons  appeleea,  Ctue 
rmmmaue,  d'ou  vieat  la  deaomlaatloa  iajnrleuao 
da  CbrsmuNHMr. 


VI. 

Xstrait    4e  tm»t9ire  LUtinire   dritalie,  par 
Gimgmen^,  tom.  ix,  chap,  xxxvi. 

**I1  y  a  nae  prddletioa  fort  aiagnllire  aur  Ve- 
aiae :  **8I  tu  ne  chaagea  paa ,"  d7t-«l  a  cettc  rd- 
publique  altiire,  **ta  liberte ,  qui  dejk  c'eaHiit, 
ae  eomptera  paa  ua  allele  aprda  la  milllime 
aaade.** 

**En  faiaaat  remoater  Tepoque  de  la  libertd 
Veaitieaae  juaqu*k  re'tabllaaemeat  du  gouverae- 
meat  aoua  lequel  la  rdpablique  a  fleurl,  ontrou- 
vera  que  relectloa  du  premier  Doge  date  de 
697,  et  ai  Ton  y  ajoute  ua  allele  apria  mille, 
c*eat  h  dire  ease  ceata  aaa,  oa  trouvera  eacoro 
que  le  aeaa  de  la  pre'dictioa  eat  lltte'ralemeat 
eelni-ei:  "Ta  libertd  ae  eomptera  paa  juaqii*h 
raa  1797.**  Rappelea-vooa  maiateaant  que  ve 
aiae  a  ceaad  d*dtre  libre  ea  I'aa  eiaq  de  la  rd- . 
publique  Praa^aiae,  on  en  1?96;  voua  verrei 
qu*ll  n*y  out  tamala  de  prddlctioa 'pin*  predae  et 
plua  poactuellemeat  aulvie  de  I'elfet.  Voua  ao- 
teres  doac  comme  tr^a-remarqnablea  cea  troft 
vera  de  TAlamanni,  adreaada  h  veaiae,  que  per 
aoaae  pourtaat  n*a  remarquda: 

8e  n&n  cengf  peuHer,  ttm  aecol  ado 
iVea  eeaf erA  ^vfra  *i  mlBeaAne  anno 
IVa  Uherti,  eke  v  fmggemdo  m  vein, 

Bien  dea  prophdtlea  oat  paaad  pour  tellea,  et 
biea  dea  geaa  oat  dt^  appelda  prophitea  h  meil- 
leur  narehd.** 

VII. 

The  author  of  **Sketchea  Deacrlptivo  of  Italy," 
oao  of  the  huadred  toura  lately  pnbliahed,  la 
extremely  aaxioua  to  diaelalm  a  poaaible  charge 
of  plagiariam  from  "Ghilde  Harold^*  and  «'Beppo." 
He  adida,  that  atill  leaa  could  thia  preaumed 
coiaddeace  ariae  tnm  "my  coaveraatloa,**  aa  he 
had  refemtedUi  defined  aa  fntreduettan  te  me 
while  te  Italy. 

Who  thia  peraoa  may  be  I  kaow  aot ;  but  he 
mnat  have  beea  deceived  by  all  or  any  of  thoae 
who  **repeatedly  offered  to  introdace**  him,  aa 
I  have  la  variably  rofkiaed  to  receive  aay  Engllah 
with  whmn  I  waa  aot  previoualy  acooaiated| 
evea  whea  they  had  lettera  from  Ea^laad.  It 
the  whole  aaaertioa  ia  aot  aa  invention,  1  re- 
queat  thia  peraon  not  to  ait  down  with  the  ao- 
tioa  that  he  could  have  beea  iatroduced,  aiace 
there  haa  beea  nothing  I  have  ao  eaiefully 
avoided  aa  any  kind  of  intercourae  with  hia 
conntrvmen,— excepting  the  very  few  who  were 
a  coaaiderable  time  reaideat  la  Teaice,  or  had 
beea  of  my  previoua  acquaiataace.  Whoever 
made  him  any  aueh  offer  waa  poaaeaaed  of  im- 
pudeace  equal  to  that  of  i^kiag  anch  aa  aaaer- 
tioa without  having  had  it.  The  fact  ia,  that  1 
hold  ia  utter  abhorreaee  aav  contact  with  the 
travellinr  Engllah,  aa  my  friead,  the  Coaaul- 
General  Hoppner,  aad  the  Couateaa  Bcazoai  (ia 
whoae  houae  the  CJoaveraasioae  moatly  freqoeat- 
ed  by  them  ia  held)  could  amply  teatify,  were 
it  worth  while.  I  waa  peraecnted  by  theae  tour- 
iata  even  to  my  riding  ground  at  Lido,  and  re- 
duced to  the  moat  disagreeable  circuita  to  avoid 
them.  At  Madame  Benxoni'a  I  repeatedly  reftia- 
ed  to  be  introduced  to  them ;— of  a  thouaand 
auch  preaentationa  preaaed  npoa  me,  I  accented 
two,  aad  both  were  to  Irish  womea. 

1  should  hardly  have  deaceaded  to  apeak  of 
auch  trillea  publicly,  if  the  impudence  of  thia 
"aketchec*'  had  aot  forced  me  to  a  refutatioa  of 
a  diaiageauona  aad  gratnitonsly  impertiacnt  aa- 
aertioa ; — eo  meaat  to  bo,  for  what  coald  it  im- 
port to  the  reador  to  be  told  that  the  author 
^^had  repeatedly  declined  aa  iatroductioa,**  evea 
had  it  beea  true,  which  for  the  reaaoaa  I  have 
above  f^vea,  ia  acarcely  ^aaalhle.    B.vaM^  Vm«.^ 
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IiMMdowB,  Jeney,  aad  Laodordftle  t  Mefltn. 
Scott,  Hftninond,  Sir  Hnmphry  Davy,  the  Ute 
M.  Lewiii,  W.  BftBlcM,  Mr.  HoBimer,  Thomw 
Moore,  Lord  Kinaaird,  his  brother,  Mr.  Joy, 
•■d  Mr.  Hobhoa»e.  I  do  not  recollect  to  have 
eiehaaged    a    word    wit^   aaoihor  BaglUhmaa 


f iaee  I  left  their  eonatrj  %  sad  alaoit  all  thew 
1  had  kaowB  before.  The  etfcera,— aad  M 
kaowi  there  were  tome  liaadrede, — who  Wrd 
ne  with  letter!  or  ▼ieilo,  I  reftioed  to  have  u? 
coBmaaieatloB  with .  aad  ehali  be  mad  md 
happy  whea  that  wiaa  beooaea  mataal. 
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MMirmU  4€  fHlrteAre  Je  fa  J^raM^  d€  Ftmiat, 

pmr  IHtrm, 

Depalt  treate  aai,  la  repabliqae  a*avait  paa 
ddpoee  lee  arnee.  EUe  avait  ac^vii  lee  pro- 
vlacei  de  Bretcia,  de  Bergame,  da  Crdaie,  et  la 
priaeipaatd  de  Raveaae. 

Mail  cee  cnerret  coatiaaelles  foitateat  beaa- 
ceap  de  nalheiireai  et  de  meeoateati.  Le  doge 
Fraacoii  Poncari,  k  qui  on  ne  ponvait  pardoa- 
aer  tTea  avoir  ete  le  promotear,  taanifetta  nae 
•eoonde  foil,  ea  144S,  et  probablemeat  avee  plat 
de  tiaceritd  qne  la  prendre,  riateatioa  d^aodi- 

Jaer  ta  digaittf.  Le  conseil  ■>  refkita  encore. 
^a  avait  exige  de  lui  le  lernieat  de  ae  plai 
qaitter  le  dogat.  II  etait  deja  avancrf  danc  la 
▼ieilleese,  conser^aat  cep<>ndiiBt  beaneonp  de 
force  de  t^te  et  de  caraet^re,  el  jouiisaat  de  la 

{^loire  d*avnir  vu   la  r^publiqtie  e'tendre  an  loin 
ee  limites  de  les  domainen  pendant  son  admini- 
ttration. 

An  milien  de  cee  profiperitei,  de  grandc  cha- 
griafl  vinrent  mottre  a  I'^prcnve  la  formetd  de 
■OB  imp. 

Son  fils,  Jacqnee  Foeeari,  fot  aecnte,  en  1416, 
d*avoir  re^  dee  preaenta  de  qnelqnee  princee 
on  seigneurs  etraagers,  notamment,  disait-oa,  dn 
dac  de  Milan,  Philippe  Viticoiiti.  G*etait  bob- 
senleHeat  ane  bassesse,  mais  nne  infractioa  drs 
lois  positives  de  la  rdpnbliqne. 

Le  conseil  des  dix  traita  cette  affaire  eomme 
f*{l  so  tdt  agi  d*un  delit  commis  par  an  parti- 
enlier  obscnr.  L*accuse  fot  amend  devant  ses 
Jages,  devaat  le  doge,  qnl  ne  crut  pas  ponvoir 
s*abstenir  de  pre'sider  le  tribanal.  Lh,  il  fot 
iaterroge,  appliqae   a   la  qnestioB,   declare'  con- 

Ftble,  et  il  entendit,  de  la  bouehe  de  son  p^re, 
■rrM  qnl  le  eondamnalt  h  on  baanissement  per- 
petuel,  et  le  relegaait  k  Kaplee  de  Romanie, 
poer  y  fiair  ses  Jours. 

Babarqne  snr  nne  galore  pour  se  readre  an 
lien  di'  son  exil,  il  tomba  raalade  a  Trieste.  Les 
sollioitatioas  da  doge  obtlnrent,  non  sans  difli- 
cnlte,  qn'on  lui  aMignit  nae  antra  rdsidoace. 
Eafln  le  conseil  des  dix  Ini  permit  de  se  retirer 
a  Trevise,  ea  hii  imposaat  robligation  d*y  ros- 
ter sous  peine  de  mort,  et  de  se  prdseater  tons 
les  jonrs  devaat  le  gonvemenr. 

11  y  etait  depnis  eiaq  ans,  lorsqu'aa  d<'s  chefs 
dn  conseil  de  dix  fnt  assassiae.  Les  soupfons 
se  port^rent  snr  lui:  nn  de  sea  douestiqnos 
qn'on  avait  vu  h  Venise  fot  arrdte  et  snbii  la 
tortnre.  Les  bourreaax  no  iinrent  lui  arrarher 
ancun  aven.  Ce  terrible  tribunal  se  fit  amener 
le  maitre,  le  soumit  aox  mAmes  eprenves;  il  re- 
sittk  a  tons  les  tourments,  ae  eessant  d*attester 
SOB  innocence  ;   *)  mais  oa  ae  vit   dans   oette 


*)  Voici  le  tpxte  do  Jugemont:  "(^uu  Jaco- 
buH  Poscari  per  occasioaem  percnMionls  et 
mortis  Hermnlai  Donati  fuit  retrntns  et  exam  I - 
natiifl,  et  propter  significatloncs,  testificationos, 
et  scriptures  qua  hab^atur  contra  eum,  dare 
apparet  ipsnm  esse  reum  crimiais  pnedicti,  sed 
propter  iBcaBtalloBat   et  vctVia  ^am  %\^  Ta- 


oaBataaae  qna  da  robot  iaatlaB;  Im  ce  faHlri- 
■ait  le  foil,  ea  eoaelat  q«e  ••  fUl  eiiaiait :  m 
attribaa  sa  feraatd  k  la  aiagfe.  et  am  la  rsl^ 
h  la  Caade.  De  eette  terre  loiBtaiae,  la  banal, 
digae  alora  da  qaelqae  picltf,  ae  ceaaah  d'dsrirt 
h  aoB  pire,  h  aea  amia,  pMir  obtealr  qitlfM 
adoaciaaemeBt  h  aa  ddportaciaa.  Wabteaaat  risa. 
et  aachaat  one  la  terrear  qa'iBapirmft  le  csaseil 
dea  dix  ae  lal  penaettalt  paa  d'capdter  de  trsa- 
ver  daaa  Veaiae  aae  aeale  voiz  ^ai  a'dlevit  ca 
aa  favear,  il  it  nae  lettre  poar  le  ■aareaa  dae 
de  Milaa,  par  laqaclle,  an  bob  dea  heaa  eflksi 
oneBforee  avait  rofna  dn  clief  de  la  rdpabHqae, 
11  implorait  aoa  laterveRtiaB  eu  fovear  d'o  iB» 
Beeeat,  da  fila  dn  doge. 

Cette  lettre,  aeloa  aaelqaea  hiatarieaa,  M 
coafide  k  aa  marchaBO  qui  avait  pramis  U  la 
faire  parveair  an  doc ,  Biaie  qal,  trop  avert!  it 
ce  oaMI  avait  k  craindre  en  ae  readaat  riater* 
mddiaire  d'nne  pareille  correspoadaace,  ae  kkta* 
ea  ddbarqnant  a  Yeniae,  de  la  remettre  aa  chef 
Hu  tribunal.  Uno  antra  veraioa,  qai  panlt  ftu 
srtre,  rapporte  qne  la  lettre  fot  aarpriae  par  aa 
espion.  attachd  anx  paa  de  Texild. 

Ce  rnt  nn  nonvean  ddlit  doat  ea  eat  k  paair 
Jacqnea  Poacarl.  Rdclaaier  la  proCcctlaa  d'aa 
priace  dtranger  dtait  aa  crime,  daaa  aa  snjst  is 
la  rdpnbllqae.  Vm9  galore  partit  sar-le-ebaas 
pnur  rameaer  daas  les  priaoaa  de  Tealae.  A 
SOB  arrivde  il  fot  sonmlo  k  Teatrapade.  Cdtait 
one  singuli^re  destinde  pour  le  clteyoB  d'aae 
rdpnbliooe  et  ponr  le  .Ilia  d'aa  priace,  d'Mrt 
trois  fills  daas  sa  vie  appliqod  k  la  qaeslisa. 
Cette  fois  la  tortare  dtatt  d'aotaat  plas  odicass, 
qu>lle  a'avalt  poiat  Goblet,  le  fait  qa'oa  avail 
k  Ini  reproeher  dtaat  iaeaateataUe. 

Qnaad  oa  demaada  k  raeeaaif,  daaa  les  later- 
valles  qae  les  bonrreanx  Ini  aeeordaieat,  fsar- 
qnoi  il  avait  dcrit  la  lettre  qa*oa  Ini  prodniiaft, 
il  rdpondit  qne  c'ctait  prdctedMeat  paree  qa'il 
ae  dontait  pas  qn>lle  ae  tembAt  ealre  lea  maisi 
da  tribuaal,  qae  toate  aatre  vole  lal  avait  etc 
fermde  ponr  fkire  parveair  aea  rddaawtloas, 
qn^il  a*atteBdait  blea  qa*oB  le  feralt  ameaer  k 
Venlae,  maia  qaMI  avait  toat  risqad  pear  arsir 
la  coaaolatioB  de  voir  am  feauae,  aea  ptee,  d 
aa  m^re  eaoore  nae  fois. 

Bar  eette  aalve  ddclaratloa,  ea  aeaf  ran  m 
aeatence  d*exil ;  maia  oa  l*aggrava,  ea  y  ■)••- 
laat  qn*il   aerait  retean  ea  prtaoa   peaaaal  aa 


porta  aunt,  de  qnlbna  nistit  ladieia  maaifrsta. 
videtnr  propter  obstlaataa  Mftatem  aaan.  nsa 
eaae  possibile  extrahere  ab  ipso  11  lam  veriu- 
tem,  qnr  clara  est  per  seript«»ra«  rt  per  lesci- 
flcatioaes,  qaeniam  la  ftiae  aliqnam  aec  vocra, 
aec  gemitnm,  sed  soNm  intra  deaies  vscei 
ipso  videtnr  et  auditor  iafra  se  loqni.  Tt- 
men  non  est  standnm  in  istts  termiais,  pmf- 
ter  honorcra  status  aoatri  et  pro  mnltif  re*- 
pectibns,  pnrsertim  qaad  regimoa  aostniB  oc- 
cBMtor  ia  hao  re  et  qai  laterdietam  eet  aa- 
plins  progredere :  vadlt  pars  qaod  dictns  Js- 
eobna  Peacarl.  propter  ea  qae  habeatar  ir 
\Wa^  adttaUr  la  eoaftalam  ia  aivHale  Ouce. 
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SB.    Oetto  rlnenr,  dont  os  nnf t  eavera  wb  mal- 
kcareni,  etalt  mum  donte  odienie;  mail  ««tte 

Klitiqae,  qai  defeadftit  k  tout  ]«•  eUoyent  de 
ir«  iatervenlr  let  4inugen  dau  1m  alliirm 
iBt^rieoret  de  la  rdpnbliqae,  dtatt  safe.  Bile 
dCait  chei  em  nae  maiine  de  ffoaveraeBent  et 
«ae  maiime  iafleiible.  L*liittoneB  Paal  Moro- 
■lai  a  contd  que  Venperear  Frtfddric  111,  pea- 
daat  qn*il  etait  rii6te  dee  Ve'aitleBf ,  demaada 
comme  one  favear  partienli^re,  radalMioa  d*aa 
cttovea  daat  le  graad  coateU,  et  la  grAee  d^aa 
•Bcfea  roavenear  de  Caadie,  feadre  da  doge, 
•t  bannt  poar  ta  maavalie  adBlatftratiea,  eaai 
ponvoir  obleair  ai  Tuae  ai  Taatre. 

Cepeadaat  oa  ae  pnt  reftieer  an  eoadaaBd  la 
permiMioB  de  voir  m  feame,  let  eafaBi.  aee 
BBreBte,  qa'il  allait  quitter  poar  toujoara.  Oette 
oeraiire  eatrevae  Bdae  ftat  aecoaipagBde  de 
emaotd,  par  la  tdvire  drcoafpeetioa,  qai  reteaatt 
lea  epaackeaMBt  de  la  donleor  pateraelle  et 
•oBjagale.  Ce  ae  Ait  polat  daat  riatdriear  de 
lenr  apaarteaeat)  ee  fht  daat  oae  det  graadet 
aallea  oa  palait,  qa'aae  feainie,  aeeonpagaee  de 
aeo  qnatre  filt,  viat  faire  let  deraiera  adieax  k 
ooB  Biari,  oa'aa  p^re  octogdaaire,  et  la  dogarette 
Bccablee  o'iafimiitet,  Joaireat  oa*  Boaieat  de 
la  tritte  eoatolatloa  de  m^ler  Iport  lanoet  k 
aellet  de  tear  flit  eiild.  II  ae  Jeta  k  lenra  geaoax 
BB  lenr  teadaat  dea  maiaa  dialoqoeoa  par  la 
tortare  poor  lea  aopplier  de  aolliciter  qoelqne 
BdoneiaaemeBt  k   la  aeaCSeoee  qui  veaait  d*^tre 

Jtroaoacee  eoatrc  lui.  Sob  prre  ent  le  courage  de 
oi  repondre:  **Noa,  non  fUa,  reapectes  votre 
arr^  et  obeiaaea  aaaa  aiurninre  k  la  aeiguenrie.**  *) 
A  cea  mota  11  ae  ae'para  de  Tiafortuad,  qai  fut 
oar-le-ehaaip  embarque  pour  Caadie. 

L'aatiqnite  vit  aveo  autaat  d'horreur  qued*ad- 
flHratiou  nn  p^re  condaanant  aea  fila  evidemment 
conpablea.  Kile  bdaita  pour  qualifler  de  vertu 
eBbliiae  on  de  fdroclte  eet  effort  qui  paralt  au- 
deaana  de  la  nature  humalne ;  **)  mala  id,  ok  la 
preniire  fante  a'etait  qn*aBe  faibleaae,  ok  la 
•eeoade  n'etait  paa  pronvde,  ok  la  troiaiime  a'avait 
Tiea  de  criailnel,  comnient  eoneevoir  la  eonatanec 
iTua  p^re,  qui  voit  torturer  troia  foia  aoa  flla 
BBiqne,  qui  Tentend  eoadamner  tana  preuvea  et 
^ni  aVclate  paa  ea  plaiatea ,  qui  ne  Taborde  que 
pour  lai  moatrer  un  viaage  plna  auat^re  qu*at- 
tendri,  et  qui ,  an  moment  de  a*ea  adparer  pour 
jamaia,  lui  tnterdlt  lea  murmnrea  et  Jnaqn'k Vea- 
peraacet  Commeat  eipliquer  une  ai  rmelle  cir- 
eonapeetioB,  ai  ce  n'eat  en  avouaatf  k  notre  konte, 
^e  la  tyrannie  pent  obteair  de  Teapiee  knmaine 


*)  Maria  Saanto ,  dana  aa  ekroaique ,  Vlte 
de*  Dacki,  ae  aert  ici  aaaa  ea  avoir  en  riatea- 
tion  d*nae  eipreaalon  aaaea  daergique :  **n  doge 
era  vecchio  la  decrepita  etk  e  camiaava  coa 
una  masaetta;  e  quaado  gll  andb  parlogli 
volto  coBftaatemente  eke  parea  eke  bob  foaae 
auo  ficliuolo,  licet  foaae  figliuolo  uaico,  e  Ja- 
copo  ditae,  raeaaer  padre,  vi  prego  che  procn- 
riate  per  me,  accioceh^  io  torni  a  caaa  mia.  II 
doge  diaae :  Jacopo ,  va  e  ubbediaci  a  qnrllo 
cbe  vuole  la  terra,  e  bob  eercar  pin  oltre.** 

**)  Cela  f\iit  un  acte  que  Ton  ae  a^auroit  ay 
anffiaaament  loner,  ay  aaaea  blaamer!  car,  on 
e'raroit  une  evcellcnce  de  vertu ,  qui  readoit 
aiaai  aoa  coenr  impannible,  on  naevioleaee  de 
paaaion  qui  le  rcnaoit  inaeaaible,  doat  ae  Tuae 
ae  Pantre  B>at  chote  petite,  aiaa  aurpaaaaut 
Tordiaaire  d'kumaine  nature  et  teaaat  on  de 
la  diviaitd  on  de  la  beatialitd.  Mala  il  eat 
plot  raiaoBBable  que  le  Jngemeat  dea  hommea 
a'accorde  k  aa  gloire,  que  la  faibleiae  dea 
fngeaaa  faaae  deacroire  aa  vertn.  Mala  pour 
lora  quand  il  ne  fut  retird,  tout  le  monde  de- 
monra  «nr  la  place,  commn  tranay  d'korreur 
et  de  frayeur ,  par  un  long  tempa  aaaa  mot 
dire,  pour  avoir  vea  oe  qui  avoit  etd  fait. 
(PlnUrqne,  Valerina  PabHaala.) 


lea  Bidmei  effarta  que  la  vertn  t  La  aervlCBda 
aarait-elle  aoa  keroiaaie  eomme  la  llbertdV 

Qnelqne  tempo  apr^  ee  jugemeBt,  on  deoonvrlt 
le  vdritable  antenr  de  Paaaaaaiaat.  doat  Jaeqaaa 
Poaeari  poruit  la  pelae;  mala  11  a^etait  plaa 
tempa  de  reaarer  cette  atroce  lajnatiee,  le  mal* 
kenrenx  dtait  mart  dana  aa  priaon. 

II  me  reate  k  raeonter  la  aaite  dea  malkenn 
da  pkre.  L*kiatoire  lea  attribue  k  limpatleaee 
qa*avaieat  aea  eaaemia  et  aea  rivanx  de  voir 
vaqner  aa  place.  Bile  accnae  formellemeat 
Jaeqaea  Loredaa,  Tub  dea  ehefa  du  coaaell  deo 
dix,  de  a*dtre  llvrd  eoatrc  ee  vieUlard  -anx  eoa- 
aeila  d*aae  kaiae  kdreditalre,  eCqnIdepnIa  long- 
tempa  dlviaaH  leara  malaoaa. 

Fraaf  oia  Foaearl  avalt  eaaay d  de  la  fklre  ceaaer, 
ea  offraat  aa  fllle  k  rillnatre  aariral  Pierre 
Loredaa,  poar  aa  de  aea  fila.  L*ai If aaee  avalt 
ete  rejetee,  et  Tiaimltid  dea  deux  famillea  a>B 
dtait  accrue.  Dana  tona  lea  eonaeila,  dana  tontea 
lea  alffairea,  le  dage  tronvait  tot jonra  lea  Loredaaa 

frdta  k  comkattre  aea  propoaitloaa  oa  aea  iaterfta. 
1  lai  dehappa  aa  lour  de  dire  qVIl  ae  ae  erol- 
rait  rdellearaBt  priace,  que  loraqoe  Pierre  Lo- 
redan  aaralt  oeaad  de  vivre.  Cet  amiral  aronrai 
qnelqne  tempa  apria  d*Bae  laoommodite  aaaea 
promote  qn*oa  ae  pnt  expliquer.  II  a*ea  fkllnt 
paa  dai-BBtage  anx  malveillaata  pour  laaiauer 
que  Fraacoia  Foaearl ,  ayaat  deafrd  eette  mort, 
ponvait  bica  Taveir  kktde. 

Cea  bmita  a*acaredit^reat  eacore  1oraqn*oa  vit 
anaai  pdrir  anbitement  Marc  Loredaa,  Yrjrre  de 
Pierre,  et  cela  daaa  le  moment  ob,  ea  aa  qtaalltd 
d'avogador,  11  laatmiaalt  nn  proe^  coatre  Aadrd 
Doaato,  geadre  da  doge,  accnad  de  pdculat.  Oa 
e'erivit  aur  la  tombe  de  Tamiral  qu^il  avalt  dtd 
enlevd  k  la  patrfe  par  le  polaoa. 

II  B'y  avalt  ancone  preuve,  anenn  ladiee  doatre 
Fraacoia  Foaearl ,  aacaae  raiaoa  mdme  ie  le 
aonpfoaner.  Quoad  aa  vie  eati^re  B*auralf  paa 
dementi  une  imputatioB  anaai  odieuae,  il  aa%^lt 
que  aon  rang  ne  lui  promettait  ni  rimpuattd  al 
mdme  riadnlgeace.  La  mart  tragiqoe  de  Tna  do 
aea  preddceaaeura  Ten  avertlaaalt,  et  il  a^^alt 
que  trop  d*exemplea  domeatlquea  dn  aoia  fae  le 
conaeil  dea  dfx  prenait  d'knmiller  le  ekei  de  la 
rdpnblique. 

Cepeadaat ,  Jacqnea  Loredaa ,  fila  de  Pierre, 
croyait  on  feignait  de  croire  avoir  k  veager  lea 
pertea  de  aa  famille.  *)  Dana  aea  llvrea  de  comptea 
(car  il  faiaait  le  commerce,  eomme  k  cette  epoqae 
preaque  tona  lea  patriciena) ,  il  avalt  iaacrit  de 
aa  propre  maia  le  doge  an  nombre  de  aea  dekl- 
tenra,  **ponr  la  mort"*  y  dtait-il  dlt  **de  men  p^re 
et  de  moB  oacle.**  De  Tautre  rAtd  dn  regiatre.  il 
avalt  laiaae  une  page  en  blane,  ponr  y  fatre 
mention  dn  reeonvrement  de  eette  dette,  et  ea 
effct,  apr^  la  perte  da  doce,  II  dcrivlt  aur  aoa 
rdgiatre:  11  me  Ta  payee,  rba  pagata. 

Jacqnea  Loredaa  tit  din  membre  dn  eonaell 
dea  dix,  ea  devint  nn  dra  troia  ebefa,  et  ae  pro- 
mit  bicn  de  propter  de  cette  occaaloa  ponr  aa- 
eomplir  la  vengeaaee  onMI  mdditait. 

Le  doce  en  aortaat  oe  la  terrible  epretlve  qn*ll 
veaait  de  anbir,  pendant  le  procea  de  aon  fila, 
a*dtait  retird  an  fond  de  aoa  palait,  laeapable 
de  ae  livrer  anx  affairea,  conanme  de  cbagrlaa, 
accabld  de  viellleaae,  il  ae  ae  moatrait  plaa  ea 
public,  ai  mdmedaaa  leacoaaeila.  Cette  retraite, 
ai  facile  k  expliquer  dana  na  vieillard  octogeaaire 
ai  malkenreux ,  ddplnt  anx  deeemvira ,  qni  voa- 
lurent  y  voir  un  murmnre  eoatrc  lenra  arrdta. 

Loredau  coramen^a  par  ae  plaiodre  devaat  aeo 
coll^gnea  du  tort  que  lea  inflrmiteadii  doge,  tea 
abaence  dea  eonaeila,  apportairnt  k  rexpeditioa 
dea  affairea;  11  finit  par  batiarder  et  renaalt  k 
faire  agrder  la  propoaitlon  de  le  depoaer.    Ce 


*)  Haace  tamen  iajuriaa  quamvia  imagiaariaa 
non  tam  ad  animum  revoeaverat  Jacobna  Lauro- 
daana  dcflBBetornm  nepoa,  quam  Ib  abecedarlam 
viBdietam  opporiaaa.    (PalanH  VaiM.  ^Eu&m^. 
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M'tolt  pM  U  premtire  foil  ^ae  Veaiie  Bvmit 
pour  prmee  am  Jiobib«  dftat  U  cadncit^ ;  TsMf  e 
«t  let  loit  y  avaieiit  po«r\ii;  «buM  cet  eircoa- 
■Uaeet  le  don  diait  fappltf^  par  le  pint  aaelea 
da  coateil.  lel,  eela  ae  faffisait  paa  aox  eaaemfs 
da  Foscari.  Pour  doaaer  plai  de  Mleaaitd  k  la 
ddlibe'ratioB ,  le  aoaieil  dM  dii  demanda  vae 
adJoBctiaa  de  vf agt-cinq  etfaatean ;  mait  comnie 
OB  B'eB  i^BoBcait  paa  Tobjet,  eC  qoe  le  fraad 
eoBMil  6tMil  JoiB  de  le  foapfoBBer,  il  «e  troava 
^■e  Marc  Feacari,  frere  da  doge,  lenr  fnt  doaae 
pour  Tub  dei  adjoiata.  Aa  lieu  de  TadmeUre  k 
la  diflibdratioB,  oa  de  reelamcr  coBtre  ce  ^oii, 
OB  eafcrma  ee  sdaateur  daaa  nae  ckambre  id- 
paree,  et  oa  lui  fit  Jorer  de  ae  jamais  parler  de 
eette  eielatloa  qu*il  epronvait,  ea  loi  deelaraat 
qB*il  y  allait  de  aa  vie ;  ce  ^nl  a'cBipdcha  paa 
qo'oB  B'iascrivH  tea  aom  aa  baa  da  ddoret, 
ceainie  aTU  y  eilt  prlf  part 

Qaaad  oa  ea  viat  k  la  difllberatioa ,  Loredaa 
la  provoqua  ea  eea  termet.  "81  rutilite  pabliqae 
delt  impoier  ■lleBce  k  toat  lea  iatdrdta  privet. 
Jo  ae  doate  pas  qae  bobs  ae  preaioas  aaJoBrd'kai 
BBO  aiesore  qae  la  patrle  rdclame,  aae  aoas  lai 
deroBs.  Les  etats  ae  peuveat  se  maiBCeair  daas 
BB  erdre  de  ckoses  IniBiaable:  voas  B*avea  qa'k 
vair  comma  le  B6tre  est  ckaafd,  et  eomblea  il 
le  scrait  daTaatai^  s*il  B*y  avail  aae  aatoritd 
•aaea  ferme  pour  y  porter  remade.  J'ai  koate 
de  voui  faire  remarqurr  la  coaftisioB  qui  reg ae 
daas  les  coaseils,  le  d^sordre  des  delibdratioas, 
reacombremeat  des  affaires,  et  la  legirete  avec 
laquolle  les  plus  importaates  seat  d^cidees,  la 
iieeace  de  aotre  Jouuesse,  le  peu  d'assidnitd  des 
■agittrats,  rintroduction  de  uouveautcs  daa- 
gereases.  Quel  est  TeflTot  de  ces  de'sordresT  de 
compTomettre  uotre  coasld^ratioB.  Quelle  ea  est 
la  cause  V  Tabseace  d'uacbef  capable  demoderer 
les  UBS,  dediriger  lesautres,  de  doaaer  reiemple 
k  teas,  et  de  mainteair  la  force  des  lois.  Ok 
•St  le  temps  oil  bob  ddcrets  dtaieat  ausslt6t 
•xdcut^s  que  readusl  Ok  Fraafois  Carrare 
ae  trouvait  iuvesti  daas  Padone ,  avaat  de  pou- 
Yoir  4tre  senlemeat  iafonae  que  aons  voulioas 
lai  fkire  la  guerre  ?  Nous  avoas  va  tout  le  coa- 
traire  daas  la  deraiere  guerre  coatre  le  due  de 
Milaa.  Malkeureuse  la  republique  qui  est  saas  ckef! 
Je  at  vous  rappelle  pas  tous  ces  iacoaveaieats 
et  lenrs  suites  deplorables,  pour  vous  afQiger, 
pear  voas  elTrayer,  mais  pour  vous  faire  sonveair 
que  fooB  dtes  les  maltres,  les  couservateurs  de 
cet  etat  foade  par  vos  pares ,  et  de  la  libertd 
que  Bous  devons  k  leurs  travaux,  k  leurs  iasti- 
iBtions.  lei,  le  mal  iadiqao  le  remede.  Nous 
B*avsBS  poiat  de  ckef,  il  aoas  ea  faot  ub.  Notre 

Sriase  est  aotre  ouvraae,  aous  avous  doao  le 
roit  de  Juger  bob  mdrite  quaad  11  s'agit  de  V4- 
lire,  et  bob  iacapacitd  quaad  elle  se  maaifeste. 
J*aJoaterai  qae  le  peuple,  eacore  biea  qu'il  B*ait 
pas  le  droit  de  proaoacer  sur  les  actioas  de  ses 
naltres ,  appreadra  ce  ckaagemeat  avec  traas- 
port.  C'est  la  provideace,  te  a'ea  doute  pas,  qui 
lui  {aspire  elle-mdme  ces  dispositioas,  pour  vous 
aveitir  que  la  rdpublique  reclame  cette  r^solu- 
tioB,  et  que  le  sort  de  Tetat  ent  ea  vos  maias/* 
Cc  discours  a'dprouva  one  de  timides  coatra- 
dlctioas  ;  cepeadaat ,  la  otf  liberatioa  dura  kuit 
Joura.  L*asfemblc'e,  ae  se  Jugeaat  pas  anssi  sdre 
de  rapprobatioa  uaiverselle  qae  Torateur  voolait 
le  lui  /aire  croire,  desirait  que  le  doge  donuAt 
lai-m^me  sa  demissioa.  II  Tavait  dejk  propoiiee 
deux  foifl,  et  oa  a'avait  pas  vouln  Taccepter. 
Ancone  loi  ae  portait  que  le  priaco  fdt  revo- 
caklo:  il  etalt  ancoatraire  k  vie,  eties  exemples 
qa'oB  pouvait  citer  de  plusieurs  doges  deposes, 
prouvaieat  que  do  telics  re\olufinns  avaieat  ton- 

Ssrs  ete  le  r«$8uJtat  d*un  mouvemeat  populaire. 
sis  d'ailleiim,  si  le  doge  pouvait  ^tre  depose, 
ce  a'etait  pas  assuremiiat  par  ua  tribunal  cnm> 
pose  d'lin  petit  aombre  do  mcmbrcs,  iastitnc^ 
pour  puair  les  crimes ,  et  aullcmoat  iuvesti  du 
omit  do  revoquer  ce  que  \e  cnt^  awKvafUAB  de 
rel«t  avaH  fait. 


Cepoadaat  le  tribaul  mrr&tm  fno  let  lii  os- 
oeillers  de  la  seigaearie  et  lea  ckefi  da  msKi 
des  dix  so  traasporteraioBt  mapr^  da  dsn,  fm 
lui  sigaifier  aae  rexeellOBtisaiBie  caascil  inil 
Jugd  coaveaakle  qn*il  abdiqaAt  vae  digailt  km 
BOB  Age  ae  lai  permetlait  ploa  4e  reaplir  fa 
foactloas.  Ob  laidoBaaitlSitdacata  d'orpMrai 
eatretlea.  et  viagt-qoatre  kevrea  poor  oe  decifa 

Foscari  rdpoadit  sar-le-ckaasp  avec  bcMW^ 
de  gravite ,  que  deax  foia  il  avail  voalo  n  k- 
mettre  de  sa  ckarge  ;  qa^au  lion  de  le  lii  pa- 
mettre ,  oa  avait  exige  de  lai  lo  aermeat  ds  a 
plas  rditerer  eette  demaado ;  qae  la  preriina 
avail  proloage  ses  joura  poor  Teprouver  ct  mb 
raflliger ;  qoe  cepeadaat  oa  a*etait  pas  ca  inil 


teaait  de  la  rdpabliqao  eatiere,  et  qaTl  temrr- 
vait  de  rdpoadre  aor  ce  aajet ,  qaaad  la  vskal^ 
ge'ae'rale  se  serall  le'galoaieat  ■Maifeslee. 

Le  leademaia,  k  Tkeare  ladlqutfo,  les  ssafcil 
lers  et  les  ckefs  des  diz  ae  prtfaeatireaft.  II  st 
Toulut  pas  leur  doaaer  d'aatra  rdpoase.  Le  caa- 
seil  s*as8embla  sur-le-ckamip,  lot  oavo^a  dsasi- 
der  CBcore  nae  fois  sa  rosolatioo,  sdaace  teasilt, 
et,  la  re'poase  avaat  ot^  la  m^aie ,  oa  prsasaft 
qae  le  doge  dtait  relevd  de  aoa  aenaeat  el  U- 
pose  de  sa  digaitd;  oa  lai  aaaigaait  aae  peasim 


do  15M  daeaU  d'or,  ea  lui  eajoigaaBl  de  itrtii 
do  palais  daas  kuit  joara ,  aoaa  pciae  de  vdr 
teas  ses  bieas  coBflooo^a. 

Le  leademaia,  ce  deeret  fut  porle  aa  dsff,  el 
ce  tat  Jacqaea  Loredaa  qui  eat  la  croelle  joie 
de  le  lui  preseater.  II  repoadit :  ^^Si  J'avats  ps 
prdvoir  one  ma  vieilleaae  fdt  prejudiciable  k  I'e- 
tat ,  le  ckef  de  la  repobliqae  ae  se  serait  pai 
moatre  asses  iagrat,  poor  preferer  sa  dicBite  « 
la  patrie;  mais  cette  vie  laiayaat  ete  utile  pea- 
daat  taat  d^anae'es,  je  voolaia  lai  ea  coasscrcr 

Iasqu'au  deraier  momeat.  Le  deeret  est  rcsdi, 
e  m*y  coaformerai/*  Apria  avoir  parte'  lisfL 
1  ae  ddpouilla  des  marqaes  de  aa  digaite.  naU 
I'aaaeau  dacal  qai  i^t  brise  ea  aa  prescace,  ct 
dis  le  Jour  snivaat  il  qaitta  ce  palais,  qa'il  svail 
kabite  peadaat  treate-ciaq  aaa,  accempagae  4c 
SOB  frire,  de  ses  pareats,  et  dfe  aea  amis,  ti 
secrdtaire,  qui  ae  traava  aor  le  perroa,  riavita  ■ 
desceadre  par  aa  escalier  derobe  ,  afia  d*ievitfv 
la  foale  do  peuple,  qai  B'dtait  rassembid  dsai 
les  cours ;  mais  il  b>  refusa,  diaaat  qa^il  vsslsii 
desceadre  par  ok  il  dtait  moatd ;  et  qaaad  il  fM 
au  bas  de  rescalier  dea  gdaau,  il  se  releaias, 
appaye  sur  sa  beqaille,  vera  le  palala,  ea  pule- 
raat  ces  paroles :  "Mea  aervioea  m'y  avaieat  sp- 
pele,  la  malice  de  mes  eaaemila  M*ea  fait  sortir.'' 
La  foule  qui  s'onvTait  aar  aoa  passage,  et  qd 
avait  peutdtre  desird  aa  mort,  diali  emae  dc 
respeet  et  d'atteadrissemeat.  Reatre  daaa  sa  asi- 
SOB,  il  recommaada  k  sa  femllla  d'oaklierles  is- 
jares  de  ses  eaaemis.  Peraoaae  daaa  lea  divcit 
corps  de  Te'tat  ae  so  crat.ea  droit  de  s*eCaaser, 
qn*aB  priaco  iaamovikle  edt  eld  ddpoad  aaas  qs'm 
lai  reprock4t  riea ;  que  Tetat  edt  perda  aoa  cfceCa 
riasu  du  sdaat  et  du  corpa  aoaverala  lal-m^at 
Le  peuple  seal  laissa  dekapper  qaelqace  fcgRH: 
aae  proclamalioa  da  eoaaeil  dea  dix  preserini 
le  sileace  le  plas  akaola  aar  eetio  aflaire ,  issi 
peiae  de  mort. 

Avaat  de  doaaer  oa  aaeceaaear  k  Praa^ 
Foscari,  aae  Bouvelle  lot  flit  readoe,  qui  deTri- 
dait  au  doge  d*euvTir  et  de  lire,  aatreawBl  qa'n 
prdseaee  do  ses  coBsoillera,  lea  depdcfccs  da 
ambassadeurs  de  la  rdpabliqoa,  et  lea  Icliif* 
des  princes  diraagefa. 

Les  dlecteurs  eatrireat  aa  eoaclave ,  el  aso- 
mereat  aa  dogat  Pasckal  Malipieri,  leltectabfc 
1457.  La  clocke  de  Salat-Marc,  qui  aaaaafaltk 
Vcaise  bob  aouveaa  priace,  viat  irapperrereillt 
de  Fraacois  Foscari ;  cello  foia  aa  fenaelc  !'■ 
baadoBBa,  il  dproava  aa  tal  ■ajiiaifiaaai  qs'it 
Xmaax^x  Vt  >aaiwaaia 
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-  La  rtfpabliqne  arrMa  qa*oa  lot  readraU  Im 
-fliAnic*  hoaaeara  faa^bret  qae  •*!!  f\At  Bort  daas 
reaereise  de  la  digaitd;  male  lortqn*oa  ••  prd- 
••ata  poar  ealerer  tea  rettet,  fa  Teave,  qal  da 
worn  Bom  ^tait  Marlae  Naai ,  dtfelara  qa*ef le  ae 
•le  aouffrirait  poiat;  qa*oa  ae  dovait  pu  trailer 
•a  priace  apr^a  iia  mort  celai  qae  vivaat  oo 
mvait  depoailid  de  la  eooroaae,  et  que,  paitqa*il 
mvalt  eoasamd  tea  bfeat  aa  serviee  de  I'elat, 
•He  laorait  ceaaaerer  aa  dot  k  lai  faire  readre 
laa  deraiera  hoaaeara.  Oa  ae  tiat  aacaa  eompte 
de  eette  reaiataaee,  et  nuilpre  lea  proteatatioaa 
de  l^acieaae  dogareaae,  le  eorpa  fdt  ealerd, 
vevAta  dea  oraemeata  daeaax,  expoad  ea  poblie, 
•t  lea  oba^quea  fiireat  edldbma  arec  la  ponpe 
•eeoatomde.  Le  aonvean  doge  aaaiata  aa  coaToi 
«■  robe  de  adaatear. 

La  pitid  qa*avait  iaaptrde  le  nalhear  de  ee 
▼ietllard  ae  fat  paa  tout-4-fiiit  aterile.  Ua  aa 
mpr^a ,  oa  oaa  dire  qae  le  coaaeil  dea  dlx  avait 
«atrepaaad  aea  poavotra.  et  il  loi  fbt  ddfeada  par 
aae  loi  dn  graad  coaaeil  de  a*iugerer  k  Taveair 
ide  Jager  le  priaee ,  k  Boiaa  qae  ce  ae  fAt  poar 
caaae  de  f^oaie. 

Vn  acte  d^aatorite  tel  qae  la  depoaitioa  d^aa 
dago  iaamovible  de  aa  aatore,  aaralt  pa  exeiter 
aa  aoul^vemeat  gdaeral,  oo  ao  mofaa  oecaaioaer 
4iBe  divialoa  daoa  aae  rdpobliqoe  aotreaeat 
caaatitoee  qoe  Veaiae.  Maia  depoia  troia  aaa, 
11  exiatait  daaa  celle-ci  aae  nagiatratore.  oa  plo- 
t*t  uae  aotoritd,  devaat  laqoelle  toat  aevait  ae 
tairr. 


Extrait  de  tHUfire  dea  R^hUque§  ItuUennet 
du  meyea  age,  par  SitmvndC 

Le  doge  de  Veaiae,  qoi  avait  preveaa  par  ee 
traitd  aae  goerre  aoa  molaa  daogereaae  qae 
celle  qo'il  avait  termiade  preaqoe  ea  mdme 
tenpa  par  le  traite  de  Lodi,  dtait  alora  parveaa 
k  aae  eitrdme  vieilleaae.  Fraacoia  Poacari  oc- 
eapait  cette  premiere  digaite  ae  Tetat  d4a  le 
15  avril  1423.  QooiqoMl  fikt  ddik  A§4  de  ploa  de 
ciaauaate-on  aaa  k  Tdpoqae  de  aoa  eleetioa,  il 
^tait  cepeodaot  le  ploa  Jeuae  dea  qaaraate-aa 
^lecteora.  11  avait  ea  beaucoop  de  peioe  k  par- 
veair  an  raag  qa*il  coavoitait,  et  aoa  dleetioa 
avait  etd  coadoite  avec  beaacoap  d*adreaae. 
Peadaat  plaaieora  toora  de  aeratia  aea  aaiia  lea 
plaa  lelda  a*dtaieat  abateaoa  de  lai  doaaer  leur 
aoffrage,  pour  qoe  lea  aatrea  ae  le  eoaaiddraa- 
oeat  paa  coBme  oa  eoaearreat  redoutable.  Le 
coaaeil  dea  dix  craigaait  aoa  crddlt  parmi  la  ao- 
bleaae  panvre.  parte  oa*il  avait  eherchd  k  ae  la 
readre  favorable,  taadia  qu'il  etait  procaratear 
de  Saiat-Mare,  ea  faiaaat  employer  plua  de 
treate  mille  dacata  k  doter  dea  Jeuaea  fiUea  de 
bonae  malaoa,  ou  k  dtablir  de  Jeoaea  geatlla- 
bommea.  Oa  craigaait  eaeore  aa  aombreoae  fa- 
nllle,  car  alora  fi  dtait  p^re  de  quatre  eafkaa, 
et  Biarid  de  aoUveau  ;  eafia  oa  redontait  aoa 
anbitiea  et  aoa  goAt  pour  la  guerre.  L^opiaioa 
que  aea  adveraairea  a'dtaieat  formde  de  lui  tat 
▼driflde  par  lea  dvdaemeaa ;  peadaat  treate-ooa- 
ire  ana  que  Poacari  Ait  k  la  tdte  de  la  rdpubli- 

2ne,  elle  ae  ceaaa  poiat  de  combattre.  Si  lea 
oatilitda  dtaieat  aoapeadoea  durant  qoelqoea 
noia.  a' dtait  poor  recoBBeacer  bieat6t  avec  plaa 
de  vigoeor.  Ce  tut  rdpoqoe  oo  Veolae  dteadit 
aoa  empire  anr  Breacla,  DergaBo,  Raveaae.  et 
CrdBe ;  on  elle  foada  aa  doBinatioa  de  Lombar- 
die,  et  parnt  aaaa  ceaae  aor  le  poiat  d*aaaervir 
toate  cette  province.  Profoad,  coorogeox,  iad- 
branlablCf  Poacari  coBBuaiqua  aux  coaaeila  aoa 
propre  caractere,  et  aea  talena  lui  fireat  obteair 
ploa  dMnilnencjB  aur  la  re'publiqne,  que  n'avaieat 
exerce  la  plnpart  de  aea  pre'de'eeaaeura.  Maia  ai 
aoa  aBbitioB  avait  en  poor  bnt  ragrandiaaoBeat 
de  aa  faBille ,  elle  fnt  crnellemeat  troBpde : 
troia  de  aea  Ilia  monrnreat  dana  lea  huit  anneea 
qai  auivireat  aoa  election ;  le  qaatrieBO,  Jacob, 
par  leqael  la  flMiaoa  FoMari  t^tat  parpdiade. 


tat  irietiBa  de  la  Jalooale  da  coaaeil  -  dea  db,  at 
eatpoiaoaaa  par  aea  Balbeara  lea  Joara  de  aoa  p^re. 

Ea  eifet,  le  coaaeil  dea  dlx,  redooblaat  de  dd- 
fiaaee  eavera  le  cbef  de  Tdtat,  loraqo'il  le  to- 
yait  plaa  fort  par  aea  taleaa  et  aa  popalaritd, 
veillait  aaaa  ceaae  aar  Poacari,  pour  le  poalr 
de  aoa  credit  et  de  aa  gloire.  Au  Boia  de  fdvrier 
1445,  Micbel  Bevilacqaa,  Ploreatin,  exild  k  Ve- 
aiae, accuaa  ea  aecret  Jacqoea  Poacari  annris 
dea  iaqoiaiteora  d*dtat,  d*avoir  re^o  du  daePkl- 
lippe  Viacoati  dea  preaeaa  d^argeat  et  de  Jdvaaz, 
par  lea  Baiaa  dea  aeaa  de  aa  Baiaoa.  Telia 
dtait  rodienae  procddare  adoptde  k  Venice,  qae 
aar  eette  accnaatioa  aecrite,  le  fila  da  doge,  da 
reprdaeataat  de  la  Baieatd  do  la  rdpnbliqae,  Ait 
Bia  k  la  torture.  Oa  lai  arracba  par  Teatrapada 
raven  dea  cbargea  portdea  eoatre  lai;  il  tut  re- 
Idgnd  pour  le  reate  de  aea  Joara  k  Napoli  da 
Romaaie,  avec  obligatloa  de  ae  prdaeater  ehaqae 
Biatia  an  coBBkadaat  de  la  place.  Cepeadaaty 
le  vaiaaeaa  qal  le  portait  ayaat  toaebd  k  Trieaie, 
Jacob,  gri^vcBoat  aialade  dea  aaitea  de  la  tor- 
tare,  et  plaa  eaeore  de  rhuBiliatioa  oail  avafl 
dproavde,  dcBaada  ea  grice  aa  coaaeil  dea  dii 
de  a'dtre  paa  eavovd  plua  loin.  II  obtint  cetta 
favour,  par  aae  ddliberatioa  du  28  ddccBbra 
1446 ;  il  fnt  rappele  k  Treviae,  et  il  eat  la  II- 
bertd  d^babiter  tout  le  Treviaaa  ladiflTdreBBeat. 

II  vivait  ea  palx  k  Treviae,  et  la  fille  deLeo- 
aard  Coatariai,  qn*il  avait  dpouaee  le  10  fdvrier 
1441,  dtait  veane  le  Joiadre  dana  aon  exil,   lora- 

3ue,  le  5  novoBbre  1450,  Almoro  Donate,  chef 
a  coaaeil  dea  dix,  fut  aaaaaaiae. 
Lea  deux  antrea  iaquialteura  d'etat,  Triadaao 
Oritti  et  Aatoaio  Veaieri,  porterent  lenra  aoup- 
^aa  aur  Jacob  Poacari,  parce  qo*un  doBcatiqua 
a  lai,  aomme  Olivier,  avait  etd  vo  ce  aoir-lk 
Bdme  k  Veaiae,  et  avait  dea  proBlera  doaad  la 
aouvelle  de  cet  aaaaaainat.  Olivier  fut  Bia  k  bi 
torture,  Bala  il  aia  Jaaqu*k  la  fia,  avec  aa  eoa 
rage  iadbraalable,  le  criBC  doat  oa  raccaaalt. 

Jinoique  aea  tagea  euaaent  la  barbaric  de  lai 
aire  doaaer  joaqu*k  qnatre-viagta  toura  d*eatia 
Sade.  Cepeadaat.  cobbc  Jacob  Poacari  avait 
e  pniaaaaa  Botira  diaimitid  eoatre  le  coaaeil 
dea  dix  qui  Tavait  coadaBad,  et  qui  tdBoigaait 
de  la  kaiae  au  doge  aoa  pire,  oa  eaaaya  de  Bct- 
tre  k  aoa  tour  Jacob  k  la  tortare,  et  Tea  pre- 
loagea  eoatre  lui  cea  aflfk'eux  tounaeata.  aaac 
rduaair  k  ea  tirer  ancnae  coafeaaioa.  Malgrd 
aa  deadgatioa,  le  coaaeil  dea  dix  le  coadaaiaa 
k  dtre  traaapertd  k  la  Caade,  et  accorda  aaa 
rdcoBpeaae  k  aoa  ddlatear.  Maia  lea  horriblaa 
doaleura  que  Jacob  Poacari  avait  eproavdea, 
avaleat  tronbld  aa  raiaon ;  aea  peradcnteura,  toa- 
chea  de  ce  dernier  Balheur,  permireat  qn*oa  ki 
raBcaAt  k  Veaiae  le  26  mai  1451.  Il  CBbraaaa 
aoa  pire,  il  puiaa  daaa  aea  exhortatioaa  quelqaa 
cooraae  et  qnelqne  calme,  et  il  fat  recoadait 
iBBdaiatemeat  k  la  Caade.  Sar  cea  eatrefkitaa, 
IKicolaa  Brisio,  boauae  dejk  aote  poar  aa  prded- 
deat  crime,  coafeaaa,  ea  monrant,  qae  e*dtait  lai 
qui  avait  tad  AlBoro  Donate. 

Le  Balhenreux  doge,  Praa^oia  Poacari,  avait 
ddjk  eherchd,  k  plaaieura  reprlaea,  k  abdiqacr 
aae  digaite  ai  Aineate  k  Ini-BdBO  et  k  aa  faBille. 
II  lai  acBblait  qae,  redeaceada  aa  raag  de  ats- 
ple  citoyea,  cobbc  il  aMaapirerait  ploa  de 
crainte  oa  de  Jalouaie,  oa  a*accablerait  plua  aoa 
fila  par  cea  cfTroyablca  peradcntioaa.  AbatCa 
par  la  Bort  de  aea  prcBicra  eafaaa,  II  avait 
vouln,  d^a  le  26  Jnia  ]4SS,  ddpoaer  une  diaaitd, 
darant  Texercice  de  laquelle  aa  patrie  avait  die 
tourmentee  par  la  gnerre,  par  la  peate,  et  par 
dea  Balheura  de  toot  genre.  II  reaoovela  cetta 
propoaitioa  apr^a  lea  iorcBcata  readoa  coatrii 
aoa  fila ;  Bala  le  coaaeil  dea  dix  le  reteaait  for- 
cemcot  aor  le  trftoe,  conuac  il  reteaait  aoa  fill 
daaa  lea  fera. 

Ba  vaia  Jacob  Poacari,  obltgd  de  ae  prdaeater 
ehaqoe  Joor  ao  aooveraear  de  la  Caade ,  rdcla- 
Bait  eoatre  riajaatiec  da  la  deralkca  awaAwv 
tar  laqfaaUa  \ia  wilMMKwa  ^^iSSaBM  «»^" 
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Chetv  teftimony,  has  ftrequently  declared  fa  my 
Biearinc,  that  the  Greeks  do  not  deserve  to  be 
emancipated ;  reasoning  on  the  groondi  of  their 
'^national  and  iadividnal  depravity,**  while  he 
forgot  that  snch  depravity  Is  to  be  attributed 
to  causes  which  can  only  be  removed  by  the 
measure  he  reprobates. 

Mr.  Roque,  a  French  merchant  of  respectabi- 
lity long  settled  in  Athens,  asserted  with  the 
movt  amusing  gravity:  **Sir,  they  arc  the  same 
eanaiUe  that  eiisted/n  the  daw  of  TbemUtoeUa  ! " 
an  alarming  remark  to  the  ^Laudator  temporis 
acti.**  The  ancients  banished  Them istocles ;  the 
moderns  cheat  Monsieur  Roqne :  thus  great  men 
have  ever  been  treated! 

In  short,  all  the  Pranks  who  are  fiitnres, 
and  most  of  the  Bnglishmen,  Germans,  Danes, 
of  passage,  came  over  by  degrees  to  their 
opinion,  on  much  the  same  groands  that  a  Turk 
in  Eacland  would  condemn  the  nation  by  whole- 
aale,  because  he  was  wronged  by  his  lacquey, 
and  overcharged  by  his  washerwoman. 

Certainly  it  was  not  a  little  staggering  when 
the  Sieurs  Fauvel  and  Lusieri,  the  two  greatest 
demagogues  of  the  day,  who  divide  between 
them  the  power  of  Pericles  and  the  popularitv 
of  Cleon,  and   puisle  the  poor  VVaywode   with 

Serpetual  differences^  agreed  in  the  utter  coa- 
emnation,  ^'nulla  virtnte  redemptum,**  of  the 
Greeks  in  general,  and  of  the  Athenians  la 
particular. 

For  my  own  humble  ouinion,  I  am  loth  to 
ha2ard  it,  knowing,  as  I  do,  that  there  be  now 
In  MS.  no  less  than  five  tours  of  the  first  mag- 
nitude and  of  the  most  threatening  aspect,  all 
in  typographical  array,  by  persons  of  wit,  and 
honour,  and  regular  common-place  books:  bat, 
if  I  may  say  this  without  offence,  it  seems  to 
ne  rather  hard  to  declare  so  positively  and  per- 
tinaciously, as  almost  every  body  has  declared, 
that  the  Greeks,  because  they  are  very  bad,  will 
never  be  better. 
EtoB  and  SonninI  have  led  us  astray  by  their 

Kinegyrics  and  projects;  but,  on  the  other  hand, 
e  Pauw  and  Thornton  have  debased  the  Greeks 
beyond  their  demerits. 

The  Greeks  will  never  bo  indepeadeat;  they 
will  never  be  sovereigns  as  heretofore,  and  God 
forbid  they  ever  should!  but  they  may  be  sub- 
jects without  being  slaves.  Our  coloales  are 
not  independent,  but  they  are  free  and  indus- 
trious, and  such  may  Greece  be  hereafter. 

At  present,  like  the  Catholics  of  Ireland  and 
the  Jews  throughout  the  world,  aad  such  other 
cudgelled  and  heterndoi  people,  they  suffer  all 
the  moral  and  physical  ills  that  can  afflict  hu- 
manity. Their  life  is  a  struggle  against  truth ; 
they  are  vicious  In  their  own  defence.  They 
are  so  unused  to  kindness,  that  when  they  oc- 
casionally meet  with  it  tney  look  upon  It  with 
suspicion,  ai  a  dog  often  beaten  snaps  at  your 
fingers  if  you  attempt  to  caress  him.  **They 
are  ungrateftil,  notoriously,  abominably  ungrate- 
ful!*'—this  is  the  general  cry.  Now.  in  the 
aameof  iSemesis!  for  what  are  they  to  oe  grate- 
ful? Where  is  the  human  being  that  ever 
conferred  a  benefit  on  Greek  or  Greeks!  They 
are  to  be  grateful  to  the  Turks  for  their  fetters, 
and  to  the  Franks  for  their  broken  promises  and 
lying  counsels.  They  are  to  be  grateful  to  the 
artist  who  eagraves  their  ruins,  and  to  the  an- 
tiquary who  carries  them  away:  to  the  traveller 
whose  Janiesary  flogs  them,  and  to  the  scribbler 
whose  Journal  abuses  them!  This  is  the  amouat 
of  their  obligatioa  to  foreigaert. 

II. 

^one^smi  Convent,  Mkent,  Jmnuar^  IS,  1811. 

Amongst  the  remnants  of  the  barbarous  policy 
•f  the  earlier  ages  are  the  traces  of  bondage 
whieh  yet  eiisl   \n  different  eoualties,   whose 


iahahftaatf.    bdwever  dividM   la  rellglea  aad 
manners,  almost  all  agree  la  oppression. 

TheBnglish  have  at  last  compassionated  their 
Negroes,  aad  under  a  less  bigoted  goverameat, 
may  prebiri»Iy  one  day  r'^lease  their  Catholle 
brethren:  but  the  interposition  of  foreigners 
alone  can  emancipate  the  Greeks,  who,  other- 
wise, appear  to  have  as  small  a  chance  of  re- 
demption from  the  Turks,  as  the  Jews  have 
from  mankind  in  general. 

Of  the  ancient  Greeks  we  know  more  thaa 
enough;  at  least  the  younger  mea  of  Europe 
devote  much  of  their  time  to  the  study  of  the 
Greek  writers  and  history,  whieh  would  be 
much  more  usefVilly  spent  in  mastering  their 
own.  Of  the  moderns  we  are  perhaps  more 
neglectful  thaa  they  deserve;  aau  while  every 
maa  of  any  pretension  to  learaing  is  tiring  out 
his  youth,  and  often  his  age,  la  the  study  ef 
the  language  and  of  the  harangues  of  the  Athea- 
ian  demagogues  In  favour  of  freedom,  the  real 
or  supposed  descendants  of  these  sturdy  repub- 
licans are  left  to  the  actual  tyranny  of  their 
masters,  although  a  very  slight  effort  Is  required 
to  strike  off  their  chains. 

To  talk,  as  the  Greeks  themselves  do,  of  their 
rising  again  to  their  pristine  superiority,  would 
be  ridiculous ;  as  the  rest  of  the  world  must 
resume  Its  barbarism,  after  re-assertiag  the  so- 
vereignty of  Greece  :  but  there  seems  to  be  ne 
very  great  obstacle,  except  In  the  apathy  of  the 
Franks,  to  their  becoming  an  nsefVil  dependency, 
or  even  a  free  state  with  a  proper  guarantee  ;«— 
under  correction,  however,  be  It  spoken,  for 
many  and  well-informed  mea  doubt  the  practica- 
bility even  of  this. 

The  Greeks  have  never  lost  their  hope,  thonch 
they  are  now  more  divided  In  opinion  on  the 
subject  of  their  probable  deliverers.  Rellglou 
recommends  the  Russians;  but  they  have  twice 
beea  deceived  aad  abandoned  by  that  power, 
and  the  dreadful  lesson  they  received  after  the 
Muscovite  desertion  In  the  Morea  has  acver 
been  forgotten.  The  French  they  dislike;  al- 
though tne  subjugation  of  the  rest  of  Europe 
will,  probably,  be  attended  by  the  deliverance 
of  continental  Greece.  The  islanders  look  te 
the  English  for  succour,  as  they  have  very  lately 
possesDed  themselves  of  the  Ionian  republic, 
Corfn  eicepted.  But  whoever  appear  with  arms 
in  their  hands  will  be  welcome;  and  when  that 
day  arrives.  Heaven  have  mercy  on  the  Otto- 
mans, they  cannot  expect  it  fk'om  the  Giaours. 

But  instead  of  considering  what  they  have 
been,  and  speculating  on  what  they  may  be,  let 
us  look  at  them  as  tney  are. 

Aad  here  it  Is  Impossible  to  reconcile  the 
contrariety  of  opinions :  some,  particularly  the 
merchaats,  decrying  the  Gi^eks  In  the  strong- 
est laaguage;  others,  generally  travellers,  turn- 
ing periods  in  their  eulogy,  and  publishitf  very 
curious  speculations  grvled  on  their  former 
state,  which  can  have  no  more  effect  on  their 
present  lot,  than  the  existence  of  the  Incas  en 
the  f\iture  fortunes  of  Peru. 

One  very  Ingenious  person  terms  them  the 
**natural  allies**  of  Englishmen;  another,  ne 
less  ingenious,  will  not  allow  them  to  be  the 
allies  of  any  body,  and  denies  their  very  descent 
from  the  ancients ;  a  third,  more  ingenious  than 
either,  builds  a  Greek  empire  oa  a  Rnsslaa 
foundation,  aad  realises  (oa  paper)  all  the  dii- 
moras  of  Catherlae  II.  As  to  the  auestion  ef 
their  descent,  what  caa  it  import  whether  the 
Mainnotes  are  the  lineal  Lasoaians  or  notf  er 
the  present  Athenians  as  indigenous  as  the  bees 
of  Hymettns,  or  as  the  grasshoppers,  te  which 
they  once  likened  themselves  f  What  Baglish- 
maa  cares  if  he  be  of  a  Danish,  Saxon,  Norman, 
or  Trojan  blood?  or  who,  except  a  Welehman, 
is  afflicted  with  a  desire  of  being  deiceade4 
from  Caractarus? 

The  peer  Greeks  da  aut  %a  msMk  ^^MtnA. >». 


762 


NOTES    TO    SARDANAPALUa 


And  rJboM.  my  own  Ionian  JUyrrha,  [p.  474. 
^The  ToBian  name  had  been  still  nore  eon- 
preheative,  haviaf  incladed  the  Aehaianf  and 
the  Bootians,  who,  tof^eiher  with  thcMe  to  whom 
it  was  afterwards  cuntined ,  wonld  make  nearly 
the  whole  of  the  Greek  natioa,  aad  among  the 
orientals  it  was  always  the  geaeral  name  for 
the  Greeks.**— MiTPOEo'i  Greece,  t«L  i,  p.  IM. 


f%€  king,  and  ton  0/  Anaeyndaraxet, 
in  one  day  built  AnchtaluM  and  Tarnu. 
Bat,  drink,  and  love;  the  re§t*9  not  worth  afiUip. 

C^  477. 

"For  thii  eipedition  he  took  only  •  amall 
chosen  body  of  the  phalani,  bnt  all  hia  light 
froope.  In  the  first  day*s  march  he  reached  An- 
chiaint ,  a  town  said  to  have  been  founded  by 
the  king  of  Assyria,  Sardanapalos.  The  fortifi- 
cations, in  their  magnitude  and  extent,  still  in 
Arrian's  time,  bore  the  character  of  greatness, 
which  the  Assyrians  appear  lingnlarly  to  have 
affected  in  works  of  the  kind.  A  monument  re- 
presenting Sardanapalus  was  found  there ,  war- 
ranted by  an  inscription  in  Assyrian  characters, 
of  course  in  the  old  Assyrian  language ,  which 
the  Greeks,  whether  well  or  ill,  interpreted 
thus :  '^Sardanapalus ,  son  of  Anacyndaraxes,  in 
one  day  founded  Anchialns  and  Tarsus.  Eat, 
drink,  play :  all  other  humaa  Jovs  are  not  worth 
a  fillip.**  Supposing  this  version  nearly  exact 
(for  Arrian  saya  il  wm  not  quite  to),  whnther 


the  pnrpote  has  not  been  to  iBrtte  to  cItH  srto 
a  people  disposed  to  torbnlence,  rather  this  u 
recommend  immoderate  luxnrj ,  may  periufi 
reasonably  be  queetioned.  Wknt,  indeed^  ossn 
be  the  object  of  a  king  of  Anayrin  in  feasdisg 
such  towns  in  a  country  ■•  distnat  from  hi»  ca- 
pital, and  so  divided  froM  it  by  nn  immense  «• 
tent  of  sandy  deserts  and  lofty  mountains,  asi 
still  more,  how  the  Inhnbitanta  could  be  at  saci 
in  circumstances  to  abandon  thenMclves  ts  tks 
intemperate  Joya  which  their  prince  has  ben 
supposed  to  have  recommended,  ia  not  obviim: 
but  it  may  desene  observation  tknt,  inthatHst 
of  coast ,  the  southern  of  Leaner  Asia,  niis  if 
cities,  evidently  of  an  age  after  Alexaader,  jet 
barely  named  in  history ,  at  this  day  astsaiih 
the  adventuroaa  tmveller  by  their  magnificescs 
and  elegance.  Amid  the  desolatiea  which,  ader 
a  singularly  barbarian  covernument,  has  for  « 
many  centurieo  been  daily  spreading  in  thefiseM 
countrlea  of  the  globe ,  wkether  more  froa  Mil 
and  eltaaate,  or  from  opyartanltien  for  eoaunerce, 
extraordinary  means  maot  have  been  found  Isr 
eommnnities  to  flourish  tliere ,  whence  it  aay 
seem  that  the  measarea  of  Sardanapalos  wets 
directed  by  Juater  tIbwo  thaa  baTe  been  cea- 
monly  ascribed  to  hta  (  bat  tiwt  moaarch  havisg 
been  the  last  of  a  dynaaty,  ended  by  n  revolntkia. 


obloqur   on  his  memory    wonld  follow  of  coarse 

the  pel 
tiaans.    The  ineonaiatency  of  traditioas  eoacera- 


from  the  policy  of  his  anceeaaora  aad  their  par- 


ing Sardanapalus  la  striking   la   Diodorna'a  ic- 
eoant  of  hia^**    Mixroaa. 


NOTB  TO  THE  4)EF0RllfED  TRANS- 
FORMED. 


Thia  production  ia  founded  partly  on  the  story 
of  a  Novel,  called  ''The  Three  Brothera,**  pub- 
lished many  years  ago,  from  which  Lewis's 
**Wood- Demon*'  was  also  taken  —  and  partly  on 
the  "Faust**  of  the  great  Go«the.  The  present 
publication  eontains  the  first  two  Parts  only, 
and  the  opening  chorus  of  the  third.  The  reat 
may  perhapa  appear  hereafter. 


NOTE  TO  THE  LAMENT  OF  TASSO. 

At  Ferrara  (in  the  library)  are  preaerred  the 
original  MS8.  of  Taaao*a  Gieruaalemme  and  of 
Guarini*a  Paator  Fido,  with  lettera  of  Taaao,  one 
from  Titian  to  Arioato,  and  the  inkatand  and 
chair,  the  tomb  and  thehonae,  of  the  latter.  Bat 
aa  miafortune  haa  a  creator  intereat  for  poaterity. 
and  little  or  none  for  the  cotemporary,  the  eell 
where  Taaao  waa  eonfined  in  the  hoapital  of  St. 
Anna  attracta  a  more  fixed  attention  than  the 
residence  or  the  monument  of  Ariosto — at  least 
It  had  thia  effect  on  me.  There  are  two  iaaerip- 
tiona,  one  on  the  outer  gate,  the  aecoad  over 
the  eell  itself,  inviting,  unneceaaarlly,  the  won- 
der and  the  indignation  of  the  apeetator.  Ferrara 
ia  much  decayed  and  depopnlated ;  the  caatie  atill 
exists  entire;  and  I  saw  the  eonrt  where  Pari- 
flna  aad  Hugo  were  beheaded,  aeoordiag  to  the 
aaaal  ef  Gibboa. 


NOTES  TO  THE  P90PHECT  OT 

DANTE. 

My  Paradloa  had  otiU  been  tnemnpiete,    C^  Kl 

Che  aol  per  le  belle  opre 

Che  fanno  in  Cielo  11  aole  e  I*  nitre  atelle 

Dentro  di  lui  oi  eroda  fl  J^nradAe, 

Coai  ae  guard  i  fiao 

Penaar  ben  dhl  eh*  ogal  tarren*  piaeere. 
Cansone.  in  which  Daate  daneribee  the  pettai 
of  Beatrice. 

/  ipoMid  have  had  mt§  Flaremca  great  and  frtt. 

[^sn. 

L*Bailio  ehe  B*^  date  oaor  mi  tegao. 
•  •  •  •  •  • 

Cader  tra*  baeal  h  par  di  lode  degno. 

Sonnet  of  Dante,  In  which  ke  repreaenta  Rickl, 
Generooity ,  aad  Temperaaee  aa  banished  frta 
among  men,  and  aecking  relbge  froai  Love,  wbs 
iahablts  his  bosom. 


Iha  duet  eha  domme  f  eeatter,         [p.  STt 
"Ut  ai  quia  oredietanB  alio  tempore  ia  fbrtiaa 

dieti  commnnia  pcnroaerit ,  talie  ftrwtniene  igai 

eamtburatar,  aie  food  nurfafar." 
Second   aentenoe  ef  Florence  ngaiast  Daalc, 

aad  the  fonrteea  aeeaaed  witk  Jiiau— The  Litii 

ia  worthy  of  the  aeateaee. 


Whera  f«f  aif  btye  ara,  amd  thai  fatai  ahe. 

[p.  511 

This  lady,  whose  mama  was  CtasMsa,  aprnac 
Acam  one  ef  tke  moot  nowerftel  Gaelf  families, 
a4  '^wanii.V.  ^«««^  Xl^anti  waa  tha  ariaciial 
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•0  belM  **Adm»dvm  fMroto,  vt  do  Xtmtippo  So- 
erath  ^Oo^opki  eonjuge  tcriptum  e»»9  ietntnut." 
accordinr  to  Gi&nnosso  Manetti.  Bot  Lionarao 
Aretino  !•  scandaliied  with  Boccace,  !■  big  life 
of  Dante,  for  faying  that  literary  men  fliould 
not  narry.  '*Qai  il  Boccaccio  non  ha  pasienia, 
e  dice,  le  moglie  esier  contrarie  a^Ii  ftndj ;  e  non 
el  ricorda  clie  Socrate  il  pi6  nobile  filofofo  che 
mai  fosse  ebbe  moglie,  e  figliuoli,  e  ufGcj  della 
Repobblica  nelia  sua  Gitta;  e  Aristolele  ebbe 
due  raofli  la  varj  tempi,  ed  ebbe  fifliuoli,  e 
ricchesie  assai.  —  E  Mareo  Tallio~e  Catoae— e 
Varoae — e  Seneca — ebbero  moglie.**  I^  is  odd 
that  honest  Lieiarda's  eiamples,  with  the  ex- 
ception of  Seneca,  and,  for  anv  thing  I  know,  of 
Aristotle,  are  not  the  most  felicitons.  Tally *s 
Terentia,  and  Socrates*,  Xantipoe,  by  no  means 
contributed  to  their  husbands,  happiness,  what- 
ever they  might  do  to  their  philosophy  —  Cato 
STe  awaT  his  wife  —  of  Yarrows  we  know  no- 
ing— and  of  Seneea*s,  only  that  she  was  disposed 
to  die  with  him,  but  recoTered,  and  lived  several 
years  afterwards.  But,  says  Lionardo,  ^^h^  nomo 
•  mnimale  eivUe^  secondo  place  a  tattl  I  filosofi.** 
And  thence  concludes  that  the  greatest  proof  of 
the  antmatt  eiwitm  is  **la  wrtea  eongiunilone, 
dalla  quale  mnltiplicata  MMt  li  CIttk.** 


Aiae  moeiMthsir  HSm  rtrcMMa  Uko  tHtmtd  §et. 


fr.6T4. 
»ne( 


'  See  *'Sacco  dl  Roma,**  generally  attribated  to 
Caicclardini.  There  is  another  written  by  a  Ja- 
copo  Buontq^rte,  OeatllMBO  Sanuniniatate  che 
▼i  si  trovb  preseate. 

Onieverors  •»  foretgm  tk§r9§  ami  th§  ftr  wave, 

fp.  6T8. 
Alexander  of  Parma,  Spiaela,  Petcara,  fiogeae 
of  Savoy,  Montecueculi. 

DUtoverero  of  new  worlde,  wUeh  take  their  name. 

[n.  576. 
Coliunbns,  Americas  VespnelnSy  Sebastian  Cabot. 


He  who  onee  eutere  As  a  tfraate  hatt,    [p.  671. 
-     -      -  -      ^  with  which 

entering  the 


A  verse  from  the  Greek  traaailaafl,  with  which 
Pompey  took  leave  of  Cornelia  •■  '        ' 


boat  in  which  he  was  slain. 


And  the  Jtrtlt  daa  aihich  eeee  the  etoM  enrhrol. 


BONNBTTOl 
IH  Oiopanni  BattUta  XappL 

Chi  h  cestui,  che  in  dura  pletra  scolto. 
Siede  gigante ;  e  le  piii  illostre,  e  cdntc 
Prove  deir  arte  avvania,  e  ha  vive,  e  pronie 
Le  labbia  si,  che  le  parole  ascolto? 

Quest*  e  Mos^;  ben  me  *1  diceva  il  folfo 
Oner  del  mento,  e  *1  doppio  raggio  in  frontc« 

gnest*  k  Mos^,  quando  scendea  dell  monte, 
gran  parte  del  Nome  avea  nel  volto. 
Tal  era  allor,  che  le  sonanti,  e  vaste 
Acque  ei  sospese  a  se  d*intorno,  e  tale 
Quando  il  mar  chiuse,  e  ne  th  tomba  altrai. 
B  voi  sae  tarbe  un  rio  vltello  alsate  ? 
Alsata  aveste  imago  a  questa  egnale! 
Ch*  era  men  fallo  V  adorar  costal. 


Over  the  daam'd  before  the  Judgment  throne. 
The  last  Jadgmeat  ia  the  SiitiBe  chape 


[p.  578. 
1. 


omer. 


flNf  peers, 
[p.  576. 


The  verse  and  sentimeat  are  taken  from 
And  he,  thefr  prAsea*  ehaU  rank  amoi 

Petrarch. 

A  dame,  tte  Image,  [p.  678. 

The  cupola  of  St.  Peter's. 

Hie  ehieel  hid  the  Hehrew.  [p.  578. 

The   statue   of  Moeea   oa  tiie   moaameat   of 
Jalius  II. 


Tie  slreom  of  hi§  great  thoughte  ehaU  aprtnjf 
from  me,  [p.  67e. 

I  have  read  somewhere  (if  I  do  aat  err,  for  1 
cannot  recollect  where)  that  Dante  was  so  gr^at 
a  favourite  of  Michel  Angelo*s ,  that  ha  had  de- 
signed the  whole  of  the  Divina  Commedia:  but 
that  the  volnme  coatalniag  these  ctadies  was 
lost  by  sea. 

Her  ehanme  f  fomtfjfe  praad,  vho  laf  caiplsy. 

[p.  578. 
See  the  treatmeat  of  Michel  Aagclo  by  Julius 
II.  and  his  neglect  by  Leo  X. 

What  have  I  dene  to  thee,  mv  people9  [p.  579. 
**B  scrisse  pih  volte  non  solamente  a  partico- 
lari  cittadin  del  reggimento,  maancoraal  popolo, 
e  intra  Taltre  ua  Bpistola  assai  lunga  che  co- 
miacia  ^-''Popvle  mi,  quid  feci  tibiV  Vita  di 
Jkmto  eeritta  da  Lionardo  Aretino. 


NOTES  TO  THE  ODE  TO  NAPOLEON 
BUONAPARTE. 

The  rapture  of  the  titrife-^  [p.  591, 

Certamiais  gaudia,  the  expression  of  Attila  in 
his  haraagne  to  his  army,  previous  to  the  battle 
of  Chaloas,  givea  In  Cassiodoras. 

Or  like  the  thief  of  fire  from  heaven,    [p.  681. 
Prometheus. 

ne  very  Flend^o  areh  mock.  [p.  591. 

**The  fiend's  arch  mock— 
**To  lip  a  waatoa^  aad  suppose  her  chaste.** 

SiAKsraAaa. 


NOTES  TO   ENGLISH  BARDS   AND   SCOTCH 

REVIEWERS. 


StmmuH  I  hearf—thaU  hoarae  Ftt%gerold  hami 
Hi»  creaking  eouplet§  in  a  tavem-haU.     [p.  691. 

Semper  ego  aaditor  tantumf  Bunquamae  re- 
ponam 

Vexatus  toties  rauci  Theseide  CodriV 

JUVBHAL. 

Mr.  Fitsgerald,  facetiously  termed  by  Cobbett 
the  **Small-Beer-Poet/*  iBfllcts  his  aaaoal  trl- 


bote  ef  verse  oa  the  ••Literary  Fnad :  **  not  eoa- 
tent  with  writing,  he  spoats  In  person,  after  the 
company  have  imbibed  a  reasonable  quantity  of 
bad  port  to  enable  them  to  sustain  the  operation. 

Our  took  eamaUte,  Uke  HameTa  ehaU  be  free, 

C\d  liam«l  Btsw!ai?\\  ^x«ia\»«^  t%v>««^  ^»^^ 
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peD  Im  tbe  tatt  ekapter  of  Don  Qniiote.  Ok! 
that  onr  volaminoos  gentry  woald  follow  the 
eiample  of  Cid  llamet  Denengeli! 

By  Jeffrey'9  heart,  or  Miamk'§  Bafotian  head. 

rp.  593. 

Messrs.  Jeffrey  and  I«anib  are  the  Alpha  and 
Omega,  the  first  and  last,  of  the  Edinburgh- 
fteview  ;  tho  others  are  mentioned  hereafter. 

ff^hile  9ueh  ore  critiet,  why  thoald  I  ferhearf 

[p.  693. 

Stnlta  est  dementia peritnrs  parcere  charts. 

JuvnnAL. 

then  Bhould  von  a$k  me,  why  I  venimre  o'er 
The  path  which  Pepe  and  Gifferd  trad  hefere  f 

[p.  594. 
Onr  tamen  hoc  potius  libeat  decnrrere  campo 
Per  qaem  magnns  eqaos  Auroncs)  fleitt  alnmnns: 
Si  vacat,  et  plaeidi  rationem  admittitis,  edam. 

JVTBRAL. 

From  tearing  Seathey  dewn  to  groveiing  Stett. 

Stott,  better  known  In  the  **Morning  Peat "  by 
the  name  of  Uafis.  This  personage  is  at  pre- 
sent the  most  profonnd  explorer  of  the  bathos. 
I  remember,  to  the  reigning  family  of  Portugal, 
a  special  ode  of  Master  Stoifs,  beginning  thus : 
(Stott  loquitur  quoad  Hibernia.) 

Princely  offspring  of  Bragansa. 
Erin  greets  tnee  with  a  stansai 

Also  a  Sonnet  to  Hats,  Hell  worthy  of  the  sub- 
ject, and  a  most  thundering  ode  commencing  as 
follows : 

Oh !  for  a  lav !  loud  as  the  surge 
That  lashes  Lapland's  sounding  shore. 

Lord  have  mercy  on  os !  the  **Lay  of  the  Last 
Minstrel ''  was  nothing  to  this. 

ffttts  Lay9  of  MinttreU—ntay  they  he  the  last  f— 

[p.  594. 
See  the  <^Lay  of  the  Last  Minstrel,'*  paaHm. 
Never  was  any  plan  so  incongruous  and  absurd 
as  the  ground-woric  of  this  production.  The  en- 
trance of  Thunder  and  Lightning,  prologuising 
to  Bayes'  tragedy,  unfortunate  I  v  takes  away  the 
merit  of  originalitv  from  the  dialogue  between 
Messienrs  the  Spirits  of  Flood  and  Fell,  in  the 
first  canto.  Then  we  have  the  amiable  William 
of  l)(*loraiiie,  ^*a  stark  mosstrooper,*'  videlicet, 
a  happy  compound  of  poacher,  sheepstcalor,  and 
highwayman.  The  propriety  of  his  magical  la- 
dy's injunction,  not  to  read,  can  only  be  equalled 
by  his  randiil  acknowledgmcni  of  his  independ- 
ence of  the  trammels  of  spelling,  although,  to 
use  his  own  elegant  phrase,  ^* 'twas  his  neck- 
verse  at  hairibee,"  i.  e.  the  gallows. 

^ncl  goblin  brata,  of  Gilpin  Homer**  brood. 

[p.  594. 
The  Biography  of  Gilpin  Horner,  and  the 
mar\i*IIous  pedestrian  page,  who  travelled  twice 
as  fast  as  his  master's  horse,  without  the  aid 
of  seven-leagued  boots,  are  cheft-d'truvre  in  the 
improvement  of  taste.  For  incident  we  have 
the  invisible,  but  by  no  means  sparing,  boi  on 
the  ear  bestowed  on  the  page,  and  the  entrance 
of  a  Knight  and  Charger  into  tho  castle,  under 
the  very  natural  disguise  of  a  wain  of  hay. 
Mar  mi  on,  the  hero  of  the  latter  romance,  is 
exactly  what  William  of  Deloraine  would  have 
been,  had  he  been  able  to  read  or  write.  The 
Poem  was  manufactured  for  Messrs.  Constable, 
Murray,  and  Miller,  worshipful  Booksellers,  in 
consideration  of  the  receipt  of  a  sum  of  money, 
and,  troly,  considering  the  inspiration,  it  is  a 
very  creditable  production.  If  Mr.  Scott  will 
write  for  hire,  let  him  do  his  best  for  his  pay- 


masters, bnt  not  diograoe  hla  mlea,  which  h 
undoubtedly  great,  by  a  repetition  of  black-let- 
ter-ballad imiutions. 

The  tingle  wonder  of  a  thoueamd  years.  faSS. 
As  the  Odyssey  is  so  closely  connected  vitk 
the  story  of  the  Hind,  they  mny  almost  be  clsa»- 
ed  as  one  grand  historical  poem.  In  allsiisf 
to  Milton  and  Tasso,  we  consider  the  ^*ParidiK 
Lost,"  and  **6ierusalemme  Libemta,'*  ss  thrir 
standard  efforts,  since  neither  the  ^^Jenivalca 
Conquered'*  of  the  Italian,  nor  the  "ParsJiK 
Regained  "  of  the  Eagliah  Bard,  obtained  a  pro* 
portioaate  celebrity  to  their  former  poems.  Qaciy: 
Which  of  Mr.  Sonthey'a  wUl  aorviveV 

iVexf  see  tremendoue  T%mlaha  reme  on.  [p.SS. 
Thalaba,  Mr.  Sonthey''a  oecond  poem,  is  vril- 
ten  in  open  defiance  of  precedent  and  psetry. 
Mr.  S.  wished  to  prodnee  something  novel,  sad 
succeeded  to  a  mimafo.  Joan  of  Arc  was  mu- 
vellous  enough,  bnt  Thnlaba  was  one  of  choir 
poems  ^which  (in  the  words  of  Poraon)  will  kf 
read  when  Homer  and  Virgil  are  forgotten,  kat 
—not  till  then,'' 


T%ou  wilt  devote  old  women  to  the  deHL  fp.SK. 

See  The  old  Woman  of  Berkley,  a  Ballad  by 
Sonthey,  wherein  an  nged  Gcatlevomaa  is  car- 
ried away  by  Beelsebnb,  on  a  ^high  trotUsg 
horse." 

And  futt  hit  hooktf  for  fear  of  growing  demtk. 

[p.  5K. 
Lyrical  Ballads :  •^The  Ubiea  tnraed." 

Up,  np  my  friend,  and  clear  your  looks- 
Why  all  this  toil  and  trovble? 

Up,  up  my  friend,  nnd  qnit  yonr  Itooka, 
Or  surely  you'll  grow  doable. 

** Awake  a  louder  and  a  loftier  etratn."    [a.  SK. 

^Awake  a  louder,  and  a  loftier  strain,"  is  the 

first  line  in  Bowles's  **Spirit  of  Discovery:"  i 

very  spirited  and  pretty  Dwarf  Epic     AsMsg 

other  exquisite  lines  we  have  the  following:— 

A  Kisa 

Stole  on  the  list'ning  silence,  never  yet 

Here  heard ;  they  trembled  even  aa  if  the  power 

— lliat  is,  the  woods  of  Madeira  trembled  ts  i 
kiss,  very  much  astonished,  an  well  they  miiht 
be,  at  such  a  phenomenon.  (See  ^Letter  sa 
Bowles's  Strictores  on  Pope.**} 

OMistt^t  Lord  Ftmny,  end  confide  tn  Carl 

[p.  ». 

Curl  is  one  of  the  heroes  of  the  Dnnciad,  aai 

was  a   Bookseller.    Lord  Fanny  is  the  poetiod 

name  of  liord  Hervey,  author  of  **LiAca  to  dn 

Imitator  of  Horace.'* 

^ad  do  firom  haio  what  MaBet  did  for  Mr. 

Lord  Bolingbroke  hired  Mallet  to  tradncePsfe 
after  his  decease,  becanse  the  Poet  liad  retaiaM 
some  copies  of  a  work  bv  Lord  Bolingbroke  (the 
Patriot  King) ,  which  that  splendid  bnt  malif- 
nant  genius  had  ordered  to  he  deatroyed. 

fb  rone  mi'f h  Dennia,  and  with  Baipk  to  rhyeu. 

[p.5«. 
Dennis  the  critic  md  Ralph  the  rhymester. 

Silence  ye  wolves!  while  Ralph  to  Cynthia  honhi 
Making  night  hideous    answer  him  ye  owls! 

Dvnciko 

And  link'd  thee  to  tke  Dmneiad  for  tkynoim. 

[p.  sW- 
See  Bowles's  late  edition  of  Pope'o  worts,  Ue 


which  he  received  3M  L ;  thas  Mr.  B.  hv  ei- 
perieaced  how  mnch  easier  it  ia  te  profit  by  ths 
repntation  of  another,  than  te  elevate  his  ava. 
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Had  Cottlt  9HO  adom'4  tk9  cMmfer'a  ttdt* 

[p.  597. 
Mr.  Cottle,  Amoi  or  Joiepli,  I  don't  know 
irbich,  but  one  or  both,  once  aellen  of  booki 
;hey  did  not  write,  and  now  writera  of  booka 
:hat  do  not  aell,  have  pobliahed  a  pair  of  Bpica. 
^Alfred "  (poor  Alfred !  Pye  baa  been  at  bim 
;oo!)  and  *«the  Fall  of  Cambria.** 

Uag  no  rude  hand  dMurh  their  earty  eUep  I 

[p.  597. 

Poor  Montgomery,  tbongh  praiaed  by  every 
Bngliah  Review,  baa  been  bitterly  reviled  by 
the  Edinburgh.  After  all,  the  Bard  of  SbefQeld 
la  a  man  of  eonaiderable  genioa:  hia  ^Wanderer 
»f  Switserland**  la  worth  a  thouaand  ^^Lyrical 
BalUda,**  and  at  leaat  fifty  *«Degra4ed  Epica.'* 

Sor  hunt  the  bloodhounde  tedr  toJrthttr'MSeat? 

[p.  697. 
Affthnr'a  Seat,  the  hill  viilth  overhanga  Edin- 
burgh. 

And  Bew'-etreet  myrmidens  eteod  laughing  hvf 

[p.  598. 
In  1806,  Meaara.  Jeffrey  and    Moore  met  at 

g balk-Farm.  The  doc]  waa  prevented  by  the 
iterference  of  the  magiatracy ;  and,  on  examin- 
ation, the  balla  of  the  piatola,  like  the  courage 
nf  the  combatanta,  were  found  to  have  evaporat- 
ed. Thia  incident  |ave  occaaion  to  much  wag- 
gery in  the  daily  printa. 

The  other  half  pureued  He  ealm  career,    [p.  598. 

The  Tweed  here  behaved  with  proper  deco- 
ram:  it  would  have  been  highly  reprehenaible 
in  the  English  half  of  the  river  to  have  ahown 
the  amalleat  aymptom  of  apprehenaion. 

// /ejfretf  died,  except  within  her  arme,  [p.  596. 
Thia  diaplay  of  aympathy  on  the  part  of  the 
Tolbootb  (the  principal  priaon  in  Ediabnrgh), 
which  truly  aeema  to  have  been  moat  affected 
on  thia  occaaion,  ia  much  to  be  eommended.  It 
waa  to  be  apprehended,  that  the  many  unhappy 
Driminala  executed  in  the  front,  might  have  ren- 
Aercd  the  edifice  more  calloua.  She  ia  aaid  to 
be  of  the  aofter  aex,  becauae  her  delicacy  of 
feeling  on  thia  day  waa  traly  feminine,  though, 
like  moat  feminine  impnlaea,  perhapa  a  little 
aelfiah. 

the  tropeWd  Thane!  Athenian  Aberdeen,  [p.  596. 

Hia  lordahip  haa  been  much  abroad,  ia  a  mem- 
ber of  the  Athenian  Society,  and  reviewer  of 
•«Geira  Topography  of  Troy." 

Herbert  ehall  wield  If  or'a  hammer,  and  eome- 
timet.  [p.  598. 

Mr.  Herbert  ia  a  tranalator  of  Icelanaie  and 
other  Poetry.  One  of  the  principal  piecea  ia  a 
i^Song  on  the  Recovery  of  Taor*a  Hammer:**  the 
translation  ia  a  pleasant  channt  in  the  vulgar 
tfOngue,  and  ended  thus : — 

Inatead  of  money  and  ringa,  I  wot. 
The  hammer*a  bruiaca  were  her  lot; 
Thua  Odin*a  aon  hia  hammer  got. 

And  eUueio  Hattamf  much  renown'd  for  Greek. 

[p.  596. 

Mr.  Hallam  reviewed  Payne  Knight*a  Taate, 
and  waa  exceedingly  aevere  on  aome  Greek  ver- 
aea  therein :  it  waa  not  diacovered  that  the  linea 
were  Pindar'a,  till  the  nreaa  rendered  it  impoa- 
aible  to  cancel  the  critique,  which  atill  atanda 
an  overlaating  monument  of  Hal!am*a  ingenuity. 

The  aaid  Hallam  la  incenaed,  becauae  he  ia 
falaely  accuaed,  aaving  that  he  never  dlneth 
at  Holland-House.  If  thia  be  true,  I  am  aorry— 
not  for  having  said  so,  but  on  hia  account,  aa  I 
understand  his  Iordship*s  frasta  are  preferable 
to  hia  compositions.  If  be  did  not  review  Lord 
Holland'B  performanee,  I  am  glad,  becanae   it 


Buat  have  been  patnAil  to  read,  and  trttome  io 
praiae  it.  If  Mr.  Hallam  will  tell  me  who  did 
review  it,  the  real  name  ahall  find  a  place  in 
the  text,  provided,  nevertheleaa,  the  aaid  name 
be  of  two  orthodox  mnaical  ayllablea  and  will 
come  into  the  verae:  till  then,  Hallam  muat 
atand  for  want  of  a  better. 

ff^bile  gay  Thalia'e  luekleee  votary.  Lamb. 

[p.  566. 
The  Hon.  O.  Lamb  reviewed  **  Bereaford'a 
Miaeriea,**  and  la  moreover  author  of  a  Farce 
enacted  with  much  applanae  at  the  Priory, 
Stanmore,  and  damned  with  great  expedition  at 
the  late  Theatre  Covent-Garden.  It  waa  enti- 
tled '<Whiatle  for  It.** 

Beware  leet  blundering  Brougham  destroy  the 
eale.  [p.  596. 

Mr.  Brougham,  in  Ko  XXV.  of  the  Edinburgh- 
Review,  throughout  the  article  concerning  Don 
Pedro  de  Cevalloa,  haa  diaplayed  more  politica 
than  policy;  many  of  the  worthy  burgeaaea  of 
Edinburgh  being  ao  incenaed  at  the  infamona 
principlea  it  evincea,  aa  to  have  withdrawn  their 
aubacriptiona. 

It  aeema  that  Mr.  Brougham  ia  not  a  Plct,  aa 
I  anppoaed,  but  a  Borderer,  and  hia  name  la 
pronounced  Broom,  from  Trent  to  Tay.  80  be  It. 

Her  eon,  and  vanieh'd  in  a  Seottiah  mivt.  [p.  596. 
I  ought  to  apologise  to  the  worthy  Deitiea  for 
Introducing  a  new  Goddeaa  with  abort  petticoata 
to  their  notice :  but,  alaa !  what  waa  to  be  done9 
I  could  not  any  Caledonia*a  Geniua,  it  being 
well  known  there  ia  no  Geniua  to  be  found  from 
Clackmannan  to  Caithneaa:  yet,  without  auper- 
natural  agency,  how  waa  Jeffrey  to  be  aavedV 
The  **national  Kelpiea,**  are  too  unpoetical,  and 
the  ^^Browniea**  and  ^*Gndo  Neighboura  **  (Spl- 
rita  of  a  ffood  dispoaition) ,  refuaed  to  extricate 
him.  A  Goddeaa  therefore  haa  been  called  for 
the  porpoae,  and  great  ought  to  be  the  gratitude 
of  Jeffirey,  seeing  it  la  the  only  communication 
he  ever  held,  or  la  likely  to  hold,  with  any  thing 
heavenly. 

Declare  hie  landlord  can  tranalate,  at  leaat  I 

[p.  59a 

Lord  Holland  haa  tranalated  aome  apecimena  of 
Lope  de  Vega,  inserted  in  hia  life  of  the  Author : 
both  are  bepraiaed  by  hia  diainteretted  gueata. 

Beforma  each  error  and  refinea  the  whole. 

[p.  596. 
Certain  It  la,  her  ladyahlp  is  auapected  of  hav- 
ing diaplayed  her  matehleaa  wit  in  the  Edinburgh- 
Review:  however  that  may  be,  we  know  from 
good  authority  that  the  manuscripts  are  submit- 
ted to  her  perusal— no  doubt  for  correction. 

Puna,  and  a  prince  within  a  barrel  pent.  [p.  596. 
In    the    melo-drame    of   Tekeli,    that   heroic 
prince  ia  dapt  into  a  barrel  on  the  atage— a  new 
aaylum  for  diatreaaed  heroea. 

fnMe  Beynolda  venta  hia  "dammea,  pooha,  and 

Mounda."  [p.  598. 

AH  theae  are   favourite  expreaaions  of  Mr.  R. 

and  prominent  In  hia  Comedlea,  living  and  defunct. 

A  tragedv  complete  in  all  but  worda?  [p.  596. 
Mr.  T.  Sheridan,  the  new  Manager  of  Drnry- 
Lane  Theatre,  atripped  the  Tragedy  of  Bondnca 
of  the  Dialogue,  ano  exhibited  the  acenea  aa  the 
apectaclea  01  Caractacua.  Waa  thia  worthy  of 
hia  aire,  or  of  himaelf  ? 

Her  flight  to  gamiah  Greenwood'a  gay  deaigna. 

fp.  599. 

Mr.  Greenwood  Is,  we  believe,  Scene-Paiater 
to  Drury-LaneTheatve:  aa  auch  Mr.  8.  la  much 
Indebted  to  him. 
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lu  lirinivi"  ibJ  Mffle  Comiitlet,  parllcnUrl 
"Maid*  and  HmchilDn)"  BBccalaiiisl  bun 
nifri  qnaia  lauro  di(nl. 


I   iDig  t«   recol 

tko  lad;'*  Bppaaraice  Im  ti 

or  rlrt  and  /«t^,  GretfUi  wid  Argt/lt  I  [f.  tl 
To  ptevial  aay  blmder,  *Dch  •*  niataklig 
■trrri  for  a  nao,  I  beg  lean  M  *uti,  ihal  It 
tbe  Intlitiillon,  aad  nut  the  Duke,  of  Ibal  aaai 


'  OTd  C'<  wsrU,  BMt  mplvadeatl*  Wu<  In 
contptcaoDi  ornaneBt  ta  Ilia  bsak-akchn: 
Tk«  ml  1*  •]!  but  tc»lb«r  and  rnaclh. 

A»t  tfcMDa-t  MntU  /rf  a  AtaaM  Ml 
MtWHIe-B    Maalle,     »    F^odj     u    "Uildil 


A    E.:a>]ri> 


alluded 


villi    whoB   I   am    allgkllr 

, -  tbr  rtrgjle  Roomi  leieral    ' 

•aad   pound!   •(  Hackiammsn.     It  i>  bat  ]i 
to   Ih*    Baflagrr   la   Ikli   <D>ti~  ~    " 


il  ths 


■aaflagrr   la   Ikli   iDitasM   to  laj,    tb 

rnee    or  dlianprobatiaa  trai  naalffila 

Ral  xhy  are  tba  ImplenieDll  af  gaailng  allovi 
In  a  plare  dovoled  to  Ibe  locielj  ot  bolb  ttixt 
A  pleiiaal  thlDg  for  the  vlvei  aad  dsngblen 
tboao  who  are  bleu  or  curted  witb  lucb  conae 
lioBH,  to  brar  Ibe  billiard- tablet  rattlini  in  ol 
roam,  aid  the  dice  in  annlhf  r  I  That  IhTi  ii  tl 
caae  1  niielf  can  iFaiitj,  M  a  lale  iiDirBrll 
Dember  of  aa  InitltDtinn  which  malrriilly  affec 
th*  narali  or  the  higher  orden,  iibile  the  loir 
na*  aot  ctea  mote  to  the  lonad  of  a  labor  ai 
fldJle,  without  >  ehanea  of  ladictiBeBl  for  rloto 
behavlotir. 

BikM  Ike  n»  Petnmliu  */  tit  in.     (p.  U 

Pelromlu*.  "arbiter  plegaBtiamm "  to  %ei 
"aad  a  lery  prptti  fellow  in  hli  day,"  a*  H 
Cangrcve'i  old  Baehelar  *atlh. 

lb  Mm  fft*  OoHta,  '  and  ia»  KJkland  faO. 

[P-M 

*  Mutala  bobIbo  da  te  fabBla  narralBr. 

I  kaew  tbe  late  Lord  Falklaad  well.    OaSn 

«»J  Bighl  1  beheld  him  pretldJDi;  ai  bli  owb  t 

hie,  ia  aU  the   hoaen  prtdo  or  hoipilalil;  ;  . 

Wedaridav    moralog    at    three  o'clock,    I  la 

Biretebrd  before  Bie,  all  thai  remaiaed  of  cub 

age.  reeling,  and  a  hnU  «t  paMloBi.     lie  Hal 

Sllanl  and  iuccnifnl  omeer  ;  hla  faolu  we 
B  laiilta  bI  a  •Blli>r— a*  iBcb,  BrIInni  will  To 
five  Ihcui.  Ho  died  like  a  brave  man  ia  a  b( 
Far  eanie,  for  had  bo  fallen  ia  like  maaner  ■ 
the  deck  nf  the  rrigata  lo  wbleh  he  wa>  juit  a 
poinled,  bli  la*l  noneBli  wonld  have  been  be 
op  bj  bia  eoDBtr;iB«B  ai  ad  guiaple  to  laceaa 


1  ting  Hufft  tin 


aAHple  BawUi.      [p.  « 


tff.  »n  « 
be    the  tenllnenf*  of  the  Penii 
IB,  HaDi,  could  be  riie  from  hi<  iplend 

" ■■—   hp   ropotei  wi 

al  Hnmer  and  C 

SioII  or  Dromore,  the  moil  Impodent  aad  ei 
arable  of  llterar;  pDufaer*  for  ilia  dail;  print 

Jterd,  rfcfWMter,  fttlt-maOrt,  famphUtttrt 

Tit  Earl  of  Carllde  ba*  latelj  piibll*irtd  . 

efgbieen-penBT  paapblel  oB  the  itBle  nf  tl 
»la(e,  aad  offeri  bi>  plan  fat  bailding  a  » 
IhcBire:  it  li  lo  be  hoped  hit  lordabip  will  : 
permittad  to  briag  fDrward  aajr  ihlaf  for  II 
nafe,  eieept  hla  own  Iragadlei. 

Ad  knt  a  calf-iUa  oa  (Iw*  rrereont  Ifari. 

Thni  wear  ■  lioBt  Mb'  &dV  It,  (at  i^iae. 

Aadbaau  ■  utTa-tkia  bb  t.VMCTacna»^VB 

V>L<tBT«i>«ii  m»%  1< 


£•>•«  iMBderfiif  ccmfrtMtnHfm  far  MM 

Thii  lorelT  Ilitla  Jeaalcs,  thi 
'  Jew  K_,  leema    t« >■   i 


the  daaghler  rf  tkt 

n  a  relliTwnitIk 
ell«  Cram  Ecbnal,  and  hai  pabllabed  Iwti*- 
iBci  of  Torj  reinectBbIa  ahaarditieB  ia  ibja^ 
I  Mae*  «)  beildei  aaadrj  BSTell  ia  Iki  Mik 
r  Iha  Qnl  editloB  of  the  Monk. 


duai^d  re  the  til 
Tbrto  a  ' 

bo  Cgar 


e  0/  O.  P.   Q.      >■ 


Ijpimtm    , 
ilgBStorea   of   i 
in  the   poetical   departaea 


rfOt     I 


twapapen 

Jai  CaftI  ttfft  dedn-aa  tit  fatt*  MrtMaa 

[p.M. 
CaHl  LoITt,  Etq.,  tba  Mkccbbb  af  Bharukm, 
nd  Prelkee-wriler-frcBeral  to  dlilreteed  ttni- 
len ;  a  klad  or  rratli-acesneheur  ts  ikete  aW 
bh  to  be  delivered  at  ihjiaa,  bat  da  aal  li«a  , 
ow  to  bring  It  binh. 


I  Bamt  aad  Abaa^Jletd,  aag,  ■ 


SeaViatbaalelBlooBficld'a  ode,  elegj,  *r  ri* 
rer  ha  or  anf  OBe  el*«  chooaea  ta  call  U,  m    ■ 
le  encloaire  ar  ''Hoatagtoa  Greea."  { 


Ileal  ot  ■  Woanr  la  (JtlaW- 


ImteA  [p-ai 
Id  Mailai.  * 


taM  Jtrti,  (*  CamfMt  I  f<M  tkj  labaM  mm 

It  woald  be  •Dperflaon  to  recal  t*  tbe  mM 
T  tbe  reader  tbe  aalhor  of  "Tke  Pleaaattt  4  ■ 
lenorT,"  aad  "The  Pleaaarei  of  Hop*,"  11* 
loit  beaatifal  didaetio  poena  ia  anr  laagap, 
:  we  Ficept  Pape'i  Embj  ob  Maa :  bat  la  an| 
Dftiuteri^are  (taried  Bp,  that  even  lb*  aiB* 
r  Campball  aad  Bognn  ar«  bocoae  itTaaiei 

Bew  wltmat  Giffwrd,  BtluAu,  MmrmttL  [p-MI- 

Gilford,  aatbor  ar  IhoBaviad  a'  "— '-^  *- 
nl  iatirrtortbedij,  aadTraat 

BotbebT,  IrBBtlatoT   of  Wtela 

Irgll'i  Gaorglet,  aad  aatber  of  S 

Macaell,   who*«  paeiai 
ir:  patlitnlBriT  "Sootla 

lid  la  oaa  BDatk 

Mr.  Gilford  praabad  pnUicIr  ^  Ihc  InM 
ad   Maniad    ibonld    not    b«    kii     laat  oriflail 


laUaaepitpIS 
r*«rvMl7  p^    ' 
lib,  or  &  (As 


^.^O^ 


tMmm  fVtt!  aUU  Ufa  mm  ^  Ot 

Mearj  Kirke  WbHa  lied  atCaabridge, 

>bar  im,  la  Baaat^nCBoe  ef  to*  Baah  a«.—  . 

■  the  panail  ef  ttndltt,  Ual  voaU  ban  ■*-  *, 
■red  a  alad   which  dlieaaa  aad  porartj  a**" 

ot   iapalr,  aad   whiil   Peath    (taeir  inUtJ^  . 

itbet  tbaa  anbdaed.  Hla  pneB*  aWaad  Ib  m*  . 
eautiei   as  naaC  iBpnm   the    reader  whb  lb 

lieliOBt  rrrrM  that  ae  Bhart  a  period  van  alW'  i 

xA  te  vAnU,  «Ueh  woaM  kra  difBili(d  tt«  1 
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•ItiimCfoB  It  eommandlBf.  General  Mareesa  be- 
sieged it  in  vain  for  •ome  time,  and  I  slept  in  a 
room  wliere  I  was  ihown  a  window  at  whieli  lie 
1e  aaid  to  liave  been  vtandini;  oboer\-ing  tbe  pro- 
^resi  of  the  tiege  bj  moonlight,  when  a  oall 
•trudc  immediately  below  it. 

thuepulehred  tkep  roam^dy  mmd  akriei^d  each 
wandering  ghost.  [p.  31.  8t.  63. 
The  rhapel  is  dettroyed,  and  the  pyramid  of 
bones  diminished  to  a  small  number  by  the  Bnr- 
giindian  legion  in  the  servite  of  Prance,  who 
aniionsly  effaced  this  record  of  their  ancestors* 
loM  successful  invasions.  A  ftw  still  remain, 
Botwithstauding  the  pains  taken  by  the  liurgnn- 
dians  for  ages  (all  who  passed  that  way  removing 
a  bone  to  their  own  country),  and  the  less  Just- 
ifiable larcenies  of  the  Swiss  postillions,  who 
carried  them  off  to  sell  for  knifehandles,  a  pur- 

Cose  for  which  the  whiteness  imbibed  by  the 
leaching  of  years  had  rendered  them  in  great 
request.  Of  these  relica  1  ventured  to  bring 
away  as  much  as  mav  Imve  made  the  quarter  or 
a  hero,  for  which  tne  sole  excuse  is,  that  if  I 
had  not,  the  next  passer  by  might  have  pervert- 
ed them  to  worse  uses  than  the  careful  preserv- 
ation which  I  intend  for  them. 

LtPeWd  Jventieum  hath  ttrtrnTd  her  euijeet  lands, 

[p.  31.  St.  85. 
Aventicum  (near  Morat)  was  the  Roman  capi- 
tal of  Helvetia,  where  Avenches  now  stands. 

And  held  withiu  their  um  one  mind,  one  hearty 
one  du»t.  [p.  31.  St  M. 

Julia  Alpinula,  a  young  Aventian  priestess, 
died  soon  after  a  vain  endeavour  to  save  her 
ftither,  condemned  to  death  as  a  traitor  by  Au- 
faic  Cscina.  Her  epitaph  was  discovered  many 
ytars  ago ;— it  is  thus—  I 

Julia  Alpinula 

Hie  Jaceo, 

Infelicis  patris  infelix  proles, 

Dea  Aventic  Saceraos. 

Bxorare  patris  necem  non  potui; 

Male  mori  in  fatis  illi  erat. 

Vixi  annoi  XXllI. 

1  know  of  no  human  composition  so  affecting 
AS  this,  nor  a  history  of  deeper  interest.  These 
are  the  names  and  actions  whieh  ought  not  to 

Crish,  and  to  which  we  turn  with  a  true  and 
althy  tenderness,  from  the  wretched  and  glit- 
tering detail  of  a  confused  mass  of  conquests 
and  battles,  with  which  the  mind  is  roused  for  a 
time  to  a  false  and  feverish  sympathy,  from 
wheace  it  recart  at  leagth  with  all  the  nausea 
aoMsequent  on  such  intoxication. 

/•  the  SIM'S  /ace,  Uke  oomder  Alpfme  enow. 

[p.  31.  St.  87. 

This  is  written  in  the  eye  of  Mont  Blaac 
(June  3d,  1816)  which  even  at  this  distance  das- 
tles  mine. 

(July  20th.)  I  this  day  obsened  for  some  time 
the  distinct  reflection  of  Mont  Bianc  aad  Mont 
Argenti^re  in  the  calm  of  the  lake,  which  I  was 
crossing  in  my  boat :  the  dbtance  of  these  aam- 
tains  from  their  mirror  is  68  miles. 

Bo  the  blue  ruehing  of  the  arrowy  Rhone, 

fp.  31.  St,  Tl. 
lyie  colour  of  the  Rhone  at  Geneva  is  blue,  to 
a  depth  of  tint  which  I  have  never  seen  equalled 
in  water,  salt  or  fresh,   except   in  the  Mediter- 
ranean and  Archipelago. 

Than   vulgar  mfnde  may   be  with  aU  they  eeek 
po—ett.  [p.  32.  St  78. 

This  refers  to  the  account  in  his  ^'Confessions  ** 
of  his  passion  for  the  Oomtesse  d'ilondetot  (the 
mistress  of  St  Lambert)  and  his  long  walk  everv 
morning  for  the  soke  of  thn  single  kiss  whicn 


waa  the  common  talutatioB  of  Franch  acquaint- 
ance.—Rousseau's  description  of  his  feelings  oB 
this  occasion  mav  be  considered  as  the  most  pas- 
sionate, yet  not  impure,  description  and  exprea- 
slon  of  love  that  ever  kindled  into  words ;  which 
after  all  must  be  felt,  from  their  very  force,  ta 
be  inadequate  to  the  delineation :  a  painting  eaa 
give  Bo  iiifficient  idea  of  the  ocean. 

Of  earth-o'ergOMing  mountaina, 

[p.  33.  St  81. 

It  is  to  be  recollected,  that  the  most  beautiful 
and  impressive  doctrines  of  the  divine  Founder 
of  Christianity  were  delivered,  not  in  the  ZVmpIc, 
bat  OB  the  JfoitBr. 

To  wave  the  questioB  of  devotion,  and  turn  to 
human  eloquence,  the  most  effectual  and  splrmlid 
specimens  were  not  pronounced  within  walls. 
Demosthenea  addressed  the  public  and  popular 
assemblies.  Cicero  spoke  in  the  forum.  That 
this  added  to  their  effect  on  the  mind  of  both 
orator  and  hearers,  may  be  conceived  from  the 
difference  between  what  we  read  of  the  emotions 
then  and  there  produced,  and  those  we  onrselvea 
experience  in  the  perusal  In  the  closet.  It  is 
one  thing  to  read  the  Iliad  at  Sigsom  and  on 
the  tumuli,  or  by  the  springs  with  mount  Ida 
above,  and  the  plain  and  rivers  and  Archipelago 
around  you;  aaa  aaother  to  trim  your  taper  over 
it  in  a  snog  library— rAit  I  know. 

Were  the  early  and  rapid  progress  of  what  ia 
called  Methodism  to  be  attributed  to  any  cause 
beyond  the  enthusiasm  excited  by  its  vehement 
faith  aad  doctrines  (the  truth  or  error  of  which 
I  presume  neither  to  caavas  nor  to  qnestion)  I 
should  venture  to  ascribe  it  to  the  practice  of 
preaching  in  the  fields,  and  the  unstudied  and 
extemporaneous  eflusioas  of  its  teachers. 

The  Mussulmans,  whose  erroneous  devotioB 
(at  least  ia  the  lower  orders)  is  most  sincere, 
and  therefore  impressive,  are  accustomed  to  re- 
peat their  prescribed  orisons  and  prayers  whare- 
ever  thev  may  be  at  the  stated  hours— of  course 
frequently  in  the  open  air,  kneeling  upon  a  light 
mat  (which  they  carry  for  the  purpose  of  a  bed 
or  cushion  as  required);  theceremonv  lasts  »ome 
minutes,  during  which  they  are  totally  absorbed, 
and  only  living  in  their  supplication;  nothing 
can  disturb  them.  On  me  the  simple  aad  entire 
sincerity  of  these  men,  and  the  spirit 'lihich 
appeared  to  be  within  and  upon  them,  made  a 
far  greater  impression  than  any  general  rita 
which  was  ever  performed  in  places  of  worship, 
of  which  I  have  seea  those  of  almost  every  per- 
suasioB  under  the  sun ;  including  most  of  oar 
own  sectaries,  and  the  Greek,  the  Catholic,  the 
Armeaian,  the  Lutheran,  the  Jewish,  and  the 
Mahometaa.  Many  of  the  negroes,  of  whom  there 
are  aumbers  in  the  Turkish  empire,  are  idola- 
ters, and  have  free  exercise  of  their  belief  aad 
its  rites :  some  of  these  I  had  a  distant  view  of 
at  Patras,  and  firom  what  I  could  make  out  of 
them,  they  appeared  to  be  of  a  truly  Pagan  de- 
scription, and  not  very  agreeable  to  a  spectator. 


The  »ku  ia  ehamged .(— aatf  aueh  a  change  f  Oh  night. 
'  •  [p.  33.  St.  8f. 

The  thunder-storms  to  which  these  lines  refer 
occurred  on  the  13th  of  June,  1R18,  at  midnight 
I  have  seen  amoag  the  Acroceraunian  mountains 
offhimari  several  more  terrible,  hot  none  more 
beantiful. 

And  aun-aet  into  roee-huea  aeea  them  wrought. 

[p.  34.  St.  88 

Rousseau's  HeUiae,  Letter  17,  part  4,  note.— 
**Ces  montagaes  sent  si  hantes,  qn'une  demi- 
heure  apres  le  soleil  couchd  leurs  sommets  sent 
encore  eclair^  de  ses  rayons,  dent  le  rouge 
forme  sur  ces  cimes  blanches  una  belie  couleur 
de  roae  qn'on  apper^oft  de  fott  loin.'* 

This  applies  more  particularly  to  the  heighu 
over  Meillerie. 


K(ym«   m  CHILDE  HAROLD'S  PILGRIMAGE. 


••J-iUar  b  Terar  Ispr  k  la  Clef,  «t  paadaM 
de«i  Jonri  qas  jj  nnui  »am«  *oir  Mnoaia  J« 
lirii   poor   cellB  rillir  na  anoor  qal  laa  nlvf 


'1  laaae  hava  I  fihd  s^  ■>■'-' 


rail  tbIob-  Kauar.  Ibitia 

lii-n  II  eani  aai    oat   da  goill  e(  qni  aoot  leail- 

la  ^ainre   aa  pu  rail   ■«  bean  paji  poor  naa  ,[    ,,    „,i    ^y    Roehefoneaolt    iCai  >lkn 

JnJi*.  poBt  aaa  (laira   at  pour  na  hi.  Preui :  [.^m  aoaieAIu   Im    tkv    ■laTartaan  •!  w 

nail   ae  la*  J  eharcliai  pai.      /,«  C«a/«rt™,  ,;;rfrleada  BataiaplCMfBK  t»  »l««." 
InJaif,  IBIB,  I  aide  a  v<if Bge  ranpt]  tkaLaka 

?r"%!rneT°f'.i'tha^«i«*m«iVirtr'a'^^^  NOTES    TO     CANTO    IT, 

Sauiiraa    ia   fail   "Helaiie,"   I    can  lafglf   ut,  i 

ba  ilifGcull  lo  laeHiraaa    wiltalhg  icaafiaronad         ^  waUtt  aai  «  vrfam  ■■  emdlhrnrndT^ 
U,  Vavaj,  CfcilloB,  UAvarat,  81.  Glaga,  HelUaiie,  '^  '  t.  ».  M  ' 

KviaB   aad  tha  aaLraacei  af  IhalUaBa),  wilhaal  Tka  «aiaaai«ttOB  bet-ccB    tte  ^N«l  pk)  { 

bciBi  forcibly  Mrnrk  »iih  ii«  paculUr  adapiaiiBB  .j  ^^  ptlicB.  jiT  Veaieii  la  br  a  claaaf  biiki 

(a    lie   peruai   aad    avaali   with  wblcli   it  bai  ,  tgva^d  nllarv,    hlrk    abava   i\f  -UFT.al 

Tocki  BfMeiilariB  1.  iaiaiccdii  of  a  Mill  faigher  ,,]i,    ,,„  „,,,    i^lfco    tbirk   -alli\lldlr|» 

and  mart   eomprehcBiiva  order    than   ibo  mere  ,„ ,   „j   n,  priw„„    wbea    lakra  •«   •  *  J 

ajiapalbv  -nh  inJ.ndual  ||««»n:   it  ii  a  «n«  ,„   „,d„,ei   „rMi    Ibe    Ea"")   u  ikr -to  1 

of  Lb<  eil.l.B«  Of  love  ia  111  iBBit  ailBHded  aad  jj,    .^j   1,,^^   ,h„    ,^j    ^^    ,',„    ,^,  ^  , 

nblimc  capicity,   aaJ  of  oar  awn  pactielpatioa  nnpartMeal,  or  tell,  apoa  the  bnd«.  -MiWn 

of  ill  ...od  aad  of  m  glnrji  il  ii  tha  graat  pt.n-  i,„j,|,d.    The   low    porl.1    0,t„^   -kirl  «. 

SifaKd     bol  "bm  "iV  Banilmlid      Bad  of  "hi"  ''■"         ""  ^"  '""  "''*  ""   *"  »•"."*' 

(boogta'  liBD«i.f  oorarlv*.  a  pari     wa  lo«  ot.^  Eiwn  bj  tkt"ma  t,t'th^'Rri3^\{^,g^  Tk 

iadii  idnalily,   aad   miacls   la   iht  beani;  of  the  „„i  .^  „,i^,   q,,   flonriB*  of  the  cbakal 

If  RooMCBB  kad  ar;pr  irriltan,  aar  lived,  tb.  ,,j,.,^  t„,  „  ^,   g„,   .rrival    of  ik  PhJ 

waia  uioc<U.»ai  wonid  an  11™  hava  b<-loaKrd  ,„  v.aaliaai  bailll]'    blncknl    or  brah  iffe    , 

K'ii^'B^t,  Ji:>r^':d«;^it;;';oVa.'rr;  nrd-c.';d%^"^«;'di;."."\™.'K  ; 

fall  .en»  of  diclr  b«alj  b,-  thr  ,rl«lioB  ;  bnl  Kr«gb  bol«,   talf  ahoLed    b>    robblik.  B  Hi 

thaj    ba.e   doaa   Ibal  for  bua  wbicb  ao  faxmai  .,pu,  ,f  ,.„  „„,,„  i^i„^    ^,   g^  , 

I  had  the  fo™.  (g«d  or  avil  a.  it  ««!.[  k  f  patri«iaap.wer,«rhB».  jaB  ».j  Bad  U*mi 

to  Mi     fro-    Mj"""'"    l"}"'  «"    l"*'''  f"'  car»l7  a  raj  of  irghl  gtl^n.  lit,  ibt  a«- 

:?fai\';?;id'"iB';h.''Xm"!.'s  'of'-t/r^nTd  ?'^^fi-'':ii'Ti';-t,?i':l^.::r«*ir; 

jjlbaagh  .«™i?"llT  ^-pa.i«.   ^,   d«MJr  U  LTbouTlh.  "iVllSiSS     b?'^tti 

Ue  k»«l.   ■hicb   *aa   mail  aud  ovetWIed.     Ii  ^  pawagw,  aad  .«ned  far  the  iBtndMdittf 

wa.  o«t  IM.   v.rj  parloftbolaLB  tUtHjaa  b,  ^bSar^  f-«l.     A    .«d«.   ,bU«,  railri  ■ 

*MD  ha*  driven  ihe  boa!  of  St,  Ptcai  aad  Ha^  ool  fro«    iho  croBBd     wa*   the  obIt  ftiaUt. 

daiae  Vlolaiar  In  Mailkria  for  ibelter  daring  1  ffc,  naduoton  tell    fOB    tbal   a  Urbl  ■■  M 

"S.^Oiala.  ,h.  iboro   al  8l.  Giago.  wa  faaB,  iil^rt-B^'d  "'l::if'i:  ^Tb'  iVa^bS 

tbal   .\.   wFad   baJ   b.«  i.nicle.tl,jj«ag  t.  SK^rTb"  a^  ^^Tiy'wilU.Y'a^.SiS 

blaw  down   lona   Una   old   cheiBBt-Inai  an  tb<  ^  roiplratiaB  ii  BBBawfaBl  difBcalt  ii 

hnrer  pact  of  Ihe  noDBUiai.     Ob  Ik*   nopailu  ,„,g^    %^,  BrEioBBr   ZmMflmmi 

haifbt  la  a  aeai  called  the  ChUean  de  clareaa  .epiblioiBid««/Jd  lata  ikl^kM!!: 


_ J  of  a  faw  caaki  af  wIm,  — 

BBaBBparlB  hai  levelled  part  of  the  rscia  ai 
Melllerie  iB  iaprovlug  ike  road  ts  Iba  Slnplaa 
Tka  TMd  la  aa  eicallaal  one,  bat  I  aaaaoi  qaUi 
•aree   >ltb  a   reaark  wkleb  1  heard  awle,  (ba 
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•r  vaalty,  \f  %  se^ew  or  a  tyeiipkaat  It  m 
■•w  palace  to  be  erected  (at  Reoie)  for  aa  ap- 
«|«rt  faailrf  the  Coliseaai  !•  itripped  to  tw- 
■lali  Hateriah.  Deee  a  tonlgm  minister  wish  to 
•dora  llie  bleak  walU  of  a  aorthera  cavtle  with 
•Bli^oenT  the  teaplet  of  Theoeat  or  Miaer\a 
■inst  be  divaMatled,  aad  the  works  of  Pbidiai  or 
Pra&iteles  be  tora  from  the  shattered  frieae. 
Tllat  a  decrepid  uacle,  wrapped  ap  ia  the  reli- 
sioas  datiee  ot  his  a^e  aad  statioa,  should  listea 
M  the  siifgestioas  of  aa  iaterested  aephew,  is 
■atural :  aad  that  aa  erieaUl  despot  shoald  na- 
4«r\alue  the  masterpieces  of  Greeiaa  art,  is  to 
hm  eipected;  thoafli  ia  both  cases  the  oaase- 
^■eacrs  of  such  wealwess  are  mach  to  be  la- 
■wated.  Rul  thai  the  miaister  of  a  aatioa,  famed 
far  its  kaowledge  of  the  laagnace,  aad  its  veaer- 
ftlian  for  the  moaameats  of  aacieat  Oreece, 
dionid  have  beea  the  prompter  aad  the  iastni- 
■eat  of  these  deslrnctioas,  is  almost  iacredlble. 
Bnch  rapacity  is  a  erime  agaiast  all  aces  aad 
all  geaerations :  it  deprives  the  past  of  the  tro- 

Cict  of  their  geaias  aad  the  title-deeds  of  their 
ae ;  the  preseat,  of  the  stroaaest  inducemeats 
to  eiertioa,  the  aoblett  eihibitioas  that  curio- 
•Uy  caa  coatemplate  ;  the  fbtnre,  of  the  master- 
pieces of  art,  the  models  of  dmitatioa.  To 
Card  agaiast  the  repetitioa  of  sach  depredatioas 
the  wish  of  every  aiaa  of  geaias,  the  duty  of 
i^ery  maa  la  power,  aad  the  commoa  iaterest 
•r  every  civilised  aatloa."  Bvstack*s  Classical 
Tear  throagh  Italy. 

■fTbis  attempt  to  traasplaat  the  tomple  of 
Tcata  from  Italy  to  Eaglaad,  may  perhaps  do 
Waovr  to  the  late  Lord  Bristnrs  patriotism  or 
to  his  magaificeace ;  bat  it  caa'aot  be  coasidered 
MSB  ladicatloa  of  either  taste  or  Jndgmeat.**  Hid, 

*'jnB$t  jMf&r-ertdit"  mho  tkuU  4«ro  to  sfag? 

[p.  Mr 

Blest  paper-credit,  last  aad  best  sapply. 
That  leads  corruptioa  lighter  wiags  to  fly. 

Pora. 


NOTES  TO  THE  AGE  OF  BRONZE. 

fb  /or«,  Mre  OaeteUa^s  ilvtr,  her  falfim—. 

[p.  AM. 

Oaesclia  died  doriag  the  siege  of  a  city ;  it 
tarreadered.  aad  the  beys  were  brought  aad 
laid  apoa  a  is  bier,  so  that  the  place  might 
appear  readered  to  his  ashes. 

Hear!  hear!  FremetheuM  /rem  ki§  rodb  mapeal. 

[p.  610. 

1  refer  the  reader  to  the  first  address  of  Pro- 

■leihcBs  ia  .lischylns,   whea  he  is  left  aloae  by 

his  atteadaats,  aad   before  the  arrival  of  the 

Choras  of  Sea-aymphs. 

Bewim  the  cry— *'/ago/  mmd  chte  Spain!' 

[p.  111. 
'*Mt.  lago!  aad  close  Spaia!"  the  old  Spaaish 
war-cry. 

ffte  knife  •/  Arragan,  fWedo's  9teei.       [p.  611. 

The  Arracoaiaas  are  pecaliarlv  dextrous  ia 
the  ase  of  this  weapoa,  aad  displayed  it  parti- 
calarly  la  fonaer  Preach  wars. 

tkm  g—4  old  mtan,  mkaae  world  woo  all  within, 

[p.  613. 
The  famous  old  maa  ofVeroaa.  SeoG&AuaiAN. 


S 


JUany  an  old  iromaa.  hut  ao  Catherine,    [p.  611. 
The  dexterity  of  ('atheriae  extricated  Peter 
called  the  Great  by  coartesv)  whea  Kiirronaded 
J  the  Masoalmaas  ea  the  baakt  of  the  river  Prath. 


fWt  aote,  the  hook  wkero  ha  taspeatls  tha 
world.  [p.  61S. 

^Naso  suspeadit  adoaeo.**— HoaAca. 

The  Romaa  applies  it  to  oae  who  nerely  waa 
imperious  to  his  acquaiataaee. 

There   Chateauhriand  forma  now  hookt    of 
martur:  [p.  61& 

•  Vicomte  Chateaulirlaad.  who  has  aot  forgot- 
tea  the  author  ia  the  miaister,  received  a  hud- 
some  complimeat  at  Veroaa  from  a  literary  so- 
vereiga:  **Ah!  Moasieur  C — ,  are  yoa  related 
to  that  Chateaubriaad  who— who^wht*  has  writ- 
tea  soaiethiiagl"  (ecrlt  qnelqae  eho9e.)  it  is  said 
that  the  aathor  of  A  tela  repeated  him  for  a 
momeat  of  his  legltiaMcy. 


NOTES    TO  THE  VISION  OP  JUDG- 
MENT. 

Reviewing  '*tho  ungentle  traft,**  and  then. 

[p.  615.  St.  68. 
See  ""Life  of  Heary  Kirke  White." 

Like  King  Alfanao!  [p.  OS.  St.  161. 

Kiag  Alfoaso,  speakiag  of  the  Ptolomeaa  sys- 
tem ,  said ,  that  **had  he  beea  coasolted  at  the 
creatioa  of  the  world,  he  would  have  spared  the 
Maker  some  absarditlet." 

JUho  lightning,  off  from  hie  "melodiomo  twang." 

[p.  615.  8t.  16t. 
See  Aabrev*s  aecoaat  of  the  apparitioa  which 
disappeared  *^with  a  curious  pernime  aad  a  me- 
lodious twaag ;  **  or  toe  the  Aatiquary,  vol  i. 


NOTES  TO  THE  MISCELL.4NT01IS 

POEMS. 

Written  etfter  ewimming  from  8e»too  to  Jhtido*. 

[p.  633. 
Oa  the  3d  of  May ,  1816 ,  while  the  Salsette 
((Taptaia  Bathurst)  was  lyiag  in  the  Dardaaelles, 
Lieuteaaat  Kkeahead  of  that  frigate  aad  the 
writer  of  these  rhymes  swam  f^om  the  Europeaa 
shore  to  the  Asiatic — by-the-bye,  from  Abydns 
to  Sestos  would  have  beea  more  correct.  The 
whole  distoace  from^the  place  wheace  we  start- 
ed to  our  laadiag  oa  the  other  side,  lacladiag 
the  leagth  we  were  carried  by  the  cnrreat,  was 
computed  by  those  oa  board  the  frigate  at  up- 
wards of  four  Baglish  miles ;  though  the  actual 
breadth  is  barely  oae.  The  rapidity  of  the  cur- 
rent is  such  that  ao  boat  caa  row  directly  across, 
aad  it  may  in  some  measure  be  estimated  from 
the  circamstaaco  of  the  whole  distaace  beiag 
accomplished  bv  oae  of  the  parties  in  aa  hour 
and  five,  aad  by  the  other  ia  an  hour  aad  tea 
miautes.  The  water  was  extremely  cold  from 
the  meltiag  of  the  mooataia-saows.  About  three 
weeks  before,  ia  April,  we  had  made  aa  attempt, 
but  haviag  riddea  all  the  way  from  the  Troad 
the  same  moraiag,  aad  the  water  beiag  of  an 
icy  chillaess,  we  fouad  it  accessary  to  postpone 
the  completion  tilf  the  frigate  anrhored  below 
the  castles ,  whea  we  swam  the  straits .  as  just 
steted ;  eateriag  a  coasiderabie  way  above  the 
European,  aad  laading  below  the  Asiatic  furt. 
Chevalier  says  that  a  yonag  Jew  swam  the  same 
distoace  for  his  mistress;  aad  Oliver  meatioas 
it  haviag  beea  done  by  a  Neapolitoa ;  but  oar 
coasul,  Tarragoaa,  remrrabered  arither  of  these 
circumstoaces,  aad  tried  to  difsnade  as  from  the 
attempt.  A  aamber  of  the  Salsette's  crew  were 
kaowa  to  haro  aooompliohed  a  greater  distaaoe; 
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taace.  Accord Ingly  we  got  oat  opoi  tbe  iliore, 
liraviBg  OBo  of  the  tingera  fn  the  goodola,  while 
the  other  went  to  the  distAoee  of  sonie  hnadred 
IMiceo.  They  now  henn  to  ting  againit  one 
nnother,  end  1  kept  walking  an  and  down  hetween 
them  both,  so  at  alwa>-«  to  leave  htm  who  wan 
to  begin  his  part.  I  freonrntly  stood  slill  and 
hearkened  to  the  one  ana  to  the  other. 

**IIerc  the  scene  was  properly  introduced.  The 
strong  declamatory,  and,  as  it  were,  shrieking 
sound,  met  the  ear  from  far,  and  called  forth 
the  attention  ;  the  quickly  sncreeding  transitions, 
which  necessarily  required  to  be  sung  in  a  lower 
tone,  seemed  like  jplaintive  strains  succeeding 
the  vociferations  of  emotion  or  of  pain.  The 
other,  who  listened  attentively,  immediatelv  be- 
gan where  the  former  left  off,  answering  him  in 
milder  or  more  vehement  notes,  according  as  the 
purport  of  the  strophe  required.  The  sleepy  ca- 
nals, the  lofty  buildings,  the  splendour  of  the 
BOOB,  the  deep  shadows  of  the  few  gondolas, 
that  moved  like  spirits  hither  and  thither,  in- 
creased the  strikingpecnliarity  of  the  scene;  and 
amidst  all  thewe  circumstances*  it  was  easy  to  con- 
fess the  character  of  this  wonderful  harmonv. 

"It  suits  perfectly  well  with  an  idle  solitary 
mariner,  lying  at  length  in  his  vessel  at  rest  on 
one  of  these  canals,  waiting  for  his  company,  or 
for  a  fare,  the  tiresomeness  of  which  situation 
Is  somewhat  alleviated  by  the  sonn  aad  poetical 
stories  ho  has  in  memory.  He  often  raises  his 
voice  as  loud  as  he  can,  which  eitends  itself  to 
a  vast  distance  over  the  tranquil  mirror,  and  as 
all  is  still  around,  he  is,  as  it  were,  in  a  soli- 
tude in  the  midst  of  a  large  and  populous  town. 
Here  is  no  rattling  of  carriages,  no  noise  of  foot- 
passengers:  a  silent  gondola  glides  now  and 
then  by  him,  of  which  tne  splashing  of  the  oars 
arc  scarcely  to  be  heard. 

"At  a  dlMtance  he  hears  another,  perhaps  nt- 
terlv  unknown  to  him.  Melody  and  verse  im- 
mediately attach  the  two  strangers ;  he  becomes 
the  responsive  echo  to  the  former,  and  eierts 
himself  to  be  heard  as  he  had  heard  the  other. 
By  a  tacit  convention  they  altemate  rerso  for 
verse;  though  the  song  should  last  the  whole 
night  through,  they  entertain  themselves  without 
fatigue ;  the  hearers,  who  are  passing  between 
the  two,  take  part  in  the  amusement 

"This  vocal  performance  sounds  best  at  a  great 
distance,  and  is  then  ineipressibly  charming,  as 
It  only  fulfils  its  design  in  the  sentiment  of  re- 
moteaess.  It  Is  plaintive,  but  Bot  dismal  Ib  its 
■onnd,  and  at  times  it  is  scarcely  possible  to  re- 
frain from  tears.  My  companion,  who  otherwise 
was  not  a  very  delicately  organised  person,  ^aid 
qnile  nneipcctedly :  "^  singolare  come  quel 
canto  intenerisce,  e  molto  pin  quando  lo  cantauo 
meglio.*^ 

"I  was  told  that  the  women  of  Libo,  the  long 
row  of  islands  that  divides  the  Adriatic  from  the 
Lagouns  *),  particularly  the  women  of  the  ei- 
tremo  districts  of  Malaroocca  and  Palestrina, 
sine  in  like  manner  the  works  of  Tatso  to  these 
and  similar  tunes. 

"They  have  the  custom,  when  their  husbands 
are  fishing  out  at  sea,  to  sit  along  the  shore  in 
the  evenings  and  vociferate   these    songs,    and 
continue  to  do  so  with  great  violence,  nil  each, 
of  them  can  distinguish  the  respoBsei  of  her  own' 
husband  at  a  distance."* 

The  love  of  music  and  of  poetry  dbtlaguis^es 
all  classes  of  Venetians,  e%'en  amongst  the  tone- 
ta\  SOBS  of  Italy.  The  city  itself  can  oceation- 
ally  furnish  respectable  aodlences  for  two  and 
even  three  opera-houses  at  a  time;  and  there 
are  few  events  in  private  life  that  do  not  call 
forth  a  printed  and  circulated  aonnet.    Does  a 


*)  The  writer  meant  Lido,  which  is  not  a 
long  row  of  islands,  but  a  long  island:  Wfne, 
the  shore. 


phyiicf an  or  a  lawyer  take  bli  degree,  er  •  cW 
gyman  preach  hla  maiden -eenaoB.  has  a  •frra 
performed   an   operation,    would  a  harkqiii » 
Bounce  his  deparnre  or  kin  bcarfit,  are  in  ■ 
be  coagratulated    on   a    marriage,  or  a  Min.n  i 
a  lawsuit,  the  Moses  are  invoked  to  fvnifiv  i 
same  number   of   afliablea,    and   the  isdh.ic  1 
triumphs  blase  abroad  in  lirgin-white  or  per  f 
coloureil  placards    on  half  the  comers  of  tk  o 
piUl.     The   last   curtsy    of  a    favonrite    "yrm 
dnnna"  briags  down  a  akower  of  tnese  p«pta 
tributes  from   those   njiper    regions,  fron  «ii 
in   onr   theatres,    nothing    but  Cupids  aad  *ih 
storms  are  acsustomed    to    dfMirrad.    Thf r»  1 1 
poetry  in  the  very  life  of  n  VeBeiiaa,  whirk  i 
its  common  course,  ia  i*mried  with  those  rarpiin 
aad  changes  so  recomnmdable  ia  fictioa.  kKu 
different  from  the   oobcr    monotony   of  Bonkm 
eiistence;  amusements    are    rai»ed   iato  dida 
duties  are  softeaed  into  amnsemeals,  aad  tm 
object  being  coasidered  aa  equally  makiag  i  fsi 
of  the  businesi  of  life,    is   aaaouaced  ud  ft- 
formed  with  the   same   earnest  iadifferracn  ai 
gay  assiduitv.     Hie  Venetian  easette  cosKtul!; 
closes  its  colamns   with    tke  follovriag  triple  i^ 
vertisement. 

Ckarade, 


Biposition   of  the  most   Holj 
tne  eharch  of  St. — 


Sacrammk 


8t.  Moses,  opera. 

8t.  llenedict,  a  comedy  of  ckaracters. 

St.  Luke,  repose. 
When  it  is  recollected  what  the  ralhelics  k- 
lieve  their  consecrated  wafer  to  be,  we  m»fn- 
haps  think  it  worthy  of  a  more  rcvpertable  ikbs 
than  between  poetry  and  the  piayhoase. 


Sparta  hath  mumm  a  worthier  oen  thou  kr. 

[p.  ».  A.  » 
The  answer  of  the  mother  of  Brasldas  ts  ihe 
straagers  who  praised  tke  memory  of  her  mb. 

St.  Mark  tfet  sees  htm  Uem  where  he  ttmd 
Standr-  [p.  SI  ft  H- 

The  lioB  hast  lost  notkiag  by  kis  joamrt  is 
the  Invaltdea  but  the  gospel  wkick  svpfsrwJ 
the  {law  that  is  bow  ob  a  level  with  the  adkr 
foot.  I'he  horses  also  are  retnrned  to  the  iU- 
chosoB  spot  whcBce  titer  net  oat.  aad  arr.  si 
before,  half  hidden  UBMr  tke  porck-wiad««  il 
St.  Mark's  church. 

Their  history,  after  a  desperate  straggle,  km 
been  satisfactorily  explored.  Tke  drcisicBS  as4 
doubts  of  Eriaio  and  Zanetli^  and  lastly,  sf  tke 
Count  fjoopold  Cicognara,  wonld  ka«e  gjiri 
them  a  Roman  extraction,  aad  a  pedigree  ssi 
more  aacieat  thaa  the  reiga  of  ^ero.  Bat  M.  ie 
Schlegel  stepped  Ib  to  teach  tke  Veaeliais  ikc 
value  of  their  owa  treasures,  and  a  Greek  « in- 
dicated, at  last  and  for  ever,  tke  preieasisa  sT 
his  couBtrvmea  to  this  noble  proanciioa  Mr. 
MustoxidI  has  not  been  left  without  a  reply:  ksL 
as  yet,  he  has  received  no  answer,  ft  fMmM 
seem  that  the  horses  are  irrevocably  l^iaa,  isJ 
were  transferred  to  CoBstaatiBople  by  Thesds- 
sius.  Lapidary  writing  is  a  fkvonrite  play  of  ibe 
Italians,  and  has  conferred  reputation  oa  asie 
than  oae  of  their  literary  eharaeters.  Oae  if 
the  best  specimeas  of  Bodoal's  typography  ii  > 
respectable  volume  of  inscriptions,  all  wriivs 
by  his  frirnd  Pacciaudi.  Several  were  prepsff' 
for  the  recovered  horses.  It  is  lo  be  hoped  *ke  kea 
was  Bot  selected,  when  the  foilowiac  word*  wen 
ranged  in  gold  letters  above  the  cataedral  psrcft; 

QvATFom  aQroaov  sigiva  a  vmvms  BTtivni 
r^rTA  4B  TBVP.  a.  mkm,.  a.  a.  a.  wmv  rssiri 
qvm  HosTiLis  cdpisitas  a.  XDcrnii  AmrrrLKtit 

PBAXC.  I.     IMP.    PACES    Oail     »ATC     TBOplFiB  i 


NOTES  TO  CHILDK  HAROLD'S  PILGRIMAGE. 
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NoCklng  iliall  be  taid  of  Ike  Latin,  but  it  may 
b«  permitted  to  observe,  that  tbe  injnttiee  of  the 
Veoetians  ia  transport! ii(^  the  horses  from  Con- 
■tantinoplc  was  at  least  eqoal  to  that  of  the 
French  in  carrying  them  to  Paris,  and  that  it 
wonld  have  been  more  prudent  to  have  avoided 
all  allusions  to  either  robbenr.  An  apostolic 
prince  should,  perhaps,  have  objected  to  aflixing 
over  the  principal  entrance  of  a  metropolitan 
church  an  inscription  having  a  reference  to  any 
other  triumphs  than  those  of  religion.  Nothing 
less  than  the  pacification  of  the  world  can  eicuse 
•uch  %  solecism. 

TheSuahian  »ued,  and  now  tkeAu&triaM  reigna — 
jin  Emperor  trampiea  where  an  Emperor  knelt. 

[p.  39.  St.  12. 
After  many  vain  efforts  on  the  part  of  the 
Italians  entirely  to  throw  off  the  yoke  of  Fre- 
deric Barbarossa,  and  aa  fniitlets  attempts  of  the 
Emperor  to  make  himself  absolute  master  through- 
out the  whole  of  his  (Msalpine  dominions,  the 
bloody  struggles  of  four  ana  twen^  years  were 
happily  brought  to  a  close  in  the  city  of  Venice. 
The  articles  of  a  treaty  had  been  previously 
agreed  upon  between  Pope  Alexander  III.  and 
Harbarossa,  and  the  former  having  received  a 
safe  conduct,  had  already  arrived  at  Venice  from 
Ferrara,  in  company  with  the  ambassadors  of 
the  king  of  8irily  and  the  consuls  of  the  Lom- 
bard league.  There  still  remained,  however, 
many  points  to  adjust,  and   for  several  days  the 

Jieace  was  believed  to  be  impracticable.  At  this 
uncture  it  was  snddenlv  reported  that  the  Em- 
peror had  arrived  at  (^hiosa,  a  town  fifteen  miles 
from  the  capital.  The  Venetians  rose  turault- 
noufly,  and  insisted  npon  immediately  conduct- 
ing him  to  the  city.  The  Lombards  took  the 
alarm  and  departed  towards  Treviso.  The  Pope 
himself  was  apprehensive  of  some  disaster  if 
Frederic  should  suddenly  advance  upon  him,  but 
was  reassured  by  the  prudence  and  address  of 
Sebastian  Ziani,  the  Doge.  Several  embassies 
passed  between  Chioxa  and  the  capita],  until, 
at  last,  the  Rmperor  relaxing  somewhat  of  his 
pretensions,  **laid  aside  his  leonine  ferocl^,  and 
put  on  the  mildness  of  the  Iamb."  *) 

On  Saturday  the  23d  of  July,  in  the  year  1177, 
six  Venetian  gallevs  transferred  Frederic,  in 
great  pomp,  from  Cfhloza  to  the  island  of  Lido, 
a  mile  from  Venice.  Early  the  next  morning  the 
Pone,  accompanied  by  the  Sicilian  ambassadors, 
and  by  the  envoys  of  Lombardy,  whom  he  hao 
recalled  from  the  main  land,  together  with  a 
great  concourse  of  people,  repaired  from  the  pa- 
triarchal palace  to  Saint  MarVs  church,  and  so- 
lemnly absolved  the  Emperor  and  his  partisans 
from  the  excommunication  pronounced  against 
bim.  The  rhanccllor  of  the  Empire,  on  the  part 
of  his  master,  renounced  the  anti-popra  and 
their  srhivmatic  adherents.  Immediately  the  Doge, 
with   a  great  suite  both  of  the  clergy  and  laity, 

Sot  on  board  tbe  galleys,  and  waiting  on  Fre- 
oric,  rowed  him  in  mighty  statr  from  the  Lido 
to  the  capital.  The  Emperor  descended  from  the 
galley  at  the  quay  of  the  Piasxetta.  The  Doge, 
the  patriarch,  his  bishops  aad  clergy,  and  the 
people  of  Venice  with  their  crosses  and  their 
•taadards,  marched  in  solemn  procession  before 
him  to  the  church  of  Saint  Mark.  Alexander 
was  seated  before  the  vestibule  of  the  basilica, 
attended   by   his   bishops  and   cardinals,   by  the 

ratriarch    of  Aqnilfja,   by   the   archbishops   and 
ishops  of  Lombardy,   all   of  them  in  state,  aad 
clothed  in  their  church- robes.  Frederic  approach- 


*)  **Quibns  anditis,  imperator,  operante  eo, 
qui  rorda  principum  sicut  vnit  et  qnando  vult 
hnmiliter  inclinat,  leonina  feritate  deposita, 
ovinam  mansnetndincm  induit*'  Homualdi  Sa- 
lernitaui  Chronicon,  apnd.  Script.  Ker.  Ital. 
torn.  vif.  p.  229. 


ed— "moved  by  the  Holy  Spirit,  venerating  the 
Almighty  In  the  person  of  Alexander,  laving 
aside  his  Imperial  dignity,  and  throwing  off  his 
mantle,  he  prostrated  himself  at  full  length  at 
the  feet  of  the  Pope.  Alexander,  with  tears  in 
his  eyes,  raised  him  benignantly  from  the  gronnd, 
kissed  nim,  blessed  him ;  and  immediately  the 
Germans  of  the  train  sang,  with  a  loud  voice, 
'*We  praise  thee,  O  Lord.'*  The  Emperor  then 
taking  the  Pope  by  the  right  hand,  led  him  to 
the  church,  and  havinc  received  his  benediction, 
returned  to  the  ducal  palace."  The  ceremony 
of  humiliation  was  repeated  the  next  day.  The 
Pope  himself,  at  the  request  of  Frederic,  said 
mass  at  Saint  Mark's.  The  Emperor  again  laid 
aside  his  imperial  mantle,  and,  taking  a  wand  In 
his  hand,  ofliciated  as  verger,  drhing  the  laity 
from  the  choir,  and  preceding  the  pontiff  to  the 
altar.  Alexander,  after  reciting  the  gospel,  preach- 
ed to  the  people.  The  Emperor  put  himself  close 
to  the  pulpit  in  the  attitude  of  listening;  aad 
the  pontiff,  touched  by  this  mark  of  his  attention, 
for  he  knew  that  Frederic  did  not  understana 
a  word  he  said,  commanded  the  patriarch  of 
Aquileja  to  translate  the  Latin  discourse  into 
the  German  tongue.  The  creed  was  then  chanted. 
Frederic  made  his  oblation  and  kissed  the  Pope*s 
feet,  and,  mass  being  over,  led  him  b^  the 
hand  to  his  white  horse.  He  held  the  stirmp, 
and  wonld  have  led  the  horse's  rein  to  the  water- 
side, had  not  the  Pope  accepted  of  the  inclination 
for  the  performance,  and  affectionately  dismissed 
him  with  his  benediction.  Such  is  the  substance 
of  the  account  left  by  the  archbishop  of  Salerno, 
who  was  present  at  the  ceremony,  and  whose 
story  is  confirmed  by  every  subsequent  narration. 
It  wonld  be  not  worth  so  minute  a  record,  were 
it  not  the  triumph  of  liberty  as  well  as  of  su- 
perstition. The  states  of  Lombardy  owed  to  it 
the  confirmation  of  their  privileges ;  aad  Alex- 
ander had  reason  to  thank  the  Almighty,  Who 
had  enabled  an  infirm,  unarmed  old  man  to  sab- 
due  a  terrible  and  potqnt  sovereign  *). 

Okf  for  one  hour  of  blind  -old  Dandoio  I 
Th'  octogenarian  chief,  Bgaantium't  canker- 
ing foe.  [p.  39.  St.  It. 
The  reader  will  recollect  the  exclamation  of 
the  hirtlander:  Oh  for  one  hour  of  i^undee! 
Henry  Dandoio,  when  elected  Doge,  in  1192,  was 
eighty-five  years  of  age.  When  he  commanded 
the  Venetians  at  the  taking  of  Constantinople 
he  was  coaseqnentlv  ninety-seven  year*  old.  At 
this  age  he  annexeJ  the  fourth  and  a  half  of  the 
whole  empire  of  Romania/*),  for  so  the  Roman 
empire  was  then  called,  1o  the  title  and  to  the 
territories  of  the  Venetian  Doge.  The  three- 
eighths  of  this  empire  were  preserved  in  the  di- 
plomas until  the  Dukedom  of  Giovanni  Dolfino, 
who  made  use  of  the  above  designation  in  the 
year  1357. 


*)  See  the  above  cited  Romnald  of  Salerno. 
In  a  second  sermon  which  Alexander  preached, 
on  the  first  day  of  August,  before  the  Emperor, 
he  compared  Frederic  to  the  prodigal  son,  and 
himself  to  the  forgiving  father. 

**)  Mr.  Gibbon  has  oniiUed  the  important  of, 
and  has  written  Roman!  instead  of  Romanic 
Decline  and  Pall,  cap.  i.xi.  note  9.  Hut  the 
title  acquired  by  Dandoio  runs  thus  in  the 
Chronicle  of  his  namesake,  the  Doge  Andrew 
Daadolo:  Ducali  titalo  addidft.  ''Quartir  nar- 
tii  et  dimiditp  totiu»  imperii  Romania:"  And. 
Dand.  Chronicon.  cap.  iii.  pars  xxivn.  op. 
Script.  Rer.  Ital.  torn.  xii.  page  331.  And  the 
Romanier  is  obser\ed  in  the  subsequent  acts 
of  the  Doge.  Indeed  the  continental  posses- 
sions of  the  Greek  empire  in  Europe  were  then 
generally  known  by  the  name  of  Romania,  and 
that  app<rllatinn  is  still  seen  in  the  ma(»s  of 
TarlDej  as  a^yU«d  1«  'Wi\%&«. 
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KOTB  TO   THK  LETTKB  OK  DOWIiKS*  STRICTUSBS 


BUI  I  hsmlen  %n  thete  oMvpAtloiit, 
That  hsit  Boae  tat  tke  hapleft  itvdeBt, 

CoaMivd  trith  other  recrefttipas, 
WfeUh  hriBf  together  the  lapradeBt. 

We  are  torry  te  hear  m  bad  aa  aecesMt  of 
the  college-ptalaiedx  aa  it  eoauiaed  ia  the  fol- 
lewiag  Attie  staasaa. 

Chir  choir  would  ecareely  be  excated, 
Bvea  M  a  baad  of  raw  beglaaers ; 

All  Diercv  aow  matt  be  reftised 
To  laoh  a  eet  of  croakiag  alaaers. 

If  David,  whea  hla  tolls  ware  eaded. 
Had  heard  theie  bloekheadt  tiof  before  him, 

To  at  hit  pMlmfl  had  Be*er  detceaded: 
la  florloat  mood  he  woold  have  tore  >■! 

Bat  whatever  Judgment  aay  be  patted  oa  the 
poemtofthia  aoble  aiaor,  it  teenu  wenott  take 


theoi  at  we  fiad  thea,  aad  be  eoaUat ;  for  they 
are  the  latt  we  thall  ever  have  from  him.  Ht 
It,  at  bett,  he  tayt,  bat  aa  iatrader  late  tht 
mvet  of  Paraattat ;  he  aever  lived  ia  a  garret, 
like  thoroagh-bred  poett ;  aad  **'  tbovgh  he  oace 
roved  a  earelett  aioaataiaeer  ia  the  llighlaadi 
of  Scotlaad ,  **  he  hat  aot  of  late  eajoyed  tUi 
advaatage.  Moreover,  he  expectt  ao  profit  frea 
hit  pablieatioa ;  aad,  whether  it  eaceeedt  or  oat, 
*'it  it  highly  improbable,  from  hit  titnatioa  •M 
pa rtaitt  hereafter,**  that  hethonid  tfoia  eoadf»- 
eead  to  beeome  aa  aothor.  Therefore ,  let  n 
take  what  we  get  aad  be  thaakful.  What  rifftt 
have  we  poor  devilt  to  be  aice?  We  are  veil 
off  to  have  got  to  math  from  a  maa  of  thit  lionTi 
tUtioa,  who  doet  aot  live  ia  a  garret,  hot  **his 
the  tway"  of  Newttcod  Abbey.  Agaia,  we  mt, 
let  at  be  thaakfVil ;  aad,  with  boaett  Soacho,  bU 
God  blett  tbe  giver,  aor  look  the  gift  horte  ii 
the  moath. 


NOTE  TO  THE  LETTER  OF  BOWLES* 
STRICTURES  ON  POPE. 


CbrjMr't  Dutek  deMteol/ea  e/  m  wmd  irmmmmm 
Wte  «  •refitNMit'*  eat^^gue.  [p.  iM. 

I  will  tabmit  to  Mr.  Bowles't  owa  jadgmeat  a 
pottage  from  aaother  poem  MT  Cowper't ,  to  be 
comoared  with  the  tame  writer*t  Sylvaa  Sampler. 
Ia  the  liaet  to  Mary, 

Thy  aeedlr«,  oace  a  thialag  ttore, 
For  my  take  rettlett  hereUifore, 
Now  ratt  ditated,  aad  thiae  ao  more. 

My  Mary, 


lUia  a  timple,  hootehold,  **in4—r;'  artificial, 
•ad  ordiaary  image.  I  refer  Mr.  Bowlet  to  the 
ataasa,  aad  atk  if  thete  three  liaet  about  "aee- 
MetT  are  aot  worth  all  the  boatted  twaddliag 
•boat  treet,  to  triamphaatly  re -quoted  I  aad  yet 
la  fmet  what  do  they  coavey  T  A  homely  coUec- 
tloa  of  imaget  aad  ideat  attociated  with  the 
daraiag  of  ttockiagt,  aad  the  hemmiag  of  ihirtt, 
•ad  the  meadiag  of  breechet ;  bat  will  aay  oae 
deay  tbat  they  are  emlaeatly  poetical  aad  pa- 
thetic at  addretied  by  Cowper  to  hit  aurtef 
The  trath  of  treet  remladt  me  of  a  tayiag  of 
8heridaa*t.  Seoa  after  the  ^Refected  Addiett** 
tceae,  ia  1811,  I  met  Sheridaa.  I  a  the  coarte  of 
diaaer,  he  taid,  **Lor4  Bvroa,  did  you  kaow 
that  amoagtt  the  writert  or  addrettcn  wan  Whit- 
bread  bimtelf?**  I  aatwered  by  aa  iauuiry  of 
what  tort  of  ••  addreti  be  bad  made.  "H^f  that,** 


replied  Sheridaa,  ^I  remember  liUle,  eieept  thai 
there  wat  a  mkmnix  ia  it.**  A  phmalx ! !  Well, 
how  did  he  detcribe  it?**  '*^Lae  m  p^trwf 
aatwered  Sheridaa ;  *4t  wat  greea ,  aad  yellow, 
aad  red ,  aad  blue :  he  did  aot  let  at  off  for  a 
tiugle  feather.'*  Aad  Jutttoch  at  thit  poalterer*! 
accouat  of  a  phmaix,  it  Cowper*t  a  ttick-picker*t 
detail  of  a  wood,  with  all  ito  petty  miaatia  tl 
thit,  that,  aad  the  other. 

Oae  more  poetical  lattaace  ef  the  power  of  aif, 
aad  evea  Itt  mmferiwttm  over  ootare,  ia  poetry, 
aad  I  have  doae  ^-the  butt  of  Amthtmu  !  It  there 
aay  thiag  ia  aature  like  thit  marble. 


the  VeautT  Caa  there  be  more  ^eefrv  gathei 
late  exitteacc  thaa  ia  that  woaderfWl  creatita 
of  perfect  beauty  ?  Bat  the  poetry  of  thit  butt  it 
ia  ao  retpect  derived  from  aature,  aor  frta 
aay  attociatioa  of  moral  exalted aeot ;  for  what 
it  there  iu  commoa  with  moral  aature  aod  tkc 
male  mlaioa  of  Adriaa  1  The  very  eseeatiea  it 
••f  fiof  arel,  but  •aper-aatural ,  or  rather  •oprr- 
mrHficialf  for  aature  hat  aever  doae  to  much. 

Awav ,  theu ,  with  thit  caat  aboat  aature  ta^ 
^^iavariable  priaciplet  of  poetry  !**  A  great  artist 
will  UMke  a  block  of  ttoae  at  tublime  at  a  mtaa- 
taiu,  aad  a  good  poet  caa  Imbue  a  pack  of  cards 
with  more  poetrv  thaa  iahabitt  tile  forettt  cf 
America.  It  it  tiie  butiuett  aad  tbe  proof  tf  a 
poet  to  give  the  lie  to  the  proverb ,  ood  ttow- 
timet  to  ^*^mmkt  a  tiftea  parte  eat  e/  a  mmti'MMtf 
aad  to  couclude  with  aaother  hamely  proverb, 
""a  good  workmaa  will  aot  fiad  fiuUt  witb  bit  tatfe** 


W    A    L    T    Z    •) 

AN    AP08TROPHIC    HYMN. 


giMlto  Im  BvroUB  ripit,  Aot  per  Jofs  Ciraiki 
ierc«t  DiAKA  ehoroa.  Vieoil. 

Sneli  o«  JfiirelM'  baakt,  or  Cyatliirt  kelfkl, 
iHmum  teeai ;  mud  to  ihe  charm  the  liglit, 
Whes  is  Che  daaee  the  gracel^l  geddeit  leads 
The  f«lre  ef  Kjaiphfi,  aad  evertopi  their  heada. 

DavaKN*!  Viaoift. 


TO  TH£  PUBUSHER. 

81m, 

I  4M  a  eoaatry-geatlenaa  ef  a  Bidlaad-ceaBty. 
I  Might  iwve  beea  a  ParliaiaeBt-BiaB  for  a  cer- 
taia  Dorongh ,  haviag  had  the  offer  of  as  maay 
votes  as  Geaeral  T.  at  the  geaeral  election  (la 
1811).  Bat  1  was  all  for  doaestic  happiaess; 
as  luleea  years  ago,  oa  a  visit  to  Loadoa,  I 
■arried  a  middle-aged  Maid  of  Hoaour.  We 
lived  happily  at  Homem-llall  till  last  seasoa, 
whea  aiy  wife  aad  I  were  iavited  by  the  Coaat- 
eso  of  Waluaway  (a  distaat  relatioa  of  mj 
sponse)  to  pass  the  winter  ia  towa.  Thiakiag  ao 
hana,  and  ear  girls  heiag  eonie  to  a  marriureable 
(or  as  they  calf  it,  immrketakle)  age ,  aad  haviag 
besides  a  Chaaseiy  -  sait  laveterately  eatailed 
MOB  the  &fliily  estate,  we  came  ap  ia  00 r  old 
caariot,  of  which,  by  the  bye,  Biy  wife  grew  so 
aiBch  ashaaied  ia  less  thaa  a  week,  that  I  was 
obli|fed  to  bay  a  secoad-haad  baroaehe,  of  which 
I  Bight  BioBBt  the  box,  Mrs.  H.  says,  if  I  coald 
drive,  bat  aever  see  the  iaslde— that  place  beiag 
reserved  for  the  Hoaoarable  Aagastas  Tiptoe, 
her  partBer-geaeral  aad  opera-kalght.  Heariag 
freat  praises  of  Mrs.  H.*s  daaciag  (she  was 
faoioas  for  birth  -  aight  -  Biiaaets  in  the  latter 
ead  of  the  last  ceatnry) ,  1  nabooCed ,  aad  weat 
to  a  ball  at  the  Cooatess's ,  evpectiag  to  see  a 
COM atry -dance,  or,  at  most,  cotillioas,  reels,  aad 
all  the  old  -  paces  to  the  newest  toaes.  Bat, 
Jndge  of  niy  surprise .  on  arriving,  to  see  poor 
dear  Mrs.  Horaeni  with  her  arais  half  roaad  the 
loins  of  a  hoge  hassar-lookiag  geatlemaa  I  never 
aet  eyes  oa  Iwfore ;  and  his,  to  say  tmth,  rather 
aare  than  half  roaad  her  waist,  taming  roaad. 
aad  roaad,  aad  roaad,  to  a  d— d  see-saw  np  aaa 


dowa  sort  of  tnne,  that  reailBded  me  of  the 
**Blacfc  Joke,*'  oaly  more  « aifetraoM , **  till  il 
made  me  qnite  giddy  with  woaderlag  they  weie 
aot  so.  By  aad  bye  they  stopped  a  bit ,  aad  I 
thoaght  they  woald  sit  or  fall  dowa  :— bat ,  no ; 
with  Mrs.  H.*s  hand  on  his  shoalder.  **fmmm 
fomUiariter^  (as  Tereace  said  when  1  was  at 
school) ,  they  walked  aboat  a  miaate ,  aad  then 
at  it  agaia,  like  two  cockchafers  spitted  oa  the 
same  bodkia.  I  asked  what  all  this  meaat,  whea, 
with  a  load  laagh ,  a  child  not  older  thaa  oar 
Wilhelmiaa  ( a  aame  I  aever  heard  bat  ia  tha 
Vicar  of  Wakefield,  thongh  her  mother  woald 
call  her  after  the  Prlacess  of  Swappeabach),  said 
"Lord,  Mr.  Horaem,  caa't  yon  see  they  are  valts- 
lag,**  or  waltsiag  (  I  forget  which ) ;  aad  thea 
np  she  got,  anil  her  mother  and  sister,  aad  away 
they  weat,  aad  roaad-abooted  It  till  sapper-time. 
Now  that  I  kaow  what  it  is ,  I  like  it  of  all 
things,  aad  so  does  Mrs.  H. ;  though  1  have 
brokea  my  shins,  aad  four  tioMS  overtaraed  Mrs. 
Horaem*s  maid  ia  practisiag  the  prelimiaary 
steps  ia  a  moraing.  ladeed ,  so  mach  do  1  like 
it,  that  haviag  a  tara  for  rhvme,   tastily  dlt- 

Clayed  in  some  electioa-ballads ,  aad  songs  la 
oaonr  of  all  the  victories  (bat  till  lately  I  have 
had  little  practice  in  that  way),  1  sat  down,  aad 
with  the  aid  of  W.  P.,  Esq.,  aad  a  few  hiata 
from  Dr.  B.  (whose  recitalloas  1  attend,  aad  am 
moastroos  foad  of  Master  B.*s  maaaer  of  de- 
liveriag  his  father's  late  snccessfal  D.  L.  Ad- 
dress) ,  I  composed  the  followlag  hyma ,  where- 
withal to  make  my  seatimeats  known  to  the 
Pablie ,  whom ,  neverthelesa ,  I  heartily  despise 
as  well  as  the  Critics. 

I  am,  81a,  years, 

HORAOB   HORNBM. 


MosB    of  the  maay  •  twiakliag   feet!    whose 

tharms 
Are  aow  oxteaded  an  from  legs  to  arms; 
TaarsicBoaa !— too  loag  misdeem*d  a  maid— 
Reproachftil  term— bestow'd  bat  to  apbraid— 
Henceforth  in  all  the  broBse  of  brlghtaess  shiae, 
The  least  a  vestal  of  the  vlrgia  Nnie. 
Far  be  from  thee  aad  thiae  the  aame  of  arade ; 
Mock*d,  yet  trlomphaat ;  saeer'd  at,  aasabdaed  | 


Tkv  legs  mast  move  to  cooqaer  as  they  fly. 

If  bat  thy  eoats  are  reasoaably  high ; 

Thy  breast— if  bare  eaoagh— reqaires  ao  shield ; 


Daaee  forth— seas  ermear  then  shall  take  the 

fleld, 
Aad  owa— impregaable  to  mesf  assaalta. 
Thy  aot  too  lawfully  begettea  ^*Wa1ta.^ 


Hall,  nimble  Nymph !  to  whom  the  yoang  hessar, 
The  whbker'd  votary  of  Walts  aad  War— 
His  night  devotes,  despite  of  spnr  aad  boots, 
A  sight  namateh'd  siace  Orpheas  aad  his  bratett 
Hail,    spirH-atlrriag    Walts !  — beneath    wheee 

banners 
A  modem  here  fhaght  fer  modish  manners  t 
On  Heaailew*s  heath  to  rival  Wellesley's  faaa, 
Oeek*d-^flred— aad  miss'd  kis  maa  — bat  gi^ii*d 

his  aim. 
Hail  movlBff  Mose !  te  whom  the  fair  oae's  breast 
Gives  all  it  eaa,  aad  bids  as  uke  the  rest 
Oh!  for  the  flew  ef  Basby,  or  of  Fits« 
The  letter's  loyalty,  the  fermer's  wits. 
To  **eaergiae  the  objesl  I  parsae," 
Aad  givelbeth  Belial  aad  his  daace  their  dae!— 


*)  This  poem  has  beea  attribated  to  Lord  Ryrea:  iWa  ^aatl^aa  «\  Va  «s!i^t»iiCvw&i 
amdetlded,  it  i§  here  glvcm  by  way  ef  appeadU. 


yOTVa  TO  CHIUIE  HAROLira  PlLGBIMAfflS. 

I,  haweTer,  be  vu  peibapi  alan 


lie  Sadr  blnicir,  obn  crrlaJnly  v 
ban  ■cmpul 011)1;  dclluie ,  it  b 
unvri  li[i   deiMnl    from   Petrin 


Ho  uinrKi  ui  In  bii  enlide  In  potlFrity  that, 
vhBB  arrivtJ  at  hl>  riirtlelh  )«r  ,  be  Dol  <ibI; 
bad  In  burror,  bnl  bad  lull  aJl  ntDllacliaB  and 
Inan  of  ao;  •' Irwgiilarily/'  ■)  Bat  rha  bJrlh 
•  r  bla  natural  iIa»EbIcr  canaot  be  aMiKnad  earlier 


rich   wllh    fir 

rth   or  Arqua 


iloae  the  vUtaer.  Tbe  hu»<- 
■Wft  1<it 
■  IbcnItT 

of  U^'l 
lalj    kr> 
Bbove  whnae  low  vood*  afv 
and  •rillow.  IhlekeDPd  idio  a  darL  U-: 
Ull  ainelr  >}prrH»,  mJ  : 


.  of  V 


■  Ibe  di 

_  _  _  1  muil  have  .irricbri  (o  tbe  moiitba  nT  Ibc  Pu  aad  tbr  tktf 

faileil  blm,  wbrn  be  forgot  or  irai  cullty  nf  Ibii  nf  Ihe  Adriatic.    'Die   climaie    af  Ibne  itku' 

ilip.    Tbe   uraLeil  arcnmeat  fur  ibe  purilj   of  hill*  ii  warmei-.  aoii   llia    vjntacp   befjai  a  cl 

bli  taiF   bai  bero   diava  froin  Ihe    nermaDeBce  lunBer  Ihao   In  Ibc   piaini  iif    Padna.     PniLtl 

of  effeili,  which  luriivrd  tbe  objeel  of  bii  pan-  ia  laid,  for  he  cannat  br  aaiil  In  be  buritd.  in 

aloa.    The   rpflctloB  of  Mr.  de   la  Hulie,    thai  ureupbagBi  of  red 


r  imi 


.  elev. 


ril  baa 


J  (ru 


cvrrt  bod>  appUuili,   aad  ciery  body  findi  ant  ipicuaatlji  alone,  bul  will  be  aoon  Diankaii*" 

ta  be   true,  the  mornont  he   eiamiBca   bii   nwn  by  foor  lately  planted  Uurell.    PetnnbV  I— 

brcaal   or  the   record!  of  human   fri'ling.     !>ocb  ain,  for   here   evrr?  (hinr  ia  Petrarck't.  tpriip 

■patbeKia*  laa   do  nuthlBf;  for    Pclrarcb   or   fur  and  eipandi  Ifielf  brnenlb   mm  BniBeial  inb.  I 

■nd  Ibe  lery  yoiin^. '  lie  t^Bl    bn>  made  nan  a  ia  Ibe  drieil  leuoa,   with   tbal  aafi  mer  itiit 

mile   |iragrei»  hi'vond    [gaorBBca   and    pupilage,  wai  tb<-  anrirnt  ucalth  nf  tbe  BuraBeu  bilk  h 

(■BBDl    be   eriilied   wilh  aay    tbiag    but     truth.  Huiild  he  more  allracllve,  were    ft   : 


I.  ii  tho  m 
af  all    irri 


with  bornei 

00  Id   aHiDlIatc 

chil'ichoB.    Thf- 


■aber  crlllriBin.  which  ii  althbated  to  Ibe  mali-  and  tbe  only  viulence  which  hu  brra  -tmia 

elani    driirr    of  reducing  a   ereat    mas   to   Ihe  the  Bihet  ofPelrarch  waa  prompied.  aai  b<  if- 

eammoB  ilandard  of  bomaBlty.     It  ii.   after  all,  but  teaeratinn.  An  altempt  wbb  made  la  ra»  ^ 

■Dt  unliLely ,   that  onr  blilorlan    wai   riebl   In  Hrcophacnt  of  ili  Ireaoiire.  and  one  af  tbe  iral 

rataialac   hii   favorite    hypothetic  lalvo,    irhicb  vai  •Inlea  by  a  PlorcBIIne  throaeh  a  rrat  iliil 

aeenrea   Ibe  antbor,  altbuugh    It  icarcely  Hvea  ■■  itill  ililble.    The  injur;  la   nsi  fornnta.  in 

the  boBonr    af   tha   itill  nakBowB    Blitrtii    of  faai  aened  to  [dentir^  the   poet  with  ibe  wrT 

Petrarch.  •■)  where  he  wai  bara,  but  where  he  wanldillix 
A    peaunt-bo)'   af  Arauh    bring    aiied  wbu  Pe- 

n., »~,  u.  J-. ,.  *,»,  .*« ..  u,i  ™^  ^':;;-'.',fti,:.,  1,  ■;:  d",'  n  s, 

Ip.      41.      ht.     31.         ,. ^.|._.      L ^ Dl^ zl^    .- 

Palrarcb  retired  lo  Arqua  ImnedUiely  o 
retacB   from   the  inaueM-Ktful    alieiapt  tn 

t'rbBB  V.  al  Homo,  In  the  year  IJJfl,  and,  _ 

'  ' ' inghFloKMO 


Mr.  Porfyth   wai   i 


Ihat  Pell 
,    ha  bad  0 
he   did    pa>i 


V^Anl''  V^l'tnur     nrn,'ll,'.'"n'r'^f'lfn.'«"l,"i'.'%.'.^fc      ioip';  »'^aa™n«  wi'th'"l    no't    dl'tilfrii' w'" 

r."'":.  .„*^'':  «.": .T,™'l'„r.'r.";".^r;    b-W""-    *   Ploreaime  ara.len..-,  Eh»WW 


jbed  from    bii    iBlended    aepnltarL    . 

ehorcb  bt  a  /erf  fn  deaih.     Aaothrr  lahlfi  ■■* 

■)  Aiitn  HmtUa  an  bl*  irnrdi.  a  buit  baa  brra  erected  M  him  at  Pavia.  la  r 

")  "Aad  If  the  ilrtne  or  nradiace  af  l.anra    »n«  af  bli  havlaa  puae<l  (he  aaMma  af  !»■<• 

■aa  looinrable,  be  eajoyed,  aad  might  baaat     Ibat  city,  wllh  hia  eoa-la-law  Brwaaaa.  Tkrp 

of    enjojiai    tke  btUdV  dI  nonT)."     tiiUan.    lltical  cuadillna,  which  haa  Ihuna  pneladrd di 

Perlwp*  (he  tf  ta  keie  mciM  In  aUteutfk        \uJ.Vuft  tt«K  «»  nVtetan  af  S  llviag,  b*  <• 


WALTZ. 


rtb 


la  or  ribaadf— decked  alike  in  hue, 
WIS  atnit,  a«w  tamcoats  bluh  ia  blue ; 

,he  Maae— my ,  what  say  youY 

he  time  whea  Walts  mif  ht  be«t  maiataia 
preferaieBts  ia  this  aovel  reifu; 
the  time,  nor  ever  yet  wan  such, 
!  no  more,  aad  petticoats  not  muck; 
id  mianete,  Virtoe  aad  her  tlayt, 
tale  Powder— all  have  had  their  dayi. 
11  begias^the  hoaonrs  of  the  house 
Y  doao  by  daughter  or  by  spouse, 
Butate — or  royal  or  sereae — 
t*>  K^J  fTAce,  or  sapieat  O — st— r*s  mf en, 
th  the  ready  dame,  whose  risiag  flush 
ee  have  been  mistakea  for  a  blush, 
ere  the  garb  Just  leaves  the  bosom  free, 
where  hearts  were  oace  supposed  to  be ; 
1  the  conflncs  of  the  yielded  waist, 
igest  hand  may  wander  uudisplaced ; 
'8  in  retura  ma^  S^asp  as  much 
^ly  paunches  olfer  to  her -touch, 
ound  the  chalky  floor  how  well  they  trip, 

reposing  on  the  royal  hip; 
r  to  the  shoulder  no  less  royal 
%  with  affection  truly  loyal; 
at  to  froat  the  partners  move  or  staad, 
may  rest,  but  none  withdraw  the  haad ; 
n  turn  may  follow  ia  their  raak, 

of— Asterisk — and  Lady — Blank  ; 
[  a  one — with  those  of  Fashion's  host, 
e  blest  tiurnames — vide  **  Morning-Post ;  ** 
r  that  impartial  print  too  late, 
)octors'   Commons   six  months  from  my 

date)— 
and  each,  in  movement  swift  or  slow, 
al  contact  gently  undergo  ; 
9  mi^ht  marvel,   with  the  modest  Turk, 
ng  follows  all  this  palming  workT*' 
lest  Mirza — you  may  trust  my  rhy 
g  does  follow  at  a  fitter  time; 
ist  thus  pnblicly  resigned  to  maa, 
e  may  resist  him if  it  can. 


who  loved  our  frandmothers  of  yore, 
k,  Sheridan,  aad  naay  more! 


And  thou,  ny   Prince!  whose  toToreiga  taste 

aad  will 
It  is  to  love  the  lovely  beldames  still ; 

Hiou,  ghost  of  Q *  whose  Judging  sprite 

Satan  may  spare  to  peep  a  siagle  aicht, 
Proaouace^if  ever  in  your  days  of  bliss— 
Asmodeus  struck  so  bright  a  stroke  as  this ; 
To  teach  the  yonag  ideas  how  to  rise. 
Flush  in  the  cheek  and  laaguish  ia  the  eyes ; 
Rush  to  the  heart,  aad  lightea  through  the  frame, 
With  half-told  wish,  and  Ill-dissembled  flame ; 
For  prurieat  aatnre  still  will  storm  the  breast— 
Wi^,  tempted  thus,  eaa  aaswer  for  the  rest! 


But  ye — who  never  felt  a  siagle  thought 
For  what  our  morals  are  to  be  or  ought ; 
Who  wiselv  wish  the  charms   vou  view  to  reap, 
Say— would  you   make  those    beauties  quite   so 

cheap  I 
Hot  fk'om  the  haad  promiscuously  applied. 
Round  the  slight  waist,  or  dowa  the  glowiag  side ; 
Where  were  the  rapture  then  to  clasp  the  form. 
From  this  lewd  grasp  and  lawless  contact  warm  t 
At  oace  Love's  most  eadcarina  thought  resign. 
To  press  the  hand  so  pressed  by  none  but  thine ; 
To  gase  upon  that  eye  which  never  met 
Another's  ardent  look  without  regret; 
Approach  the  lip  which  all,  without  restraint. 
Come  near  enough— if  not  to  touch — to  taiat; 
If  such  thou  lovest — love  her  thea  ao  more, 
Or  give— like  her— caresses  to  a  score; 
Her  mind  with  these  is  gono,  aad  with  it  go 
The  little  left  behiad  it  to  bestow. 


Voluptuous  Walts !  aad  dare  I  thusbalsphemeV 
Thy  bard  forgot  thy  praises  were  his  theme. 
IVrjM/ehere  forgive! — at  every  ball 
My  wifb  noip  waltses — and  my  daughters  shall ; 
JIfa  son  (or  stop — 'tis  needless  to  inquire — 
These  little  accidents  should  ne*er  traiispire; 
Some  ages  hence  our  genealogic  tree 
Will  wear  as  rreen  a  bough  for  him  as  me) , 
Waltsiag  shall  rear,  to  make  our  aame  ameads, 
Oraadsoas  for  me— ia  heirs  to  all  his  friends. 


NOTES. 

Mmo  v&tea  aa  General  T. 


»f  th 


e  poll  (last  day)  ft. 


[p.  Til. 


Quam  familfariter.  [p.  TTS. 

Ktia  is  all  forrottea,  if  a*  maa  caa  be 
sve  forgottea  what  he  aever  remembered ; 
light  my  title-page-motto  of  a  Catholic 
ir  a  three  shilliag  Bank-token,  after 
(Ogling  for  the  even  sixpence.  I  grndged 
.>y  to  a  Papist,  beiag  sJl  for  the  memory 
Hal  and  ^^No  Popery ; "   aad  quite  re- 

the  downfkl  of  the  Pope,  becaase  we 
ra  him  aay  more. 

f  of  the  man^twhtkling  feet  f  [p.  71%, 
ee  their  maay-twiakling  feet"— GaiY. 

uualow'9  heath  to  rival  tfelieideff't  fame. 

[p.  TTI. 
il  Lord  Wellesley's,  or  his  aephew*s,  as  the 
leases : — the  oae  aaiaed  a  pretty  womaa, 
I  deserved  by  fightiae  for  ;  aad  the  other 
I  fighting  in  the  Peninsala  maay  a  long 
'  Shrewsbury  clock,"  without  gaiaiag  any 
that  country  but  the  title  of^*«the  Great 
sad  *'the  Lord,"  which  savours  of  pro- 
,  having  been  hitherto  applied  oaly  to 
ag,  to  whom  **3V  Deums"  for  earaage 
rmmkeat  hjas^eay.— It  is  to  be  pnauMd 


the  Geaeral  will  oae 
fam,  there 


day  retan  to  his  Sabiae 


To  tame  the  geaius  of  the  stubborn  plaia, 
Aknoet  OS  quiekUi  as  he*  eoaquer'd  Spain ! 

The  Lord  Peterborough  eoaquered  coatiaeata 
in  a  summer;  we  do  more — we  coatrive  both  to 
coaqner  aad  lose  them  ia  a  shorter  seasoa.  If 
the  **Great  Lord's"  CUteinnatiaH  progress  ia 
agriculture  bo  ao  speedier  thaa  the  proportioaal 
average  of  time  ia  Pope*s  couplet,  it  will,  ae- 
cordiag  to  the  former's  proverb,  be  '^ploaghiag 
with  dogs.** 

By  the  bve — oae  of  this  illustrious  person's 
new  titles  Is  forgotten— it  is,  however,  worth 
remembering— "wvodor  del  Mundo!" — eredtta 
po§teri!  If  this  be  the  appellatioa  aaaexed  by 
the  iahabitaats  of  the  Peoiasula  to  the  aame  of 
a  man  who  has  not  yet  saved  them— query— are 
they  worth  saving  evea  ia  this  world!  for,  ac- 
cordiag  to  the  mildest  modificatioas  ofanv  Chris- 
tian creed,  those  three  words  make  the  odds 
much  agaiast  them  ia  the  aext. — *^Saviourof  the 
World,"  quotha !— it  were  to  be  wished  that  he, 
or  aay  oae  else,  coald  save  a  coraer  of  it— his 
couatry.  Yet  this  stupid  misaomer,  although  it 
shows  the  near  conaexioa  between  Superstition 
aad  Impiety,  so  far  has  its  use,  that  it  ^rove^ 
there  caa  l»e  Utile  \o  ^t«%&  \t«ia.  >^<«»«^^^CMai^»* 
(\nqa\tliQT\a\  eaxV<s\\«»  va^s^  Ni\k»  «».  ««&»x  >bm3 
im  afv^VlUlom  am  %  PT«ia»\«aX.   \  %MfV«»  'w 


\ 


NOTliS     TO     WALTZ. 


If.  HI 

liJB— Wmltm,    ud    Ike   kuilt  ■! 

iu,   ari!   bcfon   lald  lo  have  apric^  Ikr 

«lirr:  the  li»rd ■"  ■- 


/WtH>  Ihmte  tiKt  fri. 


cAaad  ■  aad  tka*  dac  kHairrd  kftd  Iklrlf-tkra*        "■■■gii  otaanM  aev  aiaepeaee    a  crMtuui 
lk.i»*.ld  p.f.»..<ra  .Ur.«l  Mda«k.  kj  k«lK     l^l'M^'^^T^^itl""^  '  ■""■*'  '"  '^■' 


iiBpliiklen  Bl 

lukicrlkrd   •   plat   (rf  oil,  I.  -.^   .„    „„, 

pl«.,    ..d    Ik.    ullo.  .k.adl«.  'uv.  uaul.-  ***  VS!)  ■ 

fcT*i.ink.'JrrdJjwT^^I  ,™     fc,   A^^^  Who  d*«  aM  r.«M.k.r    iha   '■. 

(lM..ud  a  pr.p.r.>l»(ln.  u  .hM-^lf  "Ih"  "".'S:!;  'V»'. "«V'LS'J*«JI 

alH.    It  I*  Hid,   la   TCtara.   that   tha   ailaackrd  1.  „  hT.™,.  ii      t   dTi«^-?7.'" 

IlkralaalM.  .ubKriked  «>M  h«»»  far  ■  daf-.  Lil.TIr  k^v-W^hl.  1  - 

taUi^  «r«B^ 

IP-  1 
r   hlra   irhu  Wi 


.       Ard.    What  fcara  r""   to  *»  *kiihfT 
ik«]i  bear  111— jm  vera  bcM  acddic  wilk  ki(k- 
Caa   l^ir''*   .ffiuM*    taalatftfaj  grtam.  fublag." 


^  "S:  nt  J 

The  «Bll«,  ar  (•racial  reader,  Bai  all  ip  ■ 
r«  Kv«ral   dia-    1 


s  «i 
laAi 

I'jea 
iar  ii 
k   wll 

'itiaeh'uT     a  h<''lka  ^wirT(e"ifKh'MB*lBJt' 


ll  tavasi  be  eonplalaed  isw,  a<   la  tka  Ladi  ie  Rrieai'tlt   tt  wsald  Bat  be  fair  to  I 

Baaulere'i   Him,   sf  Ihe   "(Hear   de   la  Crdi,"  wtaliar  iaitial   agajaat   Ike   alpkakrt.   i 

Ihat  there  ha  "as  wUakani"  bit  kuw  far  lh»a  anath   will  add   to  the   llil  low  riierr^ 

■      '      *  ■"  enpuake*— a   dtiilagalthcd  Cdauaaai 


_       a  llae  phlloaaphen   bad   KhMen..    

dirn   aaae— Sclpla  hlHClf   wai  ■ha%ea~.|laaal-  llat  ft  whtra  heard  *rrr  net  lappaird  I*  k. 

hat  ibaaebl  hi*  aae  ete  haadwne  easach  wiihaal  [f.  tli. 

a  baardt  kai  Adrlaa,  ibc  Saiaerar,  ware  a  fceatd  "We  haT*  ehaafed   all   thai,"    »;■   the  M«k 

(haviag  wart*   aa   hU   chia,    wbhb   aelther   the  Dncler,  >"li*  all   gamK—\rmtriait  kaani  obtrr. 

BapreM   Aablaa,   aar   evei   the   caartiara  eeald  \tttt  all,   ll  i>   af  as  ((Tral  iBpartaaK  kn  ■•■ 

abiJe>— Tareaaehad  wbliken.MarlkHaBihioae  aeaa  keartaare  dlapMed  af;  tkefkaie  Nttarr'i 

—Baaaaparie  ll  aawbltkered,  IhaHeiPM  whbk-  irii  liege   ta    dMrlkito    ihea    aj    aWardlj    « 

•  and;   "Tgmt-   grrataeto  af  uimt  aad  whliheri  Mwlbla.     Hal   there   are   alio   aaiap   lari   viih 
■ar  ar  >aj  aat  gs  togMbar;  bat  eerMialr  Ike 
dlvereal   auorreace*.   liaea  the  graiilh   af  the 

lail-aeBtlaaed,  n  farther  la  brtair  ef  irbbken  ilaurr  :   via-   ■   «•»  of  »lld  >toar-*al>  M  M 

thaa   the  aaatheaa  af  AbhIb   did  ua/aH  laag  >pr>ed  bt  hree— aad  vkra  dli  ided.  laa  diM>H 

kair  ia  Ike  rein  af  Hean  I.  l  taaJ  la  Ike  erilre,  lUelj',  aad  iiith  Ihe  npa- 

Ferairrlr   rra   oai   a   UiaarlU   eolanr.     8ee  .itiaa  af  btlag  veaaiaaaa." 
Lodowltk  Barrej'i  Oaaadr  af  Raa  AIIbt,  1111. 

Act  I,   Sceae  I.  If  "aMUkfr  ABmn  all  lUt  aahrfaj  xrl.  ' 

TaWtl:     Now,   far   a    wager-Wkal   ealnred  |p  TA 

beard  eaiaea  aeil  kj  tka  wladdwT  '  la  Tarkay   a   pertiaaBI-  here   aa    Iwpewiatal 

jUrtmmm.     A  black  Biaa'a,  I  thlak.  lad   aaperflaeai   aaeUlaa— llMiallt   p«,   u   la 

IVjrri*.     1   Uiak   aai  hi   I   thlak   •   red,  far  :ke  Iril,  kf  a  Peralaa  to  Morler.    aa   arriaf  i 

thai  la  aaU  ia  faihlaa.  Wall  la  Pera—VMe  Meaiaa'a  Tf«>ela. 


jr 
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KOTRS  TO  CHILDB  HAROLD'S  FILOBIM AGE. 


amed  troopt  rotiBd  through  the  OvalaBdim- 
heifhti  tu  the  rifht,  to  u  to  irrive  uaieen  and 
form  an  ambath  amoagit  the  broken  acclivities 
which  the  road  novr  paMet,  and  to  be  ready  to 
act  npon  the  left  flank  and  above  the  enemy , 
wliiltt  the  horse  shot  ap  the  paes  behind.  Fla- 
minina  came  to  the  lake  near  Borghetto  at  ton- 
■et ;  and,  without  sending  any  spies  before  him, 
marched  throagh  the  pass  the  neit  morning 
before  the  day  had  quite  broken,  so  that  he  per- 
ceived nothing  of  the  horse  and  light  troops  above 
and  about  him,  and  saw  only  the  heavy  armed 
Carthaginians  in  front  on  the  hill  of  Torre.  *} 
The  Consul  began  to  draw  out  his  army  in  the 
flat,  and  in  the  mean  time  the  horse  in  ambush 
occupied  the  pass  behind  him  at  Borghetto.  Thus 
the  Romans  were  completely  inclosed ,  having 
Che  lake  on  the  right,  the  main  army  on  the  hill 
of  Torre  in  front,  the  Gualandra-hills  filled  with 
th9  light-armed   on  their  left  flank,  and  being 

rrevcnted  from  receding  by  the  cavalry,  who, 
he  farther  they  alvaaced ,  stopped  up  all  the 
outlets  in  the  fear.  A  fog  rising  from  the  lake 
BOW  spread  itself  over  the  army  of  the  Consul, 
but  the  high  lands  were  in  the  sun-shine,  and 
all  the  different  corps  in  ambush  looKed  towards 
the  hill  of  Torre  for  the  order  of  attack.  Han- 
nibal gave  the  signal,  and  moved  down  from  his 
post  on  the  height.  At  the  same  moment  all  his 
troops  on  the  eminences,  behind  and  in  the  flank 
of  Flaminins ,  rushed  forwards  as  it  were  with 
one  accord  into  the  plain.  The  Romans,  who 
were  forming  their  array  in  the  mist ,  suddenly 
heard  the  shouts  of  the  enemy  amount  them,  on 
every  side,  and  before  they  could  fall  into  their 
ranks ,  or  draw  their  swords ,  or  see  by  whom 
they  were  attacked,  felt  at  once  that  they  were 
■nrrounded  and  lost. 

There  are  two  little  rivulets  which  run  from 
the  Gualandra  into  the  lake.  The  traveller 
crosses  the  first  of  these  at  about  a  mile  after 
he  comes  into  the  plain,  and  this  divides  the 
Tuscan  from  the  Papal  territories.  The  second, 
•bout  a  quarter  of  a  mile  fbrther  on,  is  called 
**the  bloody  rivulet,"'  and  the  peasants  point  out 
an  open  spot  to  the  left  between  the  ^^Sangui- 
Betto**  BBfl  the  hills,  which,  they  say,  was  the 
principal  scene  of  slaughter.  The  other  part  of 
the  plain  is  covered  with  thick  set  olive-trees 
In  corn-grounds,  and  is  no  where  quite  level  ex- 
cept near  the  edge  of  the  lake.  It  is,  indeed, 
most  probable  that  the  battle  was  fought  near 
this  end  of  the  valley,  for  the  »ix  thousand 
Romans  who,  at  the  beginning  of  the  action, 
broke  through  the  enemy,  escaped  to  the  summit 
of  an  eminence  which  must  have  been  in  this 
quarter,  otherwise  they  would  have  had  to  tra- 
▼erse  the  whole  plain  and  to  pierce  through  the 
Biain  army  of  Hannibal. 

The  Romans  fought  desperately  for  three  hours, 
but  the  death  of  Flaminius  was  the  signal  for  a 

Erneral  dispersion.  The  Carthaginian  horse  then 
urst  in  upon  the  fugitives,  and  the  lake,  the 
marsh  about  Borghetto ,  but  chiefly  the  plain  of 
the  8angiiinetto  and  the  passes  of  the  Gualandra, 
were  strewed  with  dead.  \car  some  old  walls 
OB  a  bleak  ridge  to  the  left  above  the  rivulet 
■any  human  bones  have  been  repeatedly  found, 
and  this  has  confirmed  the  pretensions  and  the 
name  of  the  '^stream  of  blood." 

Every  district  of  Italy  has  its  hero.  In  the 
north  some  painter  is   the   usual  genius   of  the 

Since,  and  the  foreign  Julio  Romano  more  than 
ivides  Mantua  with  her  native  Virjil.  **)  To 
the  south  we  hear  of  Roman  names.  Near  Thra- 
•imene  tradition  is  still  faithfVil  to  the  fame  of 
an  enemy,  and  Hannibal  the  Carthaginian  is  the 


obIj  BBclcBt  BBmo  leaeBbcTttd  ••  tha  Imlitf 
the  PcragfaB  lake.     FlBBinina  la  BBkaaei:  ha 
the  poetilioas  on  that  road  have  baca  las^lis 
show  the  very   spot    wkere   A   C9matii  Inm 
was  slain.    Of  all   wka   foacbt   aBd  fell  is  # 
battle  of  ThraslBieB«,  the  kiatariaa  himMlfk 
besides  the  geacrala    aad  Mabarbal,  prtifnl 
iadeed  only   a  aingle  mmme.    Yoa  oveitake  li 
CarthaginiaB  Bf^iB  nm  the   bbmc  road  ts  B«i 
The  aatiqnary,  that  is  ,  the  hoBtler  of  tbe  r» 
house  at  Spoleto,  tells  job  that  hia  towarvpsisi 
the  victorious  eaeny  «    and   showa  yen  the  fB 
still  called  Porta  di  Jtnihmle.   It  ia  hardly  sal 
while  to  remark   that    a   FreBch  travel -wnia 
well  known  by  the  name  of  the  Prcaident  DsfBt 
saw  Thrasimene  in  the    lake  of  Bolseaa,  via 
lay  eoBveaieatly   ob    hia   way    froM  8ici8ia 
Rome. 

ilaf  (hoB,  CMtunmu9  !  [p.  41  &  t 

"So  book  of  travels  has  omitted  to  eipstisBB 

the  temple  of  the  ClituiBBao ,    betweea  Fsli|B 

and  Spoleto ;  aad  bo  alte  ,   or  accaery ,  erti  h 

Italy,  is  more   worthj  a  deacriptioa. 

Ckarmimg  the  ef  e  with  dremdr^m  aMteUni 
cataract.  [p.  4&.  Sk-  tL 

I  saw  the  ^f/aseata  del  fliarnore*'  sfTeid 
twice,  at  differeat  perioda ;  obcc  from  the  mm- 
mit  of  the  precipice ,  and  agaiB  from  the  nlW 
below.  The  lower  view  in  far  to  be  prefrmi 
if  the  traveller  has  time  for  one  only:  tat  it 
any  point  of  view ,  either  frons  above  sr  Wb*, 
it  is  worth  all  the  cascades  and  torreats  of  9^xa- 
erland  put  together ;  the  Stanbbacb,  Reirkpstoik. 
Pisse  -  Tache ,  fall  of  Arpenas ,  are  rilli  a 
comparative  appearance.  Uf  the  fall  ef  Scbif- 
hansea  1  cannot  apeak,  aot  yet  haviag  leea  ifc 

Jn  IrU  Uts,  amidat  tka  imfemal  mrgt. 

[p.  15.  Si  II 
Of  the  time,  place,  aad  qnallties  of  tki»kiii 
of  Iris  the  reader  may  see  a  abort  acessst  ii 
a  note  to  Manfred.  The  fall  looks  h  biA 
like  "the  hell  of  waten**  that  Addison  ihN|hl 
the  descent  alluded  to  bv  the  aalph  ia  *kA 
Alecto  plunged  into  the  inferaai  regioas.  b  ii 
siagular  enough  that  two  nf  the  fiaett  oMoki 
in  Europe  should  be  artificial — this  of  the  Trim, 
and  the  one  at  TivoH.  The  tra\eller  isttrMfh 
recommeaded  to  trace  the  Veliao ,  at  lesN  m 
high  as  the  little  lake  called  Pie'  di  Xap.  Tk 
Rcatine  territory  was  the  Italian  Tempe.*  ssl 
the  aacieat  naturalist,  aiaoBgat  other  bfsatifd 
varieties,  remarked  the  daily  raiabows  sftkt 
lake  Velinus.  **) 

7%e  thundering  tauwime.  [p.  4S.  ^  A. 

In  the  greater  part  of  Switserland  tkr  iri- 
lancbes  are  known  by  the  aaBie  of  laawiac. 


r  akkorr'd 

Tbo  muck,  to  conquer  for  the  poet'o  take. 
The  driltd  dull  lesson,  forced  down  word  ^y  ^ori. 

[p.  4a.  $t.  IV 
These  stanias  may  probably  reaiiad  the  reaicf 
of  Enaign  Northerton'e  remarka:  "D — a  Hsas** 
but  our  reasons  for  oor  dislike  are  aot  eiKth 
the  same.  J  wish  to  express  that  we  become  tirsi 
of  the  .,isk  before  we  caa  comprehend  tk 
beauty  ;  that  we  learn  by  rote  before  wr  mo 
get  bv  heart ;  that  the  fresh aesa  is  worn  svsf. 
and  the  future  pleasare  aad  ad%aatafe  deadrad 
and  destroyed  by  the  didaeCic  aBtiripaiisa.  K 
an  age  when  we  caa  aelther  feel  aor  Baderscssi 
the  power  of  comooaitiaaa  which  it  reqairsf  * 
acquaintance   wita   life,    as  well   aa  Latin  li' 


*)  A  tergo  et  super  capnt  decepere  insidiff.  Li v. 

**)  About  the  middle  of  the  Xllth  century 
the  coins  of  Mantua  Vera  am  oma  %\4«  iVa 
imogo  aad  flftira  of  Wx^V 


\ 


*)  Reatini  me  ad  sna  Tcaipa  daxcraat.  Cici»      ' 
epist.  ad  Attic,  iv.  15.  < 

**\  *^la  eodem  lacB   bbIIo  bob  die  BpHiif> 
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drvek,  to  rellik  or  to  rooioa  vpoa.  For  tke 
nmo  reasoB  we  ne^er  eaa  be  awore  of  tke  fal- 
aeot  of  loMO  of  the  finett  postogefl  of  Skakspeore 
t"To  be  or  Bot  to  be,'*  for  iattaaco),  fVooi  tke 
aabit  of  haviag  tkem  bamiaered  into  no  at  eight 
f  ears  old^  af  aa  eierciee,  act  of  miad  but  of 
memory:  m  tkat  wiieB  we  are  old  eaoogli  to 
ibIoj  them,  the  taste  is  goae,  aad  the  appetite 
palled.  Ib  some  parts  of  the  CoBttaoBt  yoaag 
persoBS  are  taught  from  more  cobubob  asthors, 
sad  do  Bot  read  the  best  classics  till  their  ma- 
taritj.  I  eertaialj  do  aot  speak  oa  this  poiat 
Rrom  aav  piooe  or  aversioa  towards  the  place 
of  my  edneatioB.  I  was  aot  a  slow,  though  aa 
Idle  boy;  aad  I  believe  ao  oae  eoald,  or  caa 
bo  more  attached  to  Harrow  thaa  I  have  always 
beea,  aad  with  reasoa ;— a  part  of  the  time  pass- 
id  there  was  the  happiest  of  mj  life;  aad  my 
sreceptor  (the  Rev.  Dr.  Joseph  Drnry)  was  the 
MOt  BBd  worthiest  friead  I  ever  possessed,  whose 
(raraiags  I  have  remembered  bot  too  well— though 
MM  late— whea  1  have  erred,  aad  whose  cona- 
mla  I  have  bat  followed  whea  1  have  doae  well 
ir  wisely.  If  ever  this  imperfect  record  of  my 
'eelings  towards  him  should  reach  his  eyes,  let 
It  remiad  him  of  obo  who  aever  thiaks  of  him 
kOit  with  gratitode  aad  veaeratioa — of  oae  who 
would  more  gladly  boast  of  haviag  heea  his  pv- 
lil,  if,  by  more  closely  followiag  his  iaJuBctioas, 
le  coold  reflect  aay  hoaoar  apoa  his  iastnietor. 

Whe  trehty  hundred  trtmmpkt !  [p.  M.  8t  81. 
Orosias  gives  three  hoadred  and  tweaty  for 
Ike  Bomber  of  triumphs.  He  is  followed  by 
PaBviaius ;  and  PaaviBlao  by  Qibboa  aad  the 
■uidera  writers. 

Ok  thou,  mhese  ehmrioi  rolf  d  ob  Ftrtun^$  wheel, 

[p.  46.  St.  83. 
Certaialy  were  It  aot  for  these  two  traits  ia 
the  life  of  Sylla,  alloded  to  ia  this  staasa,  we 
ihould  regard  him  as  a  moaster  uaredeemed  by 
IBT  admirable  quality.  The  atonemeui  of  his 
brolUBtary  resigaatioa  of  empire  may  perhaps 
be  accepted  by  us,  as  it  seeais  to  have  satisfied 
the  Romaas,  who  if  thev  had  aot  respected  must 
have  destroyed  him.  There  coald  be  ao  meaa, 
Bo  divisioa  of  opiaioa;  they  must  have  all 
thought,  like  Eucrates,  that  what  had  appeared 
ambitioB  was  a  love  of  glory,  aad  that  what 
had  bcea  mistakea  for  pnde  was  a  real  graa- 
ienr  of  soul.  *) 

And  UM  him  wHh  the  evtke  ureeedinM  efao. 

[p.  41.  St.  M. 
Ob  the  third  of  September  Cromwell  gaiaed 
the  victory  of  Daobar;  a  year  afterwards  he 
obtaiaed  **his  crowning  mercy"  of  Worcester ; 
and  a  few  years  after,  oa  the  same  day,  which 
he  had  ever  esteemed  the  most  fortaaate  for 
him,  died. 

Jnd  thou  dread  etatue!  uet  exUtent  in 
The  auetereet  form  of  noted  mqfeatu. 


fp.  4o._8t.  8T. 
8l 


The  projected  division  of  the  Spada  Pompey 
has  already  beea  recorded  1^  the  historiaa  of 
the  Decliae  aad  Fall  of  theRomaa  Empire.  Mr. 
Gibbon  fonnd  it  in  the  memorials  of  Plaminius 
Vacca,  and  it  may  be  added  to  his  meatioa  of 
it   that   Pope  Julius  III.    gave    the    coatendini 


BdlBC 

;  aad 


owaers  five  hundred  crowns  for  the  statoe 
preseated  it  to  Cardiaal  Capo  di  Ferro,  who  had 
prevented  the  Judgment  of  Solomoa  from  beiag 


*)  **8elgneur,  voos  chaages  toutes  mes  iddes 
do  la  fa^oa  dont  Je  vous  vois  agir.  Je  croyais 
que  voos  avies  do  TambitioB,  mais  aucua 
amour  pour  la  gloire:  Je  voyais  bienqne  votre 
ame  etait  haute;  mais  Je  Be  soupconnais  pas 
quelle  frit  frande."  MoBTBSQfTiBij,  Dial,  do 
8>lla  et  d'Euerate. 


etoeotod  apoa  the  Imago.  Ia  a  more  dTiliiod 
age  this  statue  was  eiposed  to  aa  actual  opera- 
tioa:  for  the  Freach,  who  acted  the  Brutus  of 
Voltaire  ia  the  Coliseum,  resolved  that  thelt 
Cnar  should  fall  at  the  base  of  that  Pompey, 
which  was  supposed  to  have  beea  spriakled  with 
the  blood  of  the  origiaal  dicUtor.  The  alae  fool 
hero  was  therefore  removed  to  the  Areoa  of  the 
amphitheatre,  aad  to  faciliute  its  traasport  suf- 
fered the  temporary  amputatioa  of  its  right  ana. 
The  republlcaa  tragediaas  had  to  plead  that  the 
arm  was  a  restoratioa:  but  their  accusers  do 
Bot  believe  that  the  iategrity  of  the  sutue  would 
have  protected  it.  The  love  of  fiadiag  every 
coiacideaco  has  dlsoovered  the  true  Caoareaa 
ichor  ia  a  staia  aear  the  right  kaee ;  but  colder 
criticism  has  rejected  aot  oaly  the  blood  bnt 
the  portrait,  aad  assigaed  the  globe  of  power 
rather  to  the  first  of  the  emperors  thao  to  the 
last  of  the  repablicaa  masters  of  Rome.  Wiakel- 
maaa  is  loth  to  allow  an  heroic  statue  of  a  Ro- 
maa  citisea,  but  the  Grimaai  Agrippa,  a  cotem* 
porary  almost,  is  heroic;  aad  aaked  Romaa  ft- 

Snreswere  oaly  very  rare,  aot  absolutely  forbid- 
ea.  The  face  accords  much  better  witJk  the 
**hominem  integrum  et  eoatum  et  grovem,"  thaa 
with  aay  of  the  busts  of  Augustus,  aad  is  toe 
stera  for  him  who  was  beautiful,  says  Suetoaios, 
at  all  periods  of  his  life.  The  preteaded  lilDeBOoa 
toAlexaader  the  Great  caaaot  be  disceraed,  but 
the  traits  resemble  the  medal  of  Pompey.  The 
objeetioaable  globe  may  aot  have  beea  aa  ill 
applied  flattery  to  him  who  fouad  Asia  Miaor 
the  bouadary,  aad  left  it  the  eeotre  of  the  Ro- 
maa empire.  It  seems  that  WiBkelmaaa  has 
made  a  mistake  ia  thiakiag  that  ao  proof  of  the 
ideatity  of  this  statue,  with  that  which  receiv- 
ed the  bloody  sacriflce,  caa  be  derived  from  the 
spot  where  it  was  discovered.  Plamiaius  Vacca 
says  eotto  una  eontAioL  aad  this  caatiaa  is  known 
to  have  beea  ia  the  Vicolo  de'Leutari  aear  the 
Caacellaria,  a  positioa  correspondinc  efnctly  to 
that  of  the  Jaaus  before  the  basilica  of  Pom  • 
pey*s  theatre,  to  which  Augustus  traasferred  the 
statue  after  the  eurio  was  either  burat  or  taken 
dowa.  Part  of  the  Pompeiaa  shade,  *)  the  por- 
tico, eiisted  ia  the  begianing  of  the  XVth  cen- 
tury, aad  the  trtrium  woo  still  called  Sotrum, 
So  says  Bloadus.  At  all  eveats,  so  Imposiag  is 
the  stera  majesty  of  the  statue,  aad  so  memor- 
able is  the  story,  that  the  .play  of  the  imagia- 
atioa  leaves  ao  room  for  the  eiercise  of  the 
Jndgmeat,  and  the  fiction,  if  a  fiction  it  is,  ope- 
rates OB  the  spectator  with  aa  elfeet  aot  lesa 
powerful  thaa  trath. 

Jnd  thou,  the  thundor-otriiAen  nuree  of  Rome! 

[p.  49,  St.  88. 
Aacieat  Rome,  like  modero  Sieaaa,  abouaded 
most  probably  with  images  of  the  foster-mother 
of  her  founder ;  but  there  were  two  she-wolveo 
of  whom  history  makes  particular  meatlon.  One 
of  these,  of  brote  in  ancient  work,  was  seea  by 
Dioaysius  at  the  temple  of  Romulus  uader  the 
Palatiae,  and  is  nai venial ly  believed  to  be  that 
meatioaed  by  the  Latia  historiaa,  as  having  been 
made  from  the  money  collected  by  a  fiae  ob 
usurers,  aad  as  staadiag  aader  the  Ruminal  fig- 
tree.  **)    The  other  was  that  which  Cicero  ••*) 


*)  **Ta  mode  Pompeia  leata  spatihre  sob 
umbra."  Ovia  do  Arte  Amaadi. 

**)  Ad  ficnm  Rnminalem  simulacra  iafaatinm 
eoaditornm  urbis  sub  uberibus  lups  posuemnt. 
Liv.  I.  en.  This  was  ia  the  year  I).  C.4&6,  or  467. 

***)  **Tnm  itatua  NatlsB,  tum  simulacra  Deo- 
rum,  Romnlusque  et  Remus  cum  altrice  bellna 
vi  fnlmiais  icti  concidernnt."  Do  Divinat.  ii.  26. 
^Tactus  est  ille  etiam  qui  haac  urbem  coadi- 
dit    Romulus,    quem    iaaaratnm   ia   Capitolio 

Eftrvnm  atque  lactaatem,  uberibus  lupiais  isi- 
iaatcm  f^saa  ia.«tBL\Vk.V%\.\ar  V%.^:aX>Ci\^  vw\.^ 


Itm 
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hat  celebrated  both  in  proee  and  vene,  and 
which  the  htttoriaa  Dloa  also  records  ••  haviag 
rafrcred  the  same  accldeat  as  it  alluded  to  by 
the  orator.  The  qnettion  af  Itated  by  tbe  aati- 
qiiariet  is,  whether  the  wolf  now  in  the  conser- 
vator's palace  is  that  of  Livy  and  Dionysias,  or 
that  of  Cicero,  or  whether  it  is  neither  one  or 
the  other.  The  earlier  writers  differ  as  mach 
as  the  modern:  Lucius  Faunas  *)  says,  that  it 
is  the  oar  alluded  to  by  both,  which  Is  impos- 
sible, and  also  by  Virgil,  which  may  be.  Pul- 
vinn  lirsinns  calls  it  the  wolf  of  Dionysius,  and 
Marlianiis  talks  of  it  as  the  one  mentioned  by 
Cicero.  To  him  Ryoqnius  tremblinfls  assents.  **) 
Kardiui  is  inclined  to  suppose  it  may  be  one  of 
the  many  wolves  preserved  in  ancient  Rome: 
but  of  the  two  rather  bends  to  the  Ciceronian 
statue.  Montfaucon  ***)  mentions  it  as  a  point 
without  doubt.  Of  the  latter  writers  the  deci- 
sive Winkelmann  proclaims  it  as  having  been 
found  at  the  church  of  Saint  Theodore,  where, 
or  nrar  where,  was  the  temple  of  Romulus,  and 
consequently  makes  it  the  wolf  of  Dionysius. 
His  authority  is  Lucius  Paunus,  who,  however, 
only  says  that  it  waa  piaced.  not  found,  at  the 
FicDS  Rnminalis  by  the  t^omrtiura,  by  which  he 
do«'s  not  seem  to  allude  to  the  church  of  Saint 
Theodore.  Rvcquius  was  the  first  to  make  the 
mintakr,  and  Winkelmann  followed  Rycqnius. 

Flaminius  Vacca  tells  quite  a  different  story, 
and  says  he  had  heard  the  wolf  with  the  twins 
was  found  near  the  arch  of  Septimius  Se\erus. 
The  rnmmentator  on  Winkelmann  is  of  the  same 
opinion  with  that  learned  person,  and  is  incens- 
ed at  IVardini  for  not  having  remarked  that 
<'irrro,  in  speaking  of  the  wolf  struck  with  light- 
ning in  the  Capitol,  makes  use  of  the  past  tense. 
Hilt,  with  the  Abate'w  leave,  >ardini  does  not 
positively  assert  the  statue  to  be  that  mentioned 
by  Cicero,  and,  if  he  had,  the  assumption  would 
not  perhaps  have  been  so  enceedingly  indiscreet. 
The  Abate  himself  is  obliged  to  own  that  there 
are  marks  very  like  the  scathing  of  lightning  in 
the  hinder  lers  of  the  preient  wolf;  aad,  to  get 
ri:l  of  this,  adds,  that  the  wolf  seen  by  DionysTos 
might  ha%e  been  also  struck  by  lightning,  or 
otherwise  injured. 

Let  us  eiamine  the  subject  by  a  reference  to 
the  words  of  (Cicero.  The  orator  ia  two  places 
seems  to  particularise  the  Romulus  and  the 
Remus,  especially  the  first,  which  his  audience 
remembered  to  have  been  in  the  Capitol,  as  being 
struck  with  lightning.  In  his  verses  he  records 
(hat  the  twins  and  wolf  both  fell,  aad  that  the 
latter  left  behind  the  marks  of  her  feet.  Cicero 
does  not  say  that  the  wolf  was  consumed :  and 
Dion  only  mentions  that  it  fell  down ,  without 


"Hie  silvefltris  erat  Romani  nominis  altrix 
Martia,  qujB  parvus  Mavortis  semine  natos 
llberibus  gravidis  vitali  rare  riaabat, 

8UB  tum  cum  pueris  flammato  folminis  ictu 
oncidit,  atqneavulsa  pedum  vestigia  liqnit." 
De  Consulatu,  lib.  ii.  (lib.  i.  de  Divinat.  c  ii.) 

*)  *'Tn  eadem  porticu  vnea  lupa,  cuius  uberi- 
bus  Romulus  ac  Remus  lactantes  inhiant,  eon- 
spicitur:  de  hac  Cicero  et  Virgilins  semper 
Intelleiere.  Livins  hoe  signum  an  iKdilibus  ex 
pecuniis  quibus  mulctati  essent  fcneratores 
positom  innuit.  Antea  in  Comitiis  ad  Ficum 
Ruminalem,  qno  loco  pueri  ftierant  expositi, 
locatum  pro  certo  est.** 

**)  "Non  desant  qui  haae  ipsam  esse  potent, 
qnam  adpinximus,  que  e  comitio  in  Basilicam 
Lateranam,  cum  nonnullis  aliis  antiqnitatnm 
reliquiis,  atqna  hinc  in  Capitollum  pottea  re- 
lata  sit,  quamvis  Marliaaus  antlquam  Capito- 
iinam  esse  maluit  a  Tnllio  deacrintam,  cut  nt 
in  re  nimis  dnbia.  trepide  adsentimnr.'* 

**•)  "Lupa  hodieqne  in  capitaliais  prottat 
mdibni,  cum  Testigfo  falmiaii  c^no  ietaa  narrat 


alhidiu,  u  the  Abate  kan  aade  hli,  a* 
force  of  the  hloir,  er  the  f^immtm  with 


force  01  tne  »lo«r,  er  tfee  mm  ■■tea  witli  vnat 
had  been  fixed.     The  whele  atrength,  tbn^ 
of  the  Abaters   argwnieat    kaegs  npoa  ikr  ■ 
tense  ;  which,  however,  'mmj  be  oasMota  te 
nished  by  remarkia^  that  the  phrase  saN  ap 
that    the   statue    wen   aot    then   itandinr  ni 
former  poaition.  Wiakelnaao  haaobaeneia 
the  preaeat  twina  are  aodera  :  aad  it  ii  cfM 
clear  that  there   are    marka   ef  gildiac  «i 
wolf,  which  might  therefore  he  aapposcd  n  ■ 
part  of  the  aacieat  ^ reap.     It  ia  knowa  tkit 
sacred  imagea  of  the  Capitol  were  not  dMuiji 
when  injured  by  time  or  accident,  but  «mn 
into    certain     nnder^oaad     dep«sitarifs  ah 
fmvhatt.    It   may    he    thoafht    peoaible  tkah 
wolf  had  been  ao  depoaited,  aad  had  bsts^ 
placed  ia   aorae   coaapicaeaa  aitnation  vknh 
Capitol    was   rebnilt     by    Veapasiaa    Rji^a 
without  mentioainK  hia   aathuriiy,  tHbikai 
waa  tranaferred  from    the  Comitlam  to  tk  U 
teran ,  and  thence  brooght  to  the  CapitsL  » i 
waa  found  near  the  arch  of  Severas,  it  aajh" 
been  one  of  the  ima^en  which  Orosins  nji  m 
thrown  down  in   the    Porum  by  ligbtai^  sn 
Alarie  took  the   city.     That   it  is  of  trry  Ml 
•aatiquity  the  workmaaahin    ia  a  deeiti^e  prw.'. 
and  that  circnmstaace    iadaced    WiakrlnaB? 
believe  it  the  wolf  of  Dioayaiao.  Tbe  Tafittiw 
wolf,  however,  may  have  beea  of  the  saar  nr9 
date  as  that  at  the  tennle  of  Romnlna.    Ucas 
tins  *)  asserts  that  in  hia  time  the  Raaam  nt 
•hipped  a  wolf;  and  it  ia  kaowa  that  tbe  Lap- 
calia  held  out  to  a    very    late   period  "}  ita 
every  other  obaervance  of  the  aacieat  mpn* 
tion  had  totally  expired.     Thia  may  accMBtfci 
tbe   preservation   of    the   aacieat    imaie  hap* 
than  the  other  early  ajmbolo  of  Pagaaisa. 

It  may  be  permitted,  however,  to  reaaifcihl 
the  wolf  waa  a  Romaa  ayahol,  bnt  that  lb 
worship  of  that  symbol  ia  aa  iafereace  drast 
by  the  xeal  of  fjactaatina.  The  early  (Iriicia 
writera  are  not  to  be  traated  in  tbe  Hmiih 
which  they  make  agalaat  the  Pagaaa.  Eawhn 
accuaed  the  Romana  to  their  fkeea  af  wsnUp 
piag  Simon  Magus,  aad  raiaiag  a  aiataetslia 
in  the   island  of  the  Tyber.     The  Roaaai  M 


! 


probably  never  henrd  of  aach  a  pei 
who  came,  however,  to  play  a  eoasidttaM» 
though  acandaloua  part  ia  the  ehBrch-biflivv> 
and  haa  left  aeveral  tokeaa  of  hia  atrial  sMtal 
with  St.  Peter  at  Rome ;  aotwithatandiiff  ihri 
an  inscr-ption  found  ia  thia  very  ialaad  sfiki 
Tyber  showed  the  Slmoa  Magna  of  Bnsstiaia 
be  a  certain  indigeaal  god ,  called  Sema  SaafS 
or  Pidina. 

Even  when  the  worahip  of  the  foaadcr  af  llmt 
had  been  abandoned,  it  waa  thought  etftiwA 
to  humour  the  habita  of  the  good  matraas  tf  tte 
city  by  aendiug  them  with  their  aick  infant*  a 
the  church  of  St.  Theodore  ,  ao  they  had  brhrr 
carried  them  to  the  temple  of  Romalaa.  Tbt 
practice  ia  continued  to  thia  day ;  aad  the  mm 
of  the  above  church  aeema  to  be  thereby  idca- 
tifled  with  that  of  the  temple :  ao  that  if  tbe  esV 
had  been  really  found  there,  aa  Wiakelaaaa 
says,  thera  would  be  ao  doabt  ef  the  prsscit 
aUtne  being  that  aeca  by  Dioavaiat.    Bat  Ftis- 


*)  **RomuIi  nutrix  Lnpa  boaerlbaa  eat  afrca 
divinia,  et  ferrem  ai  aatmal  ipaam  fbiaaet.  ci- 
jua  figuram  gerit."  That  ia  to  aay,  be  wsaM 
rather  adora  a  wolf  thaa  a  preatitatc.  Ifii 
commentator  haa  obaerved,  that  the  opiaitf 
of  Livy  concerning  Lanreatia  being  flgnrtd  fi 
thia  wolf  waa  not  anivenal. 

**)  To  A.  D.  4N.  Oaia  credere  mmL 
raya  Baranina,  vigaiaoe  adhne  Remm  ad  G«M 
tempera ,  aw  fbcre  aate  exordia  arbia  albs 
iaitaliam  Luperaalial  Oelaaiaa  wrote  a  IcOi' 
to  Aadramaahni,  the  aeaator,  aad  ethcn.  « 
%V»^  «hnx  l3ba  xVue%  ahaaU  ba  givea  Wf, 


NOTES  TO  GHIUW  HUUMUra  riLOttllUSIt. 


ptahada   TtriUMa   itmt 

, _, iplaioalk»  et  laMllatlaoBiUleBfrt :  aiki.  .. 

'■knm   calaaai   by   Ike   charek   of  Saala   Maria  all  nllB^il:  Manui  aaaiB  tcMhri*  olnuKaw 

<lb«alriea,  at  Ike  arur  oT  tka  PalMiM  iMtlaf  aw  diuraat."  *)    no  (IghlaM  kiadnl   jreaii 

IB  (h*  P«na.  'kick  kav«ela|H4  alaoaClcH*  orM*  Iklf,  ka?a 

It  Ii,   la  fact,  ■   aera   mmjecttn   wken  tk«  loi muiad nj of  tkelapaTfecliauarkaaaailj: 

■Mf*  wai  actaall*  dac  na,  aad  parkaH,  oa  tka  lad  (ks  caaalalala   aT  tka  naclvM   akllMapkara 

whiit,  (ka  narka  af  tkaglldiac,  aad  afUiallckt-  WT.oitknllajNilinarBiractallaB.ketraaHrlkad 

■lac,   aia  a   kallar   argiuiaat   ia   Tavaar   af  Ui  a  a  pa«a  wtiuea  jniatdar. 
mlBg  tka  Cieenalaa  waif  Ikaa  aaj   tkal  caa  ba 

iMa«d  lor  Ika  aaalrart   oplaiaa.     At  aaj  rate,  n«r«  b  m  (tars  raaad  ra«ar  •/  Mkar  rfafi. 

t  ti  raaMiaklT  atl««trJ  U  Ika  Inl  af  (ke  motm  [p.  4T.  St.  H. 

la  aiie  oT  tka  aaal  talerniEac  rellea   oT  Ika  aa-  Alladiae  Is  Ika  laak  ef  Oadlla  Halalla,  sailed 

:ieai  eilr,  aad  i*  aertaialj  tka  Ofara,  If  aal  tka  W  dl  bva,  la  tka  Applaa  Wa<. 
rmrj  aalaal  UwhUkTIrallallBdeB  ia  kla  bnatl- 

Wl  varaea.  Prspketfg  a/  Ika  drum 

"Qaaiaoa  kala  nkara  dmta  Meavaa  fiaat  «« /kaMrttaa-Mrlf  daMik. 

Ladera  peBdaale*  raaroi  et  laakere  aaUaa  [p.  W.  6l  in. 

iMpavldoai  lllaa  terltl  wrTlca  reflfua  Or  Ot  Stoi  ^Uoian  axoSvnextt  vior 

Ma1c«raa)tar>«*,atlla«ara»TparallagN.-  fg    y^    jfoMh   otiic    a/o««   aW    aioxa^t 

— nr  Ik*  Btmmi't  miiU  Saitiv.        Bavaa,  Fata  Oaoalcl,  p.  III. 

ITai  aMdaffd  ta  a  las*  ttrr—Mat  wuld.  „  .   .      . 

(p.  «.  Be  t^  ^•*?"  •*•  /-»«-W  M«M  t      tP-  «■  8t.  m. 

It  I*  poaalbl*  ta   k«  a  —tj   great   ua   aad  la  TkePalMlie  lioaeaaBa  of  ralat,  parKeabrlf 

M  Mill  leTT  laferlar  le  Jalloi  Cuar,  ibn  matt  '■  <^   •"■  Uivardi   tke  CIms   Mailaai.    Tka 

ssaplele  ekaraeUr,   aa  Lord  Baeoa  tkoaclit ,   of  ,•'7   '•"    >*   foraad    of    araaklad    brick  -  aork. 

til   aallaah*.     Nalara  *••>•   lataMbl*   of  nek  •»'*J"«.''"  ***■  *•'''•  aatkUr   aaa  k«  told,   te 

ittraardlaarT  eoaklaatlaai  ai  eaapaa^l  kla  ver-  t^^^tj  Ike  belief  of  aaj  kal  altoaaH  aatlqnarj. 

ante  eaoaelt]', wklck wai  Ike  woadarevea  ottke  _ 

jtoaaaa  tbeaielvn.   Tke  (Int  geaeral-ibe  oalj  •*"•  *>  '*«  ""a*  •/  •"  iaawa  Icfe* : 

rinapkaal   politician  -  lafetior  Is    aone  la  elo-  JVa  »iu  Ika  .aa*  relearaal  a/  tka  pott, 

■■•aea— eaaparaklc  ta  aa;  la  ibe  altataacaU  of  "rit  Frttitm,  aad  ikca  eiera.                  

rladoa,  la  aa  age  aade  ap  ef  tke  rreateal  eoa-  ^           .         .    .                              [P-  <B-  "<-  IM- 

aaada.;,  atalM^a,  aralorSaad  pkl^pberaibal  ,Tke  aatk.r  of  Ibe  Lf.ef  Cicero,  apeakiag  of 

_• .  ...i' .J     ._  'i-.^.^.l^ ka  gplainn  aalcnaiaeil  of  Britain  It  tkal  oralar 

lad  bli  eoleaparar]!  Roaaai,   kaa  iba  fallowlug 


■aaad  a  perfeU  apeeiaea  of  alltlarj  a 
■I*  traTeillag-caiVlage — •(  eae  liaa  U 
nveriT  wllb  f^lo,  al  aaotker  irrlltaE  a 


rluneat  naiiage;  "Praa  Ibalt  raillarlaa  of  Ikis 
ilad,  aa  iv  barbarflf  Bad  niier;  of  o^i  liJaad, 

l«kllB(  -fiad  aaltlal  Ime  al  Ika'aaae aaa'eat,     "^  ravolatbal  of  klnadoai, 
tad  wrillae  ta   abaadoB  botk  kli  rapire  aad  kli     ■■  ■■•"eia  of  tka  world,  tli 
^  -    .     _  .     r  .   .     _...        ijj^  ^j  glory,  aair  Ilea  aoak 

iBd  poienj,  oBilaved  to  tbe  i 
la  to  tke  Bool  oonleaptlbia  of 
loa  aad  reliilout  iapoalaro:  wkila  tbli  remolD 
aealTj,  aaeleBIlT  the  ]eal  aad  coateapt  of  tbe 
Mllia   Hoaaat,    Ii    kacoae   tka   bappj   aeal   of 


BMrra  ie'r  "a  •iaki  of  Ika  Fmaiaiia  of  ihe  Billa.     '"•  "J  glorj,  aa.  Ilea  aoak  U  ilolk,  Inoi 
loi   Uaaar   appear   to  kla   eoteape-     <^,  P"«nj.  oailaved  to_lbe  aoat  cncrai 


mi\t!t  aad  to  tkoi*  of  tka  iBbwaoeal  afai,  wha  >■  to  lk«  »ool  ooBloaptlklo  af  iTraBU,  anperiti- 

nra  <ka  aaat   iBcllaod  la  deplore   aad  eiaorate     '"»  ""I  "llfl""?  lapoalora:  while  il- 

lie  fatal  goaloa. 

lal^'ig'irrr'or   wllb  b"i"  aa^alaoei ,   bla  lkerly,"pleatj,'aad  litwrTi"  floVrlUllit'laall  the 

iBlablalaallir»,   aa  to   forget   tbe  doelalaa   of  >rla  aad   raBaaaoata  of  aivll  life;   jet  rnania. 


B  vealtk  ti 
leaea  of  dhclailBe,   aad  eorraplloD 
lolal   dagraeracj   aad   loi 


1  ibewaklaiprtak-  '"   ^T  a   loUl   dagraeracj   aad   loa*  af  vlrlae, 

-           ■        l^™   -  .oiag  growB  ripe  fir  dealhictlaa.  It  Mia  a  pref 

^,„        ,  II  laai  lo  aoaa  kardj  opprnaar,  aad,   wltk  tka 

Saagotaa  Tkeaaalica  eladl*  perfaiaa  adollar  •"  •*  '"^ff'  '"'^  1"T  **''ii**'.  Ii  V'!,'"*^ 

Adalali  VMorem  eeria,  el  ^kbIi  araii.  lakigiadnallj  agala  latolu  oflfiaal  barkariaa." 
After  featllag  wilk  bli  alilreaa,   ke  alia  ap 


v.rae  wllk  tb*£gT>llaa  aagai,      ^  ^   .^     ZT'^i'  ''^^Jl'^^  ^ 

iug.eni  — ~r  f^   araik   tk*   tmatrlal  Bra.  akaaa  atka*  ainf 

I  all  Diitl  cerlB  vldeadl  ^^^   „,„»« 


aad  iJlla  Aekoreoi,  »*  *"i,^  t^ttrM  ar*.  .ka«  »^^fV* 

■     nitl  aena  vldtadl  „     nUimt.    ,  ^    ^      ,  [P-  «-  BJ;  "W 

ballaa  elvlla  rallaqaaai.  ,Tb"  «"'"■■,  f'  T^*!  ••  "™^""»^  ^3  *• 


KIc  Telat  la  tola  •eearl  paea  trababaal  „_         _    .     ,                  .           ,.■■,,., 

Naclla  iter  aadina  *""  ■**  Tniam'i  aaaa  adara.    [p.  dl.  W.  IH- 

laaedlaielj  aflarwarda ,  ke  ii  flgktlaf  agala  f  rajaa  «aa  praacrtAiRa  Iko  b«t  of  tke  Roaaa 

aad  defoadlar -».«  peaillaa.         "      ■"  "•  >rla«a:  •■)  aad  ll  woald  be  eaaler  lo  fiad  a  aa 

Bed  adeal  dafeaaor  abtoac  

fiaaar  at  kaa  adltaa  gladlla,  hoalgalkai  araet  la  Li>}'«  ttae.    "Meliiia  lore  oMfla  proana 

Claiaa  aaela  oarlali  tlavlt,  allaa  >l  regal  trlalae  iaanaa  laarll." 

larilatt  fiaaar  aaaaer  faliolMr  aaa*  •)  Acadea.  I.  II. 

Pracipltl  cana  ballama  at  taapare  rapta.  •*)  Ha/- 


Pracipitl  cana  ballama  at  taapare  rapta.  ■*)  HaMa   Uatai 

*■)   /are   eaad*   eilMIaatOT,   aajv  SaHaalai        aaaae  ad  aaatraa 
aRar  a   fblr   calliaaUaa  of  kla  ekaraalor,  aa' 
■akiag  ■■«  af  •  ^tMa  whlek  wai  a  Ibraal 


fblr   calliaaUaa  of  kla  ekaraalot,  aad        prfadplbn  aselaMUir,  abl 
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nOTES  TO  CHIUB  HAROUrS  FSLQELMMAGE. 


Tereln  n^ltlBg  enetly  the  oMMtte  chaTactertt-  I 
tioi,  thmm  oae  po»teMed  of  all  the  kmm  qaali- 
tiet  Mcribed  to  this  eaperor.  **WlieB  he  Hovat-  . 
•d  the  throae,**  mva  the  historian  Dioa,  ^he  was  ' 
•troBf  ia  body,  he  was  vieoront  ia  miad;  ace 
had  impaired  aoae  of  hit  lacaltiet;  he  fvai  al- 
together free  from  eavT  and  from  detractioa ;  he 
hoBoared  all  the  good  aad  he  advaaced  them; 
aad  on  this  acconnt  thev  conid  not  be  the  ob- 
ject of  hia  fear,  or  of  hit  hate ;  he  ae^er  littened 
to  informert ;  he  faTO  not  way  to  hit  anger ;  he 
abttaiaed  equally  from  nafair  eiaeiioat  aad  nn- 
Jntt  pnnithmentt ;  he  had  rather  be  loved  at  a 
man  than  honoured  at  a  tovereiga ;  he  wat  af- 
fable with  hit  people,  retpectfnl  to  the  teaate, 
•ad  nnivenally  beloved  by  both;  he  iatpired 
Boae  with  dread  but  the  eaemiet  of  hit  eoaatry/* 

Blenzi,  la»t  of  Romant!  [p.  49.  St  114. 

The  name  and  exploitt  of  Riensi  mutt  be  fa- 
miliar to  the  reader  of  Gibbon. 

Sjttria !  •meet  creation  of  «onie  heart 

Irhick  found  no  mortal  reating-plaee  to  fair 

Am  thine  ideal  breatt.  Ip.  4t.  St.  115. 

The  retpeetable  authority  of  Flamialnt  Vaeea 

would  incline  nt  to  believe  in  the  claims  of  the 

Egerian  grotto.     He  attnrcs  us  that  he  saw  an 

Inscription    in  the  pavement,    ttatiag  that  the 

fonatain  wat  that    of  Egeria  dedica^    to  the 

nympht.    The  inscription   it    not  there  at   thit 

day;    but    Montfancon   qnotet    two   lines  *)    of 

Ovid  from  a  stone  in  the  Villa  Giustiaiani,  which 

he  seems  to  think  had   been  brought  from  the 

same  grotto. 

This  grotto  and  valley  were  formerly  frequent-' 
ed  in  summer,  and  particularly  the  first  Sunday 
In  May,  by  the  modern  Romans,  who  attached  a 
salubrious  quality  to  the  fountaia  which  trickles 
from  an  orifice  at  the  bottom  of  the  vault,  and, 
overflowing  the  little  pools,  creeps  down  the 
matted  gru*  i'to  the  brook  below.  The  brook 
Is  the  Ovidian  A I  mo,  whose  name  aad  qualities 
are  lost  in  the  modern  Aqnataccio.  Hie  valley 
Itself  is  called  Valle  di  CalTarelli,  fVom  the  dukes 
of  that  name  who  made  over  their  fountaia  to 
the  Pallavicini,  with  siity  rubbia  of  adjoiaiag  land. 
There  can  be  little  doubt  that  this  long  dell  is 
the  Egerian  valley  of  Juvenal,  and  the  pausing- 

{»laee  of  Vmbricius,  notwithstanding  the  general- 
ly of  his  commentators  have  supposed  the  des- 
eeat  of  the  satirist  aad  his  friead  to  have  been 
Into  the  Arician  grove,  where  the  nymph  met 
Hippolitus.  and  where  she  was  more  peculiarly 
worshipped. 

The  strp  from  the  Porta  Capena  to  the  Alban 
hill,  fifteen  miles  distant,  would  be  too  consider- 
able, unless  we  were  to  believe  in  the  wild 
conjecture  of  Vossius,  who  makes  that  gate  tra- 
vel from  its  present  station,  where  he  pretends 
It  was  during  the  reign  of  the  Kings,  as  far  as 
the  Ariciaa  grove,  and  then  makes  it  recede  to 
Its  old  site  with  the  shriaking  city.  The  tufo,  or 
pumice,  which  the  poet  prefers  to  marble,  is  the 
substance  composing  the  bank  in  which  the  grotto 
Is  sunk. 

The  modern  topographers  fiad  in  the  grotto 
the  statue  of  the  nymph  aad  nine  niches  for  the 
Muses,  aad  a  late  traveller  has  discovered  that 
the  eave  is  restored  to  that  simplicity  which  the 
poet  regretted  had  been  eichanged  for  Injudi- 
cious ornameat.  But  the  headless  sUtue  is  pal- 
pably rather  a  male  than  a  nymph,  and  has  none 


nf  theattrihtga  mncriW<  t«  It  al 
The  nine  Maa«a  comld  knrdlr  hnVc  sUitliB 
aiches;  and  JaTemni  ccTtninlj  daes  asiiM 
to  aay  ladivldaal  cave.  *)  !V«thing  caa  W  ^ 
leeted  from  the  aatiriat  bat  tkat  somewhmm 
the  Porta  Capenm  wmm  a  apat  la  which l« 
supposed  Nama  held  Bicktly  eanaaltstimi  n 
his  avmph,  aad  wkere  tnere  was  a  grsve  mi 
sacred  fonataia,  aad  faaea  once  caasecnaii 
the  Mases ;  and  tliat  froai  this  a^  ihns  mt 
desceat  iato  the  Tallej  of  Egena,  aherrm 
several  artificial  cavca.  it  is  clear  thatihca 
tues  of  the  Mnsea  made  aa  pan  of  the  kmi . 
tion  which  the  aatiriat  tlioaght  misstaMriii\| 
these  caves ;  for  he  expreaaly  assigns  sthn  Im  L 
(delabra)  to  these  dUlaltlea  above  Iht  vilF.f 
aad  moreover  tells  na,  that  they  had  bees  i)» 
ed  to  make  roam  for  tke  Jews,  la  fad,  ^ 
little  temple,  now  called  that  ef  Baecbii,Bi 
formerly  thoaght  to  belong  to  the  Mstant 
Nardiai  placea  them  ia-  a  poplar-grerr,  lU 
was  ia  his  time  above  the  valley. 

It  Is  probable,  from  the  iaacrlptioa  tai  f^ 
tion,  that  the  cave  aow  showa  maybeiie^ 
the  'Artificial  caveraa,**  of  which,  laded,  mat  \ 
Is  aaother  a  little  waj  bigher  up  the  iiM.  I 
uader  a  tuft  of  nlder  bashes :  but  a  aiu^  pa 
of  Egeria  is  a  mere  modera  laveatiss.  pM 
upoa  the  applleatioa  of  the  epithet  £|[eniia 
these  aymphea  In  geaeral,  aad  which  aifh  ni 
US  to  look  for  the  hanata  of  Kama  sf«  ih 
banks  of  the  Thamea. 

OurEaglish  Jnveaal  waa  aot  aedaced  isis  ib- 
traaslatioa  by  his  acqaaiataace  wiihP«pe:h 
careftilly  preserves  the  correct  plaral— 

Theace  slowly  wiadlag  dowa  the  vale  vtfiit 
The  Egerian  grata;  oh,  how  unlike  the  tm- 

The  valley  abonada  with  apriags,  sad  «*e 
these  spriags,  which  the  Bf  aaea  might  kstf 
from  their  aeighbouriag  grorea,  BIgerit 


*)  In  villa  Justiaiaaa  exstat  ingeas  lapis 
quadratus  solidus  ia  quo  scnlpta  hac  duo  Ovidii 
eanniaa  suat: 

JCgeria  est  qua  prabet  aquas  dea  grata  Cammais. 
Ilia  Nnma  co^Jux  consiliumque  ftiit 

^Bl  lapis  videtur  ai  eodem  E|;aTia  Coate^  ani 
ejQf  viclnim  iithaa  aompofUtai. 


hence  she  was  said  to  anpplj  them  with  atm 
aad  she  was  the  nyaiph  of^  the  grettts  ikn^ 
which  the  fonnUins  were  taaght  te  flow. 

The  whole  of  the  meanmeats  in  the  %kiakf 
of  the  Egeriaa  valley  have  received  aaaei  tf 
will,  which  have  been  chaaged  at  will.  Tcsai 
owBS  he  can  sec  no  tracee  of  the  teapin  d 
Jove,  Satura,  Juno.  Venaa,  aad  Diaaa.  eW 
Nardiai  foand,  or  hoped  to  fiad.  The  aton- 
Hum  of  Caracalla*s  circus,  the  temple  sf  Htsia 
aad  Virtue,  the  temple  of  Bacchas,  aad  thmt 
all,  the  temple  of  the  god  Redlcalas,  lit  Ai 
antiquaries*  despair. 

The  circus  of  Caracalla  depends  aa  a  weM 
of  that  emperor  cited  by  Fnlvlas  UrsiaaiL  d 
which  the  reverse  shows  a  circas,  sappssrjWr- 
ever,  by  some  to  represeat  the  Circas  Msiia» 
It  gives  a  verv  good  idea  of  that  place  sf  nR" 
cise.  The  soil  has  been  bat  little  raised,  if  *« 
may  Judge  from  the  oniall  cellalar  atrnciirvn 
the  ead  of  the  Spina,  which  wat  prabahlythi 
chapel  of  the  god  Uonsns.  This  cell  is  half  k- 
neath  the  soil,  as  it  ninot  have  been  la  the  cir 
ens  itself,  for  Dloayslns  coald  act  be  aersmdd 
to  believe  that  this  divialtj  waa  the  ^ 
Neptune,  beeaaaa  bit  altar  waa 


t 


•)  Snbatitit   ad 

Capeaam, 
Hie  abl  noetataa  Nnma  coastitaehat 
Nuac  sacri  foatis  nemna,  et  delabra 
jBdals  quorBm  cophinaa  ftaaai 
Omnis  enimpopaloMerccdcBi  pcaderejaa 

cat 
Arbor,  et  ejectis  awndiaat  ailra  Ca 
la  vallem  Egeria  daseeadlmoa,  at  sj 
Dissimilea  verls:  oaaato  pi 
Namaa  aqam,  vlrldl  ai 


Herha,  aaa  lageaBUi  Tialattat 
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ret  Irt  M  ftBiler  hUdhf.  (p.  H,  St.  117. 
**At  All  ereau,**  Myt  tke  snthor  of  the  Am- 
4einiMl  QQMtiou,  **I  trut,  whmtever  May  b« 
tke  fete  of  ny  owa  tpecnlatioBf,  that  philotophy 
wUl  rrgaia  that  ettimatioa  whicli  it  oaf  ht  to  , 
poMOM.  The  free  aad  phllooophic  fpirit  of  oar  , 
BatioB  hai  beea  the  theme  of  admiratioa  to  the 
world.  Thit  was  the  prood  distiaetioa  of  Eaa- 
liihaea,  aad  the  lumiaoas  louree  of  all  their 
glarj.  Shall  we  thea  forget  the  Biaaly  aad  dlc- 
Bified  oeatimentt  of  oar  aacefton,  to  prate  la 
the  laafoafe  of  the  mother  or  the  aurae  aboat 
oar  good  old  prejudicetV  This  !■  aot  the  way 
to  defead  the  caafe  of  troth.  It  wat  aot  thai 
that  oar  fkthera  maiauiaed  It  ia  the  brilliaat 
periods  of  oar  hiftory.  Preladice  may  be  trott- 
ed to  gaard  the  oatworko  for  a  thort  tpaee  of 
time  while  reaeoa  olamben  ia  the  eitadel :  bat 
If  the  latter  fiak  lato  a  lethargy,  the  former 
will  qoiekly  erect  a  itaadard  for  hereelf.  Philo- 
•ophy,  witdom,  aad  liberty,  fapport  each  other; 
he  who  will  aot  reatoa.  Is  a  bigot ;  he  who  caa- 
Bot,  if  a  fool ;  aad  he  who  daret  aot,  it  a  olave.** 

— 30reaf  AeaMtlt/ 
Srre,  where  fhe  mmHent  paid  tUn  komage  long. 

[p.  61.  St.  in. 

We  read  ia  Saetoaiao  that  Aogottas.  from  a 
waraiog  received  la  a  dream,  couaterfeited,  oace 
a  year,  the  beegar,  eittiag  before  the  gate  of 
hit  palace  with  hit  haad  hollowed  aad  ttretched 
oat  for  charity.*)  A  ttatae  formerly  ia  the  Villa 
liorghete,  aad  which  ohoald  be  bow  at  Paris, 
renreteatt  the  Emperor  la  that  pottare  of  tup- 
pi  icatioa.  The  object  of  Ihlt  telf-degradatloa 
wat  the  appeatemeat  of  Nemetit,  the  perpetual 
attendant  oa  good  fortaae,  of  whute  power  the 
Roman  ooaqoerort  were  alto  reminded  by  cer- 
taia  tymbolt  attached  to  their  cart  of  triumph. 
The  tymbnit  were  the  whip  and  the  erotalo, 
which  were  ditcovered  ia  the  IVemetli  of  the 
Vaticaa.  The  attitude  of  beggary  made  the  above 
ttatae  patt  for  that  of  Belitariat :  aad  aatil  the 
criticitm  of  Wiakelmaaa  had  rectified  the  mit- 
take,  oae  fiction  wat  called  ia  to  tupport  another. 
It  wat  the  tame  fear  of  the  tndden  termination 
of  protperity  that  made  Amatit  king  of  Egypt 
warn  hit  friead  Polycratet  of  8amot,  that  the 
godt  loved  thote  whote  livet  were  chequered 
with  good  aad  evil  fortnaet.  Nemetit  wat  tup- 
poted  to  lie  ia  wait  particularly  for  the  prudeat: 
that  it,  for  thote  whote  cautioa  readem  them 
accettible  only  to  mere  accideatt:  aad  her  firtt 
altar  wat  raited  oa  the  baakt  of  the  Phrygiaa 
^teput  by  Adrattut,  probablv  the  priace  of  that 
name  who  killed  the  tna  of  Crotui  by  mittake. 
Hence  ihe  goddett  wat  called  Adrattea. 

The  Romaa  Nemetit  wat.  eorrerf  aad  augiut; 
there  wat  a  temple  to  her  ia  the  Palatiae  uader 
the  aame  of  Rhamaoiiia :  to  great  indeed  wat  the 

f»ropeotity  of  the  ancieatt  to  trntt  to  the  re%'o- 
ntioa  of  evcatt,  aad  to  believe  in  the  divinity 
of  Fortune,  that  la  the  tame  Palatiae  there  wat 
a  temple  to  the  Fortune  of  the  day.  Thlt  it  the 
latt  taperttitioa  which  retaint  itt  hold  over  the 
hamaa  heart ,  and ,  from  coacentratiag  ia  one 
object  the  credulity  to  natural  to  maa,  hat  al- 
wayt  appeared  ttroagett  ia  thote  aaembarratted 
by  other  articlet  of  belief.  The  aatiquariet  have 
aoppoted  thit  goddett  to  be  tyaoaimout  with  for- 
taae aad  with  fate :  but  it  wat  ia  her  Tiadictive 
qaality  that  the  waa  worthipped  uader  the  aame 
of  Nemetit. 


i  tee  he/tre  im  rho  GUiMf  H; 


[p.  51.  St  140. 


*)  Suetoaiut  ia  vit.  Aogattl,  cap.  91.  Catau- 
boa,  ia  the  aote,  refert  to  Platarch't  Livet  of 
Camillat  aad  iBmiliut  Paolut,  aad  alto  to  hit 
apophthecoM,  for  the  character  of  thlt  deity. 
The  hollowed  haad  wat  reckoaed  the  latt 
degree  of  degradatioa:  aad  whea  the  dead 
body  of  the  prefect  Rafiaut  wat  borae  about 
ia  triumph  by  the  people,  the  iadigaity  wat, 
iacreated  by  pattiag  hie  haad  la  that  poiitioB. 


Whether  the  woaderftil  ttatae  which  toggetted 
thlt  image  be  a  laqueariaa  gladiator,  which  ia 
tpite  of  Wiakelmaaa^t  criticitm  hat  beea  ttoatly 
maiataiaed,  or  whether  it  be  a  Greek  herald,  aa 
that  great  aatiquary  potitively  atterted  *)  or 
whether  it  it  to  be  thought  a  Spartaa  or  bar- 
bariaa  thield -bearer,  accord  lag  to  the  opiaioa  of 
hit  Italiaa  editor,  it  mutt  atturedly  teem  a 
copy  of  that  matterpieee  of  Ctetilaiit  which  ro- 
preteated  **a  wouaded  maa  dviBA,  who  perfectly 
eipretted  what  there  remaiaed  of  life  ia  him."  **) 
Mouatfaucoa  aad  MafTei  thought  it  the  ideatieal 
ttatae;  but  that  ttatue  wat  of  bronse.  The  gla- 
diator wat  oace  ia  the  villa  Ludoviti,  aad  waa 
bought  by  Clemeat  XII.  The  arm  it  aa  eatlro 
reitoratioa  of  Michael  Aagelo. 

— ffe,  Iheir  e/Ire, 
Buteker'd  to  tmako  m  Boman  holidco. 

[p.  62.  St.  141. 
Gladiatora  were  of  two  kiadt ,  compelled  aad 
▼olnatary;  aad  were  tupplied  f^om  teveral  coa- 
ditiont ;  from  tlavet  told  for  that  purpote ;  froai 
calpritt;  from  barbariaa  captivet  either  takes 
ia  war,  aad,  after  being  led  ia  triumph,  tet 
apart  for  the  garnet,  or  thote  teited  aad  coa- 
demaed  at  rebelt;  alto  fkom  free  cltiieai,  tomo 
fighting  for  hire  (auetoroti),  othert  from  a 
depraved  ambitioa :  at  latt  evea  kaigfatt  aad 
tenatort  were  eihibited,  a  ditgrace  of  which  the 
firtt  tyraat  wat  naturally  the  firtt  iaventor.  ***) 
la  the  ead,  dwarfh*  and  evea  women,  fought ;  aa 
eaormity  prohibited  by  Severut.  Of  thete  the 
moot  to  be  pitied  nadoubtedly  were  tbe  barba- 
riaa captivet ;  aad  to  thit  tpeciet  a  Chrittian 
writer  f)  juttly  appllet  the  epithet  ^^innoceni," 
to  dittiaguith  them  from  the  profettiooal  gla- 
diatort.  Anreliaa  aad  Claud lut  tupplied  great 
aumbert  of  thete  nafortunate  victimt ;  the  oae 
after  hit  triamph,  aad  the  other  oa  the  preteit 
of  a  rebellioa.  No  war,  tayt  Liptint,  wat  ever 
to  dettructive  to  the  humaa  race  at  thete  tportt. 
Ia  tpitc  of  the  lawt  of  Coattantiac  aad  Conttaat. 
gladiatorial  thowt  turvived  the  old  ettablithed 
rellgioa  more  thaa  teveaty  yeart;  but  they 
owed  their  flaal  extiactioa  to  the  courage  of  m 
Chrittiaa.  Ia  the  year  404,  oa  the  kaleadt  of 
Jaauary ,  they  were  eihibitiag  the  thowt  ia  the 
Flaviaa  amphitheatre  before  the  utual  immeate 
eoacourte  of  people.  Almachiut  or  Telemachut, 
aa  eattera  monk,  who  had  travelled  to  Rome 
iateat  oa  hit  holy  purpote,  ruthed  iato  the  midtt 
of  the  area,  aad  eadeavoured  to  teparate  the 
combataatt.  The  prwtor  Alypiut ,  a  pertoa  ia- 
credibly  attached  to  thete  garnet,  gave  iattaat 
or  den  to  the  eladiaton  to  tlay  him ;  aad  Tele- 
machut gaiaeo  the  crowaof  martyrdom,  aad  the 
title  of  taiat,  which  turely  hat  aever  either 
before  or  tiaco  beea  awarded  for  a  more  aoblo 
eiploit.  Hoaoriat  immediately  abolithed  the 
thowt,  which  were  aever  afterwardt  revived. 


*)  Either  Polifoatet,  herald  of  Laioi,  killed 
by  CEdiput ;  or  Cepreat,  herald  of  Buritheut. 
killed  by  the  Atheaiaat  whea  he  eadeavoorea 
to  drag  the  Heraclida  from  the  altar  of  Mercy, 
aad  ia  whote  hoaoor  they  iattituted  aaaual 
gamet,  coatiaued  to  tbe  time  of  Hadriaa;  or 
Aathemocritut ,  the  Atheaiaa  herald,  killed 
by  the  Mrgareatet,  who  never  recovered  the 
impiety. 

**)  vulaeratum  deficiealem  fecit  ia  quo  pot- 
tit  iatelligi  quaatam  rettat  aaiaut.  Pi.iif.  Nat. 
Hitt  miv.  8. 

•**)  Juliet  Cmtar,  who  rote  by  the  fall  of  the 
arittocraey,  brought  Puriut  fjeptlaat  aad  A. 
Caleant  apoa  the  areaa. 

f)  Tertalliaa,  "certe  quidem  et  iaaoteatot 
gladiatoret  ia  ladam  veaioat,    at   VQHi^t««l% 


^(26  NOTES  TO  CHIUffi  HABOUl'S  FILOKUfAGE. 

Tke  ttotj  b  mH  bj  Tktaiant  uJ  Cudodonii,     rUnk  (miUal   Ub    ta  «•»   ■  w 
uid  •««   varlkf  of  tradtl  iMwIihitudlBg  in     m  all  Did—i.     Ua  waa  aBslaa 


C'lee   ia   Ike  Honu   DartTnlarr.     BetldM  Ika  kai  ha  waa  ilia  aaaoaar 

rraml*  af  hlood  whick  flgwed  M   Ika  fDaerala,  iMa   Ikal   ka   waa    £ald 

'lUkaalrea,  tka  eireaa,  Ike  roniBi,  aad  raald  kardlf    kara  naaaed    al  I 

Ic  alMa* ,  ^dlatan  wan  iHlmdBcad  ikenld  we  withaai  Uta  halp  af  tl 

..       "bl     .  „  -  . 

aUuc  or  tke  rnciM.  Yal  Llpalni  pirailakimaeir  [p.  __    

lo  aappoia  the  loaa  af  eanraie,  and  tke  erldeat  Tkli  la  fiatod  la  tka  DcallM  aM  Fd  rf* 


!■  the  BBipkUkealrea,  tka  eireaa,  tke  roraBi,  aaJ     raald  kardlf    kara 

atker   paklic   rlaaa*  ,  (iadlatan  w«M  '— "   '--'      "■--" '■" 

■t  fetau ,  aBiF  lora  eaak  other  to  pi 

•■ "•  -       -  the  cml  dariikl  aad  ao-      fTkO*  •Unit  rla  C 

felLlpalni  penaila  hinueK 


I.  St.  141     iBTe  aka 

9    gladiatar    waaaded    aaother,    ke     Jiaagk  •< 


"kos  kabat,"   ar   "kaUl 

it    waaaded  camkataat    dropped  kji    weapaa,  utiqail;  ii 

id  adviac[B|  to  ike  edge  of  the  areaa  ,  luppli-  (t  paaaed  wj 

ted  tke  ipaeutori.     If^e  had  fDiight  well,  tke  lata  Ike  prea 

epla  aared  kirn  ;  If  otkerwiie,  or  ai  Ike;  hap-  iti  aiizhe*  tar  the  Chrlaliaa  altar,  tkal  1 

aad  to   ke  lacllaod ,    tkaj'  lonad   dews   theJi  lagelo,  erer  Radioaa  aT  aaaleai  Waalj, 


allaraliaa   fraM  Ikf  i^ 
ip ;  aad  aa  aaavnleBI  oa 
Ckrlali 


d   tkeit  d««ga  aa    a  «»4el    U  Ua  C 


all*  H  wvan  Ikal  thov  were  impalieat  if 
•aabat  laited  loafer  tkaa  onllBarj  witka: 
■onada  or  dralh.    The   emiieroi'i   pmraee  n-     4ad  the*  wkm  tttt  frr  feaAta  aaaa  rtaan 

■arallT  laved  the  vaaqniihed:  aad  It  !•  rMorjad     nafreauea  Uifai'ijarm;  afliii'     fl  1 ' 

•a  aa   iaalaaoa  of  Caracal)  ■     '  '  ' - 

■aat  tkoie  wko  miiplicalec 
■pMtaila  at  Nicoaieilia,  t 
•Oar  warda.    baaded  them 


■rerodlj,    that  ke  tfeni  attae.  [a.  H.  M.  W 

■npplicaled   bin   for   Ufa ,    la  a       Tke  Paatkaaa  kaa  beea  Bade  a  Mceptadi  b 


B  people  I 


■liar    acremoar   la  abiarted    at  the   Spaalih 
ll-figkU.    The  aaglilrate  preiidea-,    aad  alter 


aow  ihlM 
1< 


and    niecadarei   havE   Caaiht  the  klagc  of  aariati,  lOBa  oae  or  twaef  wL. 

ball,  tka  naUdore  ilepi  forward  aad  bowi  to  bia  keea  alaoat  detilad  by    Iha  Tranatlaa  rf  iWr 

for  permiHloB  u  liijl   thu  eainal.     If  tke   bnll 

bta  doae  kii  dnl;  bj  kriliag  tvo  or  three  lionea. 

•r  ■  naa,  wklek  laat  ia  rare,  the  people  ialetfere  nert  It  a  daanaa,  ta  ajbaaa  Mm  irrm  Ml 

with  ihaala,  the  ladiei  wave  Iheir  hudkptfrhiefa,  [p.  tt.  Et.  W 

Bad  the  aaiaal  ii  aaved.   Tke  wooadi  anddealk  Tkii  aad  tke  tkree  aait  alaaaaa  alladc  H  At 

af  Ike  karwa  are   ateounaBlad  w[tk   the  loudeil  itoTt  of  tke  Ronaa  daagkter ,  whIck  ■•  rtcalM 

aMluaatioBi,  aad  BBBV  geiiam  of  dellekt,  ei.  I«  the  traratler  h;  the  eita,    ar    pmndtd  af. 

paalall;  Irom  the  female  portioa  of  the  audiBace,  if  tkat  adieBlare  aaw    akewa  at   tka  ckanh  d 

loBlndlag  IkoH  of  iha  naUeat  blood.  Ever*  ihla<  Saiat  Nickelaa  In  tverrt. 

dOHBda  OB  habll.  Tke  Bothor  of  Chllde  HaroItT 

the  writer  o(  tkli  aole ,   Bad  one  or  two   atker  Tnrn  f  IMt  awle  ■Uo«  Hmtrimm  rrm-t  aa  U 

BBiliihrnaa.  *bo  have  eerlaialy  ia  other  iwjt  [a.  U-  K  >> 

bwaa  the  ilcbt  of  a  pitched  battle,  were,  dnrlig  The  caitl*  of  Satat  Aaaale. 

tke  BBBiafr  of  IMf,  )■  the  goferaor-i  koiat  the 

- —•-'■^ "  - [p.  n.  ».  IH 

___    .. , Tkli  aad  Ike  lb  ant   ataaaoa  kBT*  a nknaa 

plelel]'   MtiaSed   their    eoriowl;.     A  seatleBaa  M  Iha  akflrak  aT  St.  Paler, 
feaaeal,   okaerrlag  then  akadder  aad  1e«k  pale. 

Milled  tbU  DBOiBal  reeealtaa  of  u  dellghthi  a  Tie  vTraafa  .Mc 

apart  toaoBe  tobbi  ladiea,  who  alared  aad  anil-  WiiSA  ImmtUt  nUgktlat  MPemtaH. 

al,   aad   emtlaaeir  thoir  applaoaei  oa  aaother  fp.  H.  St.  HI 

karaa  feU  bleedlag  to  tka  Roofld.  f>Ba  ball  kill-  Marj    died    oa   the  acolTald;    EUaaWa  •!  • 

•d  tkraa  hanai  ^  kf>  am  karw.  He  waa  aaved  brokea  kean ;  Ckarlaa  T.  a  berall ;  Laala  HT 

bp  aeclaBatiaaa ,  wkiek  were  redonblad  whea  It  i  kaakrapt  la  Baaaa  aad    clarT-,   CraawatI  d 

«aa  kNawB  ke  beloafed  lo  a  print.  lailelj;  aad,  "the  createal  la  balilad,"  NapatoB 

Aa  Eagilahaaa  wko  oaa  be  sack  pleaaed  witk  Uvea  a  priaaaer.  T*  tkfae  awTcrvIcBB  a  laa(  krt 

aeelBg  twa  nea  heat  thenaelvea  to  plena,  daaot     laperflnoae  IW  alakt  ka  oddad  af afMBf 

bear  to  look  at  a  horae  nlloplni;  roond  aa  areaa  Ulaittlao*  aad  aakappr. 
with  hi!  bowela  tiairiBKo.  ike  ETOoad,  aadlarBa 

tea  the  apectaelo  aad  Ihe  apectator*  with  kor-  £a,  Stmll  saveVd  At  fjha  mmIb  4Al 

tar  aad  diagait.  Ip.  H.  8l  IR 

,_     ,  Tke  tUlon  oT  Nnal   waa    Bear    tke  ArMa 

Laa  laarab  an  (ke  »bU  Jbet  Cnor-*  trail.  retreat  of  Bnria,   aad,   IVoa  tba  akodaa  wUA 

_  _     ,       ,  .                   ^       ,  „[P-  M-  St.  lU.  taboaaaed  ft.  leaple  af  Diaaa.  kaa   praaanrf 

BaetoBjne  lafona  u  Ikal  Jalla*  Lcaar  waa  u>  Ikta   daj   Ita  diaUaettve   BMalUUaa    af  Ih 

ratUealarlj  gratified  kflbat  decree  of  Ihe  aeoate,  s»a«.    Heal  la  kat  ■>  analiiO  rMa  fraa  * 

■ — —  Bafortabla  iaa  af  AlbsM. 

*)  "Quod?  BOB  ta  Llpal  aoaeatoa  allaBod 

habBlne  enani  ad  TirtoUral    MafBoa.  Tea-  ^id  Mto 

pora  Boaira,  BeaqBe  ipaoe  vldeaaaa.    Oppldna  Tka  IVtar  vAwb,  a 


a   aedllaia   iapintia .... 

i|ni  peailt  diaare,  tl  frattat  iBatatar 


ireptna  eal!  Tke  Aatfaa  eaart.  [p.  U.  8L  IK 

■  i  at  laaaa        Tka  whole  doaUvUp   of  Iha    Alhaa  hlD  k  d 

-"  -  -     larivalled  baaat*,  aad  fraa  tba  aoBtMil  aa  «* 

hUbeet  polal,  wbM  kaa  aaeaaeded  U  tka  ■bbH' 

if^lhe  UlUa  JapHoT,  tba  ptaapaal  OMbnoaa  d 

Ika  obleoa  alladed  la   la  Aa   cited   ataMB:  *• 


r.     tiki  rokar,    aU  tot     larivalled  baaatj,  aad  fr 
iUik  kaa  ■ 


frtur-    Tke  pnla»ra  of  Hr.WlBdbaa'a  aa-     Iba  obleOa  alladed  la   la  lb   cited   atoMa:  *•       I 
xVPic  OB  bBll-boUuic.  WoUMcMMaaa,  <kK  '•^WM  aaoar  af  tb*  Mh      I 
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Mf  tf  tlie  iSMld.  ud  the  oout  fron  bcyowl 
tiA  aottth  of  the  Tiber  to  tke  he^lrad  «f  Clr- 
teurn  and  the  Cope  of  Terrocliio. 

The  site  of  Ctcero't  Tillm  mmy  be  euppooed 
either  at  the  GrotU  Ferrata,  or  at  the  Tutcalnpi 
of  Lacian  Bnoaaparte. 

The  former  vao  thought  some  yean  affo  the 
actnal  ilte ,  aa  may  be  teeB  firom  Middletoa's 
Life  of  Cicero.  At  preieat  it  has  lost  something 
ef  its  credit,  eicept  for  the  Domenlchinos.  Nine 
monks,  of  the  Greek  order,  live  there,  and  the 
mdjoining  villa  is  aCardinars  sammerhoose.  The 
other  villa,  called  Raflnella,  is  on  the  sammit 
tof  the  hill  above  Frascati,  and  many  rich  re- 
■laias  of  Toscnlnm  have  been  fonnd  there,  be- 
aides  seventy-two  statnes  of  different  merit  and 
preservation,  and  seven  basts. 

From  the  same  eminence  are  seen  the  Sabine 
hills,  embosomed  in  which  lies  the  long  valley 
of  Rostica.  There  are  several  circnmstaaces 
which  tend  to  establish  the  identitv  of  this  valley 
with  the  ^^Uttiem"  of  Horace;  and  it  seems  pos- 
sible that  the  mosaic  pavement  which  the  pea- 
sants ancover  by  throwing  np  the  earth  of  a 
vineyard,  may  belong  to  his  villa.  Rnstiea  is 
pronoanceil  short,  not  according  to  oar  stress 
opoB  "f/«r/rip  cukantia"— It  is  more  rational  to 
think  that  we  are  wrong  than  that  the  inhabitants 
of  this  necladed  \al1ev  have  changed  thrir  tone  In 
this  word.  The  addition  of  the  consonant  pro- 
filed is  nothing :  yet  It  is  necessary  to  be  aware 
that  Rostica  may  be  a  modem  name  which  the 
peasants  may  have  caaght  from  the  antiquaries. 

The  villa,  or  the  mosaic,  is  in  a  vineyard  on 
a  knoll  covered  with  chesnnt  trees.  A  stream 
runs  down  the  valley,  and  althovgh  it  is  not  true, 
as  said  in  the  guide-books,  that  this  stream  is 
called  Licenxa,  vet  there  is  a  village  on  a  rock 
at  the  head  of  the  valley  which  is  so  denominat- 
ed, and  which  may  have  taken  its  name  from 
the  Digentia.  Licensa  contains  700  inhabitants. 
On  a  peak  a  little  way  beyond  is  Clvitella,  con- 
taining 300.  On  the  banks  of  the  Anio,  a  little 
before  yon  tnrn  ap  into  Valle  Rustica,  to  the 
left,  about  an  hour  from  the  HOa,  is  a  town 
called  Vico-varo,  another  favourable  coincidence 
with  the  f'aria  of  the  poet.  At  the  end  of  the 
valley ,  towards  the  Anio ,  there  Is  a  bare  hill, 
crowned  with  a  little  town  called  llardela.  At 
the  foot  of  this  hill  the  rivulet  of  Licensa  flows, 
and  is  almost  absorbed  in  a  wide  sandy  bed 
before  it  reaches  the  Anio.  Nothing  can  be  more 
fortunate  for  the  liaes  of  the  poet,  whether  In  a 
metaphorical  or  direct  sense: 

Mo  quoties  reficlt  gelidus  Digentia  rivus, 
Quem  Mandela  bibit  rugosos  frigore  pages. 

The  stream  is  clear  high  up  the  valley,  but 
before  it  reaches  the  hill  of  llardela  looks  green 
and  yellow  like  a  sulphur  rivnlet. 

Rocca  Glovane,  a  ruined  village  in  the  hills, 
half  an  hour's  walk  from  the  vineyard  where  the 
pavement  is  shown,  does  seem  to  be  the  site  of 
the  fane  of  Vacuna,  and  an  inscription  found 
there  tells  that  this  temple  of  the  Sabine  victory 
was  repaired  by  Vespasian.  With  these  helps, 
and  a  position  corresponding  exactly  to  every 
thing  which  the  poet  has  told  un  of  nls  retreat, 
we  may  feel  tolerably  secure  of  our  site. 

The  hill  which  should  be  Lucretills  is  called 
Campanile,  and  by  following  up  the  rivulet  to 
the  pretended  Bandusia,  you  come  to  the  roots 
of  the  higher  mountain  Oennaro.  Singularly 
enough,  the  only  spot  of  ploughed  land  in  the 
whole  valley  is  on  the  knoll  where  this  Bandusia 
rises, 

" To  frigus  amabile 

Fessis  vomere  tauris 
Prsbes,  et  pecorl  vago." 


The  peasants  show  another  spring  near  the  mo- 
saic pavement,  which  they  call  *^radina,'*  apd 
which  flows  down  the  hills  into  a  tank,  or  mill- '  eaticla( 


dam,  and  thonao  trieklee  over  laio  the  Digentia. 
Bat  wo  matt  not  hope 

*'To  traee  the  Muses  upwards  to  their  spring/* 

by  exploring  the  windings  of  the  romantic  valloy 
in  search  of  the  Bandusian  fonntaia.  It  seeaa 
strange  that  any  one  should  have  thought  Ban- 
dusia a  fountain  of  the  Digentia;  Horace  haa 
not  let  drop  a  word  of  it;  and  this  immortal 
spring  has  in  fact  been  discovered  in  possession 
of  the  holders  of  many  good  things  in  Italy,  tho 
monks.  It  was  attached  to  the  church  of  St. 
Ger\'ais  and  ProUis  near  Venusia,  where  it  was 
most  likely  to  be  found.  We  shall  not  be  so 
lucky  as  a  late  traveller  in  finding  the  eeeos/en- 
al  pine  still  pendant  on  the  poetic  villa.  There 
is  not  a  pine  in  the  whole  valley,  but  there 
are  two  cypresses,  which  he  evidently  took,  or 
mistook,  for  the  tree  In  the  ode.  The  truth  la. 
that  the  pine  is  now,  as  it  was  in  the  days  of 
Virgil,  a  garden-tree,  and  it  was  not  at  all  Ukely 
to  be  found  in  the  craggy  acclivities  of  the  val- 
ley of  Rustica.  Horace  probably  had  one  of 
them  in  the  orchard  close  above  his  farm,  imme- 
diately overshadowing  his  villa,  not  on  the  roeky 
heights  at  some  distsnce  from  his  abode.  The 
tourist  may  have  easily  supposed  himself  to  have 
seen  this  pine  figured  in  the  above  cypresses, 
for  the  orange  and  lemon  trees  which  throw 
such  a  bloom  over  his  description  of  the  roynl 
gardens  at  Naples,  unless  they  have  been  sinee 
displaced,  were  assuredly  only  acacias  and  other 
common  garden-shrubs.  The  extreme  disappoint- 
ment experienced  by  choosing  the  Classical  Tour- 
ist as  a  guide  in  Ualy  must  be  allowed  to  find 
vent  in  a  Tew  obser\-atlons,  which,  it  is  asserted 
without  fear  of  contradiction,  will  be  confirmed 
by  every  one  who  has  selected  the  same  condno- 
tor  through  the  same  country.  This  author  ft 
in  fact  one  of  the  most  inaccurate,  unsatisfactory 
writers  that  have  in  our  times  attained  a  tem- 
porary reputation,  and  Is  very  seldom  to  ba 
trusted  even  when  he  speaks  of  objecu  which  he 
must  be  presumed  to  have  seen.  His  errorat 
from  the  simple  exaggeratioa  to  the  downright 
misstatement,  are  so  frequeat  as  to  induce  a  sns- 
picion  that  he  had  either  never  visited  the  spota 
described,  or  had  trusted  to  the  fidelity  of  for- 
mer writers.  ladeed  the  Classical  Tour  has  every 
characteristic  of  a  mere  compilation  of  former 
notices,  strung  together  upon  a  very  slender 
thread  of  personal  obser\-atioa,  and  swelled  oat 
by  those  decorations  which  are  so  easily  sap- 
plied  by  a  systematic  adoption  of  all  the  common- 
places of  praise,  applied  to  every  thing  and 
therefore  signifying  nothing. 

The  style  which  one  person  thinks  clony  and 
cumbrous,  and  unsuitable,  may  be  to  the  taste 
of  others,  and  such  may  experience  some  saM- 
Ury  excitement  in  ploughing  through  the  pertoda 
of  the  **Classical  Tour.**  It  must  be  said,  however, 
that  polish  and  weight  are  apt  to  beget  an  ei- 
pectation  of  value.  It  is  amongst  the  pains  of 
the  damned  to  toil  up  a  climax  with  a  huge  roaad 
•tone. 

The  tourist  had  the  choice  of  his  words,  bat 
there  was  no  such  latitude  allowed  to  that  of  hto 
sentiments.  Hie  love  of  virtue  and  of  liberty, 
which  must  have  distinguished  the  character, 
certainly  adorns  the  pages  of  Mr.  Eustace,  and 
the  gentlemanly  spirit,  so  recommendatory  either 
in  an  author  or  his  productioas.  Is  very  conspi- 
cuous throughout  the  Classical  Tour.  But  theae 
generous  qualities  are  the  foliage  of  such  a  per- 
formance, and  may  be  spread  about  it  so  promi- 
nently and  profusely,  as  to  embarrass  those  who 
wish  to  see  and  find  the  frnit  at  head.  The 
unction  of  the  divine,  and  the  exhortations  of 
the  moralist,  may  have  made  this  work  some- 
thing more  and  better  thaa  a  book  ef  travels,  but 
they  have  not  made  it  a  book  of -travels)  ana 
this  observatioB  applies  more  ospeciallY  toth-" 
I  enticing  matkoi  «'(  VaiXrMieA%  ^w«wi%^>si 
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perpetaal  tntrodnetion  of  tbe  same  Gallie  Helot 
to  reel  and  bluster  before  the  rUiag  generatloa, 
and  terrify  it  into  decencv  by  the  display  of 
all  the  eicesses  of  the  revolution.  An  animosity 
Bcainst  atheists  and  regicides  in  general,  and 
Frenchmen  specifically,  may  be  honourable,  and 
nay  be  usefal.  as  a  record ;  but  that  antidote 
ahoold  either  do  administered  in  any  work  ra- 
ther than  a  tonr,  or,  at  least,  should  be  served 
up  apart,  and  not  so  mixed  with  the  whole  mass 
or  information  and  reflexion,  as  to  give  a  bitter- 
ness to  every  page:  for  who  would  choose  to 
liave  the  antipatnies  of  any  man,  however  Just, 
for  his  travelling  companions?  A  tourist,  unless 
lie  aspires  to  the  credit  of  prophecy,  is  not  an- 
aweraole  for  the  changes  which  may  take  place 
in  the  country  which  ne  deseribes ;  but  his  rea- 
der may  verv  fairly  esteem  all  his  political  por- 
traits and  deductions  as  so  much  waste  paper, 
the  moment  they  cease  to  assist,  and  more  par- 
ticularly if  they  obstruct,  his  hctual  survey. 

rs'either  encomium  nor  accusation  of  any  go- 
Ternment,  or  governors,  is  meant  to  be  here 
offered,  but  it  is  stated  as  an  incontrovertible 
fact,  that  the  change  operated,  either  by  the 
address  of  the  late  imperial  system,  or  by  the 
disappointment  of  every  expectation  by  those 
vrho  have  succeeded  to  the  Italian  thrones,  has 
been  so  considerable,  and  is  so  apparent,  as  not 
only  to  pot  Mr.  Eustace's  Antigallican  philippics 
entirely  out  of  date,  but  even  to  throw  some 
suspicion  upon  the  competency  and  candour  of 
the  author  himself.  A  remarkable  example  may 
be  found  in  the  instance  of  Bologna,  over  whose 
papal  attachments,  and  conseouent  desolation, 
the  tourist  pours  forth  such  strains  of  condolence 
and  revenge,  made  louder  by  the  borrowed  trum- 
pet of  Mr.  Burke.  Now  Bologna  is  at  this  mo- 
ment, and  has  been  for  some  years,  notorious 
amongBt  the  states  of  Italy  for  its  attachment  to 
revolutioaary  principles,  and  was  almost  the 
only  city  lOiicB  made  any  demonstrations  in 
favour  of  the  unfortunate  Morat.  This  change 
nav,  however,  have  been  made  since  Mr.  Eustace 
visited  this  country ;  but  the  traveller  whom  he 
bas  tJirilled  with  horror  at  the  projected  strip  • 


piag  of  the  copper   ffkrom  the  eapola  ef  8l  h- 

»  find  thsi 


tor's,  mast  be  mach  reliered   to 
lege  out  of  the  power    of  the   French,  ir  af 
other  plunderers,  tho  cnpola  beings  cotcisi  si 
Uad,  •) 

If  the  conspiring  voice  of  otherwise  rinl  i^ 
tics  had  not  given  coBoidemble  correncj  Is  b 
Classical  Tonr,   it  would  have  been  aaacceaii; 
to  warn  the  reader,  that,   however  it  may  aki 
his  library,   it  will  be  of  little  or  no  serriitt 
him    in    his  carriage ;  and   if  the  Jadgnoi  4 
those  critics  had   hitherto  beea   anspeaM.  » 
attempt    would    have    boen    Made  te  astrafa 
their  decision.    As  It  is,   theoe  who  stand  is  ih 
relation   of    poeteritj    to    Mr.   Bnataec  nij  h 
permitted  to  appeal    from    eotemporary  tnim 
and  are  perhaps   more    likely   to  be  jnsllspr» 
portion  as  the  caneee  of  love  and  hatred  vt  ih 
nrther    remored.      Thia    appeal   had,   ii  mbi 
measure,  beea  made    before   the  above  resstli 
were  written;  for  one    of  the   moot  roipfHiMi 
of  the  Florentine  pnblishero,  who  had  bsea  pe* 
suaded  by  the   repeated    faquiriee  of  thasi  a 
their    Journey    sonthwards,    to   repriat  a  daf 
edition  of  the  Claaaical  Tear,  waa,  by  lbs  «- 
cnrring  advice  of  retarniaf   travellers,  iatud 
to  abandon  his  desigm,  althoa^h   he  had  alras^ 
arranged  his  types  and  paper,  and  hadstriAa 
one  or  two  of  ine  firot  aheeta. 

The  writer  of  theoe  aotea  wonld  wish  ts  psd 
(like  Mr.  Gibbon)  on  good  terma  with  the  Hft 
and  the  Cardinals,  but  he  doea  net  thiak  ii  si- 
eessarr  to  extend  the  same  discreet  salcaee  a 
their  humble  partlaaas. 


•)  ««What  then  will  be  the  nstenbhrnot*  ■ 
rather  the  horror,   of  my  reader,  whea  I  ii- 

form  him the    French  Csmnittsi 

turned  its  attention  to  Saint  PeUr%  aad  cn- 
ployed  a  company  of  Jews  to  estimate  mi 
purchase  the  gold,  ailver,  and  broaae  iha 
adorn  the  inside  of  the  edifice,  as  well  si  ifti 
copper  that  coven  the  vnnlts  and  dame  w  ths 
outside.*'  The  story  abont  the  Jews  ispssilift- 
]y  denied  at  Rome^ 
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flua  tomb  wWek,  gleaming  o*er  the  tHiff,    [p.  67. 
A  tomb  above  the  roicks  on  thepromoatory,  by 
some  supposed  the  sepulchre  of  Tnemistocles. 

Sultana  of  the  Nightingale,  [p.  57. 

The  attachment  of  the  nightingale  to  the  rose 

is  a  wellknown  Persian  fable.    If  I  mistake  not, 

the  "Bulbnl  of  a  thousand  tales**   is  one  of  his 

appellatioBs. 

TYIf  the  gay  nutriner^a  guitar.  [p.  57, 

The  guitar  is    the  constant  amusement  of  ^e 

Greek  sailor  by  night:  with  a  steady  fair  wind, 

aad  during  a  calm,  it  is  accompanied  always  by 

the  voice,  and  often  J>y  dancing. 

JFhere  cold  OUtrueti^n't  apath§.        [p.  5& 

**Ay,  but  to  die  and  go  we  know  not  where 
To  lie  in  cold  obstruction.**  ^ 

Measure  for  Meaeure,  Act.  iii.  Sc.  1. 

The  fir§t,  lost  look  hy  death  reveatd,     [p.  58. 
I  trust  that  few  of  my  Tcaderc  have  ever  had 
opportunity  of  wUncitlmt  wbifc  \»  Vat«  ix- 


tempted  in  dot cription,  hot  theoe  who  hate,  vffl 
probably  reuin  a  painful  remembmnce  «t  iM 


singular  beauty  which  pervades ,  with  tea  a- 
ceptions,  the  features  et  the  dead,  a  few  hsoii 
after  ''the  spirit  is  aot  there.**  It  ia  u  be  it- 
marked  in  cases  of  violent  death  by  gaa-ihd 
wounds,  the  ezpressioa  ia  always  that  of  Taagatfi 
whatever  the  natural  energy  ef  the  seffrmH 
character ;  but  in  death  from  a  alab  tlit  csss- 
tenaace  preserves  its  traits  of  feeliag  or  icrsdv. 
and  the  mind  ha  bias,  to  the  Inat. 


Weeci  may,  the  leadsmen  e/  m  slanr.  [p  i& 
Athens  is  the  propertv  of  the  Kialar  Afi  (tkt 
slave  of  the  scrag  lie  and  gnardlan  of  the  wsaifl} 
who  appoints  the  Wnywode.  A^  pandrr  ssi 
eunuch— these  are  not  polite ,  yet  "tree  apaeUi- 
tions— now  geeema  the  geeensor  of  Athens! 


In  echoes  of  the  far  tenhaOe.  [a.  ft 

*'Tophaike,**  mniquet.— The  Bairam  ia  aaa«i 
ced  by  the  eaaaon  at  aonaet :    the  iBnminslitf 
of  the  Moaqaes ,  aad  the  UrCag  of  ail  kiadiil     , 
.small  arou,  loaded  with  Ml,  proclaim  it  dariil 
\\tea  %V|fi^\,  "^ 
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Bm^  aa  the  hmrfd  m  high  Jerreed.  (p.  SI. 
Jerreed.  or  DJerrid,  a  blantcd  Tniiali  Jmvelin, 
Wkieh  is  darted  ft'om  kortaback  witk  freat  foree 
•ad  preeitioB.  It  it  a  favourite  eiercite  of  tiie 
Mauolmaas ;  but  I  kaovr  aot  if  it  caa  be  called 
a  maatfi  oae ,  tiaee  tke  aioft  eipert  ia  tke  art 
•re  the  black  Bnanekc  of  OoBstaatlaople-r-I  tkiak. 
Best  to  tkete,  a  MaMlouk  at  Smyraa  wae  tke 
■lost  tkiU^l  tkat  eame  witkia  my  obtervatioa. 

He  emmB,  ke  «»eiir,  Mre  the  Stmeou,       [p.  5f. 
Tke  blast  of  tke  desert,  fatal  to  every  tkiag 
liviuf,  aad  eftea  alluded  to  ia  eastern  poetry. 

lb  MeM  tke  euered  "kread  mmd  emit,"       [a.  M. 

To  partake  of  food,  to  break  bread  aao  salt 
witk  your  kost,  iasares  tke  safety  of  tke  guest ; 
•vea  tkongk  aa  eatBy,  kis  peiyoa  frooi  tkat 
aomeat  Is  sacred. 


Stmee  ki»  rarkca  •••  el^  hi  tke  iiMete  softre. 

[p.  It. 
I  aeed  kardly  observe,  tkat  Charity  aad^Hos- 
pitality  are  tke  first  daties  e^Joiaed  by  Makosiet; 
•ad  to  say  trntk,  very  geaerally  practised  by 
bis  disciples.  Tke  first  praise  tkat  caa  ke  ba- 
atawed  oa  a  ekfef  Is  a  paaegyrie  oa  kis  boaaty ; 
tke  aeit,  oa  ids  valour. 

jimd  eOver-eke&iked  aimgkmm.  (p.  M. 

Tke  atagkaa,  a  leag  dagger  won  wttk  pistols 
ia  tke  belt,  la  a  metal  scabbard,  geaerally  of  silver; 
•ad,  amoag  tke  wealtkler,  gilt,  or  of  gold. 

Jn  EmUr  kf  k/s  gmrh  efgreem,  [p  M. 

Oreea  is  tke  privileged  coloar  of  tke  propkei*s 
numerous  preteaded  desceadaats;  witk  tkeB^  as 
here,  IMtk  (tke  family  lakeritaaoe)  is  suppoiMd 
ta  sapersede  tke  aeeesoity  of  good  works :  tkey 
are  tke  worst  of  a  veiy  ladlflisreBt  brood. 


fh!  whe  arf  fke«?-(kli  ^sas  tafaai.  [p.  M. 
Salam  aleikoam!  alelkeam  salam!  peace  be 
witk  you;  be  witk  you  peaee— tke  salutatioa 
reserved  for  tke  faitkfU:— to  a  Ohristlaa^  ^Vr- 
larula,**  a  good  joaraey ;  or  sabaa  klresem,  sabaa 
aerala ;  good  mora ,  good  uvea  $  aad  sometimes, 
'^may  your  ead  be  kappy  ;**  are  tke  asaal  salates. 

l%c  inaeet-fueen  0/  emetem  wmrimM,        [p.  M. 
Tke  blue-wiaged  bntterflv  of  Kawmeer,  tke 
ttost  rare  aad  beaatlAil  of  tae  species. 

Or  live  like  eeenfem  girt  hv  fire.  [p.  fl. 

Allndiag  to  tke  dubious  suicidfe  of  tke  scerpioa, 
•o  placed  for  eiperlmeat  by  geatle  pkilosopaers. 
Borne  flwiatala  tkat  tke  positioa  of  tke  stiag, 
vkea  taraed  towards  tke  kead.  Is  mnely  a  eoa- 
▼alsive  moveaMati  bat  etkers  kave  actually 
broagkt  ia  tke  verdict  *«Felo  do  so.**  Tke  scor- 
^oas  are  surely  laterested  la  a  speedv  declslea 
af  tlie  questloa ;  as.  If  ease  fairly  esiablisked  as 
laseet-Cates,  tkey  will  probably  be  allowed  ta 
live  as  loag  as  tkey  tklak  proper,  witkoat  kelag 
■artyrvd  lor  tke  sake  ef  aa  kypotkesli. 


H^hen  Rk&fnaxmn'e  Imt  «a«  mas  stf.       [p.  tl. 
The  caaaoB  at  saaeet  eleee  tke  Rkamaiaa. 

By  pale  PMagarfs  trewMing  light,      [p.  tl. 
Pkiagari,  tke  mooa. 

Bright  a$  the  iewtl  ef  Giumtehid.  [p.  €1. 
Tke  celebrated  fabulous  ruby  of  Snttaa  Glam- 
sckid .  tke  embelliaker  of  Islakkar ;  from  Its 
spleaaour,  aamed  Sckebgerag,  **tke  torck  ef 
■igkt;"  also,  tke  ^cup  of  tke  sua.**  — Ia  tke 
first  editions  ^^Giamsckld**  was  writtea  as  a  word 
of  tkree  syllables,  so  D'Herbelot  Iras  it;  bat  I 
am  told  RiekardtoB  redaces  It  to  a  dissyllable, 
aad  writes  "Janiikid/*  1  kave  left  ia  tke  text 
tke  ortkograpky  of  the  oae  with  the  proauacia- 
tioa  of  tke  ocker. 


Thevf  k  ea  M-Simte  arch  /  «feed.         [p.  tl. 

Al-Slrat ,  tke  bridge  of  breadtk  less  tkaa  tha 
thread  of  a  famlsked  spider,  over  wkick  tke 
Mussnlmaas  must  ekate  into  Paradise,  to  wkick 
it  Is  tke  oaly  eatraace ;  kat  tkis  is  aot  tke  worst, 
tke  river  beaeatk  belag  kell  iuulf ,  iato  wkick 
as  awy  be  expected,  the  uaskiliU  aad  tcader  of 
foot  coatrive  to  tumble  with  a  ^facilis  desceasas 
Averai ,  **  aot  very  pleasing  in  prospect  to  the 
next  passeafcr.  There  is  a  shorter  cut  dowa- 
wardcfor  the  Jews  aad  Christiaas. 

Jnd  keep  that  pertien  ef  hie  creed,  [p.  11. 
A  valgar  error ;  the  Korea  allots  at  least  a 
third  of  Paradise  to  well-behaved  womea;  bat 
by  far  the  greater  aamber  of  Mussnlmaas  iater- 
pret  the  text  their  owa  way ,  and  exclude  their 
moieties  from  heavea.  Beiag  eaemies  to  Plato- 
ales,  they  caaaot  discera  **aay  fitaess  of  thiags** 
la  tae  seals  of  the  other  sex,  coaeelviag  them  ta 
be  saparseded  by  the  Hoaris. 

the  femmM  pemegrauate^e  kIsMoau  sfrew.    [p.  81. 
Aa    orieatal    simile,    wkick    mav,    perkaps, 
tkougk  fhlrly  stolea,    ke  deemed  **plns  Araaa 
qa*ea  Arable.** 


Her  h&ir  im  htfoeimthime  fiew. 
Hyaeiatkiaa,  la  Arabic,  ««Saabul,*'  as 
a  tkoagkt  la  the  aastera  poets  as  It 
the  Greeks. 

The  leeeUeei  hird  ef  FirmMgueetmm, 
*<Praagaestaa,**  Olrcassla. 


[p.  n. 


[p.  tt. 


BiewUBmh!  nme  the  perite  paai,  [p.  II. 

BismillaJH-^«Ia  the  aame  of  God ;  **  the  com- 
taoemeat  ef  all  the  chapters  of  the  Korea  bat 
oae,  aad  of  prayer  aad  thaaksgiviag. 

Ilea  emrtd  hie  very  hemrd  with  ire,  [p.  tt. 
A  pkeaomeaea  aot  uacommoa  witk  aa  aagry 
Mnssulmaa.  Ia  im,  tke  Capitan  Packa's  wkls- 
kers  at  a  diplomatic  aadieace  were  ao  less  lively 
witk  ladigaatioa  tkaa  a  tiger-cat*s,  to  tke  korror 
of  all  tke  dragomaas ;  tke  porteatous  mustackiee 
twisted,  tkey  stood  erect  of  tkeir  owa  accord, 
aad  were  expected  every  momeat  lo  ckaage  tkeIr 
coloar,  kut  at  Inet  ooadesceaded  to  sabside, 
wkick  probably  saved  more  beads  tkaa  tkey  coa- 
talaed  kairs. 


iVer  rvieed  the  eraaea  ery, 
*Amaua,**  qaarter,  pardoa. 


'       [p. 


/  kmem  htm  kf  the  ewH  epe,  [p.  a. 

Tke  **evil  eye,**  a  cemmoa  saperstltiea  la  tke 
Levaat,  aad  ef  wklcb  the  Imagi 
yet  very  slagalar  ea  those  who 
sabres  affedad. 


iaary  effects  aia 
eeaceive  tbeah- 


A  fragment  ef  hie  patmmpere.  [p.  O. 

The  flewered  shawls  geaerally  wora  by  per> 
seas  of  raak« 

Hie  eaipae  remt   hi§  eeftmm  red,  [p.  0. 

Tha  *«Ca]pae**  Is  the  solid  cap  or  ceatre-part 
af  ther  head-dress ;  the  shawl  Is  woaad  reaad  It, 
aad  forms  the  tarbaa. 


A  turhmm  emrved  im  e^&reeet  etene,  [p.  H. 
The  tarbaa,  pillar,  aad  lascriative  verse,  de- 
corate the  tombs  of  the  Osmaaiies,  whether  ia 
the  cemetery  or  the  wilderaess.  Ia  the  moua- 
taias  yea  freqaeatly  pass  similar  BMmeatos ;  aad 
oa  eaqairy  yea  are  iafonaed  that  they  record 
victim  of  rebellioa,  pleader,  or  reveage. 


M  eeiemm  eeund  ef  **JBa  Hu!"  Tp.  11. 

*«Al]alfu!**  the  concluding  words  of  theMues- 
sia*s  call  to  prayer  from  the  highest  gallrry  oa 
the  exterior  ef  tae  Mlaaret.  Oa  a  stiU  ev««V 
the  MMtmVa  W»  %  %m  ^t^fta^^  ^4^<e^ 
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nta  rvmn—tMr  kereU^  grtto  they  imm.  [p.  SI. 
Tfie  fallowing  it  part  of  ■  bulle-inaK  or  Ike 
Turk*:— "I  •ee— I  tee  m  dirk-eycd  girl  of  P«™- 
iltt,  and  (he  vavci  ■  baadktrclrier,  a  ktrchler 
af  (reea  >  and  eric*  •load:  Uome,  ki»  me,  far  I 
1b»o  Ihee.  - 

JleneolA  mtngkig  lUtaHr'i  tcathe.        (p.   EI. 

Itlonliir   hdJ   HckiP  arc  the  i.nat>ll<.n  of  the 

deaa,  befnte  wbom  the  corpir  Dndergoe*  a  alight 

ir  Ibe  ■BBHCT*  are  noao  of  Ibe  cleareit,  he  i> 
hauled  np  nlth  a  icylhe  aail  thninped  doHB  vith 
■  red  hDl  mico  lil]  proparly  aeaiaaed,  with  a 
Tarlclj  of  anbaidfirf  prebatlDBi.     He   offieo  at 

■ad  the  Bomber  oT  orthod 


rvrlitah,  Itallaa,  ud  Eiir"^  «*»  *>■  '■'*< 

lUliaai.  mile'wc  wei^^am'f^'iac  ik  ka 
Jfol  prHpael,  Dvrviah  waa  occapieif  al«  • 
4lBBBi.  1  IhoBKhl  be  waa  deruigr^  iaii 
iBliqaarlaa,  and  uked  kta  if  hr  had  knaii 
'PobaeoJlre  -  man  :  "No,"  aaid  he,  -ta  in 
'■■ ■"  ■ —  eftil  fa  Baklag  a  itaadi'a 


ThK   Vampire  >uper>li 
the    I--Yaal.     IIoBe.4   T 


01  deeeaaed  belag  la  a 
remainder,  tkelrlasda 

[p.e. 

[p.M. 


ib»,  q««le. 
111.  Ikcm.  : 


whele  family  bring  t 


B  Ibe  Hard  Hilhon 


-rlfied  bT  the 
isgiaed  mail 
Tlo  GrorLi 
•rror.  I  find 
Hellealc 


Oat  "IlrDncalaku  -  li  aa  old  legi I imala  Hellealc 
appellallna— al  leul  ti  ao  applied  In  Araeaina, 
»hr>,  accordinc  Id  the  Greeki,  wai  after  hie 
death    anlmaled   by    Ibe   Detll.      Tba  Hiodarna, 


hmievcr,  nae  Iha  m 


ef  them  moal 
Ii  It  <u  ffi 


■l-hlTi. 


,P* 


e  impaUlioB 


T  blood. 

Deep  tn  vAoee  darkin  ioddtg  tt 

Tkii   inoerililioB    -'  -    '  ^ 

with   doo 


nad-hearlBf  (hr  I 

__. __.„ 3CDBd-a[ghl   Ib  the 

Eaill  fell  DDce  usder  my  own  obaervalloa.— Ob 
By  tblrd  Joerncy  to  CapeColnnaa,  early  Ib  1811, 
aa  we  paned  Ibrniiib  l]io  defile  liial  lead)  frnni 
Die  bamlel  between  Keratia  Bad  Coloaaa,  I  ob- 
aenrd  Derviib  Tahiri   ridiag  rather  aat  or  the 

Clh.  and  leaning  hia  head  upon  bla  baad,    aa  If 
pain.     I  code  up  and  [oqelred.     "We  ara  In 


''What  peril  T  wa^ai 


.Bpher 
>  pleBty 


Ing  im  my  eara."— "The 
(  been  ifrad  Ihia  mora- 
kaland  i  Bg— Bon— Bom— 


.  AlFeadli  If  It  la  wrltlea, 
t  tkia  qnlck-cared  prrdettin 
Bailli.  biiChriiiiancampali 
-■  -  -  all  propbelic  ' 
;ence.     We 


r'"£e.B'i", 
d-ier)  of  Ike 
neBliaaed,  ■ 
ilace,  in  the 


■m«  faeahy  af 


wllk  Ihe  eaaae  of  lt>  aat  an 
note*  la  Childa  Hanld,  Cuul 
B  paina  ta  que     ' 


la,   aad  >vt>  < 

intelf,  IkaL  ti 

we  eeald   aet  iitii  d  ki 


le  deeeribed   tke    di 
be  boraea  of  (nir  MTly 
ilker  elrenmalaaeea    — 

lavJBc  bees  la   "villi..      _     _ 

civet  ia  a  bad  BelgbboBrlioad.  Dertlak 
I  aootktayer  for  life,  aad  I  dace  aa; 
learlag  more  Baaqactrj  tksa  ner  vlll  b 
-  refreabBCBl    of  Ike  Araaati 


I,  bh3  h(a  I 


itlve 


I  beet  Ui»d  thaU  drip.  [p.  U. 
Ike  face,  aid  tke  wetacM  of 
ire  the  never-lalliBg  aigat  of 
■toriet  laid  In  llaagarj  and 
ul  feedcrt  are  aingalar.  Bad 
IncredlUg  atlctled. 


if  (hIa  tiacBlar  nee.  Ia  M 
Bll  a  rcBBrUblf  aloat  aad  aaiie  li 
ana  {I  believe  tbs  5«lk  am  the  euaeRna^ 
lifer  bimaelf  aa  aa  atleadaal,  which  wa*  !•■ 
rd:  "Well,  Alfeadl."  qnatk  be,  "Bay  yt  in'  i 
-yoB  WDDid  hate  foaad  ae  aaefaL  I  M  I 
eave  tke  tawa  foi  Iha  kllla    tB-Barraai  h^ 

ne."— Derviih,  wko  wat  rrEseat,  reBarteJal  ] 
kiBg  of  eonrta,  aad  sf  bb  CBatHiuBa.  "it  it  ' 
neaa  ti>e  ke  will  Jola  th«  Klepht«"  (nUanL 
rbieh  wat  tme  la  tka  l«ler.— If  at!  ol  A 
her  coBa  dewa  la  (ka  wiater,  aad  pai*  ii  M 
lofetted  ta  eoBa  tawa,  w«ra  tkn  ara^aa 
rell  kaowa  at  tkeir  eiplatta. 

Tke  Boak't  terBsa  It  siattlsd.  IlteiWB 
lava  bad  te  little  elTect  apaa  tke  aMfcW.  i« 
I  eenld  have  «o  kopea  fron  tke  reader.  It  w^ 
le  inmetent  to  lay,  Ikal  II  waa  of  a  tattatq 
eaglh  (at  bibj  be  percaivad  fraa  Ike  laun^ 
ioBi  and  aaeaafneM  at  the  peailcat),  and  aa 
elivered   [a    Ike    aaaal    taaa   of    all  ailMa 


III  tklmfmg  Aa  ker  wktte  ^ 


(f» 


elilj 


Celnoea,  rpmained  toBe  konn,  aad  reinrned  I  Uiaad  aa  fa 
leltnrely.  uyjng  a  varietj  of  brllllaat  Iklnn,  la  Per  tke 
More  laagnagea  than  tpDlled  tke  boildlac  of  Ba-  I  Indebted  pi 
Ml.   upon  the  mlalakea  tcei ;  1lam\c.  hnaai,^  i^\  wM 


IWi  tntea  talt  mmt  mtt  w  hum  , 

Of  irr  ke  Ure*  er  Urn  ke  ilem.  Jw.  ■ 

ke   circBBatBaea    ta   wkleb    Ikw  abate  M 

...r.  igs  the  wfre   ef   Maeblar  Facte  •»     . 
hit  Iktkar  at  bia  aMfa  •■■■latd  b*- 
.   _j  aaked  with   whoa,   aad    aba  kad  la 

barlty  ta  gjte  la  a  liet  sf  Ue  tweha  la^ 
OBeat  WOBea  la  YaBlaa.  Tbey  ware  ariMi.  ' 
uteaed  np  la  aacka,  aad  drawaad  Iba  BM 
igkt!  Oae  af  tba  gaarda  wba  wh  Brateatl» 
jrned  me,  that  aot  oae  of  tbe  tleHu  alMii' 
cry,  or  akowed  a  ayBptan  af  lerrar  al  aa  ■<■ 
en  a  "wraaeb  l^aa  all  «■  kaoB,  A«b  all  •■ 
>v(.-  Tbe  hte  ef  Pbroalae,  tb«  lUnM  ef  lib 
terlflee,  ta  Iba  tm^ett  af  Baa;  a  Raaak  «i 
iraaat  dllij.  The  Morf  la  tba  tnt  li  « 
lid  of  a  jroBBg  Traetlaa  mbbt  jtmn  are,  «i 
ow  nearly  brgotlea.  I  baarj  It  by  bSm 
reltod  by  oae  af  tba  caffac-haaaa  atwi-tetM 
ko  abound  ta  tke  Levaat,  aad  aiac  ar  itaW 
■eir  Barrallree.  Tka  •ddltlaaa  aad  lalart* 
loBt  by  tke  truMlatat  wIU  be  earily  dM» 
Biahed  froB  ike  net  by  Iba  waal  af  Ewwi 
lagcry  ;  aad  I  refret  tkal  mj  BeBarr  kB  ■*- 
'--'  ""  '—  fragaaala  af  tbe  orfgiaal. 

aleala  of  awM  af  tbe  Mtei  I  m 
partly  lo  O'Harbelot,  aad  panly  • 
wMn,  ud,  (B  Mr.  Weber  Jbi* 
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3«tltlM  H.  «^bllaie  em1«,**  the  "^Caliph  Vatkek.** 
I  do  not  Kaow  from  what  soaree  the  aothor  of 
tliat  sin^lar  volume  may  have  drawa  hit  ma- 
t«riali ;  some  of  his  ineidents  are  to  be  fonad 
In  the  «'Biblioth^qae  OrienUle ; "  bnt  for  eor- 
rectnoM  of  eostume,  beanty  of  deteriptioa,  aad 
power  of  imagiaatioa,  it  far  turpaNee  all  Baro- 


peaa  Imitatfoaa ;  and  bears  saek  marks  of  orlf^n- 
ality,  that  those  who  have  visited  the  East  will 
Had  some  difGcnlty  ia  believing  it  to  be  more 
than  a  translatioa.  As  an  Eastern  tale,  even 
Rasselas  most  bow  before  it;  his  **Happy  Val- 
ley "  will  aol  bear  a  comparison  with  the  "Hall 
(^Eblit.^ 


NOTES  TO   THE   BRIDE   OF   ABYDOS. 


ITajr  faMt  &er  the  gmrOem  9f  Out  im  ker 
bhom,  [p.  68. 

^Oal/*  the  rose. 

CSan  kt  smfle  o»  stieA  deeds  m  hit  tkHdrem 
have  dene?  [p.  89. 

Bonis  made  of  fire,  and  children  of  the  Son, 
IVith  whom  Reven^  is  Tirtne. 

YOVHCI^S    BCMII^. 


fFHh  Mtsfuatm'*  tatty  er  Smdft  som.     [p.  Sg. 
M^noun  and  Leila,  the  Romeo  aad  Jnliet  of 
tke  East.    8adi,the  moral  poet  of  Persia. 

fiO  I,  who  heard  the  deep  tamhemr,       (p.  69. 
Tambonr,  Torkish  dmm,  which  sonads  at  sna- 
liee,  aooa,  and  twilight. 

He  U  an  Arah  te  mg  efght.  [p.  T9. 

The  Turks  abhor  the  Arabs  (who  retvm  the 
compliment  a  hnndredfold)  even  more  than  they 
kate  the  (Christians. 

ne  tnlady  the  Jifiiefe  hreathiug  frem  her  faee. 

[p.  Tt. 
This  eipresston  has  met  with  objections.  I  will 
Bot  refer  to  **Him  who  hath  aot  Mnsic  in  his 
aonl,"  but  merely  request  the  reader  to  recollect, 
for  tea  seconds,  the  features  of  the  womaa  whom 
he  believes  to  be  the  most  beaatifol ;  and  if  he 
then  does  not  comprehend  folly  what  is  feebly 
eipressed  ia  the  above  line,  I  shall  be  sorry  for 
OS  both.  For  an  eloonent  passace  ia  the  latest 
work  of  the  first  female  writer  of  uis,  perhaps,  of 
any  af  e,  oa  the  aaalegy  (aad  tiie  immediate  com- 
parison eicited  by  that  analogy)  between  **palnt- 
Img  and  music.**  see  vol.  iii.  chap.  19.-  Da  i.*A&La- 
HAcna.  And  is  aot  this  coanexion  still  stronger 
with  the  original  than  the  copy!  with  the  co- 
louring of  Mature  thaa  of  Art!  After  all,  this 
Is  rather  to  be  felt  thaa  described ;  still  I  think 
there  are  some  who  will  nnderstaad  it,  at  least 
they  would  have  doae,  had  they  beheld  the  coua- 
teaance  whose  speaking  harmony  suggested  the 
Idea ;  for  this  psissage  is  not  drawn  from  imagin- 
ation but  memory,  that  mirror  which  Afflictioa 
dashes  to  the  earth,  aad,  lookiag  dowa  upon  the 
fragmeats,  oaly  beholds  the  reflectioa  multiplied! 

• 

But  yet  the  iine  ef  Caraamam.  [p.  79. 

Garasmaa  Oglou.  or  Kara  Osmaa  Oglou,  is  the 
priacipal  landholuer  in  Turkey;  he  governs 
Magaesia :  those  who,  by  a  kiad  of  feudal  tenure, 
possess  land  on  condition  of  service ,  are  callea 
Timariots :  they  serve  as  Spahis ,  accordiag  to 
the  extent  of  territory,  and  bring  a  certaia 
Bumber  iato  the  field,  geaerally  cavalry. 

jfnd  tearh  the  menenger  what  fate.       [p.  79. 

Whca  a  Pacha  is  sufficiently  strong  to  resist, 

the  single  messenger,  who   is  alwavs  the  first 

bearer  of  the  order  for   his  death,  Is  strangled 

instead,  aad  sometimes  five  or  sis,  one  after  the 


other,  on  the  Muae  errand ,  by  command  of  the 
refractory  patient;  if,  on  the  contrary,  ho  is 
weak  or  loval,  he  bows,  kisses  the  Sultan's  re- 
spectable signature,  and  is  bowstmng  with  great 
complacencv.  In  IBID,  several  of  these  presents 
were  exhibited  in  the  niche  of  the  Seraclio-gate; 
among  others,  the  head  of  the  Pacha  of  Bagdad, 
a  brave  yonag  man ,  cut  off  by  treachery,  alter 
a  desperate  resistance. 

fkriee  elaffd  hU  hande,  amd  eaO'd  hie  eteed. 

[p.  70. 

Clappiag  of  the  heads  calls  the  servants.  The 
Turks  hate  a  superfluous  expenditure  of  voice, 
aad  they  have  ao  bells. 

Reeign'd  hie  gem-adom'd  Chiboiique,      fp.  79. 

Chibouque,   the  Turkish  pipe,  of  which   the 

amber  month-piece,  aad  sometimes  the  ball  which 

coataias  the  leaf.  Is  adoraed  with  precious  stones, 

if  in  possession  of  the  wealthier  orders. 


With  Maugrahee  and  Mamalmke, 
Bfaugrabee,  Moorish  merceaaries. 


[p.  79. 


HU  way  amid  hU  DtUi  teek.  [p.  79. 

Deli,  braves  who  form  the  forlorn  hope  of  the 
cavalry  aad  always  begin  the  action. 

Careering  cleave  the  folded  felt,  [p.  71. 

A  twisted  fold  of  felt  is  used  for  scimitar- 
practice  by  the  Turks,  aad  few  but  Mussulman 
arms  can  cut  througa  it  at  a  single  stroke: 
sometimes  a  tou^  turban  is  used  for  the  same 
purpose.  The  Jerreed  Is  a  game  of  blunt  javelins, 
aaimated  and  gracefU. 

Nor  heard  their  Ollahe  wHd  and  fovd—  [p.  71. 
«*0]]ahs,**  Alia  il  Allah,  the  *'Leilies,**  as  the 
Spanish  poets  call  them ,  the  sonad  is  Ollah ;  a 
cry  of  which  the  Tarks,  for  a  sileat  people,  are 
somewhat  profase,  particularly  during  the  Jer- 
reed, or  ia  the  diase.  but  mostly  in  battle. 
Their  aaimatioa  ia  the  ileld,  and  gravity  in  the 
chamber,  with  their  pipes  aad  comboloios,  form 
an  amusiag  contrast. 

Uke  Peretan  Atar-Muto  perfmme,  fp.  71. 

**AUr-gul ,  **  ottar  of  roses.  The  Persiaa  is 
the  fiaest. 

The  pietared  roof  and  marble  floor.  [p.  71. 
The  ceiliag  aad  waiascots,  or  rather  walls,  of 
the  Mussulmaa  apartments  are  generally  painted, 
in  great  houses,  with  one  eternal  and  highly 
coloured  view  of  Constaatiaople ,  wherein  the 
principal  feature  is  a  noble  contempt  of  per- 
spective ;  below,  arms,  scimitars ,  arc  ia  general 
fancIfUly  and  not  iuclegaatly  disposed. 

A  me$aage  from  the  Bnlhul  heare.        [p.  71. 
.It  has  beea  much  doubted  whether  the  notes 
tn  this  **Lover  of  the  rose ,  **  are  sad  or  merry  ; 
and  Mr.  Pox's  remackA  «Sk  i%A  «<t^k\eK^  Vv«^  >^^- 
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v6k94  eome  learned  controvenv  m  te  the  •pi- 
nion* of  the  aneienUi  on  the  tnbjeet.  I  dare  not 
venture  a  conjecture  on  the  point,  though  a  little 
inclined  to  the  ^^errare  maiiem ,  **  if  Mr.  Fox 
was  miftaken. 

£«eii  Ataraelf  frem  kit  deadltf  pUter.    [p.  Tl. 
Axrael— the  angel  of  death. 

Within  the  emvet  •/  Ittakmr.  [p.  71. 

The  treaiures  of  the  Preadamite  Sultans.  See 
D^HnnnBLOT,  article  latakar. 

Holds  not  a  MnsHUmls  eonlrfl.  [p«  YS* 

Muiselim ,  a  governor .  the  next  In  rank  after 
a  Pacha;  a  Waywode  ii  the  third;  and  then 
come  the  Agae. 

Was  he  not  hred  At  Sgrimef  [p.  It. 

Bcripo— the  Negropont.  According  to  the  pro- 

▼erbf  the  Tories  of  Bcripo,  the  Jews  of  Salonica, 

and  the  Greelcc  of  Atnens,  are  the  worst  of  their 

respective  races. 


Ah  !  ponder  see  the  SUoeodar.  [p.  It. 

*Tchocadar**— one  of  the  attendants  who  pre- 
cedes a  man  of  authority. 


44* 


Utineomn  **hfad  Hellespont"  stiUdmskes.  [p.  fS. 

The  wrangling  about  this  epithet ,  *Hhe  broad 
Hellespont**  or  the  ** boundless  Hellespont/* 
whether  it  means  one  or  the  other,  or  what  it 
means  at  all,  has  been  beyond  all  possibility  of 
detail.  I  have  even  heard  it  disputed  on  the 
spot ;  and  not  foreseeing;  a  speedy  conclusion  to 
the  controversy ,  amused  myself  with  swimming 
across  it  in  the  mean  time,  and  probably  may 
again,  before  the  point  is  settled.    Indeed,  the 

Suestion  as  to  the  truth  of  **  the  tale  of  Troy 
ivine**  still  continues,  much  of  it  resting  upon 

the  ulismanic  word  *^euetigoc  :**  probably  Homer 
had  the  same  notion  of  distance  that  a  coquette 
has  of  time ,  and  when  he  talks  of  boundless, 
means  half  a  mile ;  as  the  latter «  by  a  like  ft- 
gure,  when  she  savs  eteracl  attachment,  simply 
specifies  three  weeks. 


Which  Awsmem^s  sen  rmn  freudte  remind,  [p.  71. 
Before  his  Persian  invasion;  ne  crowned  the 
altar  which  laurel.  He  was  afterwards  Imi- 
tated by  Garacalla  in  his  race.  It  is  believed 
that  the  last  also  poisoned  a  friend ,  named 
Festus,  for  the  sake  of  new  Patroelean  games.  I 
have  seen  the  sheep  feeding  on  the  tombs  of 
J-Isietes  and  Antilochus;  the  first  is  in  the 
centre  of  the  plain. 

<yer  which  her  fairy  fingers  ran.  [p  73. 

When  rubbed,  the  amber  Is  svseeptlble  of  a 
perfume,  which  is  slight,  bat  net  disagreeable. 


Her  mother's  sminted  tamnlet.  [p.  71. 

The  belief  in  amulets  engraved  on  gems,  or 
enclosed  In  gold  boxes ,  containing  scraps  mim 
the  Koran,  worn  round  the  neck,  wrist,  or  arm, 
is  »till  universal  In  the  Bast.  The  Koorsee- 
(throne)  verse  in  the  second  chapter  of  the  Koran 
describes  the  attributes  of  the  most  High ,  and  is 
engraved  in  this  manner,  and  worn  by  the  pious, 
as  the  most  esteemed  and  sublime  ef  all  sentences. 

And  he  her  Cemhelei^  Uee.  Tp.  7S, 

<iComboloio^— a  Turkish  roeary.  The  MS8. 
particularly  those  of  the  Perplani,  are  riehly 
adorned  and  fllnminated.  The  Greek  fequUef 
are  keot  in  utter  ignorance ;  but  many  of  the 
Turkish  girls  are  highly  accomplished,  though 
not  actually  qualified  for  a  Christian  eoterie; 
perhaps  some  of  our  own  "hluesT  might  not  be 
thh  worse  for  lieacUng. 


/■  Mm  mae  emssm  fi—y  OoHemgre.  \f.% 
"^Galiongde**— or  GaJion^  a  sailer,  tknai 
Turkish  sailor;  tlte  Greeka  navigate ,  dn TM 
work  the  guns.  Th«lr  dreaa  is  picUirsmi;« 
I  have  seen  the  CapitMi  Pacha  aere  tMsni 
wearing  it  aa  a  kimd  of  imeeg.  Their  tap,  In 
ever,  are  generally  anked.  The  basUms 
scribed  in  ike  text  mm  shcated  Whind  vttdit 
are  those  of  an  Arnniit  robber,  who  was  ^y  hah 
had  quitted  the  profeoalon) ,  at  his  Pyiis,ss 
GastounI  in  the  Moren ;  thej  were  plated  niah 
oae  over  the  ether,  like  the  back  of  aa 


So  mof  fhe  Kmram.  veree  dispUifd.      [^.A  , 
The  characters  os  all  TurUak  sclmitanc«n  I 
sometimes  the  naoM  of  the  place  ef  their  b»  | 
facture .    but    more   generallj   a  text  fna  ^ 
Korea,  in  letters  of  gold.    Amongst  thsie  h  i; 
possession  is  one  wi&  a  binde  of  siafiUr  «■ 
stmction ;  It  is  very  bvoa4,  and  the  ed|s  snd^ 
ed    into    serpentine    cnrveo    like  the   riffk  i 
water ,  or  the  wavering   of  flame.    I  am  ts 
Armenian  who  sold  it,  wkat  peseible  use  isd  i 
figure  could  add :  he  aald,  in  Italian,  thstk  ii 
not  know ;  but  the  Mnsealmnns  had  aa  itoda 
those  of  this  form   gave  m.   severer  woas^;  ni 
liked  It  because  It  waa  ^  pia  ferece."    I  iH  si 
much  admire  the  reaaon  ,   bet  boaght  It  Iw  is 
peculiarity. 

Bmt  Uhe  the  uephets  mf  m  C^hu  [f^ 

It  Is  to  be  observed ,  that  every  allssiM  s 
any  thing  or  personnge  ia    the  Old  Te«sanc.  i 
such  as  the  Ark,  or  Cain,  ia  e^ally  the  pririk^  \ 
of  Mussulmaa  aad  Jew  ;  iadeed  tlM  fenser  pn-   : 
Cess  to  be  much  better  aeqnaisited  with  ths  Iha  I 
true  aad  fabulous ,   of  the    patriarchs ,  tkss  ii 
warraated  by  our   own   Sacred  Writ ,  SMi  u 
content  with  Adam ,  they   have  a  bisftspkjr  i 
Pre-Adamltes.    Solomon   ia  the  monarch  if  ill 
necromapcy,  and  Moses  aprophet  inferitf  rnlf 
to  Christ  aad  Mahomet.     SSnleika  Is  tkr  Fmin 
aame  of  Potiphar's   wife ,    and  her  amser  vflk 
Joseph  eeastitates  one  of  the  finest  pieai  ii 
their  language.    It  ia  therefore  ae  violacim  d 
costume  to  put  the  aaaMa  of  Cain,  erlM^  im 
the  month  of  a  Mealem. 


And  Pmemmm'e  rehel  kmrdee 
Paswaa  Oglon,  the  rebel  ef 
the  last  years  of  his  life   sat 
of  the  Porte  at  defiance. 


Wfiddiau  w£hr 


"JJS 


geve  their  hereetmiU  re  ike 
ersetail,  the  staadard  ef  a 


[F» 


He  drank  one  dramght,  aar  needed  mere!  Ipft 
Giaffir,  Pacha  of  Argyro  Castro^  or  Ssacsri  I 
am  not  saro  nhich,  was  actually  lakcaidkf 
the  Albaaian  Ali,  In  the  Mnnaer  described  b 
the  text  All  Pacha,  while  I  waa  ia  the  eeem^ 
married  the  daaghter  ef  hlo  victia^  aame  y«ai 
afler  the  event  had  taken  place  at  a  balk  b 
Sophia,  or  Adriaaople.  The  peiaea  was  abi^ 
la  the  cup  ef  coflise,  which  ia  preaeated  bcfn* 
the  sherbet  by  the  bath-keeper,  after 


/  seafht  he  tmrus^  mmd  emm  (hens  eJL     fpift 

The  'Hirkish  notions  of  alaoet  all  islaa*  » 

eonfined  to  the  Archlpelaffo,   the  aea  aOadsd  is 


He  Ui^  ef  Lmmhre'spmi, 
Lambro  Cansaal,  a  GTree 
forts  in  17W-M  far  the 
country :  abandoned  by  the 
a  pirate,  and  the  Arehipelsun 
his  enterprises.     He  is  said  to 

Petersburgh.     He  nnd  Riga   ... 

celebrated  ef  the  Greek  revelntieaialB. 


sf  Hi 

hebsflnt 

the  ssmd 

atlllali«*« 

the  tws  Hi 


lb  sncteh  the  jRafahs  /ram  their  fme.  {p^ 
''Rayahs,**  all  who  pay  the  capitatien  tax,  s# 
^«4lka'«Haratch.** 
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'  TUi  Bnt  of  foTi 
MlihthnMaMsluB 


I   BB<  u  B«ha  unrsrad,    "When  an  Uwf  * 
.   (Ankls  MB.) 


rudarlic  lib  ef  Ua  Ai 


m/wTi! 


■rlaail,  tkat  kg  mnar 
piwauiaj  la  raplnra, 
BI—mtHf  St  ^ilm  te  ft 


n'a  kaiHL     [p.  It. 
I  dnalM  ta  as7 


Sria  !■  the  u 
emotj,-  m  pseia  m  nil 
kaawB  H  ta  mdar  ■  rararamM  ubsM  ■■p«T- 
flaau;  bat  ta  vkoaa  paiw  aJI  will  be  dalifhtad 


wki«fc  wu  ladatorikabla. 


A  nrWa  I*  tarrad  l>  M 


h  dfataM  car.  [p.  IS. 


r  Ih(  ToT^lih  w 


aniB  farkld  Baapli 
I  eaaa  U  Ika 


pUaa  el  mj  Mrtk  ul  ariad, 


/Ml  Saltfta-*  MM.  [^  n. 

"A>d  airy  teifm  tkei  tgUMe  sai'i  ■■■■•." 

Pal  a  belief  tkU  tke  mail  af  tha  teei  libabtt 
Ike  fara  of  btrii,  va  wed  aot  trsTel  te  Ik* 
KaaL  Lord  LjtUelaa'i  ih«al-«ar«,  the  belleT 
of  Ike  Diaheai  af  Kt»M,  ' 
iBlo  hat  wladav  la  the  i 

Orferd'a  ReBlalaeeRoe*) , _^    

■Unee*.  brlaa  ihli  iDHntltlaB  aeun-kome.  1 
BoM  (laialar  wu  the  whia  af  «  Woreai 
ladf,  whe,  helietiaa  bar  dauhtat  la  ailal  ■■ 
the  ahape  af  ■  daciu  bird,  irtenll;  faraiahad 
her  pmr  ia  Ika  Cathedral  wltk  cacea-fall  af  the 
klad  I  aad  aa  aha  ni  rick,  aad  a  beaefaetrata 
ta  baaalU^lu  the  dnrak,  as  ahjettioa  ma 
vade  u  ker  fcanUew  lallj. 


I  uoai-»rj ,  lae  aeii 
adal,  tkat  Oearn  I.  St 
he^Wa  of  ■  rBTea  (a 

i),    aad  aaa;    ether  I 
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Ike  Ibae  la  thia  paav  iwr  •MB  Ma  akart  far 
tke  oacarreaaaa,  bit  Ik*  whale  af  the  Jigeaa 
(■lea  are  withta  a  Uw  haan'  aail  ef  Ika  coatl- 
■eat,  aad  the  reader  a«M  ha  Had  eaeack  ta 
Uh*  tke  vAid  a«  I  kave  ^taa  taad  It. 

Of  fair  Olrmflm  h—d  emi  lifl  tf  tU.    [p.Bt. 
Orluda,  Caala  I*. 


Bj    alght,  panlaalarlr   ta 
kou  ei  akii 


I    lat^ 


-Oh  Mter  karrf'a  Jmit*. 


A  fatfae  Dtrrb;  /rem  lie  elrwttf*  meet 
Meemrei,  U  herf-UmiV  leeeU  Ml  Oa  n 

It  hai  haea  abjaated  tkat  CoBrada  ealL.., 
dUfatwd  aa  •  ••]'  la  ml  af  aataie^Parhapa 
aa.^1  Had  aaaetklaf  aot  aallke  It  l>  kltlor;. 

"Aaileaa  U  anlora   with   fcia  awa  ejei   t''- 
Mate  ef  the  VaadaJa,    Materlaa  TeMarad,  aJI 
dbwalalaf  Ika   eeloar  af  hU  kair,  U  tWi  Ui 
IhMe  la  ibe  ebarader   of   hla  am  aMbuaadi. . 
aad   GeaaarU   waa  afMrward*  ■artlfled  bT  the 
aaili     ■ 


il  he  had  ealeHataed  a 


I  dbailMed 


tha  Bapai 

aa*  be  reiaetad   aa   aa   laanbahla   ficllaa)   hot 

II   El   a   fltilna  wbieh  wnald  aat  haia  beca  Uaa- 

Kid  aaEeia   In   Iho   life   af  a   hare."     OlBiaa, 
I.  aad  Fall,  vsl.  vi.  p.  in. 
Tkat  Cearad  i*  a  charaeter  Ml  ahafatkar  aM 


taiv  I  ak^  aUeapt  ta  pra*e  b^  aoae 
larlal  ealaetdaaeea  whisk  I  ka>e  B>l  with  i 
wrtllag  "Tha  CotmIt." 
"Bcaeila  prlaaaaler,"  dll  Halaadial,  "*'«] 
ott  daa*  la  illeaea  aeaafaat,  il  fliait  ai 
irra  hb  Ttaaca  ttireea,  at  Be  doaaoll  i 
eMar  k  M  prafeide  lBei(BatIaB.-De  t< 
iRa  aepeadut  lea  aoldaU  et  In  pcopiea  ai 


ileal  aa  aaldat.  k»a  laagafe  jloll  BKar, 
■oa  departeBeal  loperbe,  el  par  lOBHBi  regard^ 
il  (hl»ll  IreBbler  l«*  bIb*  haidU."  SiasoRai, 
lea*  III.  p.  111. 

HJiierieaa  (Oeaaerk,  hlBf  af  Ike  TaadBla, 
tke  eaaqnerer  ef  balk  Cartbafe  aad  Rsaa) ,  *U- 
IBTa  aadlaarfi,  et  Bfal    can  claodltui,  Baiaa 

rrolbadoi,  aafaoaa  rarat,  laiBrln  eoateaptgr, 
ra  tarblJaa  habaadl  sapldBi,  ad  aalleltaadM 
eiBlaa  prerldeBlliilaia."  Jganiaan  da  Rebai 
itleli,  e.  n. 

I  bag  leBTa  ta  qaate  tkeea  gleea*  ri— ■■■'--  '- 
._  . «i „J  c 


I  Camtr. 

Jed  aim  rterw  eem  aad  erder'i  law  effeee. 

[p.  H 
Tke  DenUat  are  la  eoiiagea,  aad  af  dlfferea 


Ma  (are  W>  iemr4,  and  femmimg  fed  tke  Jlgl^- 
A  aaaaaa  aad  aat  eeri  m*«1  «V<i*. iKWi»- 
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■olmtB  %ngeT,  Seo  Prlnoe  Eagene*!  Memotra, 
p.  S4.  **Tlie  Seraskier  received  a  woond  in  tlie 
thigh;  he  plucked  up  his  heard  hy  the  roots, 
because  he  was  obliged  to  quit  the  field." 

Brief  time  had  Conrad  now  to  greet  Gubtare. 

[p.  89. 
Gnlnarc,  a  female  name ;   it  means,  literally, 
Ibo  flower  of  the  Pomegraaato. 

flVU  even  the  eoaffoid  echoes  with  their  jett ! 

[p.  92. 

In  Sir  Thomas  More,  for  Instance,  on  the 
ecaffold,  and  Anne  Boleyn  in  the  Tower,  when 
msping  her  neck,  she  remarked,  that  it  '*wa8 
too  slender  to  trouble  the  heausman  much.'* 
During  one  part  of  the  French  Revolution,  it 
became  a  fkshion  to  leave  some  "mot**  as  a 
legacy ;  and  the  quantity  of  facetious  last  words 
spnken  during  that  period  would  form  a  melan- 
choly Jest-book  of  considerable  sise. 

tfkat  doeed  their  murder'd  eage^e  lateat  da^  ! 

[p.  93. 

Socrates  drank  the  hemlock  a  short  time  be- 
fore sunset  (the  hour  of  elocution) .  notwithstand- 
ing the  entreaties  of  his  disciples  to  wait  till 
the  SUB  w^nt  down. 

Slow  einke,  more  tovdy  ere  hie  race  ^  run, . . . 

That  frown  where  gentler  ocean  seems  to  em^. 

[p.  93. 
The  opening  lines  of  Canto  III.  have,  per- 
haps, little  business  here,  and  were  annexed 
to  an  unpublished  (though  printed)  poem;  but 
they  were  written  on  the  spot  in  the  Spring  of 
1811,  and — 1  scarce  know  why— the  reailer  must 
excuse  their  appearance  here  If  he  can.  (See 
*«Cnr8e  of  Minerva.**) 

fhe  queen  of  night  aeeerte  her  eHent  reign. 

[p.  94. 

The  twilight  in  Greece  Is  much  thortar  than 
tn  our  own  country;  the  days  in  wiater  are 
longer,  but  in  summer  of  shorter  duration. 

Tfte  gleaminM  turret  of  the  gay  Kiosk,    [p.  91. 

The  Kiosk  Is  a  Turkish  summer-house;  the 
nalm  is  without  the  present  walls  of  Athens,  not 
fisr  from  the  temple  of  Theseus,  between  which 
and  the  tree  tne  wall  intervenes. — Cephisns* 
■tream  is  indeed  scanty,  and  Uissus  haa  no 
stream  at  all. 

Hia  only  bende  in  oeeminM  o*er  hie  heade.  [p.  95. 
^The  Comboloio,    or  Mahometan  rosary;    the 
beads  are  in  number  ninety-nine. 

And  the  cold  fiowere  her  colder  hand  contain'd. 

[p.  190. 
In  the  Levant  it  Is  the  custom  to  strew  flowers 
on  the  bodies  of  the  dead,  and  in  the  hands  of 
young  persons  to  place  a  nosegay. 

Lintd  with  one  oirtue,  and  a  thoueand  erimee. 

[p.  101. 

That  the  point  of  honour  which  is  represented 
In  one  instance  of  Oonrad*s  character  has  not 
been  carried  beyond  the  bounds  of  probability 
may  perhaps  be  In  some  degree  confirmed  by 
the  following  anecdote  of  a  l>rother  buccaneer 
la  the  present  Tear,  1814. 

Our  readers  have  all  seen  the  aoeount  of  the 
enterprise  against  the  pirates  of  Barrataria; 
but  fewj  we  believe,  were  informed  of  the  situ- 
ation, history,  or  nature  of  that  establishment. 
For  the  information  of  such  as  were  unacquaint- 
ed with  it  we  have  procured  from  a  friend  the 
following  interesting  narrative  of  the  main  facts, 
of  which  ho  has  personal  knowledge,  and  which 
cannot  fail  to  interest  some  of  our  readers. 

Harrataria  Is  a  bay,  nt  a  natiuvr  aim.  «l  ^« 


Slf  of  Mexico ;  It  n»B  tkrvsi^  •  rich  Witui 
t  country,  until  it  reacheo  within  a  nikrf 
the  Mississippi  rivor,  fifteen  miles  helsv  th  i 
city  of  New-Orleana.  The  bay  has  bnsihs 
almost  innumerable,  in  which  peraoas  cat  iv 
concealed  from  the  aeverest  aemtiay.  has 
mu|iicates  with  three  lakes  which  lie  m  tk 
southwest  side,  and  theae  with  the  lake  d  i 
same  name,  and  whieh  lies  contignoit  tt  ± 
sea,  where  there  is  an  island  formed  by  tk  m 
arms  of  this  lake  su&d  the  sea.  The  cat  ai 
west  points  of  this  islaad  were  fortified  ii  ik 
year  1811,  by  a  band  of  piraica,  vader  the  m 
mand  of  one  Mr.  I«a  ritte.  A  large  nijar^ 
of  these  outlaws  are  of  that  class  ef  tk» 
pulatioa  of  the  state  of  Louisiana  whi  W 
ftom  the  island  of  St.  Domiago  darisf  h 
troubles  there,  and  took  refuge  la  the  hkim  i  ; 
Cuba :  aad  when  the  last  war  betweea  Fims  I 
and  Spain  commenced,  thej  were  ssm^lMft  ; 
leave  that  island  with  the  ahort  aotics  sf  t  In  i 
days.  Without  ceremony,  they  entered  theCai 
ed  SUtes,  the  most  of  them  the  Sute  sf  Ijbi- 


iana,  with  all  the  negroes  they  had 
in  Cuba.  They  were  notified  by  the  Gtftens 
of  that  Sute  of  the  claase  ia  the  cssstiMin 
which  forbad  the  importatioa  of  slaves ;  bsi,  a 
the  same  time,  received  the  assaraace  dth 
Governor  that  he  wonld  obtain,  if  post ibic.  dt 
approbation  of  the  general  .Government  fsr  tboi 
retaining  this  property. 
~"  "   of  B 


The  island  of  barrataria    Is    sitnaled  aksa  I 
lat.  29.  deg.   15  min.  long.  93.   10.  aad  u  wn-   i 
markable  for  its  health  as  for  the  suprrier  tak   ! 
and  shellfish  with  which  iU  waters  abass^  Tte 
chief  of  this  horde,    like    Charles   Msar.   W 
mixed  with  his  many  vices  soase  virtnou  Is  tk 
rear  1813  this  parfv  had,  from  its  turpitnde  oi 
boldness,  claimed  the  attention  of  the  Getfns 
of  Louisiana;  and,  to  break  ap  the  establivkaest. 
he  thought  proper   to   strike   at  the  hesd.    He 
therefore  offered   a   reward    of    500  dollar*  ftf 
the  head  of  Mr.  La  Fitte,    who  was  well  ks>*i 
to    the    Inhabitants    of    the     city    sf   >e«-Or 
leans,  from  his  immediate    eoaaexioa,  oai  ks 
once  having  been  a  feneing-martcr  la  that  cir 
of  great    reputatioa,    which    art    he   Irarst  a 
BuoBaparte*s  army,    where  he   was  a  Csfoh- 
The  reward  which  was  offered  by  the  Gesena 
for  the  head  of  La  Fitte   was  answered  bj  *i 
offer  of  a  reward  from  the  latter  of  ISJIIhr 
the   head  of  the  Governor.     The  Gorersar  a- 
dered  out  a  company  to  march   from  the  city  n 
La  Fitte*s  islaml,  aad  to  bora  aad  dettrsr  iH 
the  property,  aad  to  brinir   to  the  city  of  V«- 
Orleaas  all  his  banditti.     This  campaay,  sihr 
the  command  of  a  man  who  had  beca  the  iatf- 
mate  associate  of  this  bold  Captaia,  approacbti 
very  near  to  the  fortified  islaad,  before  he  as 
a  man,    or    heard  a  sonad,    aatil    he  heard  a 
whistle,  not  unlike  a  boatswain's  calL    Thrs  k 
was  he  fouad  himself  surronaded  hy  armed  asa 
who  had  emerged  Arom  the  aecret  aveaaes  wUik 
led  into  Bayou.    Here   it   waa  that  the  msdfit 
Charles  Moor  developed  hIa  few   aable   tniK 
for  to  this  maa,  wlra    had  come  to  destrsj  lb 
life  and  all  that  was  dear  to  his,  he  net  ioh 
spared  his  life,  but  offered  him  that  which  wsoU 
have  made  the  honest  soldier  easy  for  the  it- 
maiader  of  his  days,  which  was  iadigaaatlT  it- 
fiised.     He  then,  with  the  aparehatisa  of  Ui 
captor,  retaraed  to  the  city.  Tais  drcaaatasst 
and  some  consomltaat  events,  proved  that  tkh 
band  of  pirates  was  not   to  be   takea  by  ^"^ 
Our  naval  foroe  having  alwaya  beea  small  h 
that  quarter,  exert loaa    for  the   destractisB  d 
this  Illicit  establishmeat  coald  not   he  expedrf 
from  them  oatll  augmented;  for  an  sAccrd 
the  navy,  with  most  of  the  gan-hsats  oa  0^ 
station,  had  to  retreat  from  aa   ovenrhclniq 
force  of  La  Fitte*s.    So  soon  as  the  asgmmti 
tion  of  .the  navy  anthorivcd  aa  attack,  oae  «» 
.'BMb»\\hn  vi«tthrow   of  this  baadlici  ht«  km 
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|tke  rMnh;  aad  now  thft  almott  Invulnerable 
I,  point  and  key  to  New-Orleans  la  clear  of  aa 
^eneBiy,  it  it  to  be  hoped  tbe  government  will 
^hold  it  by  a  strong  military  loiee.— JVom  on 
.j^merican  Netttpaper, 

In  Noble's  continuation  of  Granger's  Biograpb- 
leal  Dictionary,  tbere  is  a  singular  passage 
Ib  bis  account  of  arcbbisbop  Blackboume,  and 
•a  in  some  measure  conaected  witb  the  profes- 
sion of  the  hero  of  the  foregoing  poem,  I  cannot 
resist  the  temptation  of  extracting  it. 

'^There  is  something  mysterious  in  the  history 
mnd  character  of  Dr.  Blackboume.  The  former 
is  but  imperfectly  known;  and  report  has  even 
Asserted  he  was  a  buccaneer,  and  that  one  of  his 
brethren  in  that  profoMion  having  asked,  on  his 
«rrivnl  in  England,  what  had  become  of  his  old 
chum,  Blackbourne,  was  answered,  he  is  Arch- 
bishop of  York.  We  are  informed ,  that  Black- 
bourne  was  installed  sub-dean  of  Exeter  in  1694, 
which  ofRce  he  resigned  in  1702:  but  after  his 
successor's,  Lewis  Barnot's,  death,  in  1704,  he 
regained  it.  In  the  following  year  he  became 
dean;  and,  in  1714,  held  with  it  the archdeanery 
of  ComwalL  He  was  consecrated  bishop  of  Ex- 
eter, February  S4,  1710 ;  and  translated  to  York, 
November  28 ,  1724 ,  as  a  reward ,  according  to 
court  scandal,  for  uniting  George  I.  to  the  Duch- 
ess of  Munstcr.  This,  however,  appears  to 
have  been  an  unfounded  calumny.  As  archbishop 
be  behaved  with  great  prudence,  and  was  equally 
i«tpectablo  «s  the  goardiaa  of  the  revenaet  of 


the  see.  Rumour  whispered  he  retained  the  vieaa 
of  his  youth,  and  that  a  passion  for  the  lair  sei 
formed  an  item  in  the  list  of  his  weakaetseas 
but  so  far  from  being  convicted  by  seventy  wit- 
nesses, he  does  not  appear  to  have  been  directly 
criminated  by  one.  In  short,  1  look  npon  theae 
aspersions  as  the  effects  of  mere  malice.  Hchr 
is  it  possible  a  bnecaneer  should  have  been  no 
good  a  scholar  as  Blaekboume  certainlv  wasf 
he  who  had  so  perfsct  a  knowledge  of  the  clas- 
sics (particularly  of  the  Greek  tragedians),  aa 
to  be  able  to  read  them  with  the  same  ease  aa 
he  could  Shakespeare,  must  have  taken  great 
pains  to  acouire  the  learned  languages ,  aad  have 
had  both  letsnre  and  good  masters.  But  he  was 
undoubtedly  educated  at  Christ-church  -  College, 
Oxford.  He  is  allowed  to  have  been  a  pleasant 
man:  this,  however,  was  turned  against  him,  by 
its  being  said,  '*he  gained  more  hearts  than  souls. 


K>      ^* 


^The  only  voice  that  could  soothe  the  passions 
of  the  savage  ( Alphonso  3d )  was  that  of  an 
amiable  and  virtuous  wife,  the  sole  object  of  his 
love :  the  voice  of  Donna  Isabella,  the  daughter 
of  the  duke  of  Savoy,  and  the  grand-daaghter  of 
Philip  2d,  King  of  Spain.— Her  dying  words  sunk 
deep  into  his  memory ;  his  fierce  spirit  melted 
into  tears ;  and  after  the  last  embrace  Alphonso 
retired  into  his  chamber  to  bewail  his  irreparable 
loss ,  and  to  meditate  oa  the  vanity  of  haman 
life.**    GiBaeii. 
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The  event  in  the  latter  part  of  Canto  id  was 
anggested  bv  the  description  of  the  death,  or 
rather  burial,  of  the  Duke  of  Gandia. 

Tlie  most  interestiag  and  particular  aeeennt 
of  this  mysterious  event  is  given  bv  Burchard, 
and  is  in  substance  as  follows :  **0n  the  eighth  day 
af  June  the  ^^Cardiaal  of  Valeasa,  and  the  Duke 
of  Gandia,  sons  of  the  Pope,  supped  with  their 
mother,  Vaaosza,  near  the  diurcn  of  8.  Pietf 
md  vtneula;  several  other  persons  being  present 
at  the  entertainment.  A  late  hour  anproaching, 
«nd  the  Cardinal  having  reminded  his  brother, 
that  it  was  time  to  return  to  the  apostolic  palace, 
they  mounted  their  horses  or  mules,  with  only 
a  few  attendants,  aad  proceeded  torether  as  far 
as  the  palace  of  Cardinal  Ascanio  Bforza ,  when 
the  Duke  informed  the  Cardinal,  that  before  he 
returned  home,  he  had  to  pay  a  visit  of  pleasure. 
Dismissing  therefore  all  his  attendants,  except- 
ing his  ttaffiero,  or  footman,  and  a  person  in  a 
mask,  who  had  paid  him  a  visit  whilst  at  supper, 
and  who,  during  the  space  of  a  month,  or  there- 
abouts, previous  to  tJiis  time,  had  called  upon 
him  almost  daily,  at  the  apostolic  palace;  he 
took  this  person  oehind  him  on  his  mole,  aad 
proceeded  to  the  street  of  the  Jews,   where  he 

Siitted  his  servant,  directing  him  to  remaia 
ere  until  a  certain  hour ;  when,  if  he  did  not 
return,  he  might  repair  to  the  palace.  The  Duke 
Chen  seated  the  person  in  the  mask  behind  him, 
and  rode,  1  know  not  whither ;  but  in  that  night 
be  was  assassinated,  and  thrown  into  the  river. 
The  servant,  after  having  been  dismissed,  was 
also  assaolted  and  morlaliy  wounded ;  and  al- 
though he  was  attended  with  great  care,  yet 
auch  was  his  situation ,  that  he  could  give  no 
intelligible  account  of  what  had  befallen  his 
maitter.  In  the  morning,  the  Duke  not  having 
returned  to  the  palace,  his  servants  began  to  bo 


alarmed ;  and  one  of  them  informed  the  Pontiff 
of  the  evening  -  excursion  of  his  sons ,  and  that 
the  Duke  had  not  yet  made  his  appearance.  Thia 
gave  the  Pope  no  small  anxiety;  but  he  ean- 
jeetured  that  the  Dnke  had  been  attracted  by 
some  courtesan  to  pass  the  night  %rith  her,  end 
not  choosing  to  quit  the  house  in  open  day,  had 
waited  till  the  following  evening  to  return  home. 
When,  however,  the  evening  arrived,  aad  he 
found  himself  disappoiated  in  his  expectaUona, 
he  became  deeply  afflicted ,  and  began  to  maka 
iaquiries  from  dinerent  persons,  whom  he  ordered 
to  attend  him  for  that  purpose.  Amongst  theaa 
was  a  man  named  Giorgio  Schiavoni,  who.  hav- 
iag  discharged  some  timber  froih  a  bark  in  the 
river,  had  remained  on  board  the  vessel  to  wateh 
it,  and  being  interrogated  whether  he  had  seen 
any  one  thrown  into  the  river,  on  the  night 
preceding ,  he  replied .  that  he  saw  two  mea  on 
foot,  who  came  down  tne  street,  and  looked  dili- 
gently about .  to  observe  whether  any  person 
was  passing.  That  seeing  no  one,  they  returned, 
and  a  short  time  afterwards  two  others  came, 
and  looked  arouad  in  the  same  manner  as  the 
former;  no  person  still  appearing,  they  gave  a 
sign  to  their  companions ,  when  a  man  came, 
monated  on  a  white  horse,  having  behind  him  a 
dead  body,  the  head  and  arms  of  which  buna  on 
one  side,  and  the  feet  on  the  other  side  of  the 
horse;  tne  two  persons  on  foot  supporting  the 
body,  to  prevent  its  falling.  Thev  thus  proceeded 
towards  that  part,  where  the  filth  of  the  city  is 
usually  discharged  into  the  river ,  and  turning 
the  horse,  with  his  tail  towards  the  water,  the 
two  persoas  took  the  dead  body  by  the  arms  and 
feet ,  aad  with  all  their  strength  flung  it  into 
the  ri%er.  The  person  on  horseback  then  asked 
if  they  had  thrown  it  in .  to  which  thev  replied, 
Sigmor,  »i  (yes,  8lrV    |i«  lk«.%  Ns»V^  nw«x^ 
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Ike  rirgr,  yad  MClog  •  nutle  flaUiBg  n  tke 
MnuB,  ke  laqolrwl  what  it  wu  th«  tppored 
bluk;  to  whioi  U«T  anKrend,  il  waiaaaaila; 
aad  OBI  of  tbea  Ihrsir  lUin  npoi  [I,  ia  asa- 
aaqneacw  of  which  il  aaak.  lie  atleailaiu  af 
Ike  PaUitr  then  laqplrad  (ram  Giorgio,  wk;  ka 
bad  Bot  nvcaled  tkia  to  Ika  nvarBar  of  Ika 
ctl*;  ta  wklch  ke  raBlIad,  tkal  ka  kad  i»a  la 
hli  timt  a  kaadrad  daad  kadin  tkrowa  lala  the 
river  M  Ike  una  plaea,  Hilkust  aaf  iaqnir]' 
kaiag  Blade  reepectiDg  Iheai,  and  tkal  ke  kad 
Bol,  therefore  conildered  il  ai  a  aatler  of  bb; 
Inporiaaee.  Tke  flaheraea  and  eaaiBeB  were 
thea  GoUecled,  ud  ordered  Id  learek  Ike  river; 
whera,  oa  (ke  foIIowiBg  eveDlag,  Ike;  feoad  tke 
badr  of  the  Duke,  witk  hli  hakit  eatire,  aad 
thtrlr  dncaU  U  kii  pane.  He  »ai  plened  wllk 
alBe  vooBdi ,  DBt  ol  wkltk  wai  la  Ui  thnu. 


kli  aaa,  aad  that  ke  tad  beea  Ibren,  11.U 
lain  Ike  river,  thmm  Kiel's  vb;  Ukiarnill 
■kat  klBiielf  dp  !■  a  ckaaiber  aad  wni  Vnit 
Tke  Cardtaal  ot  Si«o*ia ,  ead  alkar  auata 
aa  Ike  Pap*,  waat  to  tks  daar ,  aad  aftwa^ 

itm    la    adaUikaa.    Pn* 
iMday,  tUl  Ik*  fallao^ta 


eniaa  of  WH 

r.Xl-ape 


..  mtrala  hia 
whleh  kia  _  _ 
farther  iadalfci 


■  baalife    MlgM  im 
caoo  af  kla  gricf.-- 


NOTES  TO  THE  SIEGE  OF   CORINTK 


ne  Threewoa  kott  Uft  kb  ttrd.        (p. 
Taa  life  of  tka  Tareoaaaa  !•  wasdariag 
pUrUnkBl:  tkef  dwell  ia  teati. 

Otmmmrri—he  wk»it  cfetAu  (sea*.  {f. 
All  CoomDnrgt,  Ike  favonriie  of  three  10111 
aadGraadViiier  lo  Ackortlll.,  after  reeovei 
Pelopaiaeini  from  tke  VeaeliaBi  la  one  c 
paigB,  waa  aiortallv  wonnded  litkeaeit,  an 
tke  Qernaai ,  U  Ike  baiila  af  Pelerwaradta 
Ika  pialB  of  Carlowlti),  ia  HouBrv,  eadeavi 

lif  t*  rally  kia  nard*.    Ha  /•-'  -*  •■' 

Bail  daj.     Hla  laH  or' 

of  Geaeral  Breaacr, 


BreiupHaB!  an  heiu  told  tkal  Priaea  Kan 
ihaa  eppaaed  Is  klM,~'wai  a  fnU  ceaeral, 


:  B^  bii 


U-'I^niThetM 


(treat  ceae 


Jmd  Me*-  aiUte  lailt  craaak'd  ^er  th*  ak 
(Ml  CP- 

TUe  ipeelsela  I  kave  eeaa,  aaak  aa  dnaril 
kaaaBlk  tke  wall  af  Ike  Saracllo  at  OaaMaai 
•pie,  la  tke  Utile  eavlllei  wora  by  tke  t 
■lane  la   Ike  rack,   •  aarraw  lerraea  of  «l 

Eajeeu  kMweea  the  wall  aad  the  water.  I  II 
•  fael  II  alH  raeatleaad  la  HobboBM-a  'I 
vela.  The  bedlea  were  probakijr  thsia  of  •< 
refraeterj  JaaltBrlea. 

dmi  eaek  aaalp  had  a  ittgk  bug  tmft  a/  ba 

[p- 

Tkia  tan,  or  laaf  lock,    ta  left  fraB   a  aoi 

Mitlaa  thai  Hakaaei  will  draw  ttea  lala  Pi 

diae  by  It. 

Vo*  a  tit  wind,  tkraafb  tmt  ktBtm  titnt, 

I  aoal  here  aekaewledfe  a  aleen,  (bot^ 


liteMlaaaL  r  _ 

B  paaaaca  l>  aa  auBbUahad  paaa  km.  Oib 
><dce,  called  » CEriatabeL  "  it  «M  M  ri 
alter  tkeee  lla«  were  vrlttra  that  I  bivdii 
wild  aad  alagslarlT  ertataal  aad  baaalMd  wa 
recited ;  aad  the  M8.  sTlhat  Bra4att(M  1  wu 
aaw  tin  Terr  recaatlv,  by  the  Italaiprfl 
Celeridn  klMaalf,  who,  I  bep*,  b  awiM 
that  I  "iave  aet  baea  a  wHfaf  ptafluta.  lb 
eriflBtl  Idea  aadeabtodlj  perfaiai  U  Hi.  0* 
ridge,  whoee   poea    haa    t •  -•— 


fftare  6  a  l(tbi  eltmd  *,  '*>  *•«•- 
•TU  r-^tnf  amd  bM  aaH  faB  mm- 

t  have  baea  teld  thai  the 'idea  cianMl  b 
Ibeie  llaa*  kai  keea  adalied  bi  l&a  elal 
UBrakaUaa  la  valaable.  |  aa  alad  rf  b:  H 
ttlaaelerlrlaBl-at  leaat  aal  Braa;  tlBvH 
ft"*  ■"•^SeiUre.preaaad  ta  "Vathah-«ari 
to  wkloh  I  have  bafere  tmUmi,  aad  wt 
__  ^^^^    wttheat  a  raMval  rff» 


n*  beraataAa  are  ptmrVd  JtwmAtfmd, 
aad  rbe  imtrd.  V5 

The  henetall,  fliad  apaa   a   toaae,  •  MH 

MHma  tU  4a,.  «beM  ta  li*  <«ra*.    ]*M    ■- 

la  (be  BBVal  ballU  at   the  aaaib  aT Oel*  J 

daaellee,    bet-eea     the    Te»ntoe    2  *  1 

Tarln.  | 

■^./•^•JT'' "•«■""■' "^     *•  ! 

I  believe   I  have  takea   a  paMM  uSm*    I 
Irataplaal  lb*  hital  twwm  KSm.     Ia  GMtl 

-"-»  *f  %hen*   I    ba*a    baa^  Ihn  V    ■ 
■  They  bMM  niM,  nd  UOm  ■■•■     ' 


187 


NOTES    TO    PARI8INA. 


it  fa  the  hour  when  from  the  haugha 
The  ni^ktiugaWa  high  mote  ta   heard, 

Aa  twilight  melta  hememth  tite  m»m  Mm. 

fp.  IM. 
Thne  fonrteca  linof  were  printed  as  let  to 
nuiiic  Rome  time  sinee,  but  beloafl^d  to  the 
Miem  where  they  now  appear,  the  greater  part 
if  which  wae  competed  prior  to  **Lafa,**  and 
ither  compotiiione  lince  pnbliihed. 

rial  ahouid  have  wen  aa  haught  a  eroat.    [p.  Itt. 

Haught— haaghty.— "Away,  hamghi  man,  thoa 

irt  inealting  me/*         SnAKsnAEB,  RIehard  11. 

Her  life  began  and  eUaed  in  woe.        [p.  IM. 
**Thit  tamed  ont  a  ealaaitou  year  for   the 


leople  of  Perrara,  for  there  occorred  a  very 
ragical  e^ent  in  the  eonrt  of  their  lovereign. 
)ar  an  naif,  both  priated  and  in  manuacript, 
rith  the  exception  of  the  vnpoliihed  and  negli- 
gent worlc  of  Sardi,  and  one  other,  have  given 
Jie  following  relation  of  it,  from  which,  how- 
iver,  are  rejected  many  detaili,  and  eipeeially 
he  narrative  of  Bandelli,  who  wrote  a  ceatnry 
iflerwarde,  and  who  doee  not  aeoord  with  the 
wtemporai7  hittoriaai. 

"By  the  above  mentioned  Stella  deir  Altai- 
Ino,  the  Marqnit,  ia  the  year  14t5,  had  a  ton 
■died  Ugo,  a  beaatifol  and  ingenioui  youth. 
Paritlna  Bialateita,  teoond  wife  oi  Niecolo,  like 
ha  generality  of  ttepmothert,  treated  him  with 
Ittle  kindneti,  to  the  infinite  regret  of  the  Mar- 

init,  who  regarded  him  with  fond  partiality. 
me  day  the  atked  leave  ef  her  hatband  to  nn- 
lertake  a  certain  loarnev,  to  which  he  content- 
id,  bat  open  condition  that  Ugo  then  Id  bear  her 
iompany ;  for  he  hoped  by  thete  meant  to  in- 
Inee  her,  in  the  end,  to  Iny  aiide  the  obttiaate 
ivertion  which  the  had  coaceived  agaiait  him. 
%nd  indeed  thit  intent  wat  accomplithed  bat 
4N»  well,  tince,  daring  the  jonmev,  the  not  only 
11  vetted  hertelf  of  all  her  hatrea ,  bnt  fell  late 
Jke  oppotite  extreme.  After  their  return,  the 
Marauit  had  no  longer  any  occaiion  to  renew 
kit  fbrmer  reproofs.  It  happened  one  day  that 
I  lervant  of  the  Marquit,  aamed  Zoeie,  or,  at 
mme  call  him,  Giorgio,  panting  before  the  apart- 
■entt  of  Paritina,  taw  going  out  from  them  one 
if  her  chambermaldt,  all  terrified  and  in  tean. 
itkiag  the  reason,  the  told  him  that  her  mit- 
;rett,  for  tome  t light  olfenee,  had  been  beating 
kar ;  and,  giving  vent  to  her  rage,  the  added, 
jMt  the  con  Id  eaifly  he  revenged,  if  the  chote 
M  make  known  the  criminal  familiarity  which 
nibtitted  between  Paritlna  and  her  itep-ion. 
rhe  ter\'ant  took  note  of  the  wordt,  and  related 
Aem  to  hit  matter,  lie  wat  attounded  thereat, 
bat  tcarcely  believing  hit  ears,  he  attared  him- 
irlf  of  the  fkct,  alat !  too  clearlv,  on  the  18th  of 
May,  1425,  by  looking  through  a  hole  made  in  the 
Belling  of  hit  wife*t  chamber.  Inttantly  he  broke 
into  a  furioat  rage,  and  arretted  both  of  them, 
together  with  Aloobrandino  Rangoni,  of  Modeaa, 
ker  gcntlemaa,  aad  alto,  at  tome  tay,  two  of 
the  women  of  her  chamber,  ai  abetton  of  this 
linfnl  act.  He  ordered  them  to  be  brought  to  a 
kasly  trial,  dftiring  the  Judget  la  pronounee 
lentence,  in  the  aceottomed  formi,  apon  the 
enlpritt.  This  tenlenee  wat  death.  Some  there 
were  that  bettirred  themtelvet  in  fkvonr  of  the 
lellnquents,  and,  amoagtt  othert,  IJeoccion  Con- 
trario,  who  wat  all-powerfbl  with  niiccolo,  and 
ilso  lih  aged  and  much  deserving  minister  Al- 
kerld  daltialc.  Hoth  of  thrse,  their  tears  flowing 


down  their  eheeki,  and  upon  their  knees,  Im- 
plored him  for  mercy:  addncing  whatever  r«^- 
toni  they  could  tuggett  for  sparing  the  offenders, 
besides  thoie  motivet  of  honour  and  decency 
which  might  pertuade  him  to  conceal  from  the 

tnblie  to  tcandalout  a  deed.  Hut  hit  rage  made 
im  inflexible,  and,  on  the  inttant,  he  command- 
ed that  the  lentence  thould  be  put  in  execution. 
"It  wat,  then,  in  the  pritont  of  the  cattle, 
and  exactly  in  thote  frlghtftil  dungeont  which 
•re  teen  at  thit  day  beneath  the  chamber  called 
the  Aurora,  at  the  foot  of  the  Lion*t  tower,  at 
the  top  of  the  ttreet  Giovecca,  that  on  the  night 
•f  the  twenty-flnt  of  May  were  beheaded,  firtt, 
Uga,  and  afterwardt  Paritina.  Zoete,  he  that 
aceaied  her,  conducted  the  latter  under  hit  arm 
to  the  place  of  punithment.  She,  all  along,  fan- 
cied, that  the  wat  to  be  thrown  into  a  pit,  and 
aiked  at  every  ttep,  whether  the  wat  yet  come 
to  the  tpot  T  She  wat  told  that  her  punithment 
wat  the  axe.  She  inquired  what  wat  become  of 
Ugo,  and  received  fur  antwer,  that  he  wai 
already  dead :  at  the  which,  tighiag  grievoutly, 
the  exclaimed.  "Now,  then,  I  witn  not  mytelf 
to  live;"  ana  being  come  to  the  block,  the 
itripped  hertelf  with  her  own  handt  of  all  her 
omamentt,  and  wrapping  a  cloth  round  her 
head,  tubmltted  to  the  fatal  itroke  which  termi- 
nated the  cruel  icene.  The  tame  wat  done  with 
Rangoni,  who.  together  with  the  othert,  necord- 
Ing  to  two  caieaoan  la  the  library  of  at.  Fran- 
oetco,  wat  buried  in  the  cemetery  of  that  con- 
vent. Nothing  elie  it  known  reipecting  the 
women. 

"The  Maronii  kept  watch  the  whole  of  that 
dreadful  night,  and,  at  he  wat  walking  baek- 
wardi  and  forwardt,  inquired  ef  the  Captaia  ef 
the  cattle  if  Ugo  wat  dead  yetf  who  antwered 
him.  Yet.  He  then  gave  himtelf  up  to  the  mott 
detperate  lamentations,  exclaiuiing,  "Oh !  that  I 
too  were  dead,  since  I  hnve  been  hurried  on  to 
resolve  thus  againtt  my  own  Ugo!'*     And   then 


gnawing  with  hit  teeth  a  cane  which  he  had  In 
hit  hand,  he  patted  the  rett  of  the  alght  in 
tight  aad  teart,  calling  frequently  upon  hb  own 
dear  Ugo.  On  the  foliowiag  day,  calling  to  mind 
that  it  would  be  neeettarv  to  make  public  hit 
Jatiifieation,  teeing  thnt  the  trantaction  could 
not  be  kept  teeret,  he  ordered  the  narrative  to 
be  drawn  out  upon  paper,  aad  tent  it  to  all  the 
eonrtt  of  Italv. 

"On  receiving  thit  advice,  the  Doge  of  Venice, 
Prancetco  Potcaui,  gave  ordert,  but  without  pub- 
Ibhlng  hit  reatoni,  that  ttop  thould  be  put  to 
the  preparationt  fbr  a  tournament^  whieh  nnder 
the  autplcet  of  the  Marquit,  and  at  the  expenie 
af  the  eity  of  Padua,  wat  about  to  take  place, 
la  the  tquare  of  St.  Mark,  in  order  to  celebrate 
hit  advancement  to  the  dneal  chair. 

"The  Marquit,  in  addition  to  what  he  had  al- 
ready done,  from  tome  nnaceonatable  bunt  of 
vengeance,  commanded  that  aa  many  of  the  mnr- 
ried  women  at  were  urell  known  to  him  to  be 
faithlett.  like  hit  Paiatina,  thould,  like  her,  he 
behradee.  Amoagtt  othert,  Rarbarlna,  or  ai 
tome  call  her,  I^uidamia  Romel,  wife  of  the 
eonrt  Judge,  underwent  thli  lentenee,  nt  the 
usual  place  of  execution,  that  Is  to  tay,  in  the 

Sinarter  of  St  Giacomo,  opposite  the  nretent 
ortrets,  beyoad  St.  Paurs.  It  cannot  be  told 
how  strange  appeared  this  proeeeding  in  a  prinr«;, 
who,  coniidering  hit  own  ditposition,  ihoiild,  as 
it  tceiMd,  have  bera  In  tnch  caiee  most  ladHlgraL 
Some,  however,  there  were,  who  did  not  fail  to 
commend  him."    Faiizi,  History  of  Prrrura. 


v& 


Mr  la  fona  da  torn  tn<,  U  dnllnre  it 
caar.  U  aablCM*  ile  ■«  fataaliou,  ■■  •■ 
da  Ki  eakieila,  le  cnDrafB  de  ■■■  ddnai 
l-dWBdaa  da  Ha  eaaaaluucaa  et   la  vlTael 

aaa  aiprtl).  e«  graad  ksana,  qnl  eulMTB 
■InlkD    de    Udi   cni>   qoliae    vans   karoiaae 
pent  caeore  ^nanvair,   {aiplrera  encore  la  piaa 


aaiiuBO' 
>l  Oeni 


I  d«  Gaa 


bend  de  aolre  Rcpublique,  II  aa  CTBlfaft  paa  dc 
perdra  mmvcK  \m  aleaae;  II  adfclla  mi  repaa: 
II  Bepriaa  aaa  richaaani  11  ■•  ■dillgem  rlea 
far  afemlr  Ic  boafeaar  d^aa  patrla  ^^'ll  ho- 
■on  d«  aaa  akali:  del  ce  Baa —  — '-'-" 

MBsa  la  plM  Uli  de  ae*  elMyi 
nae  l-ialrdpldll^  d'aa  berai,  < 
blaiolTv  avac  1b  mItcU    d'la  f 


t  II  Utberit 
11 


II  dit  d 
de  QaslTe,  ^ui 
rUtUIrt  Ott  a 


ilrlatg. 


de  QaslT^  qua,  dii  i 


a  It  mM  mnlni  p 


alt  Ic  Niieallai 
b  Fribeari  pai 
flil  irabi  par  de 


UiannUt  Iml&fl,!  e'en  «  gndt  poor  U  lAena 

^nllal  niuBi  dautr adapter Oeaev a  pearupalrla. 

BaaalvBrd,  raeore  Jenae,  ■'aaaaafa  baatCBeat 

dc  Varore  el  rRvt^aa. 

Ba   lilt,    RDaalTBrd   devlal   la  Barlrr  de  aa 
palrle:   la  Dae  de  Saiere  ^taal  ealre  daaa  Oe- 

_. . ■^— B,ee.  Uaaalvard  eralg- 

e;  il  vealal  le  rellrer 
n   lea  nliea;  Ball  11 

1a  1  I'aceaapacaaleal, 
aca  li  Cralee,  ab  11 
rmu  prlioaaler  ncadaat  deai  aai.  Hsi 
dtalt  ■aUeureni  daai  in  ie;4|n;  eea 
■albean  a'avalaal  petal  raleail  laa  i^l 
QaatTe,    II  dull  laajaan  aa  eaaeal  ndi 

paar  eeai  ^al  la  naaatateBI,   et 

II  dei^l  dire  eipoae  ■  lenra  eoDj 
aaaird  aa  lUi  lar  le  Jan-    —  ^ 

U  ddpoallltreat,  at  anl   1  

lea  Balai  da  Dae  da  hTorei  ca  Pilaea  la  fll 
eararaer  da»  le  rhtleaa  de  Ubillaa,  ei  II 
reelB  aaaa  dtre  lalerraga  taaaa'aa  l&M;  II  hi 
alara  ddllird  par  lea  Banati,  aal  a'aapartreat 
da  Pap  d*  Vaad. 
Baaaliard,  ea  aartaal   da  m  captlelld,   eat  )• 


EODH.     II    f 


le'n  deal  ua  prajelait  la  foi 
Tl  panll  oue  Hnnaiiard  di 


LadoTioo  Sforia,  and  ol 
aaaencd  nf  Marin  Aaialai 
LaaieXVi.,  tbewbam  In  qal 
Grief  ia  aaid  ta  have  the  ai 
aad  aol  la  Ihar,  tbit  chaan 
■UrLbuied. 

PyM  CUOtn't  wntm-mUtt 
The  Chaieaa  de   Ubillam 

riareai  aad  Vltlaatove,  vl 
ntrealli  ef  lb*  Lalin  of  C 
are   (be  ealraaera  ar   the    B 

ara  tbc  boirhu  nf  Mellarle 
Alpa  abare  Bererel  aail  Vt.  < 
Sear  II,  aa  a  kill  behiad.  i 
ll,  waahlac  lu  walK,  Ike  labi 
Iv  Ike  depik  of  BMfeei  [Prm 
il  are  a  laaga  af  daanFaaa.  i 
refers  era.  aad  aabaafDratlji 

beaa  black  wiib  an,  aa  wbii 
•d  Ifcat  Ike  eoadeaaed  wera 
la  the  eelli  are  aetea  pillan 
fed  la  tba 


It  la  ij  tbli  caatia  that  I 
le  eataalrepbe  ef  111  HaUIai 
■a«  ef  bar  eblldraa  bj  Jali 
Ika  iboak  of  arbU.  aai  the  I 
Ike  iBBcnlea,  U  iW  eaaae  a 
The  cbateaa  li  lar^e,  aad  ■ 
for  •  grtai  dlataaee.    Tba  *i 
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NOTUS    TO    BBPPO. 


JUIe  tk9  iptt  PleM  MM  iM  more  lelni. 

[p.  144.  St.  14. 
**Qmb  te/leM  did  MX  Unea  Mie  MleMt.**   Ovid. 

Jfit  iMaia  Gim9epp9,  etUd  wtare  M^jf,  Ben: 

[p.  f4S.  Bt.  S6. 
Bcppo  if  the  Joe  of  tke  lullma  J—epk. 

n«  AMwtfn^  Mff  tAe  jMTMit  •  "Cirti:/*." 

(B.  14t.  St.  ST. 
*C«rtoJo  **  it  proMVBotd  *«Can«ko,**  with  an 


aspirate,  aeeprdlag  to  the  Araboofaa  ffattoral. 
It  meaai  wlat  tliore  It  as  yet  ao  preelse  ai 
for  ia  Baglaad,  tiioagli  tke  practice  is  ao  e. 
■OB  ao  ia  aaj  IraaioataBe  ooaatry  wluulever. 


il^pteei;  wk9  dM  (m  fAf  mmkrmoe,  mtd  efet. 

[p.  147.  St.  4t. 

For  the  reeeived  aoooaats  of'the  oaaae  of  Ra- 
phael's death,  see  his  Liveo. 


NOTES    TO    DON    JUAN. 


NOTES    TO    CANTO    I. 


vers  Ifetef  htftre 

tp.  15S.  St.  ft. 
^Viiere  fortes  aate  AgaaMaaoaa.**    Hoaies. 


*n[>eoeriptloB  dcs  oerfasAi 
d«  Macassar.**--See  the  advert 


Sm99  tMae  **Momi^mrmkU  e^"  Mmemmmrf 

[p.  164.  St.  11. 
"    derhaUe 
■eat. 


Aey  eaib  add  thoM  aJI  Ai  as  mmmendtjt, 

[p.  15C  St.  44. 
Pact.    There  li,  or  was,  soch  aa  edltioa,  with 
•11  tibe  obaoiioBs  epigrams  of  Martial  placed  bj 
theauelves  at  the  ead. 

t%9  kmrd  I  eaete  ftmm  dees  m9t  Hmm  mmim, 

[p.  lit.  St  SB. 
Gaapheirs  Gertrade  of  WjoaUag;  It  is  the 
•feaiaff  efCaatoIlL 

i9  ii  ftr  tkia  tkmt  Ownermi  Otmmt  O'JMfhr. 

Wk9  t—k  Algier;  dcelercs  /  used  kirn  wHeimf 

[p.  Itt.  St.  lis. 

DoBaa  Jnlia  here  OMde  a  ■lotake.  Coaat 
0*Reilljr  did  aot  take  AMers— bat  Alfiers  very 
■early  took  hia;  he  aad  his  anay  aad  fleet 
retreated  with  great  loos,  aad  act  ■ach  credit, 
f^oM  hefeie  that  city. 


JHf  daft  0/  lore 

[p.  171.  St.  til. 
Me  Boe  femiaa.  aec  peer 
Jan,  aec  spes  aaini  crodala  ■atai. 
Nee  certare  Jo  vat  mero. 
Nee  viacire  aovis  tcnpora  florlhas- 


NOTES   TO   CANTO     III. 


Jhr  aoae  Iftes  aiere  f e  hemr  kimeeif  eemveree, 

^  [p.  If7.  St.  45. 

Rispooe  allor*  Margatte,  a  dirtel  teoto, 

lo  BOB  erode  pih  al  aero  eh*  all  asaarro ; 
Ma  aell  cappoae,  o  loose,  e  vaogli  arrosto, 

B  credo  aleaaa  volta  aaco  ael  harre; 
Holla  cervogia,  e  ^aaado  io  B*ho  aell  ■osto, 

B  Molto  pih  aell*  espre  che  II    BMBgarro; 
Ma  soara  tatto  ael  haea  viao  ho  fede, 
B  eieae  oho  sia  salve  ehi  gli  erode. 

PahOT,  Miiiiaiu  Magglere,  18,  151. 


naf  «*er  5f  ^tcoAnm  wefal  mm  hsM  tfa. 

^.    .  (P-  1»-  St-  «• 

This  dress  Is  Moorish ,  aad  the  hraoelets  aad 
har  are  won  la  the  ■aaaor  described.  The 
reader  will  perceive  hereafter,  that,  as  the 
■other  off  Haidee  was  of  Pea,  her  daaghter 
wore  the  garb  of  the  ooaatry. 

A  Uke  gelid  Ur,  aleee  hsr  laif«  reHtd. 

_  [p.  IN.  St.  in 

The  bar  of  gold  above  the  iastop  Is  a  ■ark 

of  iovereigB  raak  la  tke  woaea  of  tke  la^iUoa 

of  tke  Deys,  aad  is  wora  as  sack  by  tkeir  feaala 

relatives. 


Her  perem  if  eOeuTd  af  large  f  e 

[p.  IM.  St  71. 
Tkts  Is  BO  eiaggeratloa ;  tkere  were  fear 
woaea,  wko^  I  roMo^ber  to  kave  aeea,  wka 
pooiossod  tkeir  kair  la  tkis  profbsloa ;  of  tkese, 
tkree  were  Baglisk,  tke  otker  was  a  Levaatiae. 
Tkeir  kair  was  of  tkat  loagtk  aad  ^aaatity. 
tkat  wkoB  let  dowa,  it  ateoot  eatirely  okaded 
tke  persea ,  so  as  aearly  to  reader  dress  a  s«- 
porilaity.  Of  tkese,  oaly  oae  kad  dark  kair ;  tka 
OrloatsJ's  kad,  perkapo,  tke  ligktest  eeloar  al 
tke  fear. 

Se/r  hear/  mithh  wekee  tke  with  mmd  uteUe  tke 
kemrt,  [p.  UL  St  ML 

Bra  glk  r  era  eke  volge  *1  disio, 
A*  aavlgaatl,  e  'flteaorlsce  11  eaore ; 

Lo  d)  ck*  kaa  detto  a*  dolci  a^id  a  die ; 
B  eke  lo  BBovo  perearia*  d*  a^ore 

Paage,  so  ode  sqailla  oi  loataao, 
Oke  pi^a  *1  giorao  piaager  eke  oi  ■aero.** 

DAaTB*s  Pargatory,  C.  & 

Tkis  last  liae  is  tke  first  of  6ray*s  Blegy, 
takoB  by  kim  witkoat  ackaowledgaMat. 


etrem^d  jUteere  umem  ki§  temk, 
[p.  Ml.  St  IM. 
See  Saeioaias  for  tkis  fket 


NOTES   TO    CANTO    IV. 


A  weim  had  Iwif.  [p. 

Tkis  is  ao  very  aacea^oa  effect  of  tke  vie- 
leaoe  af  aoaflictlag  aad  differeat  passloas.  Tke 
Doge  Praaols  Poocarl,  oa  kis  dopooitiOa,  la  1457, 
keariag  the  bell  oC  St  Mi^tk  awawwiMi  ^i^  ^««^- 
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tiuB  of  hl8  BUcecMor,  "noiinit  tublieBeBt  d*iiiie 
lieniorrhaicie  cauaee  par  use  veine  ^ni  tfclata 
dans  M  poitriue,"  (Me  Sismondi  aad  Dam,) 
at  the  ace  of  eighty  veara,  when  **f^ko  wuid 
have  thought  the  old  man  had  «o  mueh  Mood 
in  himf"  Before  I  wa«  ■Uteen  years  of  age, 
I  was  witness  to  a  melancholy  instance  of  the 
same  effect  of  miied  passions  npon  a  .umng  peraon; 
who,  however,  did  not  die  in  consequence,  at 
that  time,  but  fell  a  victim  some  >cars  afterwards 
to  a  soisoreofthe  same  kind,  arising  from  eaoses 
intlmatt-iy  connected  with  agiution  of  mind. 

But  told  by  the  imaroMtria  at  no  hi^  rate. 

[p.  211.  St  W. 

This  is  a  fact.  A  few  years  ago  a  man  engaged 
a  mmpany  for  some  foreign  theatre,  embarked 
them  at  an  Italian  port,  and,  carrying  them  to 
Alfierif,  sold  them  all.  One  of  the  women,  re- 
turned from  her  captivity,  I  heard  sing,  by 
a  strange  coincidence,  in  Rossini's  opera  m 
„L'Italiana  in  Algeri,"  at  Venice,  In  the  begin- 
ning of  1H17. 

Firom  all  the  pope  moires  yearly  'twouid  perpies 
Yb  find  three  perfect  pipee  of  the  third  sex. 

[p.  212.  St.  88. 
It  is  strauge  that  it  should  be  the  Pope  and 
the  Sultan  who  are  the  chief  enconragers  of  this 
branch  of  trade  — women  being  pronibited  as 
singers  at  St.  Peter's,  and  not  deemed  trost- 
worthy  as  guardians  or  the  haram. 

While  wetdt  amd  ordure  rankle  round  the  hate. 

[p.  214.  St.  101. 
The  pillar  which  records  the  bailie  of  Ravenna 
iri  about  two  miles  from  the  city,  on  f he  opposlti* 
side  of  the  river  to  the  road  towards  Forli. 
Gaston  de  Foix,  who  gained  the  battle,  was  kill- 
ed in  it ;  there  fell  on  both  sides  twenty  thousand 
men.  The  present  state  of  the  pillar  and  iu  site 
ii  describwl  in  tbe  text. 


NOTES    TO    CANTO    V. 

like  oce<m  •tream,  [p.  215.  St.  S. 

This  eipresoion  of  Homer  has  been  much  cri- 
ticised. It  hardly  answers  to  our  Atlantic  ideas 
of  the  ocean,  bet  is  sufficiently  applicable  to  the 
Hellespont,  and  the  Bosphorns,  with  the  ICgean 
taterseetea  with  islands. 

Ike  Oiant'e  Grave,  [p.  216.  St.  6. 

''The  Giant's  Grave**  Is  a  height  on  the 
Adriatic  shore  of  the  Bosphorus,  much  freouentcd 
by  holiday  parties:  like  Harrow  and  Highgate. 

And  rmmning  out  ao  faet  aa  i  woo  aUe. 


[p.  218.  St.  33. 

1  I 


'llie  assassination  alluded  to  took  place  on  the 
eighth  of  December,  1820,  in  the  streets  of  R— , 
not  a  hundred  paces  from  the  residence  of  the 
writer.    The  circumstances  were  as  described. 

KiUd  by  Jloe  buOete  from  an  old  gun-barrel 

[p.  218.  St.  34. 

There  was  found  close  by  him  aa  old  gun- 
barrel,  sawn  half  off:  It  had  Just  been  discharged, 
aad  was  still  warm. 

Prepared  for  oupper  with  a  glau  of  rum. 

[p.  220.  St.  63. 
In  l^urkey  nothing  Is  Bore  common  than  for 
thp  Mussulmans  to  take  several  classes  of  strong 
spirits  by  way  of  appetiser.  I  have  seen  them 
lake  as  manv  as  sii  of  raki  before  dinner,  and 
swear  that  ihey  dined  the  .better  for  it;  I  tried 
the  experiment,  but  was  like  the  Scotchman,  who 
having  heard  that  the  birds  called  kittiewiaks 
were  admirable  whets,  ale  six  of  them,  and 
complained  tJui  «Ae  wae  no  hungrier  than  mkon 
M€  organ." 


A  marhU  fommtmin  eakaee.  (p.  mill 

A  common  furaiture. — I  recollect  beiag liv- 
ed by  AH  I' acha,  in  m  rooM  eantalniag  •  mrh 
basin  and  fonntaia. 


J%e  gate  se  opieudid  snae  te  aff  As  /rslwa 

[p.  2a  Sit 

F^aturoe  of  m  gate  —  m  ministerial  maafhr 
^^iko  feature  npoa  wbick  thlo  ^aestioa  te|»'. 
See  the  ''Fudge  Familj/'  or  hear  CasUmi|i 

Though  on  more  tfcorongh-bred  or  fotrrrftur 

[p.  2».  ft.  I 
There  Is   perhapa  Bothing  more   distiictiHi 
birth  than  the  liaMd :    it  la   almest  the  sslj  nf 
of  blood  which  ariatocimey  caa  geaenta 

Saoe  Solymmn,  the  £larm  of  their  ttn*. 

[p.  2».8iK 

ft  may  not  be  unworthy  of  remark,  thstiaa 
in  his  essay  "on  Empire ,  **  hints  that  Bd^m 
was  the  lanf  of  his  line;  on  what  saihorin.l 
know  not  These  are  his  words  :  '^TVe  ivipt 
tion  of  Mnstapha  waa  ao  faiaJ  to  Solymas't  Ul 
as  the  succession  of  the  Turks  from  Ssijsa 
until  this  day ,  is  suspected  to  be  uairse'.  ai 
of  strange  blood ;  for  that  Solymus  lbs  Sroil 
was  thought  to  be  snpjpoaititions.*'  BotBacM.! 
his  historical  author itiea  ^  ia  often  iaaccaisK.  I 
could  give  half  a  dosen  futaaees  ffM  li 
apophtheffms  only. 

Being  in  the  humour  of  critieism,  I  ihsllp^ 
eerd ,  after  having  ventured  npoa  the  iliptf 
Baeon,  to  touch  on  nnr  or  two  ns  iriliaf  iili 
fdition  (if  the  British  pf»ets,  bv  the  josilt-ok 
brated  Campbell.— But  I  do  ttls  ia  no4  vl 
and  trust  it  will  he  so  taken. — If  aa;  thisf  nu 
add  to  my  opiaion  of  the  talenta  aa'd  trsc  M 
ing  of  that  gentlemnn,  It  wonid  be  hisclssaci. 
honest,  and  triumphant  defence  of  Pope,  uaai 
the  vulgar  cant  of  the  day,  and  its  mut 
Gmb'Street, 

'l*he  inadverteaclea  to  which  I  allude  srr: 

Firstly,  in  spenkiag  of  Anetey,  whoa  ka- 
cHses  of  having  Uken  '^hio  leading  charaon 
from  fhnoUett."  Anstey'a  Bath  Guide  «« pt^ 
lished  in  1?M.  Smollett'a  Humphry  riiaker-tli 
oalv  work  of  Smollett'a  from  which  Tikidi 
fuid  have  been  taken }  was  wriitra  dirii| 
Smollett'M  last  retideneo  at  Leghora .  in  IJIt- 
"Argait"  if  there  has  been  any  borrowisf ,  Ai- 
stev  mnst  be  the  creditor,  and  not  the  ifrksc  I 
refer  Mr.  Campbell  to  hia  omn  data  ia  hit  Umi 
Id  . 

the  lifrd 
Cssfff 


of  Smollett  and  Anatey. 

Seeonillv,  Mr.  Cumpbell  aaya  ia  th 
Cowper  that  "he  knowa  not  to  wham 
alludes  in  these   lines  i 


Nor  he  who,  for  the  bane  of  thonaands  bsra, 
Built  Godaehureh,  and  laogh'd  hia  word  isssn. 

The  Calviaist  meant  Voltaire,  and  the  thnd  , 
of  Feraey,  with  its  iaacripcion ,  "Dee  citd  ■ 
Voltaire."  *^ 

Thirdly ,  in  the  life  of  Bnrna ,  Mr.  C  fHW 
Shakespeare  thus,— 

To  gild  refined  gold,  to  paint  the  rote,  I 

Or  add  freeh  perfume  to  the  violet. 

This  version  by  no  meana  Improvea  the  srip- 
aal,  which  is  as  follows: 

To  gild  refined  gold,  to  valnt  the  Idy, 
lb  throm  a  perfumo  om  the  violet, 

Kixa  Jsiv- 

A  great  poet  quoting  another  should  be  m- 
rest;  he  should  also  be  accnrate  whenheaccae 
a  Paraassiaa  brother  of  that  dangerons  ckup 
"borrowing:**  a  poet  had  better  borrow  an  j  tkaf 
(excepting  money)  than  the  thenghis  of  aastkcr- 
they  aro  always  sure  to  he  reclaimed  :  bat  ii  >  ) 
\N«t>i  Waxd^  having  been  the  kmdor,  to  be  *-     ' 
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Bid  Ireiami'M  L9mi9md§rrft 

Hi§  pmrt9  •/  tpetek. 


BtrS 


f  ■<■<  u  tkn  4eHor,  m  !■  the  oete  of  AattAy 

V«nttt  SMalleti. 

a  At  Ckere  it  ^  hoaoar  UBoagK  tklcvM ,  **  let 
•.hmn  be  toaie  amoagst  poets,  aad  five  eacli  kii  tkmi  penoB. 
iMe ;—  Boae  ces  afford  to  five  it  nore  tkaa  Mr. 
Caapbell  JiiniMlf,  wbo,  with  a  hick  repatatina 
lor  erigiaality ,  aad  a  faiae  whiea  eaaaet  be 
jlwkea,  is  the  oaly  poet  ef  the  tines  (eieept 

llof ers)  who  caa  be  reproached  (aad  fn  kirn  it  is   ■arried."— Sir  Oilet  Overrera.    Massihqbi. 
jlBdeed  a  reproach)  with  haviaf  writtea  fee  tUlle, 


This  was  writtea  leaf  before  the  saidde  ef 


.  St.  a^ 


<a  a  fair  vsy^o  sved 
[p.  lit. 
""His  Portvae  swells 'hia.    It  Is  raak,  he*0 


Tear  •'Artaae* 

A  mmm,**  a»  Qfie9  saft. 


NOTES    TO   CANTO    VIIL 

r    Ja  Mmmdt  it  pierceth,  **jmahi  AOah!  Hu /** 
I  [p.  151.  St.  8. 

r  ^Allah !  Ha  !**  is  properly  the  war  -  cry  of  the 
Massalaaas ,  aad  they  dwell  loaf  oa  the  last 
ayllable,  which  fives  it  a  very  wild  aad  peeoliar 
•aeet. 

'''Gsrsafe"  (ao  H^'ordtwortk  Celb  ••«)  it   GmTs 
dcMf  hier  [p.  ttl.  St.  9. 

''Bat  tktf  *)  most  dreaded  iastmmeat 
la  workiBf  out  a  pure  iateat, 
Is  laaa  arrayed  for  matnal  slauf hter ; 
Tea,  CamoMe  i»  rhy  daughter!" 

Woa»swoaTU*s  'l*haaksfiviaf  Ode. 

9FmB  frimted  trfve,  altk9mgkhi$natm«»aM  Or9te. 

[p.  2St.  St.  18. 
A  fact ;  see  the  Waterloo  Gasettes.  1  recollect 
raaarkiaf  at  the  tine  to  a  friead:—*' There  is 
fkau !  a  awa  is  killed ,  his  aane  is  Grose ,  aad 
Ihey  priat  it  Grove.**  1  was  at  collefe  with  the 
deceased,  who  was  a  very  amiable  aad  clever 
■aa ,  and  his  society  ia  f reat  request  for  hto 
wit,  faiety,  aad  ^'chaasoas  k  boire.*^ 

'Tt§  fUw  **tMat  taeh  aMaaAifs  sheald  mm  MtH" 

[P.  fil.  St.  15. 
The  Portofoese  proverb  says  that  ''Hell  is 
paved  with  food  iateatioas.** 

NOTES   TO    CANTO    IX. 

fhmamity  weald  rt§e,  mmd  thwuder  "Nmrn! 

[p.  MS.  St.  1. 
Query,  iVey?.PaiKTBa*s  Dsvii. 

And  tend  the  tenttnel  htfore  year  gate 
A  sUce  er  f we  from  yur  imxmriotu  meals. 

[p.  184.  St.  8. 
**1  at  this  time  f  ot  a  pns4,  beiaf  •itk  for  fatlirae, 
with  fonr  others. —  Wc  were  seat  to  break  bis- 
cnit ,  and  make  a  mess  for  Lord  WelHnftoa's 
keaads.  I  was  very  hnnfry,  aad  thoafht  it  a 
good  Job  at  the  time,  as  we  fot  oar  own  fill 
while  we  broke  the  biscuit,  —  a  thiaf  I  had  not 
cot  for  some  days.  When  thas  caaafed,  the 
Prodifal  Son  was  aever  oace  out  of  my  mind; 
■■d  i  sighed,  as  I  fed  the  dop,  over  my  humble 
•Ituation  and  my  rained  hopes.**  -~  Joumml  e/  a 
Soldier  •/  the  7Ut  Eegt.  during  the  War  in  Spain, 

[p.  M8.  St.  88. 

Beeawse  he  could  no  more  digeet  his  dinner. 
He  was  killed  ia  a  coaspiraey,  afler  his  temper 
had  bcea  eiasDcrated,  by  his  extreaie  eostivity, 
to  a  def  ree  oi  iasaaity. 

And  hadjuat  buried  the  fair-faeed  La\Aoi, 

[p.  888.  St.  47. 

He  was  the  ^^fraade  passloa**  of  the  fraade 
Cathcriae.  —  See  her  Lives,  under  the  head  of 
^Laaskoy." 


NOTES   TO   CANTO   X. 

MWId  ssareefy  JeM  flfada  fhe  "re/mwa^sBs." 

[p.  178.  St.  18. 

^^Reformers,**  or  rather  ^Refonaed.**  The  Baroa 
Bradwardiaa,  U  Waverley,  is  aathoritj  for 
the  word. 

The  andieoo  oooi  ftssfeisi  a  tint  far  deeper 
thorn  earn  be  hid  hu  ottering  A/s  ohirt, 

[p.  178.  St.  15. 
Qaery  saft  9— Peirtbe*b  Dbvu. 

Haifeaafe's  Bri^o  hlaeh  watt.  [p.  178.  St.  1& 
The  brif  of  Don,  near  the  **aald  tona**  of 
Aberdeea,  with  its  oae  arch  aad  its  blaek  deep 
salmoa  stream  below.  Is  la  my  memory  aa  yester- 
day. 1  still  remember,  thoufh  perhaps  1  aiaj 
misquote,  the  awfiil  proverb  which  made  me 
paase  to  cross  it,  aad  yet  leaa  over  it  with  a 
childish  delifht.  beiaf  aa  oaly  sea,  at  least  by 
the  mother's  side.  The  sayiaf  as  recollected  by 
me  was  this— but  I  have  aever  heard  or  seea  ft 
siBce  1  was  aiae  years  of  afe  :— 

•^Brif  of  Balfouaie,  Madfs  year  mef; 
Wi*  a  wife's  ae  sea  aad  a  aiear's  ae  feoL 
Dona  ye  shaU  fa*!** 

Oh,  for  o  forty-parsoB-pewer  to  ehaumt 
Thy  praiae,  tiypoeriau!  [p.  175.  St.  84. 

A  metaphor  takea  from  the  *^forty-Borse-power** 
of  a  stcam-eafiae.  That  mad  waf ,  the  Reveread 
8.  8.,  sittiaf  by  a  brother-clerfvmaa  at  diaaer, 
observed  afterwards  that  his  dull  aeifhbear  had 
a  **f welae-parsea  power^  ot  oeaversatioa. 

lb  atrip  th^  Sosona  of  their  hydes,  lilre  fatmers. 

[p.  175.  St.  88. 
"Hyde.**  —  I  believe  a  hyde  of  laad  to  be  a 
iMitimate  word ,  aad  as  such  subject  to  the  tax 
01  a  quibble. 


ff^oa  given  to  her  fowonrite,  and  sew  bore  his. 

[p.  178.  St.  48. 

The  Empress  weat  to  the  Crimea,  accompanied 
by  the  Emperor  Joseph,  la  the  year — I  forfet 
which.    (It  was  1787.) 


*)  To  wit,  the  Deity's.  This  is  perhaps  as 
prettv  a  pcdiftee  for  Murder,  as  ever  was 
fouBil  out  by  Garter- Kiaf- at- Arms. —  What 
would  have  beea  said  had  aay  free-spokea 
people  discovered  such  a  Uaeafel 


tFhieh  gave  her  dukea  the  groeOeoa  namo  of 
"Biron,"  [p.  m.  St.  5S. 

fa  the  Empress  Aaae's  time,  Birea,  her  favour- 
ite, afsume«i  the  aame  aad  arms  of  the  **Diroaa" 
of  Praace ,  which  &milies  are  vet  extaat  with 
that  of  Balflaad.  There  are  still  the  daufhters 
of  Courlaad  of  that  aame;  oae  of  them  I  re- 
member seeiaf  ia  Eaflaad  ia  the  blessed  year 
of  the  Allies  —  the  Duchess  of  8.  — to  whom  the 
Baflish  Duchess  of  S  — t  preseated  ae  aa  a 
aamesake. 

Eteoen  thouaand  maidenkeoda  of  fteae. 
The  greateat  number  fleah  hath  ever  known. 

[p.  177.  St.  81. 
8t.    I'rsula  aad  her  elevea   thousand  tiffins 
were  still  extaat  la  1818,  aad  may  be  so  yet  as 
much  as  ever. 

Who  bmteher'dha^  the  earth,  and  buiUed  t'other. 

[p.  178.  St.  Bl. 
ladia.    AaerUa. 
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NOTES   TO   CANTO   XI. 

WU  m  m  lark,  wOh  Haek^ed  SaiikU  Homing), 
A  wriau,  m  wweU,  m  uitita,  amd  m  kitamingf 

[p.  m.  St.  ». 

Tlie  advance  of  Bcfeaee  and  or  Unmade  Jias 
raulered  It  naaecMMry  to  trantlate  the  above 
good  aad  true  Eaglith ,  opekea  la  iti  orlgiaal 
anritj  bjr  tiie  telect  aobllity  aad  tbeir  patroat. 
The  followiag  U  a  itaBia  of  a  none  which  was 
very  popalar,  at  least  la  my  early  dayi:— 

*K>a  the  high  toby-aplee  flash  the  maialef 
la  spite  of  each  gallows  old  seoat; 

If  yea  at  the  spellkea  caa't  hastle, 
YoB*ll  be  hobbled  in  makiag  a  Oloat 

Thea  yoar  Blowing  will  wax  nllews  haaghty, 
Whea  she  heart  of  year  scaly  nlstake, 

8he*ll  Barely  tnra  saltch  for  the  forty, 
That  her  Jack  may  be  regalar  weight.** 

If  there  be  aav  gem*niaa  so  tgaeraat  as  to 
teqaire  a  tradnctioa,  I  refer  hisiteBMr  old  friead 
aad  corporeal  pastor  aad  master,  Joaa  Jacksoa. 
Esq..  Professor  of  Pagilism;  who  I  trnst  still 
retaias  the  streagth  aad  symmetry  of  his  model 
of  a  form ,  together  with  his  good  homonr ,  and 
athletic  as  well  as  meatal  accompllshmeats. 

A.  Jmm9tr9  Fmia6€  and  St.  Jam9^9  "HetU." 

[p.  »S.  St.  ft. 

**Hells  ,**  gamlng-honses.  What  their  anmber 
■ay  now  be  in  this  life ,  I  know  aot.  Before  I 
was  of  age  I  kaew  them  pretty  accarately,  both 
^Id**  aad  Silver.**  I  was  oace  aearlv  called 
•at  by  aa  aconalatance ,  becaase  whea  he  asked 
me,  where  I  thoaght  that  his  seal  woald  be  foaad 
heraaf^pr,  I  aaswered,  '«Ia  Silver  HelL** 

jtud  thertfara  evem  I  wan't  mmeut 

fVfl  arnkfeet  fuef e.  [p.  184.  St.  4S. 

'^Aacat*'  was  a  Scotch  phrase,  meaaiag  ^coa- 

•eraiag**— *'with  regard  to.**    It  has  beea  made 

Bagllsh  by  the    Scotch  Novels ;    aad ,    as  the 

Freachmaa  said— **If  it  ha  nat,  amgkt  ta  ha  Baglish.** 

fl%e  wtHUmara  wka  famUk  **drmaar§  mitaaa," 

[p.  m.  St.  41. 

**Drapery  mlsseT*— This  term  is  probably  aay 
thlag  now  bat  a  mftienf.  It  was  however  almost 
•o  to  me  whea  I  first  retaraed  from  the  East  ia 
1811—1811.  It  meaas  a  pret^r ,  a  highbora ,  a 
fkshioaable  janmg  female,  well  iafltmcted  by  her 
fHeads,  aad  faraished  by  her  mllliaer  with  a 
wardrobe  apoa  credit,  to  be  repaid,  whea  marr/ed, 
hj  the  kmahamd.  The  riddle  was  first  read  to 
■•  bT  ayoaag  aad  pretty  heiress,  oa  my  praisiag 
the  mnpery**  of  aa  •^■sroehered**  bat  "pretty 
▼Ifglalties**  (like  Mrs.  Anne  Page)  of  the  theit 
day,  which  has  now  been  some  years  yesterdav; 
— ehe  assured  me  that  the  thiag  was  commoa  ia 
Iioadoa ;  aad  as  her  owa  thoasaads ,  aad  bloom- 
lag  looks ,  aad  rich  simplicity  of  array  ,  pot 
aay  sasplcloa  ia  her  owa  case  oat  of  the  qaes- 
tlen,  I  coafoss  I  gave  some  credit  to  the  aliega- 
tloa.  If  accessary ,  aathorities  might  be  cited, 
ia  which  case  I  coald  qaote  both  **drapery**  aad 
the  wearers.  Let  as  hope,  however,  that  it  is 
■aw  abeelete. 

*ni  sffwage  rhe  mimd,  tkmt  aarf  fiarfg  pmrtide, 
9katM  lai  tiaalf  ha  anmff*d  aat  hi  am  mrtMe. 

[^  186.  St.  it. 
"Diviaa  partleakai  aarm.** 


NOTES   TO   CANTO    XII. 

Otfpcs,  wUk  Oraek  trmtk,  tka  gaad  aid  Oraak 

^      ^^  tka  Ua,  [p.  at.  St.  It. 

Boa  MiTroaa's  Greece.  <*OnNia  rerajr."    His 

great  plaaanra  comiata  im  ^t^Mnt  Miv«i&a> 


lagPlatareh,  apelliag  oMIj.aad  wrltfaiff 
aad  what  ia  strasuro  after  all,  kh  is 
modera  history  of  Greece  la  aay  hagi 
he  is  perhaps  the  beat  of  all  modrra  1 
whatsoever.  Havlag  named  his  sias. 
fair  to  state  his  virtaea— learaiag,  Isl 


search,  wrath,  aii<l  aartiality.  icall  I 
virtnes  la  a  writer,  Wcanae  they  make  1 
In  earaest. 

A  hasy  vtdotrer  tmm'd  tf  farttf  'a 

This  llae  may    fwaale  the  commeaial 
thaa  the  preseat  geaermtloa. 

Lika  Brnttimna  ruakimM  fraam  hat  hatkt 

(p.  29 

The  Rosslaas,  aa  Is  well  kaowa,  raa 

their  hot  baths  to  ploam  Into  the  Neva 

seat  practical  aatitheaia,    which  It  sei 

them  ao  harm. 


lie  amH  ta  gmam 


d  print  of 
aad   Katlve 
PAmav*a 


^u^ 


For  a  description 
of  the  polar  region 
Anrora  borealls,   se 
0/  a  Nartk-Waat  Baaam^. 

Am  PkOifw  aam  pramoaad  ta  da  mUk . 

[p.  a 

A  sculptor  projeeted  to  hew  Meant  A 
a  statne  of  Aleiander,  with  a  city  ia  i 
aad.  1  believe,  a  river  In  his  pocft 
varioos  other  similar  doTices.    Bat  Ale 

Gae,  aad  Athos   remaina,   I  traal  an 
sk  over  a  natSom  of  fkvemen. 


NOTES   TO    CANTO    Xi 
^Zso  tkara  him  mmaikar  ptama  rtaat 

With  every  thing  that  nretiy  hia. 
My  Lady  sweet  ariae. — SMaaspBAi 

Hit  haO-mautkrd  gahtat  mtakaa  nse  feat 

Ifmniak,  fp.  IB 

If  I  err  aot,  '*Yoar  Daae**    Is  oae  • 

CaUlogae  of  Nations  ^esqaiaite  la  their  di 

Eaam  Nhmrad't  aalf  aatgkt  Umaa  tka  wk 
ymrm,  [p.  ft 

la  Assyria. 


That  Sar^tmraB  awt  ^  charsh  are  Uam 

fa.  M 
^Mrs.  Adaam  answered  Mr.  Adama, 
was  blasphemoas  to  talk  of  Scriatata 
charch.**  This  dogma  waa  broached  to  ] 
bead— the  best  Chrlstlaa  la  aay  book. 
aafk  Amdrama,  ia  the  latter  chapters. 

Tka  eaoter,  aid,  cruel  roxcomi,  fa  kit  | 
hkawid  kaaa  a  kaak,  mmd  m  ummii  tramt  ft 

[p.  lifl. 
It  woald  have  taaght  hUs  hamaaity  < 
This  seatimeatal  savage,  whom  it  Is  a 
quote  (amoagst  the  aoveilals)  to  ahow  thi 
aathy  for  iaaoceat  sports  aad  old  so^p, 
how  to'  sew  ap  flrogs,  aad  break  their 
way  of  experimeat,  la  mdditiom  to  ths 
aagiiag,  the  craelleot,  the  roMeat,  aad 
pidest  of  preteaded  sporta.  They  may  la 
the  beauties  of  aatare,  bat  the  aaclei 
thiaks  of  his  dish  of  fish ;  he  haa  aoh 
take  his  eyes  from  off  the  atraama,  aad 
bire  Is  worth  to  him  more  thaa  aB  tka 
aroaad.  Besides,  seme  fiA  bite  heat  aa 
dav.  The  whale,  the  ahaih,  and  Ik 
^Wiwtl  ^^«  %amflMWl  ai       ~~ 


NOTBSTODONlDAIt.  74t 

{  BTCB  ■M-Oili^,  Inwlhf,  u*  mmn  hn  Ma  aniatBa  af  Mrtki  witkia  ■  aertalB  auihn 

>  ul  mHfal-bal  ugliagl-No  ug>ei  m  af  jaarti  whisk  ttrtki  (u  Hr.  Hahae  abaarrai) 

Koad  Baa.  leaaraUT  arrl**  "la  a  llttia  Soak  Itka  tkaM  a( 
>,L.i.„. 1  .„..i, ..  1. .  . ■  -ita,  allwllkta  tkaaaBBBiatk  far- 


.4«lleale-ialBded,  gaaanni.  aad  naallaai  ■  erea-     kapa."    Tk«M  HamanitU    (as  ballad 
tan  a*  aa;  la  tke  waTl4— wai  aa  aagleri  traa     aaa*  at  thair   HtllaHcat)  at*  Tapreanwa  ai  ■ 
-*•  aaglcd  vitk  paiatad  lllea,    aail   woald  kan     raaukakir  flaatliklaf,  ptsat,  aaJ  qnlet  pMr>*> 


boaa  iacapakleoT  tkanlfaiafaBceiaf  1.  WalMa.'     8ea  Ike  varlaai  netat  vrlUfi  aa  A 
Tka  abate  aMItioa    hh  Bad*  bT  a  Mtad  li 

«aadiat  otct  Ik*  M8^<>Aadl  aKarai 

1  lean  It  t*  ewMMrkalaaca  bj  a«a 


tab  ToaioB,  accardlBf  I*  Pane,  *ai  aa- 
lael  la  call  kli  vrilan  "akia  ^ai"— "par- 
ef  kaaaar,"  ead  aapaclallj'  "eBiaeal  kaalt." 


irdlB(  la   PaW 
man  "aW-  ' 

ROTES    TO     CANTO     XIV.  «mu  ef  kaaaar,- ead  aapaclallj' »< 

_^,                           ^           ^          ^      .        ^  tmUgrwmtl.mnlhu'  < rake Itiaapkale) «)««(*— 

Jbtd   aetar    eramei,    tmi    mada    ta  fn  ffkere^  FaaaK-feaac  BmrtHdgt-fllUt,,  kOfi 

"laeii«."              [p.ll«.Sl.  U  aSTirSSl...        ^J  Mi:  Si.  M. 

t^m»f^''Ti,  nwaa'  la,  or  waa,  aa  eipm-  A  ilak  "k  la  Laeallni,"     Tkia  kera,  wke  caa- 

aUa  aaed  ta  deaete  a  feallaBaa  ■  Kranklaa  aai  -oerad  Ike  Batt,    ku  leK  kh  aare  aileaded  aa- 

hb  acck  over  a  kedga,  "ta  look  bafon  ke  leap-  frtrftj  U  the  tnuplaautlaa  at  akarrle*  (wklek 

••*.;".-■    (""I"   .'".   V'       '■"'"■■  ■nkltioa,-;  ha  flrat  kraaakt  lata   Karapel  aad  tke  aaBca- 

whlek  la  (ke  field  dolk  aecaaloa  (aae  delar  mai  elUare   ef  aoSie  ver;   nod  7iikn ;— ud    I  bM 

•Maradoa  ia  tkoaa  wha  ma.j  ke  laanllMe];  be-  „(  „„   n„  (barrlag  iadrgniiaa)    ke  ke*  aot 

Uad  Ike  eqaealrlaa  Kepltc    "Sir,   ir  jo,  deal  daae  .are  ».ririce  iV  uafiad  bf  k[i  BKitei, 

,alMBae  to  take  tke  leap,   let  me  ■-»»«  a  pkraii  n,,  fc,  n,  coaqaaiM.  A  aherrr-tiee  aa;  iraUh 

wklck  aeaerallT  laBl  tke  aiplraalaa  uala  ;  aad  .^la.i   a  Haadr   Uarel :   keiiiea,   ke  baa  aaa- 

tj   gaod  P"'po«!    tot    tkeagk  "tke   kerae    aad  i,iroJ  to  aara  aelafcrilj  firaia  batk. 

rider"   ailgkt  fall     tke^  Bade  a  (u,    tkroaak 

«rklek,  aad  ever  kla  aad  kU  ilaed,  tka  field  j^  ^^^  ^^^^^  "ontUuta "  H  a»  Utt  trmr  b 

r"*^'  foUaw.  Jlere-a  rnllg  r^Sg  fia  thttt  yetUt  parta.-' 

O.  fa  Ih.  aaJee-k^M,  aad  fake  Mafk«-.  ..p„,^       ,„  j.„,„          „  Jl,^t«r^ 

la  Swift-*   er  Hoaica  W»i«i,.'i   tittw.  I  •'"•'«•"  ■■*  "■"  kaewa  diak  ht    part  ar    the 

tkiak  II  ia  neattoaed,    tkal  aomebedT  regnttlag  "    '  *'™*     ■■"'"- 

venal   Pjledas :  "Hhea  I  luae  eae,  I  ao  lo  tka  a.\.-Auar  «nL_  --  anitiad  fii 

Balat  Ja^ea-i  CiAee.ki>uK,  —J  fk-  .S..k-r  ■■  8?l™dlt"f     «^.      emitted  ft 
esllect  haviag  heard 
"Ir  W:  D.  wi) 


At  tkat  »<tk  au-i  a  "(Are  fBo.'    Ip.3».  St.M. 
Saba   ""       -    '  '- " 


•aaia  kind.    Sir  Wi  D.  wia  a  neat  laBeau 
Caniai  ia  aae  daj  la  Ike  clab  at  wblel  be  w_ 
a  BeBber,  ke  waa  abaertad  to  leek  Belaachalj. 
••Wkat  la  the  BalMT,  SirWllllaBl"  tried  Hare, 
of  heelleDa  Beaari.    "Ah!   replied    Sir  W.   "I    , 
■■— -  ■—  ' ir  Ladf  D."  "terff  What  «- 


Tke  baaaa  Ckaaaellar  Uuaitfera  lald  ta  hie 
Boa,  ea  tke  laller  eapraaalag  hli 


deellae  tkalr  Tlalta,  af  wklah  I 


NOTES   TO    CANTO   XVL 


Boa,  ea  tke  laller  eapraaalag  hla  larprlH  apaa  ,_  _              ,  „ .  .        ^             .._     , 

the  ureal  eireew  ariilaE  freB  pMtjeaatn  la  Ike  If  fitm  m  titO-Jbk  tr  fr*m  ttitHmL 

tieaoaed  Bjiterj  of  palttlci:  "Yea  aea  kj  Ikla,       „  J*-.*"-  "■  ? 

•»  aea,    wftk  kiw  iFole   wlidaM  tke  kla(deBa  Th>  aeapoeltfea    of   tka   old  TfrUa  parpli 

of  tke  werld  are  gavaraed."  |^ 


NOTES   TO    CANTO    XV. 

jHd  tbaa  lUr^tr  MO, 
Wtat  lit  «  (t  kf  Maa  to  ke  mlHattn. 


a  akell-flik,  er  fraB  eaeklBMl,  or 
rBes,  ii  etill  aa  article  of  dlipata  ;  aad 
CDleir— oese  aa*  parale,  elkera  aearlali 
ilhiag. 


le  mMiin.  [P-  IM.  St.  U. 

[p.  IIH.  St.  le.       I  tklak  thai  II  M<  a  ear^  aa  w^lckDIanaee 
Ae  H  la  aeeeaaarr  la  tkaae  tlBe*  ta  aveid  as-     Tad,   wllb— "Tkaa    I    traaple  ea   Ike   pride   tf 

UnHr,  I  •a*,  tkat  I    Boaa,  b*  "Dltiaer  (I -—^ ■^~ 

CaauT.     ir  eTer  God   was  klaa— er  Maa  a 


-"Wltk  greater  pride,"    ai  t 

replied.    Bat  aa  et *^- 


ke  wai  tofk.     t   aaver   arnlned  kl*  tieed,   bat     ipea,  mj  BOBerr  prabably  alaglTee  Be,  aad  It 
the   aae-ar  abaae-sade   aT  It.     Mr.   Caaalai     al(kt  ke  a   robe,  sr  tapeatrT,  or  a  lakte-slatk, 
eae  daj   qasted  Ckriitlaall*   le  aaaclloa  Meara-     w  soBe  etker  eipeaslT*  aad  naoralaal  placa  *t 
■Uverr,  aad  Hr.  Wilkerfsrca   kad  llllle   to  aaj     'araitBra. 
H  reply.     Aad   was   rhrlM   eradfled,  tkat  blaok 

■ea  BiUkl   be  scnnraedl    If  so,  ke  kad  better  WUk  "Hi  aif  rkBaai's-  fraai  Ptrttifk, 

bwa   bare   a   Malatto,   to  cive  baU  selaor*  aa  lb  -»tkt  ear  tan,  lest  Ita^  skaatd  fmil. 

•aaal  ekaaee  af  freedeB,  or  at  least  salvatlsa.  [f-  IM-  SL  4k. 

I  reacBker  Ihal  tke  Baroraaa  of  a  pratlaetal 
tfTiem  Haff  lie  Hmn-ntbt  eiakarMed  wcrrtea  ewa,  soBewkat  eurfetUd  with  a  alalUr  dIapUj 
/a  Ms  ksrwaaysw  seHfssvat.  [p.  ■».  St.  U.  'ran  ferelga  raft  '"  ratker  ladaaaTeaslj  breeli 
Tbts  niraardiaarT  aad  flnarlsblag  Oermaa  kraart  the  aaplaosee  af  aa  latelllnBl  aodleaer 
aalaa;  iaABrrlea  dees  aot  eattrelT  eielade  ma-  -ialelllgeBI,  I  Baaa,  aa  to  Bialcr-br  Ike  word*, 
trineax,  as  ika  "Bkaken  "  da;  knt  lajs  aaek ,  aesides  kalae  la  NOavUM  ^Wga^*  .*>»■  -^ 
PaatriaUaaa  afoa  ll  aa  praaaai  >ar«  Ihaa  •  wr-lMMajaMi  Mtwta  the  ^smm*  «*  w.'o«'«!"^ 


T44 


NOTB8    TO    THE    I8LAN 


! 


had  travelled,  and  while  I  was  a  eolleftaa)— 
were  torelv  dufaited  by  the  performon; — tliit 
■ayorett.  1  amy,  broke  out  with,  *^llot  yoor  Ita- 
llaaot !  for  my  part,  I  love  a  tinple  ballad !  ** 
RohIbI  will  go  a  good  way  to  bring  most  people 
to  the  same  opinion,  some  day.  Who  would 
imagine  that  he  was  to  be  the  snecessor  of  Mo- 
aartf  However,  I  state  this  with  dlfBdenee,  as 
B  liege  and  loval  admirer  of  Italian  mutie  in 
general,  and  of  much  of  Rossini's:  but  we  may 
say,  as  the  connoiiseur  did  of  painting,  in  the 
near  of  Wakefietd,  "that  the  picture  would  be 
better  paintad  if  the  painter  had  taken  more 
pains.** 

JPbr  Gothic  dmHng  shemi  At  EngU§k  menev. 

[p.  131.  St.  59. 

**Ausu  Romano,  sre  Veneto  **  is  tne  inscription 
(and  well  inscribed  in  this  Instance)  on  the  sea- 
walls between  the  Adriatic  and  Venice.  The 
walls  were  a  republican  work  of  the  Venetians ; 
the  inscription,  1  believe,  Imperial  {  aad  inscrib- 
ed by  Napoleon. 

''Vutyiug"    9fHirtB    ^to  fight    OMuhui   the 
ehurehea,"  [p.  3S8.  St.  60. 

Though  ye  untie  the  winds  and  bid  them  fight 
Against  the  ehurchet.— Macbeth. 


then  err^*Ue  Mser«*IW  mhmt  ie  eattd  smMK 

In  French  "mobility.**  I  am  not  isr*  te 
mobility  la  Bn^ lioh ;  bvt  It  is  eumihprfi 
qnality  which  rather  beloaga  to  other  rtiaan 
though  It  is  Bonetimea  aeea  ta  a  grm  evnt  i 
our  own.  It  bbbt  be  deflaed  as  aa  nme 
susceptibility  of  insraediate  baprcssioas-ti  * 
same  time  without  iaefm^  the  past;  and  kiWip 
sometimes  appareatlr  ooefbl  to  the  pesMwrj 
most  palaftal  aad  nahappj  atCribate. 

Draperied  her  form  with  cartfMu  /r&A^ 

[p.  msii 

«'(^Driosa  Mlcitaa.^'^Pxrmoivivs. 

A  noiee  like  to  wet  finMere  drmmm  em  |Jbn 

[p.  33T.  ft.  IR 
See  the  aeeouat  of  the  ghoot   of  the  ndti 
Priaee  Charles  of  Saioar  raioed  by  Schisisfa- 
«'Karl— Karl—waa— wolt  mich?" 


How  odA,  a  eimgie  kohgohUm'e  aaa-caffty 
Shomid  oauee  mare  fear  tkmm  m  vMrWi 
identity t  [p.»7.  aa 

•'Skadawm  to-aight 
Have  struck  more  terror  to  the  son  I  of  RkW 
Thaa  eaa  the  wi*af«ice  of  tea  thausaad  saUka' 

Bi^herdilL 


NOTES    TO    THE    ISLAND. 


The  fonadatloB  of  the  ^tory   will  be  fouad 

irtly    in    the  account  of    the  Mutiny   of  the 

ounty  in  the  South  Seas  (ia  1789),  and   partly 

In  ^MariBer*B  Account  of  the  Tonga  Islands.^* 


El' 
a 


How  pleaeant  were  the  eoiun  of  Ibafteaat 

[p.  141. 
The  first  three  sections  are  taken  fVom  an 
actual  soag  of  the  Tonga  Islanders,  of  which  a 
prose  translation  is  given  in  MAaiFixa*s  Account 
of  the  Tanga  Ulandt.  Toobanai  Is  not,  however, 
one  of  them ;  but  was  oae  of  those  where  Ghris- 
ilBB  aad  the  mutineers  took  refuge.  1  have  al- 
tered aad  added,  bat  have  retained  as  much  as 
possible  of  the  originaL 

Be§emd  iteelf,  amd  mutt  retrace  ita  may.  [p.  SO. 
Lucnllas,  when  frugality  could  charm, 
Had  wasted  turaips  ia  his  Sabine  farm.    Pone. 

Had  form'd  hi»  elorioua  mameeake'§  eemmteruert. 

[p.  Ml. 
The  Consul  Nero,  who  made  the  uae^ualled 
march  which  deceived  Haanibal,  aad  defeated 
Asdrubal ;  thereby  accompiishiag  an  aehievemeBt 
almost  uarivalled  la  military  annals.  The  flnt 
fatelligence  of  his  return,  to  Haaaibal,  was  the 
sight  of  Asdrnbars  head  thrawa  iato  his  camp. 
Whea  Haanibal  saw  this,  he  exclaimed,  with  a 
sigh,  that  **Rome  would  bow  be  the  mistress  of 
the  world.**  Aad  yet  to  this  victory  of  Nero*s 
It  might  be  owiaa  that  his  imperial  aamesake 
reigned  at  all !  Unt  the  iafamy  of  the  oae  has 
eclipsed  the  glory  of  the  other.  Whea  the  aame 
of  •qVera**  is  heard,  who  thiaks  of  the  Caasolf 
Bat  such  ara  hunuui  thiags. 

And  XodbHM-far  with  Ida  look'd  o'er  Drew, 


1  was  removed  by  medical  adviee  inla  thr  W^ 
laads.  Here  I  passed  occaaloaally  some  ssaatn. 
aad  flrom  this  period  I  date  my  love  of  msssaa- 
oos  countries.  I  can  never  forget  the  cimi 
few  years  afterwards  in  Englaad,  of  tbe  M^ 
thiag  I  had  loag  seea,  even  in  miaiatarr,  rfl 
monntaia,  ia  the  Malvern  Hilla.  After  1  icttn- 
ed  to  Chelteaham,  I  used  to  watch  them  cvof 
afteraooB  at  saaset.  with  a  seasatioa  wMl 
caaaot  describe.  This  waa  boylah  easafk;  ka 
I  was  thcB  oaly  thirteea  yeara  of  age,  sal  k 
was  la  the  holidays. 

lias  Ireethee  hie  wiwie  mutnmmrer  imthttkA 

If  the  reader  will  apply  to  his  ear  tbr  ms- 
shell  oa  his  chimaey-piece,  he  will  be  awsft  d 
what  Is  alluded  to.  If  the  text  should  wftt 
obscura,  he  will  flad  iB/«Gebir**  the  same  Mfl 
better  eipressed  in  two  lines. — The  pea  1 
never  read,  bat  have  heard  the  lines  ^«w4  If 
a  mora  reooadite  reader — who  acems  to  be  if  i 
differeat  opiaioa  fk-om  the  Editor  of  the  Qett- 
terly  Review,  who  ^aalified  it,  ia  hia  aasvirli 
the  Critical  Reviewer  off  hrla  Javeaal,  as  m* 
of  the  wont  aad  mast  iaaaae  deoeriptioa.  It  h 
to  Mr.  Laador,  tha  aathor  of  OeUr,  ooaeaUlii 
aad  of  some  Latia  peema,  which  vie  with  ll»- 
tial  or  CatallBS  la  obscenity,  that  the  laM- 
culate  Mr.  Soathey  addraasaa  hia  dsiliasria 
agaiast  impurity! 

But  deem  him  eeHor  or  aUfaomher.      \h^ 
Hobbes,  the  father  of  Locke's  aad  other  yi^ 
losoph V ,   was  aa    laveterate  aaioker^— rvcs  v 
pipmi  beyoad  eampatatioa. 

''Might;'  quoth  Bern,   ^ikut  wiO  do  fw  ^ 

mmrimee.''  [f.U 


I 


When   very  yomng,  about  eV^t  ^«ax%^^la«^A    '''''Wax  «\\\  i»  W  ^Mariam,  hai  ibr  mil*    I 
after  aa  Attaak  off  tie  taatlat  la^at  ai  Wbat4sa»A^«i^'^  ^^>*»»  ^^^^  >•  «^  «Mh^V«^  *aA«strf    ' 
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■'ike  few  f^agmenti  of  former  Je«1on»iet  whidi 
•till  ■nrvive  (ia  Jett  only)  bettreea  theie  gallani 
rimrvicet. 


JVe  Um  0/ 


hraverff  tkm  the  hrave. 


[D.  347. 


.  ArcbidAmat,  Klag  of  Sparta,  and  bob  of  Ace- 
^ilaaii,  whea  he  saw  a  machiae  iaventrd  for  tae 
yCastinff  of  •tune*  aad   darta,  eiclaimed  that  it 

was  the  "Grave  of  Valoor.**  The  same  itory 
.JkmM  been  told   of  tome  knightf  oa  the  first  ap- 

SlicafioB  of  fOBpowder;  but  the  orlgiaal  aaec- 
_  ote  i»  la  Plutarch. 

,    H^lfMc  en/jf  portai  wom  the  kegk—  wQpe.  [p.  ISO. 

^  Of  this  cave  (which  is  no  fictioa)  the  oriffiaal 
Will  be  foQBd  ia  the  9th  chapter  of  Mabimcb^s 
^ecoanr  «/  the  Tm^a  laUtnde,  I  have  takea  the 

Ketical  liberty  to  transplaBt  it  to  Toobonal,  the 
It  islaad  where  aay  distiact  aceonat  U  left  of 
Ckristiaa  aad  kii  comrades. 

The  fretted  piimaeU,  theaitie,  the  nave.  [p.  S5t. 

-    This  may  seem  too  minute    for  the  general 

'aailine  (in  MAamaa^s  u^ceounr)  from  which  it  is 

-taken.     Bat    few    men    have  travelled    without 

. teeing  somethina  of  the  kind—on  land,  that  is. 

«V^ithont  advertlBf  to  Ellora,  ia  Mungo  Pabb's 

glast  Jonraal  (if  mv  memory  do  aot  err,  for  there 

^are  eight  years  stace  I  read  the  book)  he  mea- 

tioBs    having  met    with  a   rock  or  mooataia  so 

ciactly  resembliBg  a  Gothic  cathedral,  that  onlv 

ninute  inspection    could    convince  him  that  it 

was  a  work  of  aatore. 

He  tore  thb  tepmott  button  of  hU  vett,    [p.  S5t. 
la    TaiBAVLTs    uteeount    of   Frederic  IT,   of 
Pru99ta,  there  is  a  siagular  relatioa  of  a  youag 
^reachmaa,  who,  with  his  mistress,  appeared  to 
Ite  of  some  raak.    He  ealisted  aad   deserted  at 
Schweidultx;  aad,  after  a  desperate  resistaace, 
was  retaken,  haviag  killed  aa  officer,   who  at- 
.  tempted  to  seise  him  after  he  was  woanded,  by 
;  the  discharge  of  his  mnsket  loaded  with  a  button 
of  his  uniform.  Some  circumstBUces  on  his  conrt- 
Bartlal  raised  a  great  iaterest  amoagst  his  Jud- 
ges, who  wished  to  discover  his    real  sitoatioa 
u  life,  which  he  offered  to  disclose,  bat  to  the 
'  King  only,  to  whom  he  requested  permission  to 
write.  This  was  refused,  aad  Frederic  was  filled 
with  the  greatest   iadignation,  from  baffled  ca- 
riosity or  some  other  motive,  whea  he  uadcr- 
atood   that    his   request  bad   beea  dcaied.— See 
TaiBADLT^s  work,  vol.  ii. — (I  quote  from  memory.) 


BXTHAGT    FROM    THE    VOYAGE    BY 
CAPTAllK    BLIGH. 

Oa  the  S7th  of  December  17B7  It  blew  a  se- 
vere storm   of  wiad  from   the  eaftward,  ia  the 
coarse  of  which  we  suffered  greatly  ;   it  was  aot 
without  great  risk  and'difBcully  that   we  were 
able   to   secure  the    boats    from    being    washed 
away.    A  great  quaatity  of  our  bread  was  also 
damaged  and  rendered  uselesti,  for  the  sea  had 
Btove  in   our  stern,  and  filled  the  caliin   with 
water.  On  the  5th  of  Jaaaary,  1788,  we  saw  the 
ialaad  of  Teoeriffe  about  twelve  leagues  distant, 
aad  next  day,  being  Sunday,  came  to  an  anchor 
in   the   road  of  iiauta-Crai.    'J'here  we  took  ia 
the  BcceMsarv  supplies,  and,  having  finished  our 
buMtnt'SS,  vailed  on  the  10th.    I  bow  divided  the 
people  into  three  watches,   aad  gave  the  charge 
of  the   third   watch  to   Mr.  Fletcher  ('hrittiaa, 
OBC  of  the  matfs.  I  have  always  considered  this 
«   drsirable  regulation   when  circumstances  will 
^dmit  of  it,   and   I  am  persuaded  that  unbroken 
»est    not    only  contributes    much    towards    the 
liealth  of  the  ship's  company,  but  enables  them 
■nore   iFadily    to   exert    themselves   ia   caves   of 
mudden   emergency.    As   I    wished  to  proceed  to 
Dttheite  wUhoai  afoppiaf ,  I  radacad  Ika  ailow  - 


aaca  of  bread  to  two-thirds,  aadcaatedthewatar 
for  driflking  to  be  filtered  throagh  drip-stoaeB, 
bought  at  Tenerllfe  for  that  pnrpoae.  1  bow 
acquaiated  the  ship's  compaay  of  tke  object  af 
the  voyage,  aad  gave  assaraacea  of  eertaia  pro- 
motioa  to  every  one  whose  eBdeavoars  skould 
merit  it.  Ob  Taesday  the  16th  of  Febraary,  we 
beat  aew  sails,  aad  made  other  aeeessary  pta- 
paratioas  for  eacouateriag  the  weather  that  wai 
to  be  expected  ia  a  high  latitude.  Our  distaaca 
from  the  coast  of  Brasil  was  about  100  leagaat. 
Ob  the  foreaooa  of  Suaday  the  Sd  of  Mar«h, 
after  seelag  that  every  pertoa  was  cleaa,  diviaa 
service  was  performed,  accord  lag  to  mv  usual 
custom  oa  this  day:  I  gave  to  Mr.  Fletcher 
Christiaa,  whom  1  had  before  directed  to  take 
charge  of  the  third  watch,  a  writtea  order  to  ' 
act  as  lieuteaaat.  The  chaage  of  temperature 
sooB  bagaa  to  be  seBsibly  felt,  aad,  that  tJM 
people  might   aot  sulfer  from   their  owa  aegli- 

KBce,  1  supplied  them  with  thicker  clothing,  aa 
tter  suited  to  the  climate.  Oa  a  compllht 
made  to  me  by  the  Master,  1  fouad  it  aeeessary 
to  puaish  Matthew  QuiBtal,  oae  of  the  seamea, 
with  two  doxcB  of  lashes,  for  iasoleace  aad  mu- 
tiaout  behaviour,  which  was  the  first  time  that 
there  was  aay  occasioa  for  puaishmeat  oa  board. 
We  were  olf  Cape  St.  Diego,  the  eastera  part 
of  the  Terra  de  Fnego,  aad,  the  wiad  beiag  bb- 
favourable,  I  thought  it  more  advisable  to  go 
rouad  to  the  eastward  of  StaateB-laad  thaa  to 
attempt  passiag  through  Straits  le  Maire.  Storms, 
atteaded  with  a  great  sea,  prevailed  uatil  the 
12th  of  April.  The  ship  begaa  to  leak,  aad  ra- 
qnired  pumpiag  every  hour,  which  was  bo  more 
thaa  we  had  reasoB  to  expect  f^om  such  a  coa- 
tlBUBBce  of  gales  of  wiad  aad  high  seas.  The 
decks  also  became  so  leaky  that  it  was  aeeessary 
to  allot  the  great  cabia,  of  which  I  made  little 
use  except  ia  fiae  weather,  -  to  those  peoole  who 
had  But  births  to  haag  their  hammocks  fa,  aad 
by  this  meaas  the  space  betweea  decks  was  leoi 
crowded.  With  all  this  bad  weather,  we  had 
the  additioaal  mortificatioa  to  fiad,  at  the  ead 
of  every  dav,  that  we  were  loslag  grouad ;  for* 
Botwithstaadiag  our  utmost  exertions,  and  keeo- 
ing  on  the  most  advantageous  tacks,  we  did  little 
better  thaa  drift  before  the  wiad.  Ob  Tuesdav 
the  22d  of  April,  we  had  eight  dowa  oa  the  sick 
list,  aad  the  rest  of  the  people,  though  ia  good 
health,  were  greatly  fatigued  ;  but  1  saw,  witli 
much  concern,  that  it  was  impossible  to  make  a 

Cassage  this  way  to  the  Society-Islands,  for  we 
ad  now  been  thirty  days  ia  a  tempcstnoui 
oceao.  Thus  the  season  was  too  far  advaaoed 
for  us  to  expect  better  weather  to  enable  as  to 
doable  Cape  Horn;  aad,  from  these  aad  other 
coasiderations,  I  ordereid  the  helm  to  be  put  a- 
weather,  aad  bore  away  for  the  Cape  of  Good 
Hope,  to  the  great  Joy  of  every  one  on  board. 

\Ve  came  to  aa  anchor  on  Friday  the  2ld  of 
May,  in  Simon's  Bay,  at  the  Cape,  after  a  to- 
lerable run.  The  ship  required  complete  eaulk- 
ing,  for  she  had  become  so  leaky,  that  we  were 
obliged  to  pump  hourly  ia  our  passage  from 
Cape  Hera.  The  sails  aad  riggiag  also  required 
repair,  aad,  oa  examiaiag  the  provisions,  a  ooa- 
siderable  quantity  was  found  damaged. 

Having  remained  thirty-eight  days  at  this  place, 
aad  my  people  haviag  received  all  the  advaatage 
that  could  be  derived  from  refreshmeats  of  every 
kind  that  could  be  met  with,  we  sailed  oa  the 
1st  of  July. 

A  gale  of  wiad  blew  ob  the  20th,.  with  a  high 
sea;  it  increased  after  noon  with  such  violence, 
that  the  ship  wbh  driven  almost  forecastle  under, 
before  we  could  aet  the  sails  clewed  up.  The 
lower  yards  were  lowered,  and  the  top- gallant- 
mast  got  dowa  upon  deck,  which  relieved  her 
much.  We  lay  to  all  aighL  and  in  the  morninc 
bore  away  under  a  reefed  foresail.  The  sea  Ktill 
running  high,  ia  the  aCtcft^^u  \\  ^«»»  ^^-^V 
aatafa  la  %um4  aa.\  ^«  ^tett^MtA  >mi  >>^  ^^^ 
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Bight,  wfthont  say  scddenC,  eieeptisg  tk»t  A 
■an  at  the  Rtei'racc  was  thrown  over  the  wheel 
and  nnch  bruiHed.  Towards  noon  the  vlolente 
ef  the  storm  abated,  and  we  afain  bore  away 
under  the  reefed  foresail. 

In  a  few  days  wo  passed  the  Islands  of  St. 
PanI,  where  there  is  good  fresh  water,  as  I  was 
informed  by  a  Dutch  captain,  and  also  a  hot 
spring,  which  boils  fish  as  completely  as  if  done 
by  a  fire.  Anproaching  to  Van  Diemen's  laud, 
we  had  much  oad  wcathrr,  with  snow  anil  hail, 
bnt  nothing  was  s^rn  to  indicate  our  vicinity, 
on  the  l3th  uf  August,  Picept  a  ncal,   which  ap- 

fiearcd  at  the   distance  of  twenty  leagues   from 
t.    We  anchored   in  Adventure  Bay   on  Wed- 
nesday the  20th. 

In  our  passage  hither  from  the  Cape  of  Good 
Hope,  the  winds  were  chiefly  from  the  westward, 
with  very  boisterous  weather.  The  approach  of 
strong  southerly  winds  is  announced  by  many 
birds  of  the  albatross  or  petcrel  tribe;  and  the 
abptemrnf  of  the  gale,  or  a  shift  of  wind  to  the 
northward ,  by  ihi^ir  keeping  away.  The  ther- 
mometer also  varies  five  or  six  degrees  in  its 
height,  Hhen  a  change  of  these  winds  may  be 
expected.  In  the  land  surrounding  Adventure-ilay 
are  many  forest-trees  one  hundred  and  fifty  feet 
high :  we  saw  one  which  measured  above  thirty- 
three  feet  in  cirth.  We  observed  several  eagles, 
some  beautiful  blue-plumaeed  herons,  and  par- 
roquets  in  great  variety.  The  natives  not  appear- 
ing, we  went  in  search  of  them  towards  Tape 
Frederic-Henry.  Soon  after,  close  to  the  shore, 
for  it  was  impossible  to  land ,  we  heard  their 
voices,  like  tne  cackling  of  geese,  and  twenty 
persons  came  out  of  the  woods.  We  threw  trin- 
kets ashore,  tied  up  in  parcels,  which  they  would 
not  open  out  until  I  made  an  appearance  of  leav- 
ing them:  they  then  did  so,  and,  taking  the  ar- 
ticles out,  put  them  on  their  heads.  On  first 
coming  in  sight,  they  made  a  prodijj^ions  clatter- 
ing in  their  speech ,  and  held  their  arms  over 
their  heads.  They  spoke  so  quick  that  it  was 
impossible  to  catch  one  single  word  they  uttered. 
Their  colour  is  of  a  dull  black;  their  shin  scori- 
fied about  the  breast  and  shoulders.  One  was 
distinguished  by  his  body  being  coloured  with 
red  ochre,  but  all  the  others  were  painted  black, 
with  a  kind  of  soot,  so  thickly  laid  over  their 
faces  and  shoulders,  that  it  was  ilifficnlt  to  as- 
certain what  they  were  like.  On  Thursday, 
the  4th  of  September,  He  sailed  out  of  Adven- 
ture -  Hay ,  steering  first  towards  the  east- 
souih-east,  and  then  t«  the  northward  of 
east,  when,  on  the  19th,  we  came  in  sight  of  a 
cluster  of  small  rocky  islands,  which  1  named 
Bounty  Isles.  Soon  afterwards  we  frequently 
observed  the  tea,  in  the  night-time,  to  beco\er- 
ed  by  luminous  spots,  caused  by  amaiing  quan- 
tities of  small  blubbers  or  medusae,  which  emit 
a  light,  like  the  blase  of  a  candle,  from  the 
string!  or  filaments  eitending  from  them,  while 
the  rest  of  the  body  continues  perfectly  dark. 

We  disco\ered  the  island  of  Otaheite  on  the 
2oth,  and,  before  rasting  anchor  next  morning  in 
Matavai  Hay ,  such  numbers  of  canoes  had  come 
oir,  that,  after  the  natives  ascertained  we  were 
friends,  they  came  on  board,  and  rrowded  the 
deck  so  much,  that  in  ten  minutes  1  could  scarce 
find  my  own  people.  The  whole  distance  which 
the  ship  had  run,  in  direct  and  contrary  courses, 
from  the  time  of  leaving  England  until  reaching 
Otaheite,  was  twenty-seven  thousand  andeighty- 
Hiv  miles,  which,  on  an  average,  was  one  hun- 
dred and  eight  miles  each  twenty -four  hours. 
Here  we  iot>t  our  surgeon  ou  the  9th  of  De- 
cember. iH  late  ho  had  scarcel>  e\er  stirred 
out  of  the  cabin,  though  not  apprehended  to  be 
in  a  dangerous  stale.  > evert heiess  ,  appearing 
worse  than  usual  in  the  evening,  he  was  remov- 
ed where  he  rould  nhlain  more  air,  but  without 
any  benefit,  for  he  died  in  an  hour  afterwards. 
This  ottfertiiBate  man  drank  very  hard,  and  was 


•o  avene  to  ezerefce .  that  he  wosM  tmf 
prevailed  oa  ta  take  naif  a  dosea  carw  nti 
at  a  time,  during  all  the  coarse  tiilhrwm 
He  was  buried  ou  ehore. 

On  Monday  ,   the  5tk   of  Jaaaary ,  tW  « 
cutter  was   miaacd,  of  which  1   was  iamefini 
apprised.    The  ship's    company    bein£  m^en. 
we  found  three  men  ab«ent.    who  had  arr»\ 
off.    They  had    taken   with   them   eigki  ■ta^. 
and  ammiinitiott  ;  bnt  with  refariles^' 
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plan ,  everv   one   on    board  seemed  t«  bt  f 
Ignorant.     I  therefore    went  on   shore,  uii 
gaged  all  the  chiefn  to  assist  in  rrcoteriiev 
the  boat  and   the   deserters.     Accsrdiafli.  t 
former  was  broaght  back   in    the  cosncdi 
day ,   by  five  of  the  nativeii ;    bnt  the  nn  wr 
not  taken  until   nearly    three  weeks  aAemr^  [ 
Learning  the  place    where  they  were.  iiii.  j 
ferent  quarter  of  the  island  of  Otakeite.  I  ni  I 
thither  in  the  cutter,  th  in  king  there  vsvIiWn 
great  difficulty   in    necnring   them  wiihtvi^ 
sistance  of  the  natives.     However,  ikey  few 
of  mv  arrival;  and  when  1  was  aear  aktwi 
which  they  were,   they  came    out  waatisKdr 
fire-arms,  and  delivered  themselves  up.  Niorii 
the  chiefs  had  formerly  seised  and  bMsrf  li^ 
deserters;   but  had  been    pre%'ailed  sa,  h?  w 
promises  of  returning  peaceably    lo  tk«  4Jif  ' 
release  them.    But  finding  an  opponsain  ifci 
to  get  possession   of   their  arnui,   tke>  mv 
natives  at  defiance. 

The  object  of  the  voyage  being  nowcaaflm 
all  the  bread-fruit  plants,  to  the  nomWrcftt 
thousand  and  fifteen,  were  got  na  hturia 
Tuesday,  the  3Ist  of  March.  He^iden  tbrf,  >■• 
had  collected  many  o»her  plants,  sobc  «( ikfl 
bearing  the  finest  fruits  in  the  world;  lu!  u 
luable,  from  affording  brilliant  dy r%,  ui  if 
various  properties  besides.  .At  »un«et  sf  ib««l 
of  April,  we  made  sail  from  Otaheite,  bi4J< 
farewell  to  an  island  where  for  iweii^-iii^ 
weeks  we  had  been  treated  wiih  the  iis^ 
affection  and  regard ,  and  which  seenrJ  ii  * 
crease  in  proportion  to  our  i^tay.  That  vev<^ 
not  insensible  to  their  kindnetis,  the  sstuii^ 
circumstances  sufficiently  proved;  far  U  (if 
friendly  and  endearing  behaviour  of  tkcM  pf«^ 
may  be  ascribed  the  motives  inciting  as  m* 
that  effected  the  ruin  of  our  eipediiisa.  shid 
there  was  every  reason  to  believe  votili  hm 
been  attended  with  the  most  favourable  n**i 

IVext  morning  we  got  sight  of  the  itUsilu 
heine ;  and  a  double  canoe  soon  comia^  il^ 
side,  contsining  ten  natives,  I  saw  amvu  tkff 
a  young  man  who  recollected  me,  and  c«l)^« 
by  my  name.  I  had  been  here  in  the  }etf  IH 
with  t^apuin  Cook,  in  the  Resolntioa.  Mf^ 
days  after  sailing  from  this  island ,  the  vtfkff 
became  squally,  and  a  thick  body  of  black  ciM* 
collected  in  the  easL  A  water-wpoal  wv  ii> 
short  time  seen  at  no  great  distance  tnm  •■ 
which  appeared  to  great  advantage  frsa  lif 
darkness  of  the  clouds  Iiehind  it.  As  aesrlj* 
I  could  judge,  the  upper  part  was  aboni  iv«  ho 
in  diameter,  and  the  lower  about  eight  iic^ 
Scarcely  had  1  made  these  n*marks.  wk^s  I  '^ 
ser\ed  (.«Jt  it  was  rapidly  ad^anciap  tc»»f^ 
the  ship.  We  immediately  altered  *ur  rrti«- 
and  took  in  all  the  sails  etcept  the  forestail :  *«■ 
after  which  it  passed  within  tea  yard*  ti^ 
stern,  with  a  rustling  noise,  bnt  'wiiksti  * 
feeling  the  least  effect  from  \t*  being  »o  srff 
It  seemed  to  be  travelling  at  the  raiesft^ 
ten  miles  an  hour,  in  the  direction  of  the  siii 
and  it  dispersed  in  a  quarter  of  an  htisr  in' 
passing  ns.  It  is  irapos>iibIe  to  Kay  what  isjcf? 
we  should  ha%e  received,  had  if  pas»ed  dirra:« 
over  us.  Masts,  I  imagine  might  hair  \t** 
carried  away ,  but  1  do  not  apprehend  iIm'  ■ 
would  have  cansefl  the  loss  of  the  ship. 

Passing  several  islands  on  thewa\,  weasrhin 
at  Annamooka,  on  the  2M  of  April ;  asd  u  ^ 
lame  Han  called  Tepa,  whom  1  had  Lauss  kP 
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^a  1777,  and  Immediately  recoUeeted,  came  oa 
^"«ard,  along  with  othrni ,  from  different  fpUndt 
^'U  the  vicinity.  They  were  deiiront  to  ice  the 
hip ,  and ,  on  being  taken  below ,  where  the 
/iread-fruit-iilantf  were  arranged,  they  testified 
'■;reat  ■iirpriiie.  A  few  of  these  being  decayed, 
^^»  went  on  Bhoro  lo  procure  some  in  their  place. 
*-  The  natives  e&hibited  numerous  marks  of  the 
^leculiar  mourning  which  they  oiprcss  on  losing 
='heir  relatives;  such  as  bloody  templns,  their 
^"leads  being  deprived  of  most  of  the  hair ,  and, 
n>vhat  was  worse,  almost  the  whole  of  them  had 
-  ^  OHt  some  of  their  fingers.  Several  fine  bnys, 
^lot  above  six  years  old,  had  loht  both  their  little 
■  Sagers ;  and  several  of  the  men,  besides  these,  had 
~"  parted  with  the  middle  fiager  of  the  right  hand. 
"*  The  chiefs  went  off  with  me  to  dinner,  and 
irwc  carried  on  a  brisk  trade  for  jrams;  wu  also 
3L-rat  plantains  and  bread-fruit.  But  the  yamw  were 
=3111  great  abundance,  and  very  fine  and  large. 
jiOue  of  them  weighed  above  forly-five  pounds. 
>- 'Bailing  canoes  came,  some  of  which  contained 
'Bot  less  than  ninety  passengers.  Such  a  number 
^of  them  gradually  arrived  from  different  islands, 
=]4hat  it  was  irajpnuMible  to  get  any  thing  done, 
-the  mnltitude  became  so  great,  and  there  was 
■kDo  chief  of  sufficient  authority  to  command  the 
■^ whole.  1  therefore  ordered  a  watering  party, 
ii<then  employed ,  to  come  on  board,  and  sailed  on 
^Snuday,  the  26th  of  April. 

We   k«fpt    near    the    island   of  Kotoo  all   the 

^Afternoon  of  Mondav,  in  hopes  that  some  canoes 

-would  come  off  to  the  ship,  but  in  thin  we  were 

disappointed,    llie   wind    being    northerly,    we. 

;ateercd  to  the  westward  in  the  evening,  to  pass 

jf  south  of  Tofoa;   and  1  gave   directions   for  this 

p. course  to  be   continued    daring   the   night.    The 

2  master  had  the  firHt  watch,  thcgunnrr  the  middle 

*  watch,  and   Mr.   <*hristian   the   mnming  watch. 

;This  was  the  turn  of  duty  for  the  ni^ht. 

Hitherto  the  voyage  had  advanced  in  a  course 
.  of  uninterrupted  proiiprrity,  and  had  been  attended 
,.  with  circumslanres   Goually    pleasing  and    tiatis- 
factory.    Hut  a  very  different  scene  wan  now  to 
I,  he   disclosed;    a    contipiracy    had    been    formed, 
^  which   was  to    render   all  our  pa^t    labour   pro- 
ductive only  of  minery  and  distress;   and  it  had 
^  b«en   concerted  with  so  much   M>crecy    and  cir- 
.  camspectiou ,   that  no  one   circumstance  escaped 
.  to  betray  the  impending  calamity. 

On  the  nieht  of  Monday ,  I  he  watch  was  set 
1  as  I  have  desrribed.  JuHt  before  sunrise,  on 
Tuesday  morning,  while  I  was  yet  asleep,  Mr. 
^  Chr{t<tian,with  the  master- at-armt*.  gunner's  mate, 
and  Thomas  llurkitt,  seaman,  came  into  my  cabin, 
and,  seising  me,  tied  my  hands  with  a  cord  be- 
hind my  back ;  threatening  me  with  instant  death 
If  I  spoke  or  made  the  least  aoise.  I  never- 
theless called  out  as  loud  as  I  eould ,  in  hopes 
of  asiiiHtance ;  but  the  officers  not  of  their  party 
were  already  secured  by  sentinels  at  their  doors. 
At  my  own  cabin  door  were  three  men,  besides 
the  four  within  ;  all  except  (*hristian  had  mus 
kets  and  bayonets ;  he  had  only  a  cutlans.  1  was 
dragged  out  of  bed ,  and  forced  on  deck  in  my 
•hirt,  suffering  great  iiain  in  the  mean  time  from 
the  tightness  with  which  my  hands  were  tied. 
€ln  demanding  the  reason  of  such  violence,  the 
only  answer  was  abuHC  for  not  holding  my  tongue. 
TThe  uiaMter,  the  gunner,  surgeon,  master's  mate, 
•nd  \elson,  the  gardener,  were  kept  confined 
below,  and  the  lore-hatchway  was  guarded  by 
sentinels.  The  boatswain  and  carpenter,  and 
«1no  the  clerk,  were  allowed  to  come  on  deck, 
where  they  saw  me  standing  abaft  the  mixen- 
aiast,  wilfa  mv  hands  tied  behind  my  back,  under 
m  Ipiard,  with  Christian  at  their  head.  The  hoat- 
•wain  was  then  ordered  to  hoist  out  the  launch, 
accompanied  by  a  threat,  if  he  did  not  do  it  in- 
stantly, TO  T4KR  nan  ov  himsrlk. 

The  boat  being  hoisted  ont,  Mr.  ilayward  and 
Mr.  Hallet,  two  of  the  midshipmen,  and  Mr. 
Samuel ,  tho  clerk,  weae  ordered  into  it.    I  do- 


naaded  the  Inteatlon  of  givlag  this  order,  and 
endeavoured  to  persuade  the  fieople  near  me  uo( 
to  persist  ia  such  acts  of  violence ;  but  it  was  to 
no  effect;  for  the  constant  answer  was,  '^Hold 
your  tongue,  Sir,  or  you  are  dead  this  moment.*' 

The  master  had  by  this  time  sent,  requesting 
that  he  might  come  on  deck,  which  was  permit- 
ted;  but  he  was  soon  ordered  back  again  to  his 
cabin.  My  exertions  to  turn  the  tide  of  affairs 
were  continued;  when  Christian,  changing  the 
cutlass  he  held  for  a  bayonet,  and  holding  me 
by  the  cord  about  my  hands  with  a  strong  gripe, 
threatened  me  with  immediate  death  if  I  would 
not  be  qniet;  and  the  villains  around  me  had 
their  pieces  cocked  and  bayonets  fixed. 

Certain  individuals  were  called  on  to  get  into 
the  boat,  and  were  hurried  over  the  ship's  hide; 
whence  I  concluded,  that  along  with  them  1  was 
to  be  set  adrift.  Another  effort  to  bring  about 
a  change  produced  nothing  but  menaeea  of  hav- 
ing my  brains  blown  out. 

The  boatswain  and  those  seamen  who  were  to 
be  put  Into  the  boat ,  were  allowed  to  collect 
twine,  canvas,  lines,  sails,  cordage,  an  eight- 
and-twenty  gallon  cask  of  water ;  and  Mr.  Sa- 
muel got  150  pounds  of  bread,  with  a  umall 
quantity  of  rum  and  wine ;  also  a  quadrant  and 
compass;  but  he  was  prohibited,  on  pain  of  death, 
to  touch  any  map  or  astronomical  book,  and  any 
instrument^  or  anv  of  my  surveys  and  drawings. 

The  mutineers  having  thus  forced  those  of  the 
seamen  whom  they  wished  to  get  rid  of  into  the 
biiat.  Christian  directed  a  dram  to  be  served  to 
each  of  his  crew.  I  then  unhappily  saw  that 
nothing  could  be  done  to  recover  the  ship.  The 
oflicers  were  next  called  on  deck ,  and  forced 
over  the  ship's  side  into  the  boat,  Mhile  1  was 
kept  apart  from  everv  one  abaft  the  misen  mast. 
(*hristian,  armed  with  a  bayonet,  held  the  cord 
fastening  my  hands,  and  the  guard  around  me 
sto4»d  with  their  pieces  cocked ;  but  on  my  daring 
the  ungrateful  wretches  to  fire,  they  uncocked 
them.  Isaac  Martin,  one  of  them,  I  saw  had  an 
inclination  lo  assist  me;  and  as  he  fed  me  with 
shadock,  my  lips  being  quite  parched,  we  ex- 
plained each  other's  sentimenlH  by  looks.  Hut 
this  was  observed ,  and  he  was  removed.  He 
then  got  into  the  boat,  attempt iag  to  leave  the 
ship;  however,  he  was  comiielled  to  return. 
Some  others  were  abo  kept  contrary  to  their 
inclination. 

It  appeared  to  me,  that  C*hristian  was  some 
time  In  doubt  whether  he  should  keep  the  car- 
penter or  his  mates.  At '  ngth  he  determined  on 
the  latter,  and  the  car  iter  was  ordered  into 
the  boat.  He  was  permitted,  though  not  without 
opposition,  to  take  his  tool-chest. 

Mr.  Samuel  secured  my  Journals  and  commission, 
with  some  important  shippapem;  Ihis  he  did 
with  great  resolution,  though  strictly  watched. 
He  attempted  to  save  the  time  keeper ,  and  n 
box  with  my  surveys,  drawings,  and  remarks  for 
fifleeu  years  past  /  which  were  very  numerous, 
when  he  was  hurried  away  with— **Damn  your 
eyes,  yon  are  well  off  to  get  what  you  have.'^ 

Much  altercation  took  place  among  the  mutin 
ous  crew  during  the  transaction  of  this  whole 
affair.  Some  swore,  **ril  be  damned  if  he  does 
not  find  his  way  home,  if  he  gets  any  thing  with 
him,"  meaning  me;  and  when  the  carpenter's 
chest  was  carrying  away,  "Damn  my  eyes,  he 
will  have  a  vessel  built  in  a  month;"  while 
others  ridiculed  the  helpless  situation  of  the 
boat,  which  was  very  deep  in  the  water,  and 
had  HO  little  room  for  those  who  were  in  her. 
As  for  Christian,  he  seemed  as  if  meditating  de- 
struction on  himself  and  every  one  else. 

I  asked  for  arms,  but  the  mntineera  laughed 
at  me,  and  said  I  was  well  acquainted  with  the 

teople  among  whom  I  was  going;  four  cutlasses, 
owever ,   were  thrown  iato-  tho  boat ,  ailer  we 
were  veered  astern. 
Tho  oflicers  and  bsh  being  in  tha  boat ,  they 
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only  waited  for  me,  of  wfcleh  the  muter-at-irms 
iBformed  Chrfitiaa,  «rko  then  taid,  **CoBe,  Cap- 
Uin  BHf h ,  year  offleera  and  men  are  aovr  la 
the  boat,  and  you  mntt  go  with  them;  if  yon 
attempt  to  make  the  least  retistaace,  yon  will 
Initantly  be  put  to  death ;"  and  without  further 
eeremonv,  1  was  forced  over  ihe  nide  by  a  tribe 
of  armed  rofRauH,  where  they  untied  ray  handt. 
Being  in  the  boat,  we  were  veered  attem  by  a 
rope.  A  few  pieces  of  pork  were  thrown  to  ut. 
alto  the  four  cut  lasses.  The  armourer  and 
carpenter  then  called  out  to  me  to  remember 
that  they  had  no  hand  in  the  transactioa.  After 
having  been  kept  some  time  to  make  sport  for 
these  unfeeling  wretches,  and  having  undergone 
much  ridicule ,  we  were  at  length  cast  adrift  in 
the  open  ocean. 

Eighteen  persons  were  with  me  in  the  boat,— 
the  matter,  acting  surgeon,  botanist,  gunner, 
boatswain,  carpenter,  master,  and  quarter-ma- 
tter's mate,  two  onartor-masters,  the,  sail-maker, 
two  cookH,  my  clerk,  the  butcher,' and  a  boy. 
There  remained  on  board ,  Fletcher  Christian. 
the  master's  mate;  Peter  llavwood,  Edward 
Tonng,  George  Stewart,  midshipmen  ;  the  ma- 
tter at-armSf  gunner's  mate,  boats wain*s  mate, 
gardener,  armourer,  carpenter's  mate,  carpenter's 
crew,  and  fourteen  seamen,  being  altogether  the 
most  able  men  of  the  ship*s  company.  Having 
little  or  no  wind,  we  rowed  pretty  fast  towards 
the  islaad  of  Tofoa,  which  bore  north-east  about 
tea  leagues  distant.  The  ship  while  in  sight 
Bteered  west-north  -  west ,  but  this  I  considered 
only  as  a  feint,  for  when  we  were  sent  away, 
**Hn»a  for  Otahcite ! "  was  firequently  heard 
Among  the  mutineers. 

Christian,  the  chief  of  them,  was  of  a  respect- 
able family  in  the  north  of  England.  This  was 
the  third  voyage  he  had  made  with  me.  Nut- 
withstaadlng  the  rouahness  with  which  I  was 
treated,  the  remembraace  of  past  kindnesses 
nrodueed  some  remorse  in  him.  While  they  were 
forcing  me  ont  or  the  ship,  1  asked  him  whether 
this  was  a  proper  return  for  the  maay  instances 
ke  had  eiperieaccd  of  my  friendship  ?  lie  ap- 
peared disturbed  at  the  questioa,  ana  answered, 
with  much  emotion,  ''That^-CapUia  Bligh— that 
la  the  thiag— I  am  tn  hell— I  am  in  hell.*'  His 
abilities  to  take  charae  of  the  third  watch ,  as  1 
had  so  divided  the  ship's  company,  were  fully 
equal  to  the  task.  Haywood  was  also  of  a  re- 
apeetable  family  in  the  north  of  England ,  aad  a 
yojiBg  man  of^  abilities ,  as  well  as  Christian. 
These  two  had  beea  objects  of  my  particular 
regard  and  attention,  and  I  had  taken  great  paias 
to  iastmct  them ,  having  entertained  hopes  that, 
as  professional  men,  they  would  have  become  a 
credit  to  their  country.  Young  was  well  re^ 
commeaded ;  and  Stewart  of  creditable  parents 
ia  the  Orkaeys,  at  which  place,  oa  the  retura  of 
the  Rasohition  ftom  the  Soath  Seas  ia  1780,  we 
taoeirod  to  naay  civilitieo,  that  in  oonaideratioa 


of  these  aloael  thonld  e^dly  have  takea  him  nfth 
me.   But  he  had  always  borae  a  good  chanct«r. 

When  I  had  time  to  reflect,  an  inward  ssti*- 
fttction  Bre\ented  the  depression  of  mv  ssiriu. 
Yet,  a  few  hours  before,  mv  situation  had  beet 
peculiarly  flattering ;  I  had  a  ship  in  the  noK 
perfect  order,  stored  with  every  necesearj,  both 
for  health. and  service;  the  object  of  the  vsjagc 
was  attained,  and  two-thirds  of  it  now  completed 
The  remaining  part  had  every  prospect  of  nsc- 
cess.  It  will  naturally  be  asketf,  what  could  be 
the  cause  of  such  a  revolt?  In  answer,  I  ni 
only  conjecture  that  the  mutineers  had  flatter^ 
themselves  with  the  hope  of  a  happier  life 
amoag  the  Otaheitlaas  than  thcv  cuuld  puMiblv 
enjoy  in  England ;  which,  Joined  to  some  female 
conneiions,  most  probably  occasioned  the  whule 
transaction.  The  women  of  Otaheite  are  hsad- 
some,  mild,  and  cheerful  in  manners  and  coi- 
versation;  possessed  of  great  sensibility,  si4 
have  sufficient  delicacy  to  make  them  be  adaiirH 
aad  beloved.  The  chiefs  were  so  much  attarb'4 
to  our  people,  that  they  rather  encon  raged  thfir 
stay  among  them  than  otherwise,  and  e\enBsde 
them  promises  of  large  possessions.  I'ndertheff, 
and  maay  other  concomitant  circumstancei>,  it 
ought  hardlv  to  be  the  subject  of  surprise  that 
a  set  of  sailors,  most  of  them  void  of  conneiiost, 
should  be  led  away,  where  thev  had  the  psver 
of  fixing  themselves  in  the  midst  of  pjeatj,  is 
ono  of  the  finest  islands  in  the  world,  where 
there  was  no  necessity  to  labour,  and  where  the 
alhireuients  of  iliMfiipation  are  beyond  any  css- 
ception  that  cau  be  formed  of  it.  The  utmoft, 
liowever,  that  a  (.-nmmander  could  ha\  e  e&pc^ied. 
was  desertions,  such  as  have  already  happrse^ 
more  or  less  in  the  South  Seas,  and  not  an  act 
of  open  mutiny. 

But  the  secrecy  of  this  mutiny  surpasses  be- 
lief. Thirteen  of  the  party  who  were  now  with 
me  had  always  lived  forward  amoag  the  seaaes; 
yet  aeither  thev,  nor  the  messmates  of  Chri«* 
tian,  Stewart,  Haywood,  and  Youn^,  had  ever 
observed  any  circumstance  to  excite  suepldea 
of  what  was  plotting ;  and  it  is  not  wonderfsl  if 
I  fell  a  sacrilice  to  it,  my  mind  being  entirely 
free  from  suepicion.  Perhaps,  had  marines  beea 
on  board,  a  sentinel  at  my  cabin-door  ai^ht 
have  prevented  it;  for  I  constantlv  slept  with 
the  door  open,  that  the  officer  of  the  watch 
might  have  access  to  me  on  all  ocean ion».  If 
the  mutiny  had  beea  occasioned  by  any  griev- 
aaces,  either  real  or  imaginary,  I  must  have 
discovered  symptoms  of  discontent,  which  wsoU 
have  put  me  on  my  guard ;  but  it  was  far  other- 
wise. With  Christian,  in  particular,  I  was  ca 
the  most  frieadly  terms;  that  very  day  he  wm 
eacaged  to  have  diaed  with  me ;  and  the  pre- 
ceding night  he  excused  himself  from  supping 
with  me  oa  preteace  of  iadispoaition,  for  nhich 
I  felt  concerned,  having  no  aaapicioaa  cf  hii 
honour  or  integrit/. 
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santev's  rays  sflU  arch 
ffbc  UrmUmitk  the  asany  Aves  t(f  heaven.  fp.SSf. 
This  Iris  It  formed  by  the  rays  of  the  ton 
aeer  the  lower  part  of  the  Alpiae  torrents:  it 
la  exactly  like  a  raiabow,  come  down  to  pay  a 
visit,  aad  so  cloce  that  yon  may  walk  into  it  :— 
tkti  fffNt  Jastt  till  AOQB. 


Ht  mho  ftem   amt  their  fNutimtm-dweUimii 

raieed 
Bro»  mmd  Jmtert,  mt  G^d&r: 

[p.  aoL 

The  philosopher  lamblicas.  The  story  of  the 
raisiac  of  Eros  and  Anieros  may  be  foaad  is 
hia  life,  by  Baaapiat.    It  ia  well  told. 
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rwplM 

[p.  sn. 

The  ttorr  of  Paniwilu,  Uic  of  Spftiio  (wko 
ooBBMided  tko  Greeks  ot  tke  Mttle  of  Plmtea, 
•ad  aflterwordt  perithed  for  •■  attempt  to  be- 
tny  tke  LocedenoBiaot) ,  aad  Cleoaiee,  !■  told 
la  Platarek*e  life  of  Ciaoai  aad  la  thoLaeoaiet 
of  Paaoaaiai  tke  SopJiiit,  la  kla  deacrlptioa  of 
CIreeoo. 


— -1%0  ffOBf-eOlM 

Of  the  emkraee  of  angeU.  [p. 

''That  the  Soma  o/  God  tair  the  danghter*  of 

ea,  that  they  were  fair/* 

''There  were  fiaatt  ia  the  earth  la  thoee 
daji ;  aad  alto  after  that,  whea  the  Soma  af  God 
came  ia  noto  the  daughter!  of  men,  aad  they 
bare  child rea  to  them,  the  tame  became  mighty 
men  which  were  of  old,  mea  of  reaowa."— Geaoflh 
ch.  VI,  1.  4. 
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/  «Mefe  the  f ordy  Htkof  «l  Vreotto.      [p.  t78. 
A  a  hiftorlcal  fact. 

ji  gomdola  with  one  oar  only.  [p.  t79. 

A  gondola  it  not  like  a  commoa  boat,  bat  is 
aa  easily  rowed  with  one  oar  as  with  two  (thoogh 
of  coarse  aot  so  swiftlv) ,  and  often  is  so  from 
motives  of  privacy,  and  (since  the  decay  of  Ve- 
Blee)  of  eooaomy. 


T%eif  think  tkemteheo 
XmMogod  in  secret  to  the  Signory* 
Aa  historical  (hct. 


[p. 


Withim  our  palace  precAicf t  at  8am  Folo, 


The  Doge*s  private  family-palace. 


[p. 


"Signor  of  rhe  Nightr  [p.  400. 

«'ISigaori  dilMotte''  held  aa  importaat  charge 
la  the  old  Repnblic 

FiBatal  Tkurtdatf.  [p.  403. 

•'Oiovedf  Grasao;*  "fat  or  greasy  Thursday," 
which  I  cannot  literally  traaslate  in  the  teit, 
was  the  day. 

Qwardo  /  Ut  their  moutho  he  gagged,  even  in 
the  act.  [p.  40S. 

Historical  fiMt. 

Anr,  censer  All  father;  ehaU  she  he  admitted? 

[p.  406 
The  Veaetiaa  senate  took  the  same  title  aa 
the  Romaa,  of  "Coascript  Fathers." 

*Tir«  with  age,  then.  [p.  400. 

This  was  the  actual  reply  of  Ballli,  maire  of 
Paris,  to  a  Freachmaa  who  made  him  the  same 
reproach  oa  his  way  to  execution,  in  the  earliest 
part  of  their  revolutioa.  1  find  in  reading  over 
^ince  the  completion  of  this  tragedy) ,  tor  the 
first  time  these  six  years,  '^Veaice  Preserved,'* 
a  similar  repiv  oa  a  differeat  occasioa  by  Re- 
aaolt,  aad  other  coincidences  arising  firom  the 
aabjeet.  I  need  hardly  remiad  the  geatlest  reader, 
that  each  coiacideaces  must  be  accideatal,  from 
the  very  facility  of  their  detectioa  by  refereace 
to  BO  popnlar  a  play  oa  the  stage  aad  In  the 
closet  aa  Otway's  cAe/'-d'anwre. 

Beggare  for  nobiee,  pamdere  for  a  feopie  ! 

[p.  410. 

Should  the  dramatic  picture  seem   harsh,  let 

the  reader  look  to  the  historical,  of  the  period 

ftrophesied,  or  rather  of  the  few  years  preced- 
ag  that  period.  Voltaire  calcalated  their  ^'aoetre 
beaemerite  Moretrici"  at  12,000  of  regulars, 
without  iacluding  voluateers  and  local  militia, 
oa  what  authority  I  kaow  aot ;  bat  it  is  perhape 
the  oaly  part  of  the  popolatloa  aot  decrcaaed. 


Ihen,  when  the  Hehreafe  in  thff  paiaeee,  [p.  41f. 
The  chief  palaces  oa  the  Breala  aow  beloag 
to  the  Jews,  who  ia  the  earlier  times  of  the 
Rrpublic  were  only  allowed  to  iahabit  Mestri, 
aaa  not  to  enter  the  city  of  Venice:  The  whole 
commerce  is  in  the  haads  of  the  Jews  aad 
Greeks,  aad  the  Huas  form  the  garrisoa. 

Ihott  den  of  drunkarde  with   the  hlood  of 
prince;  [p.  410. 

Of  the  first  fifty  Doges,  Jive  abdicated— Jiaa 
were  banished  with  their  eves  put  oat— JIaa 
Mere  MASSAcaaa — aad  nine  deposed;  so  that 
ainereeii  out  of  fiftv  lost  the  throae  by  violeacak 
besides  two  who  fell  ia  battle:  this  occurred 
long  previous  to  the  reign  of  Marino  Faliero. 
One  of  his  more  immediate  predecessors,  Aadrea 
Dandoloj  died  of  vexation.  Marino  Faliero  him- 
self perished  as  relatrd.  Amoagst  his  successoro. 
jPbvcar/,  after  seeinc  his  son  repeatedly  torturea 
and  baaished,  was  deposed,  and  died  of  breakiag 
a  blood-vessel,  oa  hearing  the  bell  of  Salat 
Mark's  toll  for  the  election  of  his  suceessor. 
Morosini  was  impeached  for  thn  loss  of  Candia; 
but  this  was  previous  to  his  dukedom,  duriag 
which  he  coaquered  the  Morea,  and  was  styloi 
the  Peloponnesiaa.    Faliero  might  truly  say, 

"Thou  dea  of  druakards  with  the  blood  af 
priaccs !  ** 
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MCCCLIV. 
MARINO  FALIERO,   DOGB  XLIX. 

"Fu  eletto  da  quarantuno  Elettorl,  tl  quale 
era  Gavaliere  e  Conte  di  Valdemariao  in  Trivl- 
giaaa,  ed  era  rieco,  e   si  trovava  Ambasoiador* 

a  Roma. E  cos)  a   di  11.  di  Settembro  fa 

create  11  prefato  Mariao  Faliero  Doge.  E  oa- 
bito  foroao  spedlte  lettere  al  detto  Doge,  il  qnala 
era  a  Roma  Oratore  al  Legato  di  Papa  Inno- 
cenxo  VI.   ch'cra  ia   Avigaoae.      Fu  preso  ael 

f^ran  Coasiclio  d*eieggrre  dodici  Ambasciadori 
ncontro  a  Mariao  Faliero  Doge  il  quale  veaiva 
da  Roma.  E  giunto  a  Chioggia,  II  Podesth  maadi 
Taddeo  Giustiaiaai  suo  figliuolo  incontro,  con 
quindici  Gansaruoli.  E  poi  veanto  a  S.  Cle- 
meate  nel  Hncintoro,  venne  an  gran  callgo,  mdeo 
che  il  Hncintoro  non  si  pote  levaae.  Laoade  11 
Doge  CO*  Geatiluomiai  aelle  piatte  veaaero  dl 
luago  in  questa  Terra  a'  5.  d'Ottobre  del  ltt4. 
E  dovcndo  smoatare  alia  riva  del  la  Paglia  par 
lo  caligo  aadarono  ad  Ismoatare  alia  riva  dclla 
Piaxsa  ia  messo  alio  due  Coloaae  dove  si  la  la 
Giastiiia,  che  fa  oa  mallisimo  augario.    B  a*  i. 
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era  aella  eofplrulonc,  pretero  di  elencre  ventl 
de'  prinarj  della  Terra,  di  |^unta  al  detto  Con- 
Higlio  a  consigliare,  bob  perS  ohe  poteMcro  net- 
tere  pallotta. 

B  chiamati  qnesti  veati  nel  Contfglio  de*  Dieci, 
fa  mandato  per  Metier  Marfao  Faliero  Doge, 
il  quale  aadava  pel  Palaiio  con  eran  gcnte,  gen- 
tiluomini,  e  altra  buona  gente,  che  non  tapeano 
aacora  come  il  fatto  ttava.  la  qncsto  tempo  fa 
coadotlo,  presn,  e  ligato,  Bertucei  Israello,  nno 
de'  Capi  del  trattato  per  que*  dl  Santa  Croce, 
e  ancora  fa  preto  Zanello  del  Brin,  Nicoletto  di 
Rom,  e  Nicoletto  Alberto,  il  Guardiaga,  e  altri 
uomini  da  mare,  e  d*  altre  eondisioni.  I  quali 
furonu  eiaminati,  e  trovata  la  verita  del  tradi- 
mento.  A  di  16.  d*Aprile  fa  ■enteaiiato  pel  detto 
Contiglio  de'  Dieci,  cbe  Filippo  Calandario,  e 
Bertncci  Israello  fontero  appiccati  alle  (/olonne 
rouse  del  baleonate  del  Palasio,  nelle  qaali  sta 
m  vedere  il  Do||[e  la  fetu  della  Gaccia.  E  cosi 
faroBo  appiccati  con  ipranghe  in  bocca.  E  nel 
giorno  tegnente  qnesti  faroao  coadannati,  Nie- 
eolb  Znecnolo,  IKtcoletto  Blondo,  iVicoletto  Doro, 
Marco  Ginda,  Jacomello  Dagoliao,  Nicoletto 
Fedele  figlinolo  di  Filippo  Calendaro,  Marco 
Torello  detto  Israello,  Stefano  Trivisano  Cam- 
biatore  di  Santa  Margberita,  Antonio  dalle 
Bendc.  Fnrono  tatti  presi  a  Cbiogria,  che  fug- 
givano,  e  dipoi  in  diversi  giomi  a  dne  a  dne,  e 
a  nno  a  nno,  per  sentensa  fatta  nel  detto  Con- 
aiclio  de'  Dieci,  fnrono  appiccati  per  la  gola 
alle  Colonne,  continnando  dalle  rosse  del  Pa- 
laizo,  segnendo  tin  verso  il  Caaale.  E  altri 
presi  furono  lasciati,  perche  nentirono  il  fatto, 
na  non  vi  fnrono  tal  cbe  fn  dato  lore  ad  iatea- 
dere  per  qnesti  capi,  che  vrniiisero  coU'  arme, 
per  prendero  alcnni  malfattori  in  servigio  della 
Signoria,  ne  altro  sapeano.  Fn  ancora  liberato 
l^^icoletto  Alberto,  il  Gnardiaga,  e  Bartolonuaeo 
C^rinola,  e  sno  figlinolo,  e  molti  altri,  che  bob 
erano  in  colpa. 

«'K  a  dl  16.  d'Aprile,  giorno  di  Venerdi,  ta 
Benteniiato  nel  detto  Conslglio  de*  Dieci,  di  ta- 
gliare  la  testa  a  Messer  Marino  Faliero  Doge 
«ul  pato  della  Scala  di  pierra,  dove  i  Dogi  ^iu- 
rano  il  prime  sagramento,  qaando  montano  prima 
fn  Palnixo.  E  cosj  scrrato  il  Palazso  la  mat- 
tina  segiieate  a  ora  di  Terva,  fa  tagliata  la 
testa  al  detto  Doge  a  di  17.  d'Aprile.  !E  prima 
la  beretU  fa  tolta  di  testa  al  detto  Doge,  avanti 
che  venisse  giii  dalla  Scala.  E  compiuta  la  giu- 
fltizia,  pare  che  un  Capo  de'  Dieci  andasse  alle 
Colonne  del  Palazzo  sopra  la  Piazza,  e  mo- 
Btrasse  la  spada  insangainata  a  tutti,  dicendo: 
E  Mtaia  fatta  la  gran  gitutizia  del  Traditvre, 
E  aperta  la  Porta  tiitti  entrarono  dcntro  cob 
gran  fnria  a  vedere  il  Doge,  ch'  era  stato  glu- 
■tiziato.  E'  da  sapere,  che  a  fare  la  dctta  gin- 
atizia  noa  fu  Ser  Giovanni  Sanudn  ilConsiglicre, 
perch^  era  aadato  a  casa  per  difetto  della  per- 
sona, sicch^  furono  qnaturdici  seli,  che  hallutta- 
rono,  cioc  cinque  (-onsiglieri,  e  nove  del  Coa- 
•iglio  de'  Diece.  E  fn  preso,  che  tiitti  i  bcni 
del  Doge  fosscro  coafiscati  nel  Comunc,  e  cosi 
degli  altri  traditori.  E  fn  concednto  al  detto 
Doge  pel  detto  Consiglio  de'  Dieci,  ch'  cgli  po- 
tesse  ordinare  del  sue  per  Ducati  due  mila. 
Ancora  fu  prrso,  che  tntti  i  (^onsiglieri,  e  Avo- 
gadori  del  Comnne.  que'  del  Consiglio  de'  Dieci, 
e  dHla  Giunta,  ch'  erano  stati  a  fare  la  dctta 
sentenza  del  Doge,  e  d'altri,  avessero  liccnza  di 
portar  arme  di  di  e  di  notte  in  Veuezia  e  da 
Grade  fino  a  Cavarzcre,  ch'  e  sotto  il  Dogato, 
con  due  fanti  in  vita  lore,  stando  i  fanti  con 
essi  in  casa  al  huu  pane  e  al  sue  vino.  E  chi 
Bon  avesse  fanli,  potesse  dar  tal  licenza  a'  suoi 
fiffliuoli  ovvero  fratelli,  due  pnru  e  non  piii. 
Eziandio  fu  data  llcrnza  dell'  arme  a  qnattro 
Nouj  della  (Tanccllcria,  cioo  della  Corte  Mag- 
giori',  che  fnrono  a  prendcre  le  dciiosizionl  e  in- 
quinizioni,  in  perpetuu  a  lore  hoII,  i  quali  fu- 
rono Amadio,  jNicolet'.o  di  Loreno,  Strtfanello. 
e  Pietro  de*  Compostelli,  Scrivani  de*  SigBurt 


di  Botte.  Ed  esseBdo  itatl  Impiecatl  I  traditori, 
e*  tagliata  la  testa  al  Doge,  nmase  la  Terra  ia 
rraB  riposo,  e  qniete.  E  come  in  una  Cronicm 
no  trovato,  fn  portato  il  Corpo  del  Doge  in  una 
barca  con  otto  doppieri  a  seppelire  nella  sua' 
area  a  San  Giovanni  e  Paolo,  la  quale  al  pro- 
sente  e  in  quelP  anJito  per  mezzo  la  Chiesuola 
di  Saata  Maria  della  Pace,  fatta  fare  pel  Vet- 
covo  Gabriello  di  Bergamo,  e  an  Cassone  di 
Pietra  con  qnoste  lettere.  Heie  jaeet  DominuM 
MariuuB  metro  Dux.  E  nel  gran  Consiglio  bob 
gli  e  state  fatto  aicnn  Brieve,  ma  il  luogo  vacuo 
con  lettere,  che  dicono  cosi:  Hie  est  Ueua  Ma- 
rini  FaletrOf  decapftati  pro  criminfbun.  E  pn^^* 
che  la  sua  casa  fosse  data  alia  Chiesa  di  Sant* 
Apostolo,  la  qnal  era  qnella  grande  sni  Ponte. 
lamen  vedo  il  contrario  che  e  pure  di  Ca  Fa- 
liero, o  che  i  Falieri  la  ricnperassero  con  daaari 
dalla  Chiesa.  Ne  voglio  restar  di  scrivere  al- 
cuai,  che  volerano,  che  fosse  messo  nel  sno 
breve,  cioi:  Marinu§  Fhieiro  Dux.  f^mrrftuB 
me  eepit.  Patwu  lui,  decapitatu^  pro  criminfbua. 
Altri  vi  fecero  na  Distico  assai  degno  al  sue 
merito,  il  quale  h  qnesto,  da  essere  posto  sa  la 
■na  sepnltura : 

^Dux  Fenetmn  jaeet  Aele,  patriam  ^i  pro- 
dero  tentan9, 

Seeptra,  decua,  cenncm,  perdidit,  atque  raput." 

•        •«••«••• 

*^Non  voglio  restar  di  scrivere  qnello  che  ho 
Irtto  in  nna  Croaica,  cio^,  che  Marino  Faliero 
trovandosi  Podesta  e  Capitaao  a  Treviso,  e  do 
veadosi  fare  naa  Processlone,  il  Vcscovo  strtte 
troppo  a  far  venire  il  Corpo  di  Crisio.  II  detto 
Faliero  era  di  taata  super bia  e  arrogaaza,  che 
diede  nn  bufTetto  al  prefato  Vescovo,  pt*r  modo 
ch'  egli  quasi  caddo  in  terra.  Pero  fu  pennmHo, 
che   il    Faliero  perdette   I'intellptto,   o   fece   la 

mala  morte,  come  ho  scritto  di  sopra." 

•  •  •  • 

Cronfea  di  Sonuto— Muratori  8.  S.  Renun  Ita- 
licarnm— vol.  »ii.  628—639. 


II. 

MCCCLIV. 
MARINO  FALIERO,  DOGE  XLIX. 

On  the  eleventh  dav  of  September,  in  the  year 
of  our  Lord  1354,  Marino  Faliero  was  elected 
and  chosen  to  be  the  Duke  of  the  C^ommonwcalth 
of  Venice.  He  was  t^ount  of  Valdemarino,  ia 
the  Marches  of  Treviso,  and  a  Knight  and  a 
wealthy  man  to  boot.  As  soon  as  the  election 
was  completed,  it  was  resolved  in  the  Great 
Council,  that  a  denotation  of  twelve  should  be 
despatched  to  Marino  Faliero  the  Dnke,  who 
was  then  on  his  way  from  Rome ;  for,  when  he 
was  chosen,  he  was  EmbaHsador  at  the  court  of 
the  llolv  Father,  at  Rome,— -the  Holy  Father 
himself  held  his  court  at  Avignon.  When  Mes- 
ser Marino  Faliero  the  Dnke  was  about  to  land 
in  this  city,  on  the  fifth  day  of  October,  13S4,  a 
thick  haze  came  on,  and  darkened  the  air;  and 
he  was  enforced  to  land  on  the  place  of  Saint 
Mark,  between  the  two  columns  on  the  spot 
where  evil  doers  are  put  to  death ;  and  all 
thought  that  this  was  the  worst  of  tokens. — Nor 
must  I  forget  to  write  that  which  I  have  read 
in  a  chronicle. — When  Metiser  Marino  Faliero 
was  podesta  and  (-aptain  of  Treviso,  the  Bishop 
delayed  coming  in  with  the  holy  sacrament,  on 
a  day  when  a  procession  was  to  take  place.  Now 
the  paid  Marino  Faliero  was  so  very  proud  and 
wrathful,  that  he  buffeted  the  Bishop,  aud  almost 
struck  him  to  the  ground.  And,  therefore,  llea- 
\rn  allowed  Mariiin  Faliero  to  go  out  of  his 
right  tientiep,  in  order  that  he  might  bring  him- 
self to  an  evil  death. 
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When  this  Doke  had  held  the  Dukedom  daring 
Bine  months  and  six  days,  he  being  wicked  and 
ambitious,  sought  to  make  himself  lord  of  Venice, 
in  the  manner  which  1  have  read  in  an  ancient 
chronicle.  When  the  Thursday  arrived  upon 
which  they  were  wont  to  hunt  the  Hull,  the  Bull- 
hunt  took  place  as  nsnal ;  and  according  to  the 
usage  of  those  times,  after  the  Bull-hunt  had 
ended,  they  all  proceeded  unto  the  palace  of 
the  Duke,  and  assembled  together  in  one  nf  his 
halls;  and  they  disported  tnemselves  with  the 
women.  And  until  the  first  bell  tolled  they 
danced,  and  then  a  banquet  was  served  up.  My 
Lord  tne  Duke  paid  the  expenses  thereof,  pro- 
vided he  had  a  Duchesf,  and  after  the  bant|aet 
the^  all  returned  to  their  homes. 

ISow  to  this  feast  there  came  a  certain  Ser 
Michele  Steno ,  a  gentleman  of  poor  estate  and 
very  young,  but  crafty  and  daring,  and  who 
loved  one  of  the  damsels  of  the  Duchess. — Ser 
Michele  stood  amongst  the  women  upon  the  so- 
lajo ;  and  he  behaved  indiscreetly ,  so  that  my 
Lord  the  Duke  ordered  that  he  should  be  kicked 
off  the  solajo;  and  the  Esquires  of  the  Duke 
flung  him  down  from  the  solajo  accordingly.  Ser 
Michele  thought  that  such  an  affront  was  beyond 
all  bearing:  and  when  the  feast  was  o\er,  and 
aU  other  persons  had  left  the  palace,  he,  con- 
tinning  heated  M'iih  anger,  went  to  the  hall  of 
audience,  and  wrote  certain  unseemly  words  re- 
lating to  the  Duke  and  the  Duchess,  upon  the 
chair  in  which  the  Duke  was  used  to  sit ;  for  in 
those  days  the  Duke  did  not  cover  his  chair  with 
eloth  of  sendal ,  but  he  sat  in  a  chair  of  wood. 
Ser  Michele  wrote  thereon : — Marin  Falfer,  the 
husband  of  the  fair  wife ;  other*  kiMt  her,  but  he 
keept  her."  In  the  morning  the  words  were  seen, 
anil  the  matter  was  considered  to  be  very  scan- 
dalous ;  and  the  Senate  commanded  the  Avoca- 
dori  of  the  Commonwealth  to  proceed  therein  with 
the  greatest  diligence.  A  lare esse  ol  creat  amount 
was  immediate^  proffered  oy  the  Avogadori  in 
order  to  discover  who  had  written  these  words. 
And  at  length  it  was  known  that  Michele  Steno 
had  written  them.  It  was  resolved  in  the  Council 
of  Forty  that  he  should  be  arrested ;  and  ho 
then  confessed  t  that  in  a  fit  of  vexation  and 
tpite,  occasioned  by  his  being  thrust  off  the  so- 
lajo in  the  presence  of  his  mistress ,  he  had 
written  the  words.  Therefore  the  (Council  debated 
thereon.  And  the  Council  took  his  youth  into 
consideration,  and  that  he  was  a  lover,  and 
therefore  they  adjudged  that  he  should  be  kept 
In  close  confinement  during  two  months,  and 
that  afterwards  he  should  be  banished  from  Ve- 
nice and  the  state  during  one  year.  In  conse- 
quence of  this  merciful  sentence  the  Duke  became 
exceedingly  wroth.  It  appearing  to  him  that  the 
Council  Bad  not  acted  in  such  a  manner  as  was 
required  by  the  respect  due  to  his  ducal  dignity  ; 
and  he  said  that  thev  ought  to  have  condemned 
Ser  Michele  to  be  hanged  by  the  neck ,  or  at 
least  to  be  banished  for  life. 

Now  it  was  fated  that  my  Lord  Duke  Marino 
was  to'have  his  head  cut  off.  And  as  it  is  ne- 
cessarv  when  any  effect  is  to  be  brought  about, 
that  the  cause  of  such  effect  must  happen,  it 
therefore  came  to  pass ,  that  on  the  very  day 
after  sentence  had  been  pronounced  on  Ser 
Michele  Steno,  being  the  first  day  of  Lent,  a 
Gentleman  of  the  house  of  Harbaro,  a  choleric  I 
Gentleman ,  went  to  the  arsenal  and  required  ' 
certain  things  of  the  masters  of  the  galleys.  I 
This  he  did  In  the  presence  of  the  Admiral  of 
the  arsenal,  and  he,  hearinc  the  reonest,  ans- 
wered,— \o,  it  cannot  be  oone.  —  High  words 
arose  between  the  Gentleman  and  the  Admiral, 
and  the  Gentleman  struck  him  with  his  fist  just 
above  the  eye;  and  as  he  happened  to  have  a 
ring  on  his  finger,  the  ring  cut  the  Admiral  and 
drew  blood.  The  Admiral,  all  bruised  and  bloody, 
ran  straight  to  the  Dnke  to  complain,  and  with 
the  intent  of  praying  hla  to  iaflict   some  heavj 


panlshneat  apon  tlie  Geatlemaa  of  Gi  Baki  f 
--*'What  wonidat  thon  have  n»e  da  fsr  tl>tr  . 
answered  the  Doke ; — ^^^tfalok  np«a  the  ikufl  * 
gibe  which  hath  beea  written  ooncenisfv 
and  think   on   the   maaaer   ia  which  thrj  kr 

Finnished  that  ribald  Miehele  Sleno,  wUvt 
t ;  and  aee  how  the    (JonncU  of  Party  toft 
our  person."* — Upon  thia  the  Admiral  asivm  I 
— '^My   Lord  Dake,    if  yon  won  Id  wish  uwk 
yourself  a  Prince  and    to  cnt  all  those  nd* 

fentlemen  to  piecea,  I  have  the  heart,  if  jai 
nt  help  me .  to  Bake  yon  Prince  id  tS\t 
state;  and  then  you  niny  pnnish  then  »ll- 
Heariag  this,  the  Duke  oaid :— '*How  cat  mt 
matter  be  brought  about?'* — and  so  tkjfr 
coursed  thereon. 

The  Duke  called  for    hia  nephew  Ser  Bn 
cio  Israello,  who  waa  exceedingly  wily  uitm 
ning.    'l*hen  takinr  counsel   amongst  thenw^<i 
they  agreed  to  catll  in  aome  others;  and  n.  ir 
several  nights    aucceaaively  ,    they  met  vi^> 
Duke  at  home  in  hia  palace.     And  the  feUira 
men   were    called    in    oinglv  ;   to    wit:  — Xiw 
Faginolo,  Giovanni  da  Corfu,   Stefaao,  \«m 
dalle  Bende,  Niccolo  Baondo,   aad  Ste(iu«Tn-  . 
visiano. — It  waa  concerted  that  sixteea  «r  ma  . 
teen  leaders  should  be  stationed  ia  variou  pm  > 
of  the  city,  each  betna  at  the  head  of  f*rtj  sa 
armed  and  prepared ;  but  the  followers  sfR  m  ' 
to  know  their  destination.  On  the  appoiiMht  . 
they  were  to  make   affrays   amongst  ikrnK>e 
here  and  there,    in  order  that   the   Dike  sitk: 
have   a  pretence   for    tolling    the  be  lb  if  $■>  i 
Marco :   these  bells  are  never    rang  hsi  b;  w 
order  of  the  Doke.     And    at   the   soosd  W  ^  ' 
bells,   these    sixteen    or    seventeen,  witt  tide 
followers,  were  to  come  to  JSan  Marco,  tknul 
the  streets  which  open    upon   the  Ptana.  i^i 
when  the  noble  aad  leading  citisens  A—iitm 
Into  the  Piaxxa,    to  know  the  cause  of  tknit   i 
then  the  conspirators  were  to  cnt  them  is  m«h 
and  this  work  being  finished ,    my  Lord  Mvm  | 
Faliero  the  Duke  waa  to  be  proclaimed  tkLtfi 
of  Venice.    Things    having    been    thas  MOi/i 
they  agreed  to  fulfil  their  latent  on  HerfsMh* 
the  fifteenth  day  of  April,  in  the  year  Km-  k 
covertly  did  they  plot ,  that  no  one  ever  drctf 
of  their  machinatioaa. 

But  the  Lord ,    who   hath   always  helped  iks 
most  glorious  city ,  aad    who ,    io%-iag  its  n^b-    . 
eonsness  aad  holtaets,   hath    never  forssktt^   < 
inspired    one   Beltramo    Bergamases  u  k  :b 
cause  of  brin|ing  the  plot  to  light  ia  the  Hh«- 
ing  manner.    This   Deltramo .    who  belsifH  v 
Ser  Niccolo  Lloni  of  Santo  Stefane ,  had  bc«H    i 
a  word  or  two  of  what    was  to  take  place:  mi    I 
so,  in  the  before-mentioned  month  of  April,  b 
went  to  the  house  of  the    aforesaid    Ser  \ii^ 
Lioai,  aad  told   him  all  the    partlcalar*  sfib 
plot.    Ser   Niccolo,    when    he    heard  all  thm 
things,  was  struck  dead,  as  it  were,  withaffrifb. 
He  heard    all   the    particulars,    and  Beltrsat 
prayed  him  to  keep  it   all  aecret  ;  and,  if  k 
told  Ser  IVIccolo,    it    was    la   order  thai  $(f 
Niccolo  might  atop  at  home  on  the  fiftefnk  d 
April,  and  thus    sa«e   his  life.    Beltraas  «• 

King,  but  Ser  Niccolo  ordered    his  ser^aanft 
y  hands  npoa  him  and  lock  bin  up.    Ser  ^v-    ■ 
colo  then  went  to  the  bonne  of  MesserGitvuu 
Gradenigo  Nasoal,  who  afterwards  became  Dtfcc 
and  who  also  lived  at  Saaio   Siefaao ,  and  tfki 
him  all.    The  matter  seemed  to  him  to  hesf  b> 
very  greatest  importance,  as  indeed  it  was :  sii 
they  two  went  to  the  house  of   Ser  Marcs  t'•^    ' 
naro,   who  lived  at  Saa    Felice;  aad.  hi^br 
apokea  with  him,  they  all  three  then  detrmisr^ 
to  go  back  to  the  house  of  Ser  Kiccals  Lisai  ■ 
examine  the  said   Beltramo;  aad   havfag  f0» 
tioned  him ,  aad  beard  all   that  be  baJ  ta  mt 
they  left  him   ia   coaffnemeat.     And  ihea  i^    * 
all  three  went  into  the  tacrtaty  of  Saa  Sahaiifv 
•ad  seat  their  ■*■  ia  twuMB  the  Cmaml)^ 
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the  Avogadori,  tke  Cftpi  de'  Died,  ud  dkMe  of 
tke  OreAt  Coaaeil. 

When  all  were  aMeaMed,  tke  wkole  itorr 
wee  told  to  then.  Tkej  were  atraek  demd,  ae  ft 
were  ,  witk  aJTright.  Tkey  detennbied  to  lemd 
for  BeltruM.  He  was  brought  in  before  tbea. 
They  eiamioed  him  and  afcertained  that  the 
natter  waa  tme ;  and ,  althongh  they  were  ex- 
ceedingly tronbled,  yet  they  determined  upon 
their  meaanref.  And  they  sent  for  the  Capi  de* 
i;^aaranu,  the  Sigaori  di  Notte,  the  Caiii  do* 
Seotieri ,  and  the  Cinq  no  della  Pace ;  and  they 
were  ordered  to  aaeoeiate  to  their  men   other 


£ood  men  and  tme ,  who  were  to  proceed  to  the 
ontee  of  the  ringleaders  of  the  concntracy  and 
oceiire  them.    And  they  teen  red  the  foremen  of 


the  araenal,  in  order  that  the  eonipiratora  might 
■ot  do  miachief.  Towarda  nightfhll  they  attem- 
bled  in  the  palace.  When  they  were  aiaembled 
in  the  palace,  they  caosed  the  gates  of  the  qua- 
drangle of  the  palace  to  be  shot.  And  they  sent 
to  the  keeper  of  the  bell-tower  and  forbade  the 
tolling  of  the  bells.  All  this  was  carried  into 
effect.  The  before-mentioned  conspirators  were 
secured ,  and  they  were  broavht  to  the  palace ; 
and  as  the  Council  of  Ten%w  that  the  Duke 
was  in  the  plot,  they  resolved  that  twenty  of 
the  leading  men  of  the  state  should  be  associated 
to  them,  for  the  purpose  of  consultation  and  de- 
liberation, but  that  they  should  not  be  allowed 
to  ballot. 

These  twenty  were  accordingly  called  in  to 
the  Council  of  Ten;  and  they  sent  for  my  Lord 
Marino  Faliero  the  Duke;  and  my  Lord  Marino 
was  then  consorting  in  the  palace  with  neople 
of  great  estate,  gentlemen,  and  other  good  men, 
■one  of  whom  knew  yet  how  the  fact  stood. 

At  the  same  time  Bertuccio  Israello ,  who ,  aa 
one  of  the  ringleaders,  was  to  head  the  con- 
opi  raters  in  Santa  Cro^,  was  arrested  and  bonnd, 
and  brought  before  the  Council.  Zanello  del 
Brio,  Nicoletto  di  Rosa .  Nicoletto  Alberto ,  and 
the  Guardiaga,  were  also  taken,  tocether  with 
aeveral  seamen,  and  peonle  of  various  ranks. 
These  were  examined,  ana  the  troth  of  the  plot 
was  ascertained. 

On  the  siiteenth  of  April  Jadament  was  given 
In  the  Council  of  Ten ,  that  Filippo  Calendario 
and  Bertuccio  Israello  should  be  hanged  upon 
the  red  pillars  of  the  balcony  of  the  palace,  from 
which  the  Duke  is  woat  to  look  at  the  Bull-huat: 
and  they  were  hanged  with  gaga  in  their  mouths. 

The  next  day  the  following  were  condemned : 
— Niccolo  Zuceuolo,  Nicoletto  Blonde,  Nicoletto 
Doro,  Marco  Giuda,  Jaoomello  Dagolino,  Nico- 
letto Fidele,  the  son  of  Filippo  Calendaro,  Mar- 
co Torello ,  called  Israello ,  Stefano  Trivisano, 
the  monev-changer  of  Santa  Margherita,  and 
Antonio  dalle  Bende.  These  were  all  taken  at 
Chiossa,  for  they  were  endeavouring  to  escape. 
Afterwards,  bv  virtue  of  the  sentence  which  was 
passed  upon  them  in  the  Council  of  Ten,  they 
were  hanged  on  successive  days,  some  singly 
and  some  in  couples ,  upon  the  columns  of  the 
palace,  begianing  from  the  red  columns ,  and  so 
going^  onwards    towards   the  canal.    And    other 

Erisoners  were  discharged,  because,  although  they 
ad  been  involved  in  the  conspiracy,  yet  they 
had  Bot  assisted  in  It:  for  they  were  given  to 
anderstand  by  some  of  the  heads  of  the  plot, 
that  they  were  to  come  armed  and  prepareo  for 
the  service  of  the  state,  and  in  order  to  oecure 
certain  crimiaals ,  and  they  knew  nothing  else. 
Nicoletto  Alberto,  the  Guardiaga,  and  Bartolom- 
■CO  Ciruola  and  his  son,  and  several  ethers, 
who  were  not  guilty,  were  discharged. 

On  Friday ,  the  sixteenth  ilay  of  April .  Jndg- 
■ent  was  also  given ,  in  the  aforesaid  Coundl 
•f  Ten,  that  my  Lord  Marino  Faliero,  the  Duke, 
ahonld  have  his  head  cut  off,  and  that  the  exe- 
cotion  ahonld  be  done  on  the  landing  •  place  of 
the  stone  aUircase ,  where  the  Dukes  take  their 
aatk  when  they  Acit  catar  tha  palaaa.    Oa  the 


following  day,  the  seventeenth  of  April,  the  doora 
of  the  palace  being  shut,  the  Duke  had  his  head 
cut  off,  about  the  hour  of  noon.  And  the  cap  of 
estate  was  taken  from  the  Duke's  head  before 
he  came  down  stairs.  When  the  execution  waa 
over .  it  is  said  that  one  of  the  Council  of  Tea 
went  to  the  colamns  of  the  palace  over  againat 
the  place  of  St.  Mark ,  and  that  he  showed  the 
bloody  sword  unto  the  people,  crying  out  with  a 
loud  voice— **The  terrible  doom  hath  fallea  upoa 
the  traitor !**<-and  the  doors  were  opened,  aad 
the  people  all  rushed  ia,  to  see  the  corpse  of 
the  Duke,  who  had  been  beheaded. 

It  must  be  known,  that  Ser  Giovanni  Saaado, 
Ae  councillor,  was  not  present  when  the  afore- 
said sentence  was  pronounced ;  because  he  waa 
unwell  and  renMined  at  home.  So  that  only 
fourteen  ballotted ;  that  is  to  say ,  five  council- 
lors, nnd  nine  of  the  Council  of  Ten.  And  it 
waa  a«Hudged ,  that  all  the  lands  and  chattels  of 
the  Duke,  aa  well  as  of  the  other  traitors,  should 
be  forfeited  to  the  state.  And,  as  a  graee  tn 
the  Duke,  it  was  resolved  in  the  Council  of  Tea, 
that  he  should  be  allowed  to  dispose  of  two 
thousaad  ducata  out  of  his  own  property.  And 
it  waa  reaolved,  that  all  the  couadllors  and  all 
the  Avogadori  of  the  commonwealth,  those  of 
the  Council  of  Tta,  and  the  members  of  the 
Junta  who  had  assisted  in  passing  sentence  on 
the  Duke  and  the  other  traitors,  should  have  the 
privilege  of  carrying  arms  both  by  day  and  by 
night  in  Teniae,  and  from  Grade  to  Cavasere. 
And  they  were  also  to  be  allowed  two  footmea 
carrying  nrms,  the  aforesaid  footmen  living  and 
boarding  with  them  in  their  own  hoasea.  And 
he  who  did  not  keep  two  footmen  might  transfer 
the  privilege  to  his  sons  or  his  brothers.;  bat 
only  to  two.  Permission  of  carry ina  arma  waa 
also  granted  to  the  four  Notaries  of  the  Chaa- 
eerr,  that  Is  to  say,  of  the  Supreme  Court,  who 
took  the  depositions ;  and  they  were  A  medio, 
Nicoletto  dl  Lerino ,  Stelfoaello ,  and  Pietro  de 
Compoatelli,  the  secretaries  of  the  Signori  di  Notte. 


After  the  traitors  had  bee  a  hanged ,  and  the 
Duke  had  had  his  head  cutoff,  the  state  remain- 
ed in  great  traaquillity  and  peace.  And,  as  I 
have  read  in  a  chronicle,  the  corpse  of  the  Duke 
waa  removed  In  a  barge,  with  eight  torches,  to 
his  tomb  In  the  church  of  San  Giovanni  e  Paolo, 
where  it  was  buried.  The  tomb  is  now  in  that 
aisle  In  the  middle  of  the  little  church  of  SaaU 
Maria  della  Pace,  which  was  built  by  Bishop 
Gabriel  of  Bergamo.  It  Is  a  coffin  of  stone, 
with  these  words  engraved  thereon :  Ueie  Jaeet 
Mfomimu  Mmrinm  FbJefro  Dux." -And  they  did 
not  paint  his  portrait  in  the  hall  of  the  Great 
Council: — But  in  the  place  where  it  ought  to 
have  been,  you  see  these  words  i-^Hie  ti  leeas 
Matimi  FUeiv  deeapit^i  pro  ertmMkmtT' — %md 
It  Is  thought  that  his  house  waa  granted  to  the 
church  or  Sent*  Apostolo ;  It  was  that  great  one 
Bear  the  bridge.  Yet  this  could  not  be  the  case, 
or  else  the  Ikmlly  bought  It  baeh  from  the 
eharch;  for  It  still  belongs  to  Ch  Faliero.  I 
must  Bot  refrain  from  noting,  that  aome  wished 
to  write  the  fallowiag  words  in  the  place  where 
his  portrait  ought  to  have  been,  aa  sbresaid:— 
"Marfnua  Pkletro  Dux,  temeritoB  me  oepit,  pamas 
Iui2  detepitatua  pre  er<mfo/tas."— Others ,  also, 
indited  a  couplet,  worthy  of  being  Inseribed  upon 
hia  tomb: 

**Ihue  Vemeium  Jaeat  heie,  pairiam  qui  prodere 

tenfass, 
^Seeptra,  deeu§,  oentum,  perdidit ,  atf«e  caput." 


111. 

^Al  gievaae  Doge  Aadrea  Daadolo  suecedetta 
aa  veaehie,  U  qaale  tardi  si  peae  al  tlmoae  della 
lapvbhUea,  mm  aamprc  prima  dl  faal,  aha  faaea 
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BOB  ti  cMieedetto  a  me9tmm  Bltm**  mfndi 
the  hifk  Mte«»  is  wkich  ke  aiBrt  knckm 
keld.  Mkljy  That  he  Aoii  a  repalatiea  fm» 
dom,  enly  forfeitc»d  bj  tke  last  eatcr^hr  tf 
hit  life,  **8{  neorpo  per  taati  aaai  ua  ha 
faoM  di  tapieasa/* — ^*'He  had  aearpcd  far  i 
mmnj  Tears  a  false  fame  of  wiedoai ;  '*  nikr  i 
diflficDlt  task  I  skoold  tkink.  Peaple  are  pvr 
ally  foaad  oat  before  eigkty  yean  of  a^r.  a 
least  Id  a  repnblie. 

From  these,  aad  tke  other  kistoricol  ssa 
wkick  I  kave  eoUected,  it  aiay  he  iaferrdna 
Marino  Faliero  pooseooed  mmmj  of  tke  ^mlina 
bat  aot  tke  saoceso  of  a  kero ;  aad  tkat  hit  ya 
aioBs  were  too  violeut.  Tke  paltry  aad  ipaiw 
accoaat  of  Dr.  Moore  fallo  to  tke  grsoa^  h- 
trareh  says,  "tkat  tke  re  kad  keea  bo 
eveat  ia  his  times"  (our  iiimem  literallj), 
tempi,'*  ia  luly.  He  alao  differ*  from  thr  ko 
toriaa  ia  sayiac  tkat  Faliero  was  oa  the  kaai 
of  the  JRhone/*  fastead  of  at  Rome,  whn  dw 
ed;  the  othifr  aeeooato  aay,  that  tke  d( 
of  the  Veaetiaa  seaate  met  him  at 
How  this  nmy  have  keea,  it  io  aot  far  or  a 
decide,  aad  is  of  aa  great  importaace.  Had  Kk 
ama  aaceeeded,  he'iroald  have  ckaaaei 


kaaged  thekB 
of  VoBice,  aad  perhaps  of  Italy.  As  it  ia,  vki 
ore  tkey  botkl 


d*  aopo  a  Ini ,  ed  alia  patria :  egU  &  MariBO 

Faliero,  peraonaggio  a  me  aoto  per  aatica  dimes- 

tiehessa.    Falsa  «ra  V  opiniose  iaioroo  a  lai, 

giacche  egli  ai  moatr6  foraito   pih  di  corraggio, 

che  di  aeoBo.    I^un    pago  dells  prima  dignlth, 

eBtr6  COB  aiBistro   piede  ael   pabolico  Palsaao: 

imperciocehe  questo  Doge  deiVeoeti,  msgistrato 

sacro  ia   tutti  i  secoli,    che    dsgli  aatichi   fo 

sempre  vesersto  qaal  aome  is  qaella  citta ,   V 

altr'  jeri  fo   dccollato  ael  vestibolo  delP  istcsso 

Palasso.    Diacorrerei   fis   d41  priacipio  le  caase 

di  on  tale  evenlo,  ae  cosi  vario,  cdambigao  bob 

nc  fosse  il  grido.     Neaauno  pero   lo  acoaa,  totti 

aflTermano,  che  egll  abbia  voluto  caagiar  qaalche 

coaa  aeir  ordiac  dells  repubblics  s  lai  trsmss- 

dato  dsi  msggiori.    Che  deaidersvs  egli  di  pik? 

Io  aoB  d*  avviso,   che  egli  abbia  otteaato   cib, 

che  BOB  si  concedelte  a  aessaa  altro:  meatre 

adempivs  gli  aflicj  di  legsto  presso  il  Poatefice,  e 

salle  rive  del  Rodsno  trsttsvs  Is  psce,  che  io  prima 

di  loi  svevo  iadsrao  teststo  di  coachiadere ,  gli 

fh  cosferito  V  oBore  del  Ducato,  che  mh  chiedeva, 

uh    s'sspettsvs.      Torosto    ia  patria,    peasb  a 

qaello,  cai  bossbbo  bob  pose  meate  giammai,  e 

soffri  qaello,  che  a  siaso  scesdde  nmi  di  soffriro: 

giacche  in  quel  luogo  celeberrimo,  e  chiariaaimo. 

e  bellissimo  iafrs  tatti  qaelli,  che  io  vidi.  ove  I 

anol  antensii  svevaao  ricevoti  grsadiasimi  oBori 

in  messo  alio  pomne  triosfsli,  ivi  egli  fa  trsaci- 

BSto  in  modo  servile,   c  spogi  into '  del  le  issegae 

ducsli,  perdette  la  tests,  e  mscchib  col  proprio 

ssngae  le  soglie  del  tempio,  V  strio  del  Pslssso. 

e  le  scale  msrmoree  rcndnte  spesse  volte  iUnstri 

o  dalle  solenni  festlvlta ,   o  dslle   ostili  spoglie. 

Ho  notsto  il  luogo,  ors  note  il  tempo:  h  V  snno 

del  Nstsle  di  Cristo  1355,  fa  il  giorno  18.  d*A- 

prile.    Si  slto  e  il   grido  spsrso,  che  se  slcnno 

esaminerh  la  disciplina,  clccostamsBxedi  quells 

citta,  e  quanta  mntsmento  di  cose  veaga  misac- 

cisto  dalls  raorte  di  aa  sol  uomo   ( qusntonqae 

moiti  sltri,  come  narrsno,   essendo  complici,  o 

snbirono   risteiiso   sopplicio,   o  lo  sspettsno)  si 

sccorgers ,  che  nails   di  piii  grsade  avvease  ai 

nostri  tempi    nelP  Itslis.    Tu   forse  qnl  stteadi 

il  mio  giudizio:  assolvo  il  popolo,  se  credere 

alls  fsms ,   beschi  sbbis  potato  e  csstigsre  pia 

mitemeote,  e  cob  msggior  dolcessa  vesdicsre  il 

Buo  dolore:   ms  bob  cosi  fscilmeate,  si  modera 

UB*  irs  giusts  iusieme,  e  grsade  ia  ua  aameroso 

popolo  priBcipalmeate ,   ael  quale   il  preeiaitoso, 

ed  iastabiie  volgo  agossa  gli  atimoli  deir  ira- 

condls  con  rspidi,  e  sconsiglisti  clsmoH.  Compa- 

tisco,  e  neir   istesso  tempo   mi  adiro  coa  qaeli" 

isfelice   uomo,   il   qnsle  sdorso  dl  us*   iasolito 

onore,  non  so,  che  coss  si  volesse  aegli  estremi 

BBsi  dells  sus  vita:   la  cslsmits  di  Tui  divieae 

sempre  pib  grsve,  perche  dslls  seBtenss  contrs 

di  esso  promulgsts  spperirh,  che  egli  fo  bob 

solo  misero,  ms  iassao,  e  domeote,  e  che  coa 

vsse  srti  si  usurpb  per  tssti  saai  aasfslssfsms 

di  sspienss.    Ammosisco  1  Dogi,  i  qasli  gli  suc- 

cedecsBBo,  che  questo  e  ua  esempio  posto  ia- 

aansi  ai  lore  occhi,   quale  specchio,  sel  quale 

vcggsBO  di  eaaere  bob  Sigaon ,  ma  Daci ,  aasi 

aemmeao  Duol ,  aia  oaoratl  aervf  della  Repab- 

blica.    Tu  ata  saao ;  e  giacehi  flattoaao  le  pab- 

bliehe  cose,  ofonismoci  di  goveraar  modostlssi- 

msmeate  i  privsti  aostri  sflsri.** 
The  above  lulisa  traaslatioa  from  the  Latia 

epistles  of  Petrarch  proves— Istly,  That  Msriao 

Faliero  wss    s  persoBsl    friead  of  Petrarch's: 

*^aatica    dimeatichesza.*^    old    iatimacy.    is    the 

phrase  of  the  poet.    Sdly,  That  Petrarch  thought 

that  he  had  more  coorsge  thsa  coadoct.  **pia  dl 

e^rmggio  che  di  seoBo.''    Sdly,  That  there  was 

some  Jealousy   oa  the  part  oi  Petrsrch ;  for  he 

ssys   thst   Msriao   Fsliero  wss   trestiag  of  the 

pesee  which  he  himself  hsd  ^^vsisly  atteanited 

to  coBcInde."'     4thly,  Thst  the  hoaoor  of  the 

Dukedom    wss    eouferred    anon  him,  which  he 

■either  soaght  aor  evpected^  "eke  mk  ektedeva  i  pas  poar  rameaer 

m^  aspettava/*  aad  wkick  kB4  mavat  \««a  nBavV^MfMLNwa  iVmda  daao  la  alas  bsBlnam 
€4  to  aay  otkar  ia  like  elrasanftaasea  ^  *»^^  <km\  iia4*iBKt%»aiikatoa.^sMa\Wtosata  4w 
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IV. 

Bstrait  de  tHUtoirt  dm  U  Rt^mUifmm  it  r«aic 
far  Daru,  ton.  ▼.  livre  an  v. 

*'A  cea  attaquea  ai  freqneatea  qae  le  gmve 
aemeat  dirigesit  coatre  le  clerge,  a  act  liBo 
etabliea  estre  lea  differeaa  coroa  eoasiitsri  a 
ces  eatreprises  do  la  maaoe  de  la  aobleMc  ca 
tre  lea  depositairea  do  poavoir,  k  taotn  en 
propoaitioBS  d'iBBOvatioa  qui  oe  termisaieni  l» 
jaurs  psr  des  coups  d*etat ;  il  faat  ajaaicrue 
autre  cause  bob  moiaa  propre  a  araoam  ^ 
me'pria  dea  ascieaaea  doctriaeo,  crjraa  ftfm 
de  la  corruption. 

Cette  liberte  de  mmara,  qn*oa  avait  loaf ^Mf* 
vsntde  comme  le  chsraae  priacipai  de  Is  mbca 
de  Vesise,  dtsit  deveaae  aa  deoordre  acaa^iif 
le  liea  da  mariage  etait  aaaiao  aacra  dm*  a 
paya  cstholioae  qae  daao  ceox  ok  lea  laii  dd- 
les  et  religteBaeo  penaetteat  de  le  dinasia' 
Faute  de  poavoir  rompre  le  eoatrat,  aa  mff*- 
aait  qa'il  a'avait  Jamais  eiiattf,  et  loo  majsv* 
Bullite,  alldgada  avee  iapadear  par  las  sfMi« 
etaieat  admis  avee  la  aidBe  facuite  ysr  ia 
msgistrats  et  par  dea  prdCre*  dgslemcat  «^ 
rompns.  Ces  divorcee  colores  d*aa  aatra  am 
deviareat  ai  frdqaeas,  qae  Tacta  le  plas  iBfa> 
tsat  de  la  aocidte  civile  ae  troava  de  la  cnft- 
teaee  d'oa  tribaaal  d*exoeptioa,  et  qae  ce  M  > 
Is  police  de  reprimer  le  scaadale.  Le  c«aS 
de  dix  ordoaaa,  ea  1781,  qae  toate  frmaf .  r*' 
iateaterait  uaa  deauada  ea  diaoolatioa  dtas- 
risge,  aerait  obligde  d*ea  atteadra  lo  fagaamt 
dsaa  aa  covreat  qae  le  trikaaal  ddaigaui*' 
Bieatdt  apria  il  tfvoqaa  devaat  lai  toaim  la 
caaseo  de  cette  aatare.  Cat  empidtcmsat  la 
la  Jariadictioa  eoeldsiaatiqae  ayaas  eccorimm 
des  rdclaaMtioBS  de  la  part  de  la  oaar  de  toot. 
le  eoaaeil  se  rdserra  le  draft  de  deboatcr  ki 
dpoax  de  lear  demaade ;  et  eaaaeatit  k  Is  *•- 
voyer  devaat  Tofllcialitd,  taataa  lea  Ibk  fil 
ae  Taaralt  pas  rejetee. 

II  y  eat  aa  momeat,  ak  aaaa  daata  Io  itaiw 
aemeat  des  fortaaea,  la  parte  das  faaacs  gm, 
lea  discordes  domestlqaao,  deteraUairtai  b 
goBveraemeat  k  a*ecarter  dea  maximes  fi^ 
s*dtait  faites  sar  la  libertd  de  nmars  qati  fK- 
metuit  k  sea  sajeta :  oa  ekaaaa  de  Vaaiae 
lea  coartisaaes.    Mais 
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dant  1m  cloltrM)  et  Toa  M  emt  oblig^  d« 
j^ppeler,  dMadeinniier  *)  m^Die  det  femmea,  qui 
•orpreaaient  qaeloiefoit  d'tatpoitaai  tecrett,  et 
qa'oa  poavait  employer  atileraeat  k  miner  des 
koinmes  qae  lenr  fortime  aarait  pa  rendre  daii- 
gereux.  JDepuit,  la  licence  est  tonjonra  allee 
croissant,  et  Ton  a  vd  non-senlenent  dei  meree 
trafiqaer  de  la  virfiaite  de  lenrt  fillea,  malt  la 
vend  re  par  na  coatrat,  doat  raatlieaticite  etait 

Krantie  par  la  ligaatare  d'aa  officier  pablic,  et 
rxecntioa  bIm  seat  la  protectioa  del  lots. 

fjes  parloin  dee  coaveatf  o^  dtaieat  reafer- 
Btees  let  fillea  aoblef.  lee  maiaoaa  dea  conrti- 
■aaes,  qnoiqae  la  police  y  eatretlat  solgaeate- 
neat  ua  giaad  aombre  de  anrveillaat,  etaieat 
let  tcalt  poiatt  de  reoaioa  de  la  tocidte  de  Te- 
■ite,  et  daat  cet  deux  eadroitt  ti  divert  oa 
etait  egaleweat  libra.  L%  matiqne,  let  colla- 
tioat,  la  galaaterie,  a'etaieat  pat  plat  iaterditet 
daat  let  aarloirt  qae  daat  let  catiat.  II  y  avait 
■a  graad  aoaibre  de  catiat  dettiaet  aax  rda- 
Bioat  pabliqoet,  oh  le  Jen  dtait  la  priacipale 
oecopatioa  de  la  tocietd.  C^etait  aa  tiafmier 
apectacle  de  voir  aatear  d*aae  table  det  pertoa- 
Bet  det  deax  texet  ea  matqae,  et  det  gravet 
pertoaaacet  ea  robe  de  laagittratare,  iMploraat 
le  hatard,  pattaat  det  aagoittet  da  ddtetpoir 
aax  illatioat  de  Tetperaaee,  et  eeU  taat  profd- 
rer  oae  parole. 

Let  richet  avaieat  det  catiat  particallert ; 
Bait  ilt  y  vivaieat  avee  myttire;  leart  fenmet 
delaitseet  troovaieat  aa  dedonuaafemeat  daat 
la  libertd  doat  ellet  Joaittaieat.  La  cerraptioa 
det  rateart  let  avait  privdet  de  toat  lear  em- 
pire; oa  vieat  de  pareoarir  toote  Thittoire  de 
Veaite,  et  oa  ae  let  a  pat  vaet  oae  teale  foit 
eiercer  la  moladre  iaflaeace/* 


V. 

From  tbe  preteat  deeav  aad  degeaeracy  of 
Veaiee  aader  the  Barbariant,  tbere  are  tome 
boaoarable  iadividual  exceptioat.  There  it  Pat- 

aaaligo,  the  latt,  aad,  alat!  fottkumoua  tea  of 
be  marriage  of  the  Doget  with  the  Adriatic, 
who  foaght  hit  frigate  with  Ihr  greater  gallaat- 
wy  thaa  aay  of  hit  Preach  coadjatort  ia  the 
Bemorable  actioa  off  Litta.  I  came  home  ia  the 
aqaadroa  with  the  priset  ia  1811,  aad  recollect 
to  have  heard  Sir  William  Hotte,  aad  the  other 
ofRcert  eacaged  ia  that  glorioat  eoaflict,  tpeak 
ia  the  hinett  termt  of  Patqaaligo^t  behaviour. 
There  it  the  Abbate  Morelli.  There  it  Alvite 
Queriai,  who,  after  a  long  aad  hoaoarable  di- 
plomatic career,  fiadt  tome  coatolatioa  for  the 
wroagt  of  hit  coaatry,  ia  the  portnitt  of  lite- 
ratare  with  hit  aephew,  Vittor  Beaioa,  the  toa 
of  the  celebrated  beaaty,  the  heroiae  of  **La 
Bioadiaa  ia  Goadoletta.**  There  are  the  patri- 
ciaa  poet  Morotiai,  aad  the  poet  Lamberti,  the 
•Bthor  of  the  **Bieadiaa*^  aad  maay  other  et- 
tlmable  prodoetiont ;  and,  not  leatt  ia  aa  Englith- 
BMa*t  ettimatioa,  Madame  Michelli,  the  traat- 
lator  of  Shaktpeare.  There  are  the  yonag 
Daadolo,  aad  the  improvitatore  Carrer,  aad 
Gioteppe  Albristl,  the  accompllthed  toa  of  aa 
accomplished  mother.  There  ft  Aglietti,  aad, 
were  there  aothiag  elte,  there  it  the  immortal- 
ity of  Caaova.  Cicogaara,  Mattoxithl,  Bacati, 
I  do  aot  reckoa,  becaote  the  oae  it  a  Greek, 
■ad  the  othert  were  bora  at  leatt  a  haadred 
■lilct  off,  which,  throaghout  Italy,  coattitotet, 
if  aot  a  /feigner,  otiemtt  a  atrtmger  (forettiere}* 


*)  Le  decret  de  rappel  let  desigaait  toot  le 
aom  de  ao4lre  benemerfte  merttrM.  Oa  lear 
assigna  uu  foods  ct  des  maitoas  appeleet,  Cmae 
raataaae,  d*oii  vieat  la  deaoniaatioa  iajarieute 


VI. 

EstrtUt    de  tWafirt  LUtinirt   d^ItaUe,   par 
Oingueu^,  tom.  ix,  chap,  xxxvi. 

**I1  y  a  aae  prddictioa  fort  tiagali^re  tar  Ve- 
aite :  **Si  ta  ae  changet  pat ,"  dit-il  k  cette  re- 
pobliqae  alti^re,  "ta  liberte ,  qai  ddjk  t^eafuit, 
ae  eomptera  pat  oa  ti^cle  aprdt  la  milli^me 
aaade.** 

"Ea  faitaat  remoater  Tepoqae  de  la  libertd 
Vdaitieaae  jatqa*a  re'tablittcmeat  da  gouverae- 
meat  seat  leqael  la  rdpabliqae  a  flear^  on  troa- 
vera  qae  relectioa  da  premier  Doge  date  de 
897,  et  ti  Tea  y  ajoate  aa  ti^cle  apr&s  mi  lie, 
€>tt  h  dire  ease  eeatt  aat,  oa  troavera  eacore 
qne  le  teat  de  la  predictioa  ett  Utteralemeat 
eelai-ei:  "Ta  libertd  ae  eomptera  pat  jatqa*h 
Taa  1797.*'  Rappelea-vont  maiateaaat  que  Ve 
aise  a  cettd  d'dtre  Ubre  ea  I'aa  ciaq  de  la  re- . 
pabliqae  Praa^aite,  oa  ea  1/96;  voat  verres 
qa'il  a'y  eat  iamatt  de  prddictioa  Vlo^  pr^cite  et 
plat  poactaellemeat  talvie  de  I'effet.  Voat  ao- 
teres  doae  comma  tr^t-remarqoablet  cet  troft 
vert  de  TAIamanal,  adreatdt  )i  veaite,  qae  per 
toaae  poartaat  a*a  remarqadt: 

Se  aea  eoagf  petuier,  ttm  teeel  tele 
Aea  eeaf  erd  sopra  'I  aUUetlme  aane 
Jka  Ukertk,  eke  aa  /■ggtBde  a  veld. 

Biea  det  prophdtlet  oat  pattd  pear  tellet,  et 
biea  det  geat  oat  dtd  appeldt  prophetet  h  meil- 
lear  Barehd.** 

VII. 

The  author  of  "Sketchet  Detcriptivo  of  Italy," 
oae  of  the  haadred  toart  lately  poblithed,  it 
extremely  aaxloat  to  ditdaim  a  potsible  charge 
of  plagiarism  from  "Childe  Harold'*  aad  "Beppo.** 
He  adds,  that  ttill  lett  coald  thit  pretamed 
coiaddeace  arite  from  "my  coavertatioa,"  at  he 
had  repemtediff  deeiined  mm  intredmetiem  to  me 
white  im  ItaUf. 

Who  thit  penoa  n^y  be  1  kaow  aot ;  but  he 
mntt  have  beea  deceived  by  all  or  aay  of  thoto 
who  "repeatedly  offered  to  iatroduce"  him,  at 
I  have  iavariably  reftited  to  receive  aay  Eaglith 
with  whom  1  wat  aot  previously  aconainted. 
even  when  they  had  letters  from  England.  If 
the  whole  attertioa  it  aot  aa  iaveatioa.  1  re- 
qaett  thit  pertoa  aot  to  tit  dowa  with  the  ao- 
tioa  that  he  coulo  have  beea  iatrodoced,  tiace 
there  hat  beea  aothiag  I  have  to  carefully 
avoided  at  aay  kiad  of  iatercourte  with  hit 
couatrvmea,— exceptiag  the  very  few  who  were 
a  coatiderable  time  retideat  ia  ITeaice,  or  had 
beea  of  my  previout  acqaaiataace.  Whoever 
made  him  aay  tuch  offer  wat  pottetted  of  im- 
padeace  eqatil  to  that  of  makiag  tuch  aa  atter- 
tioa withoat  haviag  had  it.  Tbe  fact  it,  that  I 
hold  ia  utter  abhorreace  aav  eoatact  with  the 
travelliaa  Eaglith,  at  my  friead,  the  Consul- 
General  Hoppner,  and  the  Conntett  Benzoni  (ia 
whote  houte  the  Ooavemasioae  mottly  freqneat- 
ed  by  them  is  held)  conld  amply  testify,  were 
it  worth  while.  I  was  persecuted  by  thete  tour- 
ittt  evea  to  my  ridiag  ground  at  Lido,  and  re- 
duced to  the  mott  disagreeable  circuitt  to  avoid 
them.  At  Madame  Bentoni't  I  repeatedly  refut- 
ed to  be  introduced  to  them ;— of  a  thootand 
tuch  presentationt  pretted  upon  me,  I  acce|kted 
two,  and  both  were  to  Iriiih  women. 

I  thou  Id  hardly  have  descended  to  speak  of 
such  trifles  publicly,  if  the  impudence  of  this 
"tketcher''  had  not  forced  me  to  a  refutation  of 
a  ditiageauout  aad  gratuitously  impertiaent  as- 
sertion ; — so  meant  to  be,  for  what  conld  it  im- 
port to  the  reader  to  be  told  that  the  author 
"had  repeatedly  declined  an  introduction,"  even 
had  it  beea  true,  which  Coc  Ua  tvumw^  V  Nk«^ 
ahava  fWaa^  \a  icax«nVi  >aia>^V&.  'to**^  V«v^ 
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Iiansdowa,  Jersey,  and  Lauderdale  t  Me«irt. 
Scott,  Hammond,  Sir  Hnmpliry  Davy,  the  late 
M.  Lewis,  W.  Baakee,  Mr.  Hoppner,  Tkomas 
Moore,  Lord  Kinnaird,  his  brother,  Mr.  Joy, 
and  Mr.  Hobhouse.  I  do  not  recolleet  to  have 
eiehaaged    a    word    with    aaother  Englishman 


flinee  I  left  their  eonntry  i   nnd  nimett  all  ih*  . 
1   had    known    iMfore.      The    ethers,— as4  fid 

knows  there  were   tntntt   hnndreda,— whs  hN  j 

me  with  letters  or  vieiCfi,  I  reAisrd  te  ha^'Uf  ; 

eommonieation    with .    aad   ahnll  he  vtmi  mt  : 
happy  when  that  i»iah  beonoMn  natnaL 
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Mstrait  tfe  rjilirteire  4e  ta  tUfaUifme  le  Feaise, 

par  Daru, 

Depnit  trente  aas,  la  re'pabliqae  n*avait  pai 
d^poM  les  armes.  Bile  avait  acquis  les  pro- 
viaces  de  Brescia,  de  Bergame,  de  Crdme,  et  la 
prlnelpaote  de  Ravenne. 

Mais  ces  cuerres  coatinoelles  Ikisatent  bean- 
eonp  de  malhenreai  et  de  meoontents.  Le  doge 
Francois  Foscari,  h  qni  on  ne  pouvait  pardon- 
ner  (Ten  avoir  ete  le  promotear,  manifesta  one 
■econde  fois,  en  1441,  et  probablemeat  avec  pins 
de  sincdrittf  qne  la  premiere,  Tintention  d*abdi- 

Sner  sa  dignit^.  Le  coaseil  s'y  refosa  encore. 
In  avait  exige  de  lui  le  serment  de  ne  plus 
qnitter  le  dogat  11  etait  deja  avancd  dans  la 
viei Hesse,  conser^ant  cependant  beaneonp  de 
force  de  tdte  et  de  caract^re,  eljouissant  de  la 

{;loire  d''av<Mr  va   la  repabliqne  etcndre  an  loin 
es  limites  de  ses  domaines  pendant  son  admini- 
stration. 

An  mllien  de  ces  prospe'rite's,  de  grands  cha- 
grins vinrent  mettre  k  I'epreuve  la  fermetd  de 
son  Ame. 

Son  fils,  Jacqnes  Foscari,  fht  accnse,  en  1445, 
d*avoir  re^o  des  presents  dc  qnetqnes  princes 
on  seigneurs  etrangers,  notnmm^nt,  disait-on,  dn 
due  de  Milan,  Philippe  Visconti.  C*etait  non- 
senlement  nne  bassesse,  mais  nne  infraction  des 
iois  positives  de  la  repobliqae. 

Le  censeil'  des  dii  traiu  ce^e  aifaire  comme 
t*il  se  tikt  agi  d*nn  ddlit  commis  par  nn  parti- 
enlier  nbscnr.  L^accnse  fat  ameae  devant  ses 
Jnges,  devant  le  doge,  qni  ne  cmt  pas  ponvoir 
s'absteair  de  presider  le  triboaal.  Lh,  il  fnt 
laterroge,  appliqne'   k   la  qnestion,   declare'  con- 

Kble,  et  il  entendit,  de  la  booche  de  son  p^re, 
rrH  qui  le  condamnalt  h  oa  bannissoment  per- 
petuel,  et  le  relegnait  a  Naples  de  Romanic, 
ponr  V  fiair  ses  Jours. 

Embarque  snr  une  galore  ponr  se  rend  re  an 
lien  dv  son  eiil,  il  tomoa  malade  a  Trieste.  Les 
sol  I  {citations  da  doge  obtinrent,  non  sans  difd- 
cnlte,  qa'on  lui  assignAt  nne  antra  residence. 
Enfin  le  conseil  des  dix  lui  permit  de  se  relirer 
a  Tre'vise,  en  hni  inposant  rohligation  d'y  ras- 
ter sons  peine  de  mort,  et  de  se  presenter  tons 
les  Jours  devaat  le  gouvemeur. 

II  y  etait  depnis  cinq  aas,  lorsqn'nn  des  chefs 
du  conseil  de  dis  fnt  assassiae.  Les  saup^ons 
se  porterent  snr  lui :  nn  de  ses  domoicriqnes 
qn'on  avait  vu  k  Venise  fat  arrdte  et  snbit  la 
tortnre.  Les  bourreanx  ne  pureat  lui  arrarher 
aucun  aveu.  Ce  terrible  triounal  se  fit  amener 
le  maitre,  le  soumit  anx  m^mes  epreni'es ;  il  re- 
•isCh  a  tons  les  tourments,  ne  eessant  d'attester 
son   innocence  ;   *)  main  oa  ne  vit   dans   oette 


*)  Voici  le  tcxte  do  jngement:  *M7um  Jaco- 
buH  Foscari  per  occasioaem  percuMionis  et 
mortis  He rmolai  Doaati  fnit  retcntns  et  exami- 
natns,  et  propter  signiricationes,testificatioaes, 
et  scripturas  qnm  hab^ntur  contra  earn,  dare 
apparet  ipsum  esae  reum  criminis  prmdicti,  ned 
propter  incaatatlonat   et  verba  que  tibt  m- 


eonstaaae  qua  dt  robatianti—  j   4m  i 
salt  le  fhit,  en  conelot  que  ac  fUt 
nttribna  sa  feraat^  h  In  Magle.  ec  an  le  itlffn  I 
h  la  Caa^e.    De  aette  terra  lointaine.  It  M  i 
digne  alors  da  qnelqne  piti^.  Be  ossatt  d'eoin 
h  SOB  pira,  h  aeo  aimia,   |MMr  ohtenir  qsrifn 
adenciasement  k  an  ddportatioa.  N'abteMal  rim  • 
et  aaehant  qne  la  terra*  r  qn*iaapirail  le  smni 
dec  dix  ne  Inl  pennetc«it  pna  4*eaf^rer  ds  tm- 
ver  dans  Venice  nne  aavle  vain  qni  s'elrvaia   , 
sa  favear,   il  fit  nne  lettra  ponr  la  nanisaa  hi 
de  Milaa,  par  laqnelle,  ma  noni  dea  baas  sAai 
que  Sforce  avait  ref  us  dn  chef  de  la  repabHfit.   '• 
u  implorait  sob  intenraBttan  es  fovear  twa  is> 
aeceat,  dn  fils  dn  doge. 

Cette  lettre ,  selon  qBalqnen  histarieas,  fc 
coafiee  k  an  marchand  qni  BTnlt  pramii  d»  h  , 
foire  parreair  an  due ,  Mnia  qui,  trop  aveiii  h 
ce  qn*il  avait  k  craindre  em  ae  rrndant  Tislcf- 
mfl^diaire  d*nne  pareille  correspoBdance,  ss  hiH 
ea  d<$barqnant  k  Venise,  de  la  remettre  sa  M 
lin  tribunal.  Une  autre  TersioB,  qai  paiaM  phi 
silra,  rapporte  qne  la  lettre  fnt  anrpnse  psr  a 
esnion.  attacke  anx  pas  de  Teiile. 

Ce  ifnt  UB  nonvean  delit  dent  ob  eat  a  pssir 
Jacqnes  Foscari.  ReclBBier  1b  BroCectisa  tm 
prince  i^tmnger  etait  ub  cHbb,  daBs  an  njrt  h 
la  republiqne.  Une  galore  pnrtit  anr-le-dbmp 
pnnr  rameaer  daas  lea  prfaaBa  de  Veaisr.  i 
SOB  arrivee  il  fit  senmla  h  reatrapade.  Cecal 
uae  siagiili^ra  destiaee  povr  le  eftayea  Imf 
rdpublione  et  ponr  le  Ilia  d^n  priace,  d'MC 
trots  fnls  daas  sa  vie  appliqae  h  la  qsntin 
Oetta  fois  la  tortare  dtalt  d'natBBt  pins  eJissB. 
qu*elle  n'avalt  point  d'ahJeC,  le  fait  qn'es  sval 
k  lui  reprocher  dtant  {aeamteatBhle. 

Quaad  ea  demanda  k  rnccwae,  daas  les  istfr- 
valles  qne  les  bourreaav  lui  accordalent,  psl^ 
qnoi  il  nvait  ^crit  la  lettre  qB*aB  Inf  predsink. 
il  r<{pondit  qne  c*ctait  prdelseiBeBt  parse  ^H 
ae  dontait  pas  qu'ella  ne  tanihAt  entra  les  Bihi 
da  tribaaal,  qae  toate  aatre  vaia  la!  a^sM  cv 
fermee  ponr  fkire  panraair  aea  rdclaBithsi 
qn*il  s*atteBdait  blen  qn*oB  le  famit  nmracrt 
Venise,  mais  qa'il  avait  tont  rieqatf  pear  vmi 
la  conselatien  de  voir  an  feauaa,  aaa  pkrs,ii 
sa  mire  encore  une  fois. 

Sar  cette  aalve  d^clarBtioa,  bb  aeaf  rat  ■ 
sentence  d'exil ;  mata  aa  l^aggmva,  en  j  sjis* 
Caat  qa*il   serait  ratenn  bb  prlaoB   peBBUt  ss 


perta  snat,  de  qnibns  niatit  iBdicia 
videtnr  propter  abstlBatani  mentem  saaa,  Mt 
esse  possibile  extrahere  ab  ipef»  lllam  reriu- 
tem,  qur  elara  eat  per  seriplnraii  H  per  vmi- 
flcatioaes,  qaenlam  In  fWne  aliqaam  aec  vscra. 
aec  gemitnm,  aed  salaoB  Intra  deale*  *••<* 
ipso  videtnr  et  auditor  infra  ae  loqni.  Ti- 
men  non  est  staadam  in  iatis  'erminiii.  pr«p- 
ter  hoBor«fm  status  Bostri  et  pra  malllf  rs»- 
pectibas,  pnesertlm  quad  regimra  aeatrnB  m- 
capqtor  ia  bac  re  et  qai  iBtardietam  cm  bb- 
plins  progredere :  vadit  pars  quad  dirtat  Jt- 
eebns  Fescari.  prapter  cb  qne  habaatar  4r 
illo,  mitUtar  la  eaBftalBBi  Ib  alvtlaia 


APPEKDIX    TO    TBE    TWO    FOSCAHI.  tSt 

m.    Oena  rinnnr,  <gnt  ni  iMlt  nvon  ■■  vbI-  Im  ■«■«  cffirta  an*   ]■   vvrtaf   !.■   trnlud* 

lenrgDi,  cnlt  (wa   doata   odlmiH;   >■!■   aatta  iMnll-dle  Ma  hefsina  maaia  la  Ilkartril 

wlitiqne,   fsl   dcfaadalt  k   (gni   )m  ciiajiM  da  Qaclqaa  (eapa  aprii  ce  |n|(ae>l,  sa  d^anirlt 

kire   iiiarvaalr   laa   eliuBan   dua  1«  •■aim  le  vriritabla  aatmr  da  luauataaL  doat  Jaaqaaa 

alaricam   de   !■   rripnbltqiie,   ^ult   laKe.     Ella  PMcarl   poruit   la   pelaa;   nati   ll   a'dtall   plM 

llait  ihei  ani   nae   maiiaa  da  fDavenmacat  et  leBpa  da  reaarar  celts  alrace  laJaitlM,  l«  Bai- 

lae  aulaie  iaflailble.     L'tlitsriaa   Paal    Mara-  kenraai  dlalt  matt  dani  n  prtiaa. 

lat   ■   caaid  qne  r«Mpere«T  Frrfddrie  III,  pea-  II  na  retta  k    neealer  la   lalM   dea  ■alkenn 

laal   fB-ll   ifua   I'kMa   dei  TtfalHeai ,  deauada  da  pin.    L'liiKoIre   lei  altrlboa   k   IlBpUlaaM 

iDiaoia  naa  TaTaar  panlcallira,  I'adatMtoa  d~Ba  ^a'araleat   aaa   aaaenli    et   lea   rivaai   da   Tair 

tlloyea  daai  la  graad  naaefl,   at   la  grkot  d'aa  vaqnar    w     place.      Bile    acaeM    fsmelleiaeal 

laeiea  foaTaraaar  de  Caadle,   aeadre   da   dan,  laniaei  Laradaa,   I'aa  det  ekeA   du  ceaiatl  dea 

il  baaal  piar   aa  ouavatae  adBlatitratlaa,  wu  dli,  de  I'dlTe  llvrd  aaairo  e«  TleOUrd  «ai  eoa- 

HiniDlr  akiealr  ai  Inac  ai  Taalta.  will  d'aaa  halae  hrfrddllalK,  atfaldepiii*  loag- 

C^ptadaat  aa  aa  pni   Taflner   an  eaadaaarf  la  tcapa  dfiliaU  lean  aalaaai. 

■erinlHisa   de  vair   h   Teaiaa,   tea  e>rua,   an  Praaf ate  Feaaari  aTait  aaaaT^  de  la fktre  cmer, 

■sreati,  fa'l)  allati  ^alltn  bobt  loajoara.   Cetle  aa   alTrul    aa   fiUa   k   I'lllaalre    aalral   Pierre 

laralira    eatrarae    mtu*    ftt   aaaaBpaiade   de  Leredaa,  paar  aa   de  fee   HI*.     L'alltaaaa  aTafl 

iraaatrf,  par  la  advlre  alreampeetlaa,  qal  nteaall  ^ta  rejetrfe ,   at  I'laEaltlrf  daa  dcai  rkalllM  •>■ 


.     heaaai   de   la    daa'lear    lialeraelle   et    dtalt  utrae.   Daa*  tc   

wBjaiale.    Ce   aa  ht   palal  dan  rialrirlaar  de  leaaKairei,  le  dage  treaTaHMajaara  lea  l^iradaai 

eur  apparteaeat,   aa  tit  daaa   aae  de«   graadei  prtu  k  eoaibatln  hi  prapaiHIaaaaa  leifafdrtti. 

lallei  da  palati,  ai'nae  fnaBe,  aeewpanee  de  II  lal  dabappa  aa  Jear  de  dire  qa'll   ae  ae  arel- 

«  qnalra  flia,   i4at  Hln  le«  deralan  adleai  k  rail  rdelleaeal  prfase,   qae  taraqae   Pierre  L»- 

«B  »ari,  aa'aa  pire  eeiagdaalre,  el  la  degarciae  redaa  aaiait  ee*M  de  TlTre.    Cel  aalral  aeorvt 

iceablds   d'laflraltea,    jaalreat   bb*  aaiaeat   de  qaalqae  laiapa    aprta   d'are  iaaenaaditd   aaHB 

a   trtale   eaaaalallna   de   Btler   leara   larBei   k  praam  qn'sB  aa   pat  eiplloBer.     II    a'ea   Mint 

lenea  de  lent  flli  eilW.  II  le  teta  k  lenra  fpneai  paa   danalace   aai  uaWBtllaala   pear   laalaaar 

n   leiiT    Wadut  d«    naEaa   dlalnqneei   par   la  qne  Fraatali  Poaeari ,   araat  deaird  ealla  aort, 

■nlare   paar  lea  aappllet  de  »MlcilFT   qnelqne  peaiait  btra  l-avarr  kaide. 

idoMlneaeU  k    la   MaCeaM   qui   vnait   d'«ire  Cea  brntu  ■'•eerridllfreat  eaeore  Innqn'tfa  vlt 

>raBaacee  nmlre  lal.  Sea  pi-re  ritt  le  coaraite  de  antal  pdrir  aablleaeal  Mare  Laredaa ,   frtre  de 

ai   repoadret  "Nob,   asa  fill,   reipeelei   laire  Pierre,  et  eela  daai  leaaaeat  ek,  ea  la  qMaltttf 

itrM,eteheliaeiaBa>aaraBrek  latel^aarla."')  d'avarader,  II  laimlult  bb  pmela  eoaire  Aadrd 

4   tn   aati  II  la  aifpara  da  riafartaad,  qnl  fat  Dnaala,  feadre  da  dan,  bccbh!  da  p^ealat.    Oa 

lar-le-ebaap  eafcarqnri  pnnr  Caadle.  eerlWt   aar  la  laabe  de   I'amlral   qa  11  avalt  M 

L'aallqeitri  vil  avae  aBtaatd'kDrrenr  qned'ad-  ealeid  k  la  patrte  par  la  pniioa. 

airaitea  an  p^ra  eoBdaanaal  aei  fill  ^vldeaaeal  II  u'j  avatt  Baeaae  praave,  aacaa  ladiee  deatre 

lenpablai.     Elle   h^iita  poor   qualifier  de   vertn  Praafoii    Psecarl ,   aaaaae   ratiee   ndne   da   le 

nbllae  oa  de  feracltd    oel  effnrl  qnl    paralt  an-  laup^nnaer.    Qaaad  M   vie  eatiire   a'anradt  *a* 

ICHUi  de  la  aalnre  hnaalBe  ;  ••}  mail  Id,  ak  la  d^aenll  aae  lapntatlaa  bbiiI  odleaie,   11  ui'ilt 

■realtre   Tante  b'<!1bIi   qn'BBe   falbleaiB,   ok    la  qae  aoa  rBai  ae  lal  praaetlalt  al   llapaBlad  al 

we(iBdeB-eMltpa>praav^e,oAUtrn[iUaaa'aTalt  a«Be  I'tadalgeaee.  La  nart  tr*flqne  de  I'sa  de 

rlea  decrtnlaeX  caaBeBleDBcavolrlseaniiaaea  an  prdddceaHari  1>b   aiertlnall.    et  II  a'^ratt 

Tna  fin,    qal  vali   torturer  trola  fall   loa   fill  V>  trup  d'eieaplai   daaeillqnei  da   aoln  <iie  le 

iilqae,  qal  reatead  eoBdaaaer  laai  pranrM  et  eaaaell  dea  dli  prraalt  d'hanllier   le  ebefde  la 

IbI  aVelate  pan  ea  plalalas,  aal  Bel'abarde  qae  rdnabliqoe. 

pear  lal   aaalrer  db  vliage   pini   Bsitire  qn'at-  Vepeadaat,   Jacqaei  Laredaa,   fill  de   nerre, 

leadrl,   el  aal ,  an  moneBt  de  I'ea  i^parer  psnr  crejait  aa  fetgnali  de  ernlre  avoir   k  reapr  !•• 

laaali,  lal  lalerdlt  lei  anrainre*  n  Iniaa'k Vei-  penei  de  la  fantlle.  •)  Dan*  m  lf*i«*  de  nnaplCB 

p^raaceT  CammEaE  eipKqaer  aae  al  rrnelle  eir-  (ear  M  falialt  It  coaairrce.  coiane  k  cf  lie  epoqae 

MnpeclloB,  It  ee  a'eit  ea  avonaal.  k  aoire  kuBte,  preiqne  toni  lei   p>irlclm>} ,   II  itbH  laMTlt  de 

■ae  la  tTraaala  peal  oMcBlr  da  l'np*ea  kgnulne  la  propre  maia  le  doge  aa  aoabre   de  lei  d^M- 
tean,  "poar  la  morf  y  dult-ll  dit  <>de  nan  pkra 

el  de  ana  oaete."  I>o  I'aaire  ratrf  da  regMre,  11 

•1  Maria   SBaate.   daai  m  ekraalqaa.   Vita  •'■»,  '■'••*   "a*   rafa   "b  blaae,   paar   j   hira 

...'~_... .  ,'_. ,_  ?_  -". mrnilaa  da  recoBTraaral  de   cette  dalte,  «t  ea 

aprli  la  perle  da  dace,  11  ^rivlt  aar 
„■  II  ».  r.  ...^.    ft.  pafila. 

...   _.  imkre  da   eaaaell 

no  AciiYolV,~iieerraWflgNnaTo  oaleo'e  Ja-  ""  *^< 
cope  diwe,  aeaier  padre,  v[  prefo  ebe 

Tiale —•—•-i.  .- . 

doge 


lloB  d-aae  npnniba  aiiei  eaerRtqae :  "II  dote  "J"'  •,  'I^  '•  Pf ""  ''  ''t;^ 

era  veechiu  fa   decrepiu  etk   e   A»la.*a   mb  "!fli»" '  H  "«  I  a  pajde,  fk. 

•aa   natiella;    a    q»ada    gU   aado    parlogll  .  J'^""   '*'«'«■   <**<'"■ 

Bella  cavUBteneMe  eke  parea  eke  nan  foHe  ■"  ^»'  'J  <"*';•  "■j""  ., 

Acliaola,  Heel  faiie  Hglinolo  oaleo,    e  Ja-  ""  "",'"  P""'"  "•  .«f "■,"-,-:: —   »■-■■  -- 

I  jlue    aeaier  oadre    v[  nren  ebe  aroen  «""P"T  'a  veageaaee  qall  addtUil. 

,  p.Ti.°^ie^b*  ';  UiSl  S  eC:  iS™  II  ^,  i-f  '»»""*>  la  lerrlbl.  rfprenve  quil 

9   dliia  ■   Jacena      va  e  obbadxiel   *   saelle  'bbbIi  de  anblr,   peadanl  In   pnKta   de  eon  lla, 

vnnta  li  trrri^i  nan  Hreir  i>]ii  oltra  "  a'dlall   retlrd  au    fnad  de   lea  pilafa,   fnrapabla 

voole  la  terra,  e  aaa  oarear  plu  akra.  ^^  _^  ,|^.^^_.  __^  alfalrea.    eeaina<!  de  ckagriaa. 


e-pilalt  nae 

rupDeace   de  vertn  .   qnl    nndatt 

il  hefie  k  ripliqner  dam  aa  vlelilBrd  octoEf^aalr^ 

BlBil  laa  « 
paniea  qal 

il  aalbearenx.   Jtfpint  aai  difeeMrira,    qnl  voa- 

re.1  eb.ie  pellle.   alai    Inrpaanat 

I'ardiaaire 

d-kamilBB   aatare  et   teiut   oB  de 

eall^gnea  da  tort  qae  lei  <nflTBit«<adii  dug-.  M 

la  dlvlaiid 

ou   de   la   kntlalile.     Maia   11   eat 

Bbicaee  del  ena«-IFi.   ippnrlilrnt  a  I'eippdllloa 

ploi  raiioBi 

•able  aae  le   Jogeaeat  dea  hoaaei 

del   .tralrei;   11  fiull   p.r   kB>arder   el   r^BHll  k 

a-aacorde   k 

IB   Elalre.    qne    la   falbleiH   dei 

E™r 

>e   deicrnire   h  vono      Mali   pear 

la  place,   cDiamn   lrani|'   d'hnrreur 

et  de  frayo 

ar,   par  an   laag   leana   aaa*   anl 

BOB  Ua  adaaiunmrevacaveral  JaeobaiLaara- 

dtra,  poar 

aeolr   vca   ee   qui  avail   ate   fatt. 

(Plata^a., 

Valeriu  PabHaala.) 

vladielaa  appartaaa.    (Palaaal  FaM  daalei]. 
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»*tfutt  pat  la  premiere  foit  qa«  Vealie  ATait 
poor  priBce  oa  aoauae  daai  la  cadaelt^ ;  Tasage 
et  les  loifl  y  avaleat  pourva;  dans  cei  circen- 
atanc«i  Ic  don  dftait  tuppl^^  par  le  plu  aacien 
da  coaseil.  let,  c«la  ne  saffisait  pat  aoi  eaaeniit 
de  FoscarL  Povr  donner  plai  de  flolcoaiti^  a  la 
didlbe'ratioB,  le  eoaiell  des  dis  demanda  uae 
adjoBctioa  de  viagt-cinq  t^natenrt ;  malt  comme 
OB  B>B  i$BOBcait  paa  Tobjet,  et  qoe  le  graad 
•oaeell  tftait  loia  de  le  ■oupfOBaer,  il  ee  trouva 
^Be  Mare  Foscari,  ftrere  dn  doge,  lear  Ait  doaad 
pour  ToB  des  adjoiata.  Aa  liea  de  Tadmettre  k 
la  d«$libi{ ration,  oa  de  reelamcr  eoatre  ce  choix, 
OB  eafcrma  ce  tdnatenr  daaa  oae  chambre  id- 
paree,  et  oa  lot  fit  Jarer  de  ae  Jamato  parler  de 
cette  eiclofioB  qo^il  eproavait,  eu  loi  de'elaraat 
qn*il  7  allait  de  aa  Tie ;  ce  qui  n*emp^cha  paa 
qa'on  B'inacrlvU  toa  aooi  aa  baa  da  decret, 
comme  a*il  j  edt  pria  parL^ 

Qaaad  oa  ea  viat  a  la  delib^ratioa ,  Loredaa 
la  provoqua  ea  ces  termea.  "8i  ratilite  pablique 
doit  impoaer  aileace  k  toaa  lea  iatdrdta  privea. 
Je  ae  doute  paa  qae  aooa  ae  preaioaa  aojourd^boi 
BBC  meaare  qae  la  patrie  rdclame,  qae  boob  lai 
devoaa.  Lea  dtata  ae  peaveat  ae  naiatenir  daaa 
BB  erdre  de  choaea  immaablex  vooa  B*ave«  qo'k 
voir  conune  le  B6tre  eat  chaBgd,  et  combiea  il 
le  acrait  davaatage  a*il  n*j  avait  uae  aotoritd 
aaaea  ferme  poor  y  porter  remide.  J'ai  boate 
de  V0B8  faire  remarquer  la  coafaaioa  qoi  regoe 
dana  lea  eoaaeila,  le  dtfaordre  dea  de'liberationa, 
I'eBGombremeBt  dea  affairea,  et  la  legerete  avec 
laquelle  lea  plua  imporuatea  aoat  d^cideca,  la 
liceaee  de  aotre  Joaaeaae,  le  pea  d^aaaidoltd  dea 
Bwgittrata,  riBirodactioo  de  nonveautc'a  daa- 
gereaaea.  Quel  eat  reffet  de  cea  deaordrea?  de 
compromettre  notre  coasideration.  Quelle  ea  eat 
la  cauae  Y  Tabaence  d'uo  cbef  capable  de  moderer 
lea  una,  dediriger  leaaatrea,  de  douaer  rexemple 
k  toaa,  et  de  maintenir  la  force  dea  loia.  Oh 
•at  le  ^  tempa  ou  noa  ddcreta  dtaieat  auaaitAt 
•x^cutea  que  readuaV  On  Fraa^oia  Carrare 
ae  trouvait  iaveati  daaa  Padoae ,  avaat  de  pou- 
▼oir  dtre  aeulemeat  iafomd  que  aooa  voultoaa 
loi  fkire  la  guerre?  Nona  avoua  vo  tout  le  coa- 
traire  daaa  la  deraiire  gaerre  eoatre  le  due  de 
Milan.  Malbenrenae  la  republiqne  qui  eat  aaaa  chef! 
Je  ae  vena  rappelle  paa  toaa  cea  iacoavdaieata 
et  lenra  anitea  ddplorablea,  pour  vena  afDiger, 
penr  voua  elTrayer,  maiapourvona  faire  aooveair 
que  Tona  dtea  lea  maltrea,  lea  conaen  atenra  de 
eet  ^t  fondd  par  voa  perea ,  et  de  la  liberte 
que  Boua  devoaa  a  lenra  travanx,  k  lenra  inati- 
intioaa.  Ici,  le  mal  indiqno  le  remede.  Noua 
B^avaaa  poiat  de  cbef,  il  aoua  ea  fant  nn.  Notre 

Sriace  eat  aotre  onvrece,  aoua  avona  done  le 
roit  de  Juger  aon  merite  qnaad  11  a'agit  de  Td- 
Ure,  et  aoa  lacapacitd  qnaad  elle  ae  maaifeate. 
J*aJonterai  qae  le  penple,  encore  bien  qn'il  n'ait 
paa  le  droit  de  proaoacer  aur  lea  actioaa  de  aea 
Bwltrea ,  appreadra  ce  chaagemeat  avec  traaa- 
port.  C*eat  la  provideace,  fe  a'ea  donte  paa,  qui 
Ini  tnapire  elle-m^me  cea  diapoaitiona,  pour  voua 
aveitir  que  la  republiqne  reclame  cette  rdaoln- 
tion,  et  que  le  aort  de  Tetat  eat  ea  voa  maiaa.** 
Ce  diacoura  n'dprouva  one  de  timidea  contra- 
dictioaa ;  cepeadaat ,  la  odliberatioa  dura  huit 
Joun.  L'aasemblee,  ae  ae  Jngeant  paa  anaai  adre 
de  TapprobatioB  nniveraelle  que  rorateurvoulait 
le  lai  laire  croire,  dealrait  que  le  doge  donnat 
Ini-mdme  aa  ddmiaaioB.  II  Tavait  deja  propoaee 
deux  foia,  et  oa  a'avait  paa  von  In  i*accepter. 
Ancune  loi  ne  portait  qae  le  prince  fdt  revo- 
cable :  il  etait  an  contrnire  a  vie,  et  lea  exemplea 
qn'on  pouvait  citer  de  plusienra  dogea  depoaea, 
pronvaient  qae  de  tellea  re\ululinBv  avaieat  ton- 
toira  ete  le  rdanltat  d''un  monvcment  popolaire. 
Mais  d'ailleura,  ai  le  doge  ponvait  ^tre  depoae, 
ce  n*etait  paa  aaanremnnt  par  un  tribunal  com- 
peae  d*«n  petit  nombre  do  mcmbrea^  inatitne 
pour  punir  lea  crimea,  et  nnllement  invcati  da 
droit  de  revoqner  ce  quo  lo  corpe  aoavorain  de 
"-Hrt  avah  fait 


CepeadaBt  le  tribvBsl  BixMa  que  lea  ill  e«- 
■eiUera  de  la  aeigaenrie  et  les  chela  da  cmietl 
dea  dix  ae  traaaportemioBt  aaprea  dn  dage,  par 
Ini  aignifier  one  rexcellentieeiBM  cenaeil  atit 
Jugd  convenable  qn*il  abdiqnAt  one  dignite  4m 
aon  Age  ne  Ini  permettait  pine  de  reaplir  h  • 
fonctiona.  On  Ini  donnait  15M  dncata  d'orpMrm 
eatretiea,  et  viagt-qnatre  Jienreo  poor  ae  decide 

Foacari  rdpondit  aur-le-ckaBip  avec  bcaanq 
de  gravite ,  que  deux  foia  il  avait  vonln  aa  4^ 
mettre  de  aa  charge  ;  qo'aa  lien  de  le  lai  pcr- 
mettre ,  on  avait  exige  de  Ini  le  aenaeat  ^  ■ 
plua  reitercr  cette  deiaaade ;  qne  la  pravidcan 
avait  prolonge  aea  Jonm  poor  Teprouver  at  mi 
Taffliger ;  que  cepeadaat  oa  a*e'rait  paa  ea  inH 
de  reprocber  aa  league  vie  a  aa  komae  an 
avait  emplovd  qnatre-vingt-qnalre  aaa  aa  fcnnr 
de  la  repnbliane ;  qn'il  ^tait  prdt  eacore  k  hi 
aacrifier  aa  vie ;  maia  qae,  poar  aa  digaite',  il  li 
teaait  de  la  republiqne  eati^re,  et  qn*il  aerncr- 
vait  de  repoadre  anr  ce  anjet ,  qnaad  U  valaatt  i 
gendrale  ae  aerait  legalemeat  aiaaifeatec. 

Le  lendemain,  k  Tbeare  iadiqoee,  lea  eaaMil 
lera  et  lea  chefa  dea  dix  oe  pr^eeatereat.  II  m 
vonlnt  paa  leur  douner  d'antre  rtfpoaae.  Le  cMh 
aeil  a'aaaembla  anr-le-ebnap.  In!  eavoya  deaaa- 
der  eacore  one  foia  aa  rdaolntioa,  aeaace  teaaatc, 
et,  la  rdpoaae  avaat  dtd  la  mdme ,  oa  preaaan 
qae  le  doge  dtait  releve  de  aoa   aenaeat  et  4i' 

Soae'  de  aa  digaite;  on  In!  aasigaait  nne  pearim 
e  1500  dncaU  d'or,  ea  lul  eajoigaaat  de  aartii 
dn  palaia  daaa  bnit  jonra ,  aona  peine  de  «ilr 
toua  aea  biena  confiaqnda. 

Le  lendemain,  ce  decret  fat  porte'  aa  doff, « 
ce  ftat  Jacqoea  Loredaa  qui  eat  la  emelje  jaie 
de  le  lai  preaeater.  II  repoadit :  ^^Si  J^avaiK  f* 
pre'voir  que  ma  vieilleaae  fdt  pre'jadiciable  a  le- 
tat ,  le  chef  de  la  rdpubliqae  ae  ae  aerait  pai 
montre  aaaea  iagrat,  pour  preferer  aa  digaitf  a 
la  patrie ;  maia  cette  vie  lui  ayant  e'te  utile  pea- 
dant  tant  d*anneea,  Je  vonlaia  Ini  en  coaaacrcf 
Juaqu*au  deraier  momeat.  Le  decret  eat  rea^i, 
ie  m'v  conformemi.**  Apree  avoir  parle'  aiafi. 
il  ae  depouilla  dea  marqnea  de  aa  digaite,  reail 
l^utaeao  ducal  qui  i^t  briad  ea  aa  prc'aeace,  rt 
dea  le  Jour  anivaat  il  quitta  ce  palaia,  qn'il  avail 
habitd  pendaat  treate-ciaq  ana,  aceompagae  k 
aoa  frere,  de  aea  pareata,  et  de  aea  amia.  li 
aecrdtaire,  qui  ae  tronva  anr  le  perron,  rin%  ila  I 
deacendre  par  nn  eacalier  derobe  ,  afia  d*e%iirr 
la  fonle  dn  penple ,  qui  a'euit  raaaemblc  daai  i 
lea  ceora;  maia  il  a*y  refnaa,  diaaat  qn'il  vaalail 
deacendre  par  oil  il  duit  moate ;  et  qaaad  il  fit 
an  baa  de  reacalier  dea  gdaata ,  il  ae  retearaa. 
appaye  anr  aa  beqnille,  vera  le  palaia,  ea  prvlt- 
raat  cea  parolea :  ^Mea  aervieeo  m'y  avaieat  tf- 
pele,  la  malice  de  mea  eaaemia  m*ea  fait  aertir." 

La  fonle  qui  a'onvrait  anr  aoa  paaaage ,  et  ^d 
avait  pentdtre  ddaird  aa  mort,  dtait  emne  it 
reapoct  et  d^atteadriaaemeat.  Rent  re  daaa  aa  ani- 
aoa,  11  recommaada  a  aa  famille  d*oBblierlf«  ia- 
Jnrea  de  aea  ennemla.  Peraonae  daaa  lea  diven 
corpa  de  Tetat  ae  ae  crnt.en  droit  de  aVtoaaar 
qu'lin  prince  Inamovible  edt  ete  ddpoed  aaaa  ^a'aa 
Ini  reprocbit  rien ;  qne  Tdtat  edt  prrda  aoa  chef,  a 
riaan  dn  adnat  et  dn  corpa  aonveraia  Ini-m^ac. 
Le  penple  aenl  laiaaa  debapper  qnelqueo  regrru: 
uae  proclamatioa  dn  conaeil  dea  dix  preacrivtt 
le  ailence  le  plua  abeoln  anr  cette  affaire ,  aam 
peine  de  mort. 

Avaat  de  doaaer  na  aacceaaear  h  Fraa<«ii 
Foacari,  nne  nouvelle  loi  Ait  rendne,  qui  delra- 
dait  aa  doge  d'ou\Tir  et  de  lire,  antrcmeat  qa'ra 
preaeace  do  aea  coaaoillera,  lea  depdchca  det 
ambaaaadeura  de  la  rdpublique,  et  lea  letntf 
dea  priacea  dtraagera. 

Lea  dlecteura  eatrireat  aa  eoaclave ,  et  aaa- 
m^reat  aa  dogat  Paacbal  Malipieri,  leMoctabn 
1457.  La  cloche  de  Saiat-Marc,  qui  aBBoafaii^ 
Vi>niae  aon  nouvean  priace,  viat  f rapper  roreillf  . 
do  Fraacoia  Foacari ;  ceue  foia  oa  fenaeie  I'a 
baadoaaa,  il  dproava  na  tel  aaiaiaansaat ,  qa'ii 
Moamt  la  laawaaia. 
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La  rtfpiibliqiie  arrtfa  qii*ini  lot  rendratt  Im 
fli^met  hoMBeiin  fan^bres  qae  iMl  f\At  mort  dam 
TexereiM  de  wm  digaUd;  maif  lonqa*oB  te  prd- 
•eata  pour  ealever  set  restef,  »a  veave,  qai  dc 
ton  noB  dtait  Marine  Biani ,  declara  qa*e!le  ae 
le  touffrirait  poiat;  qa*oB  ne  devait  pat  trailer 
ea  priaee  aprit  ta  mort  celal  que  vivaat  on 
avait  ddpoailld  de  la  eooronae,  et  que,  pviiaa*U 
avait  eoatomd  tet  bieat  an  termite  dc  I'etat, 
die  tan  rait  coatacrer  ta  dot  b  Ini  ftire  read  re 
let  deraiert  boaaenrt.  On  ne  tint  anenn  eompte 
de  eette  rdtittaaee,  et  malfre  let  protettationt 
de  I'^neienne  dogarette,  le  eorpt  fdt  enlevd, 
rerdta  det  orneoientt  dneanx,  expotd  ea  publie, 
et  let  obtiqnet  Utrent  cdldbre'et  avec  la  pompe 
accoutnnide.  Le  aouveaa  doge  attitta  an  eoavol 
•■  robe  de  tdaateur. 

La  pitid  qm*avait  Intpirde  le  nalbevr  de  ee 
▼ieillard  ae  fnt  pat  tout-4-lbit  sterile.  Un  an 
apr^t ,  OB  Ota  dire  one  le  conteil  det  dix  avait 
ootreptttd  tet  ponvoirt.  et  il  lai  Ait  ddfendn  par 
nne  loi  dn  graad  coBteil  de  t'ingerer  a  Tavealr 
de  Jnger  le  priaee ,  a  molat  qae  ee  ae  Mt  ponr 
eanse  de  feloaie. 

Vm  acte  d*antorite  tel  qne  la  depotltion  d*an 
doge  inamovible  de  ta  aatnre,  anrait  pn  exciter 
un  touljivement  gendral,  on  an  moiat  occatioaer 
one  division  daas  nne  repnbliqne  antrement 
constitnee  que  Venise.  Mais  depois  trois  aas, 
11  existait  dans  eelle-ei  nne  magistratnre,  onpln- 
t6t  nne  antoritd,  devaat  laqneUe  tout  devait  te 
tairr. 


Extrait  de  VHUfire  det  R^pubUqw  ItaUetutea 
du  mcf  en  age,  par  SitmondL 

Le  doge  de  Veaite,  qui  avait  prevean  par  ce 
traitd  one  guerre  non  moint  dangerente  que 
celle  quMl  avait  terminee  pretque  en  mdme 
tempt  par  le  traite  de  Lodi,  dtait  alort  parvenu 
k  aae  cxtrdme  vieillette.  Francoit  Potcari  oc- 
capait  cette  premiere  digaite  ae  Tdtat  d^t  le 
15  avril  1423.  QnoiquMl  fut  delk  Age  de  pint  de 
cinqiiaate-un  ant  b  Tdpoqne  de  ton  election,  il 
^tait  cependaat  le  pint  Jeune  det  qnaraate-nn 
^lecteurs.  II  avait  en  beauconp  de  peine  b  par- 
Tcnir  an  rang  qn*il  eonvoitait,  et  toB  dleetioa 
avait  M  eonduite  avec  beauconp  d^adrette. 
Pendaat  plutieurt  tonrt  de  tcrutin  tet  amit  let 
pins  zelds  s'dtaieat  abstenns  de  Ini  donner  leur 
eulTrage,  pour  qne  les  antres  ae  le  coBsiddras- 
aent  pas  comme  uu  coacurrent  redontable.  Le 
eonseil  des  dix  cralgaait  sob  crddit  parmi  la  bo- 
blesse  pan v  re.  parce  qn'il  avait  cbercbd  b  se  la 
read  re  favorable,  taadis  qu'il  dtait  procuratenr 
de  Saiat-Marc,  ea  (aitaat  employer  pint  de 
trente  mille  dueatt  b  doter  det  Jeuaet  fillet  de 
boane  maitoa,  on  b  etablir  de  Jennet  gentilt- 
bommot.  On  craijrnait  encore  ta  aombrente  fa- 
mille,  car  alort  il  dtait  p^re  de  qiiatre  eafkat, 
et  marie  de  aouveau  ;  eafla  oa  redoutait  toa 
ambitiea  et  toa  gotit  pour  la  guerre.  L*opiaioB 
que  tet  advertairet  rdtaieat  formee  de  lui  fnt 
vdrifide  par  let  dve'Bcmeat ;  peadant  treate-oaa- 
tre  ans  que  Foscari  Ait  b  la  tdte  de  la  rdpuoli- 

2ue,  elle  ne  cessa  poiat  de  combattre.  Si  les 
ostilltds  dtaieat  snspendnes  duraat  quelqnes 
moil,  s'etait  pour  recommeacer  bieatdt  avec  plus 
de  vigueur.  Ce  fnt  Tdpoque  ob  Venise  dtendit 
ton  empire  sur  Brescia,  Bergame,  Raveaae.  et 
Crdme ;  on  elle  fouda  sa  domiaatioa  de  Lombar- 
die,  et  parut  saas  cesse  sur  le  poiat  d*asservir 
toute  cette  province.  Profond,  courageux,  iad- 
branlable,  Foscari  commnniqua  aux  coasells  son 
propre  caractere,  et  ses  talens  lui  fireat  obteair 
plus  dMnflnencjB  sur  la  re'pablique,  que  n'avaient 
exeree  la  plopart  de  scs  pre'de'cesseurs.  Mais  si 
toa  ambitioa  avait  eu  pour  but  ragrandittement 
de  ta  famille ,  elle  fut  crnellemeat  trompde : 
troit  de  tet  ftls  mourn  rent  dans  les  huit  annees 
qui  suivireat  sob  e'leetioa ;  le  qaatrieme,  Jacob, 
par  laqael  to  nnisoB  Fattsri  t*att  porpdtade. 


tttt  vietUae  de  la  Jaloutie  dn  coateirdes  dix,  at 
empoitoBaa  nar  tet  malbeurt  let  Joan  de  tea  pbre. 

Ea  effet,  le  coateil  det  dix,  redonblant  de  dd- 
fiaaee  eavert  le  cbef  de  Tdtat,  lortqn'il  le  vo- 
yait  plat  fort  par  tet  taleat  et  ta  popnlaritd , 
veillait  tant  cette  tnr  Potcari,  pour  le  ponir 
de  ton  credit  et  de  ta  gloire.  An  molt  de  fdvrier 
1446,  Micbel  Bevilaeqna,  Floreatia,  exild  b  Ve- 
aite, accuta  en  tecret  Jacquet  Potcari  anprbi 
det  iaqnititenrt  d*dtat,  d^avoir  re^n  dn  dnePbi- 
lippe  Vitconti  det  prdtent  d'argent  et  de  Jbyanx, 
par  let  malat  det  geat  de  ta  maitoa.  Telle 
dtait  rodiente  procddnre  adoptde  b  Venite,  qne 
tnr  eette  accntation  tecrbte,  le  flit  dn  doge,  da 
reprdtentaat  de  la  maiettd  de  la  rdpubliqae,  Ait 
mit  b  la  torture.  On  lui  arracba  psir  Tettrapade 
raven  det  cbarget  porteet  contra  lui;  il  f^t  ra- 
Idgud  pour  le  rette  de  tet  Jonrt  b  Napoli  de 
Romanie,  avec  obligation  de  te  prdteater  cbaqne 
matia  an  commkadant  de  la  place.  Cepeadaat, 
le  vaitteaa  qui  le  portait  ayaat  loncbd  b  Triette, 
Jacob,  gribvemeat  malade  det  tnitet  de  la  tor* 
tnre,  et  pint  encora  de  rbnmiliation  qnil  avait 
dproavde,  demaada  ea  grice  an  conteil  det  dix 
de  n^dtra  pat  eavovd  pint  loin.  11  obtint  cette 
favour,  par  nne  ddlibdratioB  dn  28  ddcembre 
1446 ;  il  fut  rappele  b  Trevise,  et  il  eut  la  li- 
berte  d^babiter  tout  le  Trevisan  indilTdremment. 

II  vivait  ea  paix  a  Trevise,  et  la  fille  deLeo- 
aard  C7ontarin{,  qn*il  avait  dpousee  le  10  fevrier 
1441,  dtait  venue  le  Joindre  dans  son  exil,   lors- 

3ue,  le  6  novembre  1450,  Almoro  Donate,  cbef 
a  conseil  des  dix,  fnt  assassiae. 
Les  deax  antres  inqnisiteurs  d*dtat,  Triadaao 
Oritti  et  Aatoaio  Veaieri,  port^reat  leurs  soup- 
90ns  sur  Jacob  Foscari,  parce  ^qu*un  domestique 
a  lui,  nomme  Olivier,  avait  die  vn  ce  soir-lb 
mdme  b  Venise,  et  avait  des  premiers  doaae  la 
aonvelle  de  cet  assassinat.  Olivier  ftit  mis  b  to 
torture,  mais  il  aia  Jasqu^b  la  fia,  avec  aa  con 
rage  iadbraalable,  le  crime  doat  oa  raccnsait. 

Jiuoique  ses  luges  eussent  la  barbaric  de  tai 
aire  doaaer  Jusqn*b  qnatre-vingts  tours  d'estra 
Sade.  Cepeadant.  comme  Jacob  Foscari  avait  > 
e  puissaas  motifs  diaimitid  coat  re  le  coaseil 
des  dix  qui  Tavait  coadamad,  et  qui  tdmoignait 
de  la  baiae  an  doge  son  pbre,  on  essaya  de  met- 
tre  b  SOB  tour  Jacob  b  la  torture,  et  Ton  pro- 
loagea  coatre  Ini  cet  alfireux  tonrmentt.  taat 
rduttir  b  ea  tirar  aucune  coafettioa.  Malgrd 
ta  ddadgatioa,  le  coateil  det  dix  le  coadamaa 
b  dtre  traatpbrtd  b  la  Caade,  et  accorda  una 
rdcompeate  b  toa  ddlatenr.  Malt  let  borriblea 
douleurt  qne  Jacob  Potcari  avait  dprouvdet, 
avaieat  tronbld  ta  raitoa ;  tet  pertdcuteurt,  ton- 
cbdt  de  ce  dernier  malheur,  permirent  qn*on  to 
rameaAt  b  Veaite  le  20  mai  1451.  II  embratta 
toa  pire,  il  puita  daat  tet  exbortatioat  qnelqae 
conraffc  et  quelqne  calme,  et  il  fbt  recoadnlt 
immdoiatemeat  b  la  Caade.  Sar  cet  eatrefsitot, 
INicolat  Erisio,  bomme  dejb  notd  ponr  un  prdcd- 
dent  crime,  confetta,  ea  mouraat,  qne  c*dtait  lai 
qui  avait  tnd  Almoro  Doaato. 

Le  malbenrenx  doge,  Praafoit  Potcari,  avait 
ddjb  cbercbd,  b  plntieurt  repritet,  b  abdiqner 
nne  dignite  si  funeste  b  Ini-mdme  et  b  sa  famille. 
II  lui  semblait  qne,  redescendn  an  raag  de  sim- 
ple citoyea,  comme  il  aMaspirerait  plus  de 
eraiate  on  de  Jalousie,  on  n*accablerait  plus  sob 
fils  par  ces  effroyablet  pertdcutiont.  Abatta 
par  la  mort  de  tet  premiere  eafaat,  il  avait 
voolu,  d^t  le  26  Juin  1433,  depoter  nne  diffnitd. 
dnrant  rexercice  de  laquelle  ta  patrle  avatt  did 
tourmentee  par  la  guerre,  par  la  pette,  et  par 
det  malbeurt  de  tont  genre.  II  renouvela  cetta 
propotition  aprj^t  let  Ingomentt  rendnt  contra 
ton  filt ;  malt  le  coateil  det  dix  le  retenait  for- 
cdmcnt  tnr  le  trOne,  conune  il  rateaait  tea  flto 
daat  let  fert. 

Ea  vaia  Jacob  Potcari,  obligd  de  te  prdteater 
cbaqne  Jour  au  gouvernenr  de  la  Caade ,  rdcla- 
mait  coatre  riajattice  de  la  denibra  ■eateaea, 
tar  laqaalla  to  aaafaeriaa  d*Bri»a  at  laJitatt 


IfiO 
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Bias  d«  doatei.     Bn  %'•!■  U  demaidait  fH^ee  vi  ^*nB  ordra  dm  caaaefla  dispute  de  M»i,  )»■*; 

fkroiiahe  cobmII  dc  dix ;  il  ae  ponvak  obteair  ■onBiettrai%  mala  Je  ae  le  de%*«Bc«rai  pat."  Aim 

aacoBO  repaaae.  Le  detir  de  reroir  loa  p^re  et  vae  aoiivclle  ddllMratloa  da  CMaaeil  deliaPni 

■a  m^re,  arrives  tons  deux  aa  deraier  terme  de  f  ois   Foscarl  de  sob  aaraieBt   daeal,  loi  mmn 

la  vieillesso,  le  desir  de  revoir  oae  patrie  doat  aae  peasioa  de  deux   aiilla  dac«ta  pear  le  raa 

la  cruante  ae  ladritait  pas  ua  si  teadre  aaiaar,  de  sa  vie,    et  lai  ordoaaa    dVvacaer  ea  im 

•e  cbaag^reat  ea  lui   ea  uao  vraio  ftareur.    Bie  Jours  le  ^palais,  et  de  depoaar  lea  oraf  rsi  k 

pouvaat  retouraer  k  Venise  pour  y  %'ivre  libra,  sa  difpiite.    Le  doge  ayaat    reMar^ad  ftaml  k 

il  voolut  dn  moias  7  aller  chercher  ua  sunplice.  eoaseillers  qai  lul  parwreat  ae*  ordra,   aa  chr 

II  e'erivit  au  due  deMilaa  a  la  fia  de  mat  1466,  de  la  qoaraatie  quil  ae  eoaamiaaait  pas,  deaaii 

pour  implorer  sa  protectioa  anpres  du  sdaat:  et  soa  aoat  ^Je  sals    le   file  da  Mareo  Mchm. 

sachant    qu'uae    telle   lettre    seralt    eoaside're'e  lai  dit  le  eoaseiller. — **Ak !    toa  pare  etait  aa 

aonune   ua  crime,    il   Texposa  Ini-m^me  daas  aa  ami,**   lui  dit  le  vieox   daga,   aa  aaapiraaL  L 

lieu  oil  il  etait  sdr  qu*elie    serait  saisie  par  les  doana  aussitAt  des  ordraa  poar  aa*oa  traaspsitt 

espioas   qui   I'eatoaraieBt.      Ba  elTet,  la   lettre  ses   effets  daas  aae  maisoa  k    lai ;  et  le  Ics^ 

dtaat  deferee  an  coaseil  des  dii,  oa   Teavoya  maia,  21  octobre,  oa  le  vit.  ae  aoateaaat  a  psisi, 

cbercher  ausnitAt,  et   il  fat  recoadait  a  Veaise  et  appuyd  sur  soa  vienx   fr^re,    radeaeeadre  m 

le  19  Juillet  HSfi.  m^mes  esealiers  sur  leaqaels,    treate-qaatrs  m 

Jacsb  Fuseari  ae  aia  paiat   sa  lettre,  il  ra-  auparavaat,  oa  Tavait   vu    iastalle  avec  taal  * 

eoBUi  CB  m^me  temps  daas  quel  but  il  Tavait  pompe,  et  traverser   eea  n^mea  salles  oa  Is  li 

dcritc,  et  coBuneat   il   Ta^'alt  fait  tomber  eatre  publique  avalt  re^  sea  semeaa.    Le  peaple  n- 

les  naias  de  ssa  delatenr.    Malgre  ees  aveux,  tier  parat  iadicae  de   taat   de    darete  esencc 

Foscari  fut  remis  a  la  torture,  et  ea  Ini  douaa  coatre  aa  vieilTard   qa*ll    reaaectait  et  m'il  il- 

trente  tours   d'estrapade,   pour  voir  8*il  eoafir-  mait ;    mals    le  coaseil   dea    dix   fit  pablier  la 

merait   eusuite  ses  depositioas.      Quaad   oa   le  defease  de  parler  de  cette  revolatioa,  aaas  pria 

detacha  de   la  corde,   oa  le  trouva  dechire'  par  d*dtre  tradoit  detaat  lea  iaqaisitaara  d'e'tat.  U 

ces   borribles  iccouiises.      Les  Juges    permireat  M  octobre,    Pasqual   Malipieri,    pracaraiear  k 

alors  a  soa  perr,   a  sa  m^re,  a  sa  feaimc,  et  k  Saiat-Marc,  fut  dlu  poor  soceeaaeer  de  Pssctri; 

ses  fils,  d'aller  le  voir  daas  sa  prisoa.  Le  vieux  celui-cl    B*eat    pas  a^aamoiaa    Thaaiiliatisi  4( 

Foscarl,    appuye    sur   un    bitou,    ae   se  tralaa  vivre  sujet,  la  on  il  a\ait  refrae.    Ea  eateadia 

qu*avec   peine  dans  la  cbambre  oil  sou  fils  uai-  le  soa  des  cloebes,   qai   soaaaieat  ea  actisaf  it 

que   e'tait   panse   de  ses   blessnres.     Ce  ills  de-  grAces  pour  cette  diection,  il  moumt  sabitearit 

naudait  encore  la  grAce  de  mourir  daas  sa  mai-  d*UBe    be'morragia    causee     jiar    aae   \ciac  fii 

SOB.— *4lrtourBe  a  too  exil,  moa  fils,  puisqne  ta  s*dclata  daas  sa  poitriae. 

rtrie  Tordoaae,   lui  dit  le  doge,  et  sonniets-toi                                      -_^^^ 
■a  volunte/*  Mais  en  reatrant  daas  soa  palais,       ,..  ^   .^^    vi— -c  -1-  *— ..-,^ ^ 

ae   malheureux    vieillard  s*e\anouit,  epoisd  pa^         P^jIT'  "*        ^^  t™uver  eoastammeal  u 

la  violence  qu'll  r etait  faite.    Jacob    devait  £b-  Tiil^l^V!??  'l  i^?"!f.!lT    '*  ",7  .fjf *  ^ 

aore   passer^uae  aaade  ea  prisoa  k   la  Caade,  ?*!!l ',;*  t'!  "  A'lL'^^El**;  J*'^"  =  ^ 

avaat^quoa  lui  readit  la  m«me   liberte  limited  ^T/*«J  l^Vt/'Jlr.  V?"-*.'';!*^   poasible  ps« 

k  laqnSlIc  il  duit  rednit  avaat  eet  dveaemeBt;  y^L  "^^.^If V^'^?;?, J*?*   ^•^^  ,"*•  T*  !!!i 

Mais  a   peiae  ftit-il  ddbarqud    sur  aette    terr^  cdder:  mais  si  let  autres  voua  coaaaisseat  s«ri 

d-exil,  qa^l  y  mounit  de  douleur.  ""  ^'J?  K'^Vl  ?"'"?,  "*   ■""»■*  ^  * 

D*s-lors,    et    pendaat  quinse  mois,   le  vieux  >"»•  ^"'•-      ^  «"*""•  "  »•  *«^ "^    •■■  *  ' 


femplir  aucnae  des  foactioas  'P  »■  *?»   ""■"••      Vf'^"   "■.  ?*'*«•  *^  2 

etnift  ttmtrm  ditiiM  >*  onatre  »ioi«<t  a  teair  eoBipte,  sart4Nit  k  aa  pareat,  it 

5c     et  sf  le  J^mlei^  dw  dii  **^^  »«•  «■  oppos'itiia  avea   le  ckel^e  Is  rt- 

i:'de*'qu'ilq:e7ti^'  if?u,l^I  P«"Mf;"  •)^*»"'  Hislolw  da  V«il..,  vsL  .l 

la  fia,  saM  doute  procbaiae,  "^-  »^"'-  ^  *»• 


▼lagt-sixieme  aaaec 

avait  dte  susceptible 

atteada  ea  sileace  li 

d*une  carri^re  marquee   par  taat  de'gloire  et 

taat  de  malbeurs.     Mais  le  cbei  du  coaseil  des 


laara  eaiaats,  et  aette   vieille   raacnae  a 'e'tait 
pas  eacore  satlsfaite.    / 
daae,  JerAme  Barbarigo, 
posa  an  coaseils  des  (fix, 

de  soumettre  Foscari  k  Uii«.if«v«;ii«7  aitwiiiMiva.    ^.. ,,^    r  .1..  «k— -  •- t^-     u     «  •*    1    ^ 

D^  que  ee  magistrat  ae  pouvait  plus  remplir  ?!^Slf^]}*iJl^^;j}^TJZ  )ll  I^L**"*  -'^^ 
aes  foactioas,  Barbarigo  defuida  qu*oB  aommit  i^^'itu"'  *\' J2\*ifUJj"rfi*f"t"'  '"'•"k!! 
■M  nntre  dnm.    L«  e^.*!!    nnl  .v.it  r<ift..^  n.r    4«  t^^»  ■•  >  •«  Informed  ffor  I   bave  sees  bit 


avaat  ae  se   mettre  ea  eoatradictioa  avec  ses  I"T:?_I       £^;  VC---.--«-^   i«*»— .7-         #^1. 

propres  ddcrets.  Les  discussions  daas  le  coaseil  f/rri'i.r'ln^  Jj.^-Sfc  ?fci  J!?**i'\  *'.  ^ 

St  U  JOBte  se  proloag^reat  peadaat  buit  Joors,  f^»  **■«••  •CP*^^?'^*^  *^",  *■'*■*  •'  "»•'*; 

Jasque~ort  avakt   daas  la  au'it.    Gepeadait,  oa  1^  "l?^n  .  ?A«T!-Li*'^*  ■•  "S'^ 

fit  iatrer  daas  Tassemblde  Marco  Fuseari,   pro-  J"  '^t.^&i'',:^^^;Zf,^^'^T  ai^til 

aarateur  de  SaiatMarc,  et  frere  dn  doge,  pour  ??  "Pf"^  If  •Vjl'^f/fL"!?  ***  ^'^^ 

qn'il  flit  lie  par  le  redouuble  sermeat  7b  M^iet,  •^  •  •bipwreck  la  versa   fram  tba  aanatlTes  d 

♦t  qn*il  ne  pdt  arr^ter  les  meaees  de  ses  eaae-  ^_^^_^__ 
■is.  Bafia,  le  coaseil  se  readit  anpres  dn  duge, 

at    Ini  demaada  d'abdiquer    voloataircmeat  aa  *)  Tke  Veaeliaas  appear  ta  have  had  a  w- 

emploi    qu*il  ne    pouvait    plus    exercer.     **J*ai  tiealar  turn   for   breakiag  the  hearts  sf  tW 

Jare,"  repoadit  le  vieillard,  ^de  remplir  Jasqa'k  Doges:   the  above   is  aaather  iasfaace  ef  tbt 

ma  mart,  seloa  moa  hoaaeur  et  aw  caassieace,  kiad   ia   the  Doge  Marca  Barharifo ;  be  «si 

les  foactioas  aaxqaelles  ma  patrie  B*a  appala.  sacceeded  hj  hm  brather  Agaatlaa  Barbaiiss. 

Ja  aa  pais  bm  dalier  BMl-ataM  da  Baa  sanaeat ;  whaaa  ahlaf  aartl  ii  tha  ahava 
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manj  actual  shipwrecks  In  jirof^  selecting  sach 
materials  as  were  most  striking.  Gibbon  makes 
ft  a  merit  InTasso  **to  have  copied  the  minutest 
details  of  the  siege  of  Jermalcm  from  the  Ghro- 
nicles."  In  me  it  may  be  a  demerit,  I  presume ; 
)et  it  remain  so.  Whilst  I  have  been  occupied 
In  defending  Fope't  character,  the  lower  orders 
<ff  Gmb-street  appear  to  have  been  assailing 
mine:  this  is  as  it  should  be,  both  in  them  and 
In  me.  One  of  the  accusations  in  the  nameless 
opistle  alluded  to  is  still  more  laughable:  it 
states   seriously  that  I  ^^received  five  hundred 

Kunds  for  writing  advertisements  for  Day  and 
artin*s  patent  blacking!**  This  is  the  highest 
compliment  to  my  literary  powers  which  1  ever 
received.  It  states  also  **that  a  person  has  been 
trying  to  make  acquaintance  witn  Mr.  Townsend, 
a  gentleman  of  the  law,  who  was  with  mo  on 
business  in  Venice  three  years  ago,  for  the  pur- 
pose of  obtaining  any  defamatory  particulars  of 
my  life  from  this  occasional  visitor.**  Mr.  Towns- 
end  is  welcome  to  say  what  he  knows.  1  men- 
tion these  particulars  merely  to  show  the  world 
in  general  what  the  UtH-artf  lower  world  con- 
tains, and  their  way  of  setting  ta  work.  Another 
charge  made,  I  am  told,  in  the  ''Literarv  Ga- 
sette'*  is,  that  I  wrote  the  notes  to  "Queen 
Mab ;  **  a  work  which  I  never  saw  till  tome 
time  after  ita  publication;  and  which  I  recollect 
showing  to  Mr.  Sotheby  as  a  poem  of  great 
pewer  and  imagination.  I  never  wrote  a  line 
of  .the  notes,  nor  ever  saw  them  eicept  in  their 
published  form.  No  one  knows  better  than  their 
real  author,  that  his  opinions  and  mine  dilfer 
materially  upon  the  metaphysical  nortion  of 
that  work;  thonch  In  common  with  sAl  who  are 
not  blinded  by  baseness  and  bigotry,  I  highly 
admire  the  poetry  of  that  and  his  other  publications. 

Mr.  Sonthev,  too,  in  his  pious  preface  to  a 
poem,  whose  blasphemy  is  as  narmless  as  the  se- 
dition of  Wat  Tyler,  because  it  lst;qually  absurd 
with  that  sincere  production,  calls  upon  the  "le- 
gislature to  look  to  it,**  as  the  toleration  of  sueh 
writings  led  to  the  French  Revolution  :  not  such 
writings  as  Wat  TVler,  but  as  those  of  the  "Sa- 
tanic School.*'  This  Is  not  true,  and  Mr.  Sou- 
they  knows  it  to  be  not  true.  Every  French 
writer  of  any  freedom  was  persecuted ;  Voltaire 
and  Rousseau  were  eiiles,  Marmontol  and  Di- 
derot were  sent  to  the  Bastille,  and  a  perpetual 
war  was  waged  with  the  whole  class  by  the  ex- 
isting despotism.  In  the  next  place,  the  French 
Resolution  was  not  occasioned  by  any  writings 
whatsoever,  but  must  have  occurred  had  no  sueh 
writers  ever  existed.  It  is  the  fashion  to  attri- 
bute every  thing  to  the  French  revolntion ,  and 
the  French  revolution  to  every  thing  but  its 
real  cause.  That  cause  is  obvioas— the  govern- 
ment exacted  too  much ,  and  the  people  could 
neither  give  nor  hear  more.  Without  this ,  the 
Encyclopedists  might  have  written  their  fincers 
off*  without  the  occurrence  of  a  single  alteration. 
And  the  EngiiMh  revolution  — (the  first,  1  mean) 
—what  Mas  it  occasioned  byl  The  "pur itane 
were  surelv  as  pious  and  moral  as  Wesley  or 
his  biographer  1  Acts— acts  on  the  part  of  govern- 
ment, and  not  writings  against  them,  have  caused 
the  past  con\ulsions,  and  are  tending  to  the 
future. 

I  look  upon  snch  as  inevitable,  though  no 
Tevolntionint:  1  wish  to  see  the  English  oon- 
stituiion  restored  and  not  destroyed.  Born  an 
ariKtocrat,  and  naturally  one  by  temper,  with 
the  greater  part  of  my  present  property  In  the 
funds,  what  have  /  to  gain  by  a  revolution? 
Perhaps  I  have  more  to  lose  in  every  way  than 
Mr.  Southev ,  with  all  his  places  and  presents 
for  panegyrics  and  abuse  into  the  bargain.  Bnt 
that  a  resolution  is  inevitable,  I  repeat.  The 
government  may  exult  over  the  repression  of 
petty  tumults;  thexe  are  but  the  receding  waves 
repulsed  and  brokm  for  a  moment  on  the  shore, 


while  the  great  tide  Is  still  rolling  on  and  gmlm- 
ing  ground  with  every  breaker.  Mr.  Southey 
accuses  us  of  attacking  the  religion  of  the  coun- 
try; and  is  he  abetting  it  by  writing  lives  of 
f^'esiey?  One  mode  of  worship  is  merely  de- 
stroyed by  another.  There  never  was,  nor  ever 
will  be,  a  country  without  a  religion.  We  shall 
be  told  of  France  again :  but  it  was  only  Paris 
and  a  frantic  party,  which  for  a  moment  upheld 
their  dogmatic  nonsense  of  theophilanthrony. 
The  church  of  England ,  if  overthrown  ,  will  bo 
swept  away  by  the  sectarians,  and  not  by  1^0 
sceptics.  People  are  too  wise,  too  well-informed, 
too  certain  of  their  own  immense  importance  in 
the  realms  of  space ,  ever  to  submit  to  the  im- 
piety of  doubt  There  may  be  a  few  such  didl- 
dent  speculators,  like  water  In  the  pale  sunbeam 
of  human  reason ,  bnt  they  are  very  few ;  ami 
their  opinions,  without  enthusiasm  or  appeal  to 
the  passions,  can  never  gain  proselytes— nnleai 
Indeed,  they  are  persecuted:  that,  to  be  sure, 
will  increase  any  thing. 

Mr.  S.,  with  a  cowardly  ferocity  ,  exults  over 
the  anticipated  "death-bed  repentance**  of  the 
objects  of  his  dislike ;  and  indulges  himself  in  a 
pleasant  "Vision  of  Judgment,**  In  prose  as  well 
as  verse,  full  of  impious  impudence.  What  Mr. 
S.*s  sensations  or  ours  may  be  in  the  awftel  mo- 
ment of  leaving  this  state  of  existence  neither 
he  nor  we  can  pretend  to  decide.  In  common,  I 
presume,  with  most  men  of  any  reflection,  /  have 
not  waited  for  a  "death-bed**  to  repent  of  many 
of  my  actions,  notwithstanding  the  "diabolieal 
pride**  which  this  pitiful  renegade  in  his  rancour 
would  impute  to  those  who  scorn  Mm,  W'hether, 
upon  the  whole ,  the  good  or  evil  of  my  deeds 
may  preponderate  is  not  for  me  to  ascertain; 
but,  as  my  means  and  opportunities  have  heen 
greater ,  I  shall  limit  ray  nresent  defence  to  an 
assertion  (easily  proved.  If  necessary  , )  that  I, 
"in  my  decree,**  have  done  more  real  good  in 
any  one  given  year,  since  I  was  twenty,  than 
Mr.  Southey  in  the  whole  course  of  his  shifting 
and  turncoat  existence.  There  are  several  ac- 
tions to  which  I  can  look  back  with  an  honest 
Eride ,  not  to  be  damped  by  the  calumnies  of  a 
ireling.  There  are  others  to  which  I  recur  wfth 
sorrow  and  repentance;  but  the  only  act  of  nnr 
life  of  which  Mr.  Southey  can  have  any  real 
knowledge,  as  it  was  one  which  brought  me  in 
contact  with  a  near  connexion  of  his  own,  did 
no  dishonour  to  that  connexion  nor  to  me. 

I  am  not  ignorant  of  Mr.  Southey*s  calumalea 
on  a  different  occasion,  knowing  them  to  be  sueh, 
which  he  scattered  abroad,  on  his  return  from 
Switxerland,  against  me  and  others:  they  have 
done  him  no  good  in  this  world;  and,  if  hin 
creed  be  the  right  one,  they  will  do  him  less  la 
the  next.  What  kia  "death-bed**  may  be ,  it  la 
not  my  province  to  predicate:  let  him  settle  It 
with  his  Maker,  as  I  must  do  with  mine.  There 
Is  something  at  once  ludicrous  and  blaspbemo«8 
in  this  arrogant  scribbler  of  all  works,  sitting 
down  to  deal  damnation  and  destruction  upou 
his  fellow-creatures,  with  Wat  Tvler,  the  Apo- 
theosis of  George  the  Third ,  and  the  Elecy  on 
Martin  the  regicide,  all  shuflled  together  in  his 
writing-desk.  One  of  his  consolationi*  appears 
to  be  a  Latin  note  from  a  work  of  a  Mr.  Lander, 
the  author  of  "Gebir,**  whose  friendMhip  for 
Robert  Southey  will,  it  seems,  "be  an  honour  to 
him  when  the  ephemeral  disputes  and  ephemeral 
reputations  of  the  day  are  forgotten.**  1  for  one 
neither  envy  him  "the  friendship,**  nor  the 
glory  in  reverlion  which  is  to  accrue  from  it. 
like  Mr.  Thelusson*s  fortune  In  the  third  and 
fourth  generation.— This  friendship  will  probably 
bo  as  memorable  as  his  own  epics ,  whioh  lOM  1 
quoted  to  him  ten  or  twelve  years  ago  in  "Bng- 
liflh  Bards*')  Pomon  said  "would  be  remembered 
when  Homer  and  Virgil  are  forgotten,  and  Bat 
till  then.**     For  the  prevent,  I  leave  him. 


tss 
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NOTES    TO    SARDANAPALUSL 


Jnd  thou,  mtf  awn  /on  Am  MyrrktL  [p.  474. 
**The  Ionian  name  had  been  etiU  more  com- 
prehenaive,  having  inclnded  the  Achaiana  and 
the  HflBotians,  who,  tof^ethcr  with  those  to  whom 
it  was  aHterwards  confined ,  wonld  make  nearly 
the  whole  of  the  Greeic  nation,  and  amoaf  the 
oriental!  it  was  always  the  general  aame  for 
the  Greeks.**— MiTFOED's  Greece,  vaL  i,  p.  199. 


7%«  kimMt  end  sen  of  Anaeyndafaxeo, 
in  one  day  bufU  Anekialuo  and  Tartno. 
Eat,  drink,  and  lovo;  tke  root'o  not  wortA  afttlip. 

(p.  477. 

"For  this  expedition  he  took  only  a  amall 
chosen  body  of  the  phalanx,  but  all  his  light 
troops.  In  the  first  day's  march  he  reached  An- 
chialDs ,  a  town  said  to  have  been  founded  by 
the  king  of  Assyria,  Sardanapalns.  The  fortifi- 
cations, im  their  magnitude  and  extent,  still  in 
Arrian's  time,  bore  the  character  of  greatness, 
which  the  Assyrians  appear  singularly  to  have 
affected  ia  works  of  the  kind.  A  monument  re- 
presenting Sardanapalns  was  found  there,  war- 
ranted by  an  inscription  in  Assyrian  characters, 
of  course  in  the  old  Assyrian  language ,  which 
the  Greeks,  whether  well  or  ill,  interpreted 
thus :  **SardanapaIus ,  son  of  Anacyndaraxes,  in 
one  day  founded  Anchialns  and  Tarsus.  Eat, 
drink,  play :  all  other  homaa  Jovs  are  not  worth 
a  fillip.**  Supposing  this  version  nearly  exact 
(for  Arrian  saya  it  was  not  quite  io),  whether 


the  purpose  has  not  been  to  inrtte  te  dvll  orier 
a  people  disposed  to  tnrbalence,  rather  thss  u 
recommend  immoderate  laxurj ,  may  perkap 
reasonably  be  questioned.  Wknt,  indeed,  cssU 
be  the  object  of  a  kmg  of  AaayrU  in  fooadisf 
such  towns  in  a  country  b«  dietnnt  from  his  cs- 
pital,  and  so  divided  from  it  by  an  immense  ei- 
tent  of  sandy  deserts  and  lofty  nonntaia*,  sal 
still  more,  how  the  inhabitants  conid  be  at  soce 
in  circumstances  to  abandon  theaoehes  ts  tb 
intemperate  Joys  which  their  prince  has  bcti 
supposed  to  have  recommended,  ia  not  obiism; 
but  it  may  desene  obaen ntion  that,  in  that  Km 
of  coast ,  the  southern  of  I«eaoer  Asia,  raiai  d 
cities,  evidently  of  an  age  after  Alexander,  yet 
barely  named  in  history,  at  this  day  astssith 
the  adventuroM  traveller  by  their  magnifieeaco 
and  elegance.  Amid  the  desolation  which,  asdef 
a  singularly  bnrltrian  aovernment,  has  fsr  n 
many  centuries  been  daily  apreading  in  the  fisni 
countries  of  the  globe ,  whether  more  from  t«il 
and  eliaate,  or  from  oppertnnitieo  for  commerce, 
extraordinary  meaas  maat  have  been  foaad  (m 
commnnitiea  to  flourish  there,  whenee  it  nsj 
seem  that  the  measnrea  of  Sardanapalas  were 
directed  by  Jnster  views  than  hare  beea  can- 
monly  ascribed  to  Ub;  bat  that  monarch  haiisf 
been  the  last  of  a  dynaaty,  ended  by  n  revolstiAB, 
obloqur  on  his  memory  wonld  follow  of  cssns 
from  the  policy  of  his  ancceaaora  and  their  fsr- 
tisans.  The  inconsistency  of  traditions  eoncera- 
ing  Sardanapalns  is  striking  ia  ]>iodoms*s  ac- 
eonnt  of  hiik**    MiTFonn. 


NOTB  TO  THE  DEFORMED  TRANS- 
FORMED. 

This  production  is  founded  partly  on  the  story 
of  a  Novel,  called  «*The  Three  Brothers,**  pub- 
lished many  years  aao,  from  which  Lewis's 
**Wood-Demoa"  was  also  taken — and  partly  on 
the  **Faust**  of  the  great  Go«the.  The  present 
publication  contains  the  first  two  Parts  only, 
nnd  the  opening  chorus  of  the  third.  The  rest 
■ay  perhaps  appear  hereafter. 


NOTB  TO  THE  LAMENT  OF  TASSO. 

At  Ferrara  (in  the  library)  are  preserved  the 
original  MS8.  of  Tasso*s  Giemsalemme  and  of 
Goarini*s  Pastor  FIdo,  with  lettero  of  Tasso,  one 
from  Titian  to  Ariosto,  and  the  inkstand  and 
ehair,  the  tomb  and  the  house,  of  the  latter.  Bat 
as  misfortuae  has  a  greater  interest  for  posterity, 
and  little  or  none  for  the  cotemporary,  the  eell 
where  Tasso  was  confined  in  the  hospital  of  St. 
Anna  attracts  a  more  fixed  attention  than  the 
residence  or  the  monument  of  Ariosto— at  least 
it  had  this  effect  on  me.  There  are  two  inicrip- 
tions,  one  on  the  outer  gate,  the  seoond  over 
the  eell  itself,  inviting,  unnecessarily,  dbe  won- 
der and  the  indignation  of  the  spectator.  Ferrara 
ia  much  decayed  and  depopulated ;  the  oastle  still 
exists  entire;  aad  I  saw  the  court  where  Parl- 
slnn  aad  Hngo  were  beheaded,  Moording  to  the 
aaaal  of  Gibbon. 


NOTES  TO  THE  PROPHECY  OF 

DANTE. 

Mff  PatmdUo  had  otiU  been  intmnfUte.     [pw  Sit 

Che  sol  per  le  belle  opre 

Che  faano  in  Cielo  it  oole  e  V  altre  stelle 

Deatro  di  lui  sf  erode  B  BmrmdUo^ 

Cosi  se  gnardi  fiso 

Pensar  boa  db\  ch*  Ofnl  terren*  piacerc. 
Canxone.  in  which  Dante  deaeribea  the  persM 
of  Beatrice. 

/  mould  hoae  hod  »•  iPlsrenee  jreaf  and  fne. 

L^Bslllo  the  rn^h  date  oner  mt  tegno. 

•  •  •  •  •  • 

Coder  tra*  baeai  h  pur  dl  lode  degno. 

Sonnet  of  Dante,  In  which  he  represents  Right, 
Generosity ,  and  Temperance  as  banished  frsn 
among  men,  and  so  " 
inhabita  his  bosom. 


sag  mea,  and  seeking  reflife  from  Love,  vhs 
ibit    ■* 


At  dnst  she  dooms  to  tontter.         [p.  571 
^'Ut  si  quis  oredletanwi  alio  tempore  in  tortiam 

dicti  communis  pewenerlt,  tolif  ferwonien*  igai 

eomharaSar,  sie  fMd  nmrfefnr." 
Seoond    sentenoe  of  Florence  against  Daate, 

aad  the  fourteen  accased  with  him.— The  LaUa 

ia  worthy  of  the  seatence. 

WhoM  fit  mf  ftofs  mro,  mmi  thai  fmtmi  sbe. 

[p.  S71 
This  lady,  whooe  aame  waa   ffimma ,  sprng 
OBO  of  the  moot  powerfbl  Ooelf  familiet, 
led  DeaatL    Corao  Donati  waa  tha  nrincisal 
adversary  of  the  OhibeKneo.    She  It  Imribed 
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m  betM  ^Jdmoimm  i—rf,  mt  it«  XtmHfp9  89- 
erat^  MtoMpki  eofiJug9  terij^mm  eMt  lernnut."* 
according  to  Giannosso  Maaetti.  Bat  Lioaarao 
Aretino  !•  scandalised  witli  Boccace,  ia  hit  life 
of  Dante,  for  saying  that  literary  men  should 
not  marry.  ^*Qoi  il  Boccaccio  non  ha  pasiensa, 
e  dice,  le  moglie  esser  contrarie  a^^li  stadj ;  e  non 
■f  ricorda  che  Socrate  il  pib  nobile  filosofo  che 
mai  fosse  ebbe  moglie,  e  figliaoli,  e  nfliej  della 
Ilepnbblfca  nella  sua  Citta;  c  Aristotele  ebbe 
dne  mogli  in  varj  tempi,  ed  ebbe  figliaoli,  e 
riccheue  assai.  —  B  Marco  Tn]lio--«  Catoae--e 
Varone— e  Seneea  ebbero  moglie/'  I^  is  odd 
that  honest  Lieurda's  examples,  with  the  ex- 
ception of  Seneca,  and,  for  any  thing  1  know,  of 
Aristotle,  are  not  the  most  felicitons.  Tally's 
Terentia,  and  Socrates',  Xantippe,  by  no  means 
contribnted  to  their  hosbands,  happiness,  what- 
ever they  might  do  to  their  philosophy  —  Cato 
Eaway  his  wife  — of  Varro's  we  know  no- 
— and  of  Seneca's,  only  that  she  was  disposed 
e  with  him,  bat  recoTcred,  and  lived  several 
J  ears  afterwards.  But,  says  Lionardo,  **Ii*  nomo 
smAnols  cfvfle,  secondo  place  a  tntti  I  filosofi." 
And  thence  concludes  that  the  greatest  proof  of 
the  an/mata  eiHtm  is  ^la  HriiM  congiansione, 
daUa  qnale  mnltiplicaU  MiM  la  Citth.'' 

iViae  mooMchalf  tU»  rtriOMMc  Ifte  ikUwmd  sef. 

[p.  574. 

'  See  <*Sacco  di  Roma,"  generally  attributed  to 

Qnicciardiai.  There  is  another  written  by  a  Ja- 

copo  BuvnmparU,  GratllMBM  Samminiatcae  che 

▼I  si  Irovb  presente. 

Onifiierorf  on  /erefgn  sttrss  mmi  fht  /«r  vsrve. 

[p.  570. 
Alezaader  of  Parma,  Spinala,  Pescara,  Bagene 
of  Savoy,  Monteencculi. 

Ditcoverert  of  iiem  worlds,  mkieh  toko  thoir  namif. 

[p.  576. 
Colombos,  Amerlcns  V espneloi,  Sebastian  Cabot. 

Ho  who  onee  enters  As  m  tyrmato  kmU,    [p.  671. 
A  verse  from  the  Greek  tracedfeBc,  with  which 
Pompey  took  leave  of  Comella  oa  entering  the 
boat  in  which  he  was  slain. 


Amd  tko  ftrA  da§  mhleh  sees  tko  chain  entkr&l 

fp.  571. 
The  verse  and  sentiment  are  taken  f^om  Homer. 

And  ho,  thoir  prlaca,  cftaB  r«alr 

Petrarch. 


BONMKTTOl 

Di  Giovamni  BattUta  SgpfL 

Chi  h  cestui,  che  in  darn  pietra  scolto. 
Siede  gigante ;  e  le  pih  iUnstre,  e  cCntc 
Prove  deir  arte  avvanza,  eha  vive,  e  pronto 
Le  labbia  si,  che  le  parole  ascoltof 

Quest'  h  Mosi;  ben  me  '1  diceva  il  folto 
Onor  del  mento,  e  *1  doppio  ragglo  in  fronle, 

guest'  h  Mos^,  quando  sceadea  dell  monte, 
gran  parte  del  Nume  avea  nel  volto. 
Tal  era  ailor,  che  le  sonanti,  e  vaste 
Aequo  ei  sospese  a  se  d'intorno,  e  tale 
Quando  il  mar  chiuse,  e  ne  fft  tomba  altrai. 
E  voi  sue  tnrbe  nn  rio  vitello  alsate  I 
Aliata  aveste  imago  a  questa  egnale! 
Ch'  era  men  folio  1'  adorar  costal. 


[p.  51B. 


flw  neert. 
[p.  576. 


A  dmoo,  it§  image. 
The  cupola  of  St  Peter's. 


(p.  578. 

Hi§  thiool  hid  the  Bohrew,  r^  578. 

The   sutne   of  Moiee   oa  the   moBement   of 
Jalius  II. 


Ovtr  tho  dwmm'd  heforo  tho  Judgmont'tJ^omo. 

The  last  Jadgmeat  In  the  Sinlae  chap 

Iho  aiream  of  hit  groat  thoughio  chail  opriag 
from  me,  [p.  57ft 

I  have  read  somewhere  (if  I  do  net  err,  for  I 
eaanot  recollect  where)  that  Dante  was  so  great 
a  favourite  of  Michel  Angelo's ,  that  he  had  de- 
sigaed  the  whole  of  the  Divina  Cemmedia :  but 
that  the  volume  containing  these  ctadies  was 
lost  by  sea. 

Her  eharmo  to  moutifa  promd,  who  hmi  caialsy. 

[pr57H. 
See  the  treatment  of  Michel  Angelo  by  Julias 
II.  and  his  neglect  by  Leo  X. 

What  haoo  I  done  to  thoe^  mv  peopled  [p.  579. 
**E  scrisse  piu  volte  non  soiamente  a  partieo- 
lari  cittadin  del  reggimento,  ma  aneora  al  popolo, 
e  intra  I'altre  ua  Epistola  assai  lunga  che  co- 
miacia :— '^Popale  mi,  quid  feci  tikiT'  Vita  di 
Jhrnto  oeritta  da  Lionardo  Aretino. 


NOTES  TO  THE  ODE  TO  MAPOLEOK 
BUONAPARTE. 

f%e  rapiuro  of  tho  utrifo--  [p.  591, 

Certamlais  gaudia,  the  expression  of  Attila  ia 
his  haraagne  to  his  army,  previous  to  the  battle 
of  ChaloBs,  given  in  Casslodoms. 

Or  Uko  tho  thUf  of  ftro  from  hoaoon,    [p.  691. 
Prometheus. 

Ac  very  Flend^o  arch  mock.  [p.  591. 

*'The  fiend's  arch  mock— 
''To  lip  a  wanton,  aad  suppose  her  chaste." 

BBAKSPBAani 


NOTES  TO   ENGLISH  BARDS   AND   SCOTCH 

REVIEWERS. 


StiamuH  r  htiarf—9haU  hoarae  Fttageraid  hawi 

Hia  ereaking  eoupleta  in  a  tavom-halL     [p.  591. 

Semper  ego  anditor  tantumV  auaquaauie  re- 

ponam 
Vexatus  toties  rauci  Theseide  Codri? 

Juvbhai.. 
Mr.  Pitsgerald,  facetiously  termed  by  CobbeU 
the  ««Small-Becr-Poet,''  iaflicts  his  aanual  tri- 


bute af  verse  on  the  MLtterary  Fnad :  **  not  eoa- 
tent  with  writing,  he  sponts  In  person,  after  the 
company  have  imbibed  a  reasonable  qoaatity  of 
bad  port  to  eaable  them  to  sustaia  the  operatlea. 

Our  took  omplote,  Uko  Hamet'a  ahatt  ho  froo, 

[p.  591. 
Cid  Hamet  Beaeageli  promises  repose  to  his 


1U 
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pcD  111  the  lut  chapter  of  Don  Qaixote.  Oh! 
that  onr  volarainoos  gj^ntry  wonld  follow  the 
example  of  Cid  Hamet  Benengeli! 

Btt  Jeffrey'9  heart,  or  It€unb'M  Betotian  head. 

rp.  593. 

Me88r8.  Jeffrey  and  I<amb  are  the  Alpha  and 
Omera,  the  first  and  last,  of  the  Edinbnrgh- 
^view  ;  the  others  are  mentioned  hereafter. 

WhiU  ffttcA  ore  eritiet,  whg  should  I  forbear  f 

i  [p.  &93. 

Stulta  est  cleoientia peritors  parcere  ehartc. 

JUVBMAL. 

then  ehottld  you  atk  me,  why  I  venture  o'er 
S%e  potA  which  Pope  and  Gffford  trod  before  f 

[p.  594. 
Oar  tamen  hoo  potius  libeat  decorrere  campo 
Per  quem  mafnas  eqnos  Aarunca  flexit  alnmnns: 
SI  vacat,  et  placidi  rationem  admittitis,  edam. 

JVTBMAL. 

W\ram  narHtg  Southey  down  to  groveling  Stott. 

[p.  594. 
Stott,  better  known  in  the  **  Morning  Pott**  by 
the  name  of  Hafis.  This  personage  is  at  pre- 
sent the  most  profound  explorer  of  the  bathos. 
I  remember,  to  the  reigning  family  of  Portugal, 
a  special  ode  of  Master  Srott's,  beginning  thus : 
(Stott  loquitur  quoad  Hibernia.) 

Princely  offspring  of  Braganxa. 
Erin  greets  tnee  with  a  stansai 

Also  a  Sonnet  to  Rats,  well  worthy  of  the  sub- 
ject, and  a  most  thundering  ode  commencing  as 
follows : 

Oh !  for  a  lav !  loud  as  the  surge 
That  lashes  Lapland's  sounding  shore. 

Lord  have  mercy  on  us !  the  **Lay  of  the  Last 
Minstrer*  was  nothing  to  this. 

ffttts  Lay  of  MhutreU-^mag  they  be  the  taet  f-^ 

[p.  594. 
See  the  **Lay  of  the  Last  Minstrel,"  paseim. 
Never  was  any  plan  so  incongruous  and  absurd 
as  the  ground-work  of  this  production.  The  en- 
trance of  Thunder  and  Lightning,  prologuising 
to  BaycR'  tragedy,  unfortunatelv  takes  away  the 
merit  of  originality  from  the  dialogue  between 
Messieurs  the  Spirits  of  Flood  and  Pell,  in  the 
first  canto.  Then  we  have  the  amiable  William 
of  Uf'loraine,  **a  stark  motistrooper,**  viilelicet, 
a  happy  compound  of  poacher,  sheepstcalcr,  and 
highwsyman.  The  propriety  of  his  magical  la- 
dy*s  Injunction,  not  to  read,  can  only  be  equalled 
by  his  candid  acknowledgment  of  his  independ- 
ence of  the  trammels  of  sprlling,  although,  to 
use  his  own  elegant  phrase,  ** 'twas  his  neck- 
verse  at  hairibee,"  i.  e.  the  gallows. 

And  goblin  braU,  of  Gilpin  Homer'a  brood. 

[p.  594. 
The  Biography  of  Gilpin  Horner,  and  the 
marvellous  pedestrian  page,  who  travelled  twice 
as  fast  as  his  master's  horse,  withoiu  the  aid 
of  sevf  n-leagued  boots,  are  cheft-ii'truvre  in  the 
improvement  of  taste.  For  incident  we  have 
the  invisible,  but  by  no  means  sparing,  box  on 
the  ear  bestowed  on  the  page,  and  the  entrance 
of  a  Knight  and  Charger  into  the  castle,  under 
the  very  natural  disguise  of  a  wain  of  hay, 
Marmion,  the  hero  of  the  latter  romance,  is 
exactly  what  William  of  Deloraine  would  have 
been,  had  he  been  able  to  read  or  write.  The 
Poem  was  manufacinred  for  Messrs.  Constable, 
Murray,  and  Miller,  worshipful  Booksellers,  In 
consideration  of  the  receipt  of  a  sum  of  money, 
and,  tralv,  considering  the  inspiration,  it  is  a 
▼ery  creditable  production.  If  Mr.  Scott  will 
write  for  hire,  let  him  do  his  best  for  his  pay> 


Ms  fealaa,  vhIA  b 
repetiuon  of  bUck-ki- 


fflBstert,  but  net  ..^ 
undoubtedlv  great,  by 
ter-ballad  fmitationf. 

The  tingle  wonder  of  a  tkouoand  year*.  \%Uh. 
As  the  Odyssey  ia  ao  closely  connected  viik 
the  story  of  the  Iliad,  they  niny  almost  be  cUm- 
ed  as  one  grand  hiatorieai  poem.  In  allsdisf 
to  Milton  and  Tasso,  we  eonsider  the  ^^Parsdne 
Lost,**  and  **Oiemsnlemme  Libemta,**  as  thrir 
standard  efforts,  since  neither  the  ^^Jensskn 
('onquered**  of  the  lUliaii,  nor  the  ^Pararfist 
Regained  **  of  the  English  Bard,  obtained  a  pffs> 
portionate  celebrity  to  their  foroier  poean.  Qacfy 
Which  of  Mr.  Soothey*a  wtU  snrvive? 

Next  see  tremundoue  l%aia^  eome  on.  [p>SA 
Thalaba,  Mr.  Southey*8  second  poem,  is  vri^ 
ten  in  open  defiaace  of  precedent  and  pscirf. 
Mr.  S.  wished  to  prodvse  something  novel,  sat 
succeeded  to  a  mimelsw  Jonn  of  Arc  was  msr- 
vellous  enough,  but  Thalaba  was  one  of  tbsfr 
poems  '* which  (in  the  words  of  Person)  will  k 
read  when  Homer  and  Virgil  are  forgotten,  bst 
—nor  till  then." 

nou  Witt  devote  old  rnemeis  to  the  derS.  [p.  SIS. 

See  The  old  Woman  of  Berkley,  n  Ballad  bj 

Southey,  wherein  an  ngcd  Gentlewoman  is  csr- 

ried  away  by  Beelsebnb,  on   n  ^^high  trouisf 

horse.** 

And  quit  hie  booke,  for  fecr  of  growing  deekk- 

fp.  Sft> 
Lyrical  Ballads:  **The  Ubles  turned.** 

Up,  up  my  friend,  nnd  clear  year  looka— 
Why  all  this  tofl  and  tronble? 

Dp,  up  my  friend,  and  quit  your  h<»ski. 
Or  surely  you*ll  grow  double. 

''Awake  a  louder  and  a  loftier  etrain.'    [p.  SK. 

**Awake  a  louder,  aad  a  loftier  strain,**  Is  the 

first  line  in  Bowles's  ^^Spirit  of  Discovery;**  • 

very  spirited  and  pretty  Dwarf  Bpic     Amssf 

other  exquisite  lines  we  have  the  following:— 

A  KIsa 

Stole  on  the  ]ist*nlng  silence,  never  yet 

Here  heard  ;  they  trembled  even  aa  if  the  pewtr 

•— l*hat  is,  the  woods  of  Madeira  trembled  to  s 
kiss,  very  much  astonished,  ns  well  they  mifkt 
be,  at  such  a  phenomenon.  (See  ^Letter  si 
Bowles*s  Strictures  on  Pope.**) 

Conault  Lord  Fanny,  mmd  eonfULe  tm.  Carl 

[p.  SIT. 

Curl  is  one  of  the  heroes  of  the  Onnciad,  aad 

was  a   Bookseller.    Lord  Fanny  is   the  poetical 

name  of  Lord  Hervey,  anther  of  ^Linea  to  die 

imitator  of  Horace.** 

.^nd  do  from  haio  what  MaOet  did  for  hire. 

Lord  Bollngbroke  hired  Mallet  to  traduce  Pope 
after  his  decease,  because  the  Poet  had  retaiscd 
some  copies  of  a  work  by  Lord  Bolingbroke  (the 
Patriot  King) ,  which  that  splendid  but  malig- 
nant genius  had  ordered  to  be  destroyed. 

9b  rose  vilA  Denuia,  and  with  Raimh  to  rhymt. 

[p.5W. 
Dennis  the  critic  and  Ralph  the  rhymester. 

Silence  ye  wolves !  while  Ralph  in  Cynthia  howls, 
Making  night  hideous— answer  him  ye  owls! 

DeKCi4S 

And  Unkd  thee  to  the  Dmmeimd  for  thm  nslsa. 

(pTsw. 

See  Bowles's  Into  edition  of  Pope's  works,  fsr 


I 


\ 


which  he  received  80011:  thus  Mr.  B.  ha*  ex- 
pericnced  how  mnch  easier  it  is  to  profit  by  the 
reputation  of  another,  than  to  elevate  bis  own 
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Had  Cvith  §im  9d9nr4  fAt  evmnter't  Hd€, 

[p.  597. 
Mr.  Cottle,  Amoi  or  Jo•epi^  I  don't  know 
which,  but  one  or  both,  once  tellers  of  books 
they  did  not  write,  and  now  writers  of  books 
that  do  not  sell,  have  jpablished  a  pair  of  Epics. 
«<Alfred**  (poor  Alfred!  Pye  has  been  at  him 
too!)  and  "^the  Fall  of  Cambria.** 

May  no  md9  hand  diiturb  their  eariy  tUep  I 

[p.  697. 

Poor  Montfomery,  though  praised  by  every 
Bnglish  Review,  has  been  bitterly  reviled  by 
the  Edinborgh.  After  all,  the  Bard  of  ShefHeld 
to  a  man  of  considerable  genius:  his  "Wanderer 
of  Switierland  *'  is  worth  a  thousand  ^^Lyrical 
Ballads,**  and  aC  least  fifty  "^Degraded  Epics.** 

Aor  hnnr  the  bioodhouud§  hack  to  ArthuraSeatt 

[p.  597. 
Affthar*s  Seat,  the  hill  vUth  overhangs  Edin- 
burgh. 

In  1806,  Messrs.  Jeffrey  and  Moore  met  at 
Chalk-Farm.  The  duel  was  prevented  by  the 
nterference  of  the  magistracy ;  and,  on  examin- 
ation, the  balls  of  the  pistols,  like  the  courage 
of  the  combatants,  were  found  to  have  evaporat- 
ed. This  incident  cave  occasion  to  much  wag- 
gery in  the  daily  prints. 

The  other  half  pureued  tte  tabn  career,    [p.  506. 

The  Tweed  here  behaved  with  proper  deco- 
rum: it  would  have  been  highly  reprehensible 
in  the  English  half  of  the  river  to  have  shown 
the  smallest  symptom  of  apprehension. 


If  Jeffrey 
This   dis 


Jeffrev  died,  exeept  tttthiu  her  arm$,  [p.  506. 

*his  display  of  sympathy  on  the  part  of  the 
Tolbooth  (the  principal  prison  in  Edinbur^), 
which  truly  seems  to  have  been  most  affected 
on  this  occasion,  to  much  to  be  commended.  It 
was  to  be  apprehended,  that  the  many  unhappy 
criminals  executed  in  the  front,  might  have  ren- 
dered the  edifice  more  callous.  She  Is  said  to 
be  of  the  softer  sex,  because  her  delicacy  of 
feeling  on  this  day  was  truly  feminine,  though, 
like  most  feminine  Impulses,  perhaps  a  little 
•elfish. 

the  travettd  Thane!  Athenian  Aberdeen,  [p.  506. 
His  lordship  has  been  much  abroad,  is  a  mem- 
ber of  the  Athenian  Society,  and  reviewer  of 
•*6cirs  Topography  of  Troy.** 

Herbert  ehatt  wield  Jhor'e  hammer,  and  eome- 
timee,  [p.  596. 

Mr.  Herbert  is  a  transtotor  of  Icelanoic  and 
other  Poetry.  One  of  the  principal  pieces  is  a 
**Song  on  the  Recovery  of  Tnor*s  Hammer:**  the 
translation  is  a  pleasant  chaunt  in  the  vulgar 
tongue,  and  ended  thus : — 

Instead  of  money  and  rings,  I  wot. 
The  hammer's  bruisrs  were  her  lot; 
Thus  Odin*s  son  hto  hammer  got. 

And  eUuHe  Hallam,  mmeh  renown'd  for  Greek, 

[p.  506. 
Mr.  Hallam  reviewed  Payne  Knight*s  Taste, 
and  was  exceedingly  severe  on  some  Greek  ver- 
ses therein :  it  was  not  discovered  that  the  lines 
were  Pindar*s,  till  the  press  rendered  it  impos- 
sible to  cancel  the  critique,  which  still  stands 
an  everlasting  monument  of  Hallam's  ingenuitv. 
The  said  Hallam  is  incensed,  because  he  is 
falsely  accused,  Mring  that  he  never  dineth 
at  Hnlland-Houfir.  If  this  be  true,  I  am  sorry — 
not  for  having  said  yn,  hot  on  his  account,  as  I 
understand  his  lordship's  fcaiits  are  preferable 
to  bis  compositions.  If  he  did  not  review  Lord 
Holland's  performance,  I  am  glad,  because   it 


■ust  have  been  palnftU  to  read,  and  trkfome  to 
praise  it.  If  Mr.  Hallam  will  tell  me  who  did 
review  it,  the  real  name  shall  find  a  place  in 
the  text,  provided,  nevertheless,  the  said  name 
be  of  two  orthodox  musical  syllables  and  will 
come  into  the  verse:  till  then,  Hallam  must 
stand  for  want  of  a  better. 

While  gay  Thalta^e  Inclrless  vofarf ,  LaaA. 

[p.  666. 
The  Hon.  O.  Lamb  reviewed  **  Beresford*s 
Mtoeries,**  and  to  moreover  author  of  a  Faroe 
enacted  with  much  applause  at  the  Prtory, 
8tanmore,  and  damned  with  great  expedition  at 
the  late  Theatre  Covent-Oarden.  It  was  enti- 
tled «<Whtotle  for  it.** 

Beware  leet  blundering  Broagham  dettroy  tko 
eaie,  [v.  596. 

Mr.  Brougham,  in  No  XXV.  of  the  Edinburgh- 
Review,  throughout  the  article  concerning  Don 
Pedro  de  Cevallos,  has  displayed  more  polities 
than  policy:  many  of  the  worthy  burgesses  of 
Edinburgh  being  so  incensed  at  the  infamous 
principles  it  evinces,  as  to  have  withdrawn  their 
subscriptions. 

It  seems  that  Mr.  Brougham  is  not  a  Pict,  as 
I  supposed,  but  a  Borderer,  and  his  name  to 
pronounced  Broom,  from  Trent  to  Tay.  So  be  It. 

Her  eon,  and  vanieh'd  in  a  Seottieh  mi»t,  Tp.  096. 
I  ought  to  apologise  to  the  worthy  Deities  for 
introducing  a  new  Goddess  with  short  petticoats 
to  their  notice :  but,  alas !  what  was  to  be  doneV 
I  could  not  say  Caledonia's  Genius,  it  being 
well  known  there  is  no  Genius  to  be  found  from 
Clackmannan  to  Caithness :  yet,  without  super- 
natural agency,  how  was  Jeffrey  to  be  saved  9 
The  "national  Kelpies,**  are  too  unpoetical,  and 
the  *'Brownies**  and  "^Gudo  Neighbours**  (Spi- 
rits of  a  good  disposition),  refused  to  extricate 
him.  A  Goddess  therefore  has  been  called  for 
the  purpose,  and  great  oucht  to  be  the  gratitude 
of  Jeffrev,  seeing  it  is  the  onlv  communication 
he  ever  held,  oris  likely  to  hold,  with  any  thing 
heavenly. 

Detlare  hie  landterd  con  Cronslsf  e,  at  teaat  f 

[p.  598L 

Lord  Holland  has  translated  some  specimens  of 
Lope  de  Tega,  inserted  in  his  life  of  the  Author: 
both  are  bepraised  by  his  ditinteretted  guests. 

Reforme  each  error  and  refinee  the  whole, 

[p.  596. 
Certain  it  is,  her  ladyship  is  suspected  of  hav- 
ing displayed  her  matchless  wit  in  the  Edinburgh- 
Review:  however  that  may  be,  we  know  from 
good  authority  that  the  manuscrlpto  are  submit- 
ted to  her  perusal— no  doubt  for  correction. 

Puna,  and  a  prtnee  within  a  barrel  pent.  [p.  596. 
In    the    melo-drame    of   Tekeli,    that    heroic 
prince  is  clapt  into  a  barrel  on  the  stage— a  new 
asylum  for  dtotressed  heroes. 

fnuie  Beynolde  vente  hie  "dammet,  pooha,  and 

Mounda."  [p.  506. 

All  these  are   favourite  expressions  of  Mr.  R. 

and  prominent  In  hto  Comedies,  living  and  defunct. 

A  tragedy  complete  in  aU  bat  wordaf  [p.  606. 
Mr.  T.  Sheridan,  the  new  Manager  of  Drury- 
Lane  Theatre,  stripped  the  Tragedy  of  Dondnca 
of  the  Dialogue,  and  exhibited  the  scenes  as  the 
spectacles  of  Caractacus.  Was  this  worthy  oC 
his  sire,  or  of  himself  I 

Her  flight  to  gamiah  Greenwood'e  gay  deais 

Mr.  Greenwood  is,  we  believe.  Scene- AInter 
to  Drurv-I^ane Theatre:  as  such  Mr.  S.  Is  much 
indebted  to  him. 
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Impttjmiirtiimt  oeft  tvmfthtiiitrHttm.  Vf.  t* 

Ur.  !i.  Ii  ihg  [llnMrlsiii  uthor  gf  Ika  "Slei 

Ibh  Ilnuty  I  "   and   lome  Camedii*,  pBTltcoUi 

"Maitli    and    Bachrlom"    Baooalaaiai    baci 

■■fill  qnuD  lanro  dignl. 

inhip  CattdanFt  palslHnu.  [p.  d 


nal.1I    ■ 


Lord  C*  work*.  Boat  naplsadrBtlr  >»«i<t^ 
a  coMpicnoni  OTaaacBt  to  bia  bonk-ikrlvn : 
Tk«  imt  la  all  bat  lestbcr  aad  pnwUi. 

Ant  MtMBft  MmutU  prma  ■  BUmM  IhT 
MelTlIIa-a    Mailla,     •     p«ra4j     am    "El^iU 


'111   cnablr 


•■imog  TUaboudl 


CDllrcI    Ihe 
ara  iliU  bl» 


'icknjqnioD.      It  li  bi 
r   Id    tlU   iaitaaca  to  ( 
r  dliapprobation   wai 
o  iDpknia'  ■-     ' 


ral  tb. 
;  ]n«- 


MJ,     Ih 


ocietf  af  both  aruH 
A  pltafant  thiig  for  tba  wlv«  aad  i(aa|hlen 
Ibate  Hlin  arc  b1«l  or  curifd  wllh  inch  eOBBC 
doBi',  la  hrar  Ibo  biUKrd-liblca  raltltng  In  ai 
rDoDi,  and  iha  dice  la  anaibET-  Tbat  ihli  ii  tl 
«aie  I  iBiiair  caa  IcilirT,  ai  ■  lain  iiawartl 
■FiBbeT  0?  aa  laililnllaR  Kliltb  male  rial  I7  alfec 
tba  msrali  at  Ibc  hlfber  ordert,  whllo  Iba  lair 
■a*  not  eira  mova  lu  Iba  lonfld  of  a  tabor  ai 
ilddle,  ■ItboBl  ■  cbaaoe  of  IndlctnCBt  far  rloto 
bcbaviaai. 

SeboU  l<l«  nm  Pttmtui  •/  tkt  iaji.     [p.  BI 
PrtroBlai,    "arbiter    elcEBBliamm "   la   Nei 
terjr  prellt  fellow  in  bli  daj,"  u  U 
e-g  Bid  Badielar  Milh. 


>  md  Ukt  AAIrad  /aZL 


CoBfl 

n  Um  Ifta  OadAM, 

*  MatalD  BomlDa  da  M  fabaU 

I  barw  tbc  lata  Lord  PalkUad  well.  ObSb 
dlT  airht  1  bebeld  blra  preaidiaa  at  bia  swb  t 
ble.  !■  all  tba  boaeu  pride  af  hoipililiti :  < 
H'edBPKlBT  noralag  at  three  a-eJaeb,  I  M 
Mreiched  before  me,  all  that  remaiaed  af  coa 
Bge,  feellBi:,  asd  >  boat  of  pauleai.  He  vai 
nllBBi  and  iBcceurnl  ofBcer  i  bia  faalU  we 
tbe  laiitli  at  a  Hilor~u  anib,   BriloBi  will  fe 

£ve  Ibem.  Ho  died  lUe  a  brave  maa  la  a  bi 
r  CBBie,  for  bad  be  Ibllea  In  lika  magner  1 
tbe  deck  of  tbe  frigua  to  wbleb  ba  wai  ]uit  ■ 
rolated,  hi*  lul  Doaeali  wonld  hate  bran  be 
■p  b;  bl*  conBlrjBWB  as  aa  aiiBpIa  to  •accaa 
Ugberoea. 


fnm  tlBy  Hmfl%  I 


I  ita^  Btuiei.      tP'  * 


■•  i/ffir  Ihfia  Ufl.        ,      ., 

bat  wonld  be  the  KBIImeBti  of  tbe  Perali 
ABBCreoa,  Haiii,  lonld  he  tDe  from  hi* 
•CBBlebrc  at  Sheen*,  where  be  repn___  .  . 
Prrdaoii  aad  Sadi,  ibe  Orieatal  Mnaier  afldC 
tollB),  ud  behold  bl*  naae  aiaaaied  by  bi 
Stoll  of  DroBiare,  tbe  n  '  ' 
■nble  af  lileraij  poaehei 


•  blda!  daff  II,  far 


._        __.-mB   ID  ba   a  rdlower  •!  Ik 

Rella  CroicB  Scheol.  aad  kaa  pabllahed  IBt» 
Inae*  at  vnj  raapecMbla  abaBrdiUea  la  ibfBi, 
a*  timea  ga  i  beaidcB  sandrT  BOTeb  la  tha  Wh 
of  Ibe  fint  Bditisn  of  tka  Moak. 

Oata-d  It  Ibe  (bwatars  af  O.  P.  «.       [^«.    | 

Tkrae  are  tbe  aigaatarea   af  raiiau  wacilia 
who   figure  la  the   poetical   depsTtaeaO  <fd>    1 


Aad  Captl  laffl  deetaraa 

CbmI  Lairi,  Eaq.,  the  Mm 
aad  Preface' write  r-geaeral 


>2 


L» !  Barmt  aad  fiban^U,  ■ 

SeaNalbaBlalBlaaBflald'a  ode,  alegr,  ■('■hit 
Brer  ka  ar  aa;  one  eiaa  choaaea  la  tall  It,  ■ 
Iba  cadoaBre  of  "HaBlmctaa  Greaa." 


Obm  ftrtk,  a*  ftflaflf  glw  thg  t. 


if  •  Waarar  U  dMbam- 


m 


aB)d  be  BBperfaaa*  ta  reeal  la  the 


tr  we  necpl  Popel  Eaaay 
poetMten  have  atarted  ap,   . 
af  Campbell  aad  Bagara  ara 


aiaoaied  br  c 
impndeat  and  ai 
ir  the  dail;  prial 

£ard,  rkymeitar,  ftttt-maltn,  ftmftMatr! 

The  Earl  af  Carlltla  in  Ulelj  pabllak'nl  1 
efgbiL-eB-peBBT  pampklel  an  the  lUie  nf  t 
magr,  aad  affera  bia  plea  for  balldiai  a  a) 
Ibeaira:  il  la  m  be  hoped  hi*  lordiblp  will 
MrmitWd  te  bring  ferward  aar  -■-'-'  '~  •' 
felagB,  neepi  hi*  owa  tngadie*. 


Sear  >na«*t  Gtfftri,  «Mkefo,  JTaeaeA  [a-W. 

QilTord.  antkor  of  iSeBavlad  aad  Mmiid,  «■ 

flnt  ultretaf  Ibedar,  BBdTraaalatararjatnd. 

SalbabT,  irBBilatar  of  Wlelaad'a  Obaraa  «id 

TlrriI'*0>orgiG*,aBdBBlbarorSaBl,aacBtap*(B 

Maeaali,  wkaae  uaau  are  deaarvadlr  P*^ 

lar:  parlicnlarlj  »SMII«Bd-B Seallh,  ar  ■Kah'aM 

t  War,"     --■'■  —   -' - 

aid  la  aaa 

"IP^  tinabrr*  Otfrit'  «Ma  Ma  B4fd  k 

tala.  tf.m. 

Mr.  Olirerd  prsalMd  pabllalr  Oat  Iba  BBriad 

.   ».._._,    _.._.,   __.     ^  ^y    j^„  erigiwl 


VUqn  »U*-'  >U*  VtwmMOt  Arte 

Hear*  Ktrka  Whtia  diad  at  Caabridfa,  !b  Oi^ 
r  IM,  ta 
ke  pami 

M~  Impair,  BBd~wkich~PcMh~itMU"dalTarii 
TBtker  thaa  aabdaed.  HI*  poema  abaaad  ta  —* 
braBiiea  a*  aaM  lapr«*s  tha  reader  -■  ■- 
llnlleat  ragrel  that  aa  ahatt  a  parlad  w 
ted  la  laleata,  which  waald  hava  ilcr" 
Iba  aaaal  BwaMan  ba  mua  4 — '  -^ 
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ffyukt  I  'twat  th§  kappfi  tot  at  ««e«  to  vtewu 

[p.  M 

Mr.  Wri^t,  late  Coaral  •  Geaeral  for  tlie 
Bevea  Itltiias,  it  autlior  of  a  very  beaatlDil  poem 
Inat  poblUhed:  U  !•  entitled,  **Hor0  lonicc,** 
aad  i«  deteriptiva  of  the  Ules  aad  tlie  adjaeeal 
ooait  of  Greece. 

And  yon,  ouooiaiM  Bwd* !  vte  raateJk'tf  fo  ItoAL 

*  Tlie  traailators  of  tlie  Anthology  have  liace 

Sublithed  separate  poena,   which  evince  genioi 
hat  only  reqnirei  opportonity  to  attain  eminence. 

JWie  flare  aitraett,  htt  more  offends  the  eue. 

The  neglect  of  the  ^^Botanic-Garden  '*  lii  some 
areof  of  returning  taste :  the  scenery  is  its  sole 
reeommendation. 

.^nd  (hoii,  foe,  Scoff/  reeign  to  mkutreU  rude. 

[p.  60S. 

By  the  bye,  I  hope  that  in  Mr.  Scotrs  nest 
poem  his  hero  or  heroine  will  be  less  addicted 
to  "gramarye,**  and  more  to  grammar,  than  the 
Lady  of  the  Lay,  and  her  bravo,  tVilliam  of 
Deloraine. 

J^or  Stott.  CariiaU,  MotOda^  and  the  reet,  [p.  603. 
It  may  be  asked  whv  1  have  censured  the  Barl 
of  Carlisle,  my  guardian  and  relative,  to  whom 
1  dedicatea  a  volume  of  puerile  poems  a  few 
rears  ago.  The  cuardianship  was  nominal,  at 
least  as  far  as  l  have  been  able  to  discover ; 
the  relationship  I  cannot  help,  and  am  very  sorry 
for  it;  but  as  his  lordnhip  seemed  to  forget  it 
on  a  very  essential  occasion  to  me,  I  shaU  not 
Earthen  my  memory  witb  the  recollection.  I  do 
•ot  think  that  personal  differences  sanction  the 
ujost  condemnation  of  a  brother  scribbler ;  bat 
I  see  no  reason  why  they  should  act  as  a  pre- 
ventive, when  the  author,  noble  or  ignoble,  has 
for  a  series  of  vears  beguiled  a  **discerning  po- 
hlie**  (as  the  advertisements  have  it)  with  divers 
reams  of  most  orthodox,  imperial  nonsense.  Be- 
sides, I  do  not  step  aside  to  vituperate  the  Earl; 
BO— his  works  come  fairlv  in  review  with  those 
of  other  patrician  literati.  If,  before  I  escaped 
l^om  my  teens,  I  said  aay  thing  in  Ihvonr  of 
kit  Iordship*s  paper-books,  it  was  in  the  way  of 
dotifnl  dedication,  and  more  from  the  advice  of 
others  than  my  own  Judgment,  and  I  seise  the 
first  opportunity  of  pronouncing  my  sincere  re- 
cantation. I  have  heard  that  some  persons  con- 
ceive me  to  be  under  obligations  to  Lord  Carl- 
iale :  if  so,  I  shall  be  most  particularly  happv 
U>  team  what  thev  are,  and  when  conferreil, 
that  they  may  be  duly  appreciated  and  publicly 
Acknowledged.  What  I  have  humbly  advanced 
tkm   an  opinion  on  his  printed  things,  I  am  pre- 

Rared  to  support,  if  necessary,  by  quotations 
rem  elegies,  eulogies,  odes,  episodes,  and  cer- 
tain facetious  and  dainty  tragedies,  bearing  his 
acme  and  mark : 

What  can  ennoble  knaves  or/eo£»,  or  cowards  t 
Alas!   not  all  the  blood  of  all  the  Howards! 
Bo  says  Pope.    Amen. 

Jlnd  other  victore  JiU  tho  applauding  tkite. 

[p.  603. 
**Tollere  humo,    victorque  virum  volitare  per 
era.**  ViaciL. 

Bequiree  no  taered  thome  to  bid  u§  liat,  [p.  603. 
The  **Games  of  Hoyle,'*  well  known  to  the 
Notaries  of  whist  and  chess,  are  not  to  be  superseded 
by  the  vagaries  of  his  poetical  namesake,  whose 
|Miem  comprised,  as  expressly  stated  in  the  ad- 
%^ertisement,  all  the  **Plagues  of  Egypt.** 

Hinuelf  a  living  libel  on  mankind,        [p.  603. 

This  person,  who  has  lately  betraje4  the  most 

vapid  syaplaM  of  eanlbnied  ■■thonhipt  !■  writer 


of  a  poem  denominated  the  <*Art  of  Pleasing," 
as  ^lucus  a  non  lucendo,**  containing  little  pleas- 
aatry,  and  less  poetry.  He  also  acts  as  monthly 
stipendlarv  and  collector  of  calumnies  for  the 
Satirist  If  this  unfortunate  young  man  would 
exchange  the  magaxines  for  the  mathematics, 
and  endeavour  to  take  a  decent  degree  in  hta 
university,  it  might  eventually  prove  more  aee- 
viceable  than  his  present  salary. 


Oh,  dark  aaiflum  of  a  Vandal  race  !     [p.  

"Into  Cambridgeshire  the  Emperor  Probus 
transported  a  considerable  bodr  of  Vandals/*— 
GiBioN.  There  is  no  reason  to  doubt  the  truth  of 
this  assertion— the  breed  is  still  in  high  perfection. 

That  ....  Hodgeon  scarce  redeeme  thy  fame ! 

[p.  603. 

This  gent]eman*s  name  requires  no  praiso: 
the  man  who  in  translation  displays  unquestion- 
able genius,  may  well  be  expected  to  excel  in 
original  composition,  of  which  it  is  to  be  hoped 
we  shall  soon  bOO  a  splendid  specimen. 

And  modem  Britons  Justin  praise  their  sirea. 

[p.  603. 
The  "Aboriginal  Britons,**  an  excellent  poem 
by  Richards. 

^nii  old  dame  Portland  fills  the  place  of  Pitt. 

[p.  603. 
A  fHend  of  mine  being  asked  why  his  Gtacc  of 
P.  was   likened  to  an  old  woman?  replied,  "he 
supposed  It  was  because  he  was  past  bearing. ** 

Let  vain  Vahntia  rival  lutkless  Carr.      [p.  603. 

Lord  Valentin  (whose  tremendous  travelH  aro 

forthcoming,    with    due    decorations,    graphical, 

topographical,    and    typographical)  deposed,  on 

Sir  John  Carr's  unlucky  snit,  that  Dubois*  satire 

I»revented  bis  purchase  of  the  "Stranger  in  Ire- 
and." — Oh  fie,  my  Lord!  has  vour  lordship  no 
more  feeling  for  a  fellow-tonrlst  ?  but  "two  of 
a  trade,"  they  say. 

Xef  Aberdeen  and  Elgin  atiU  pursue.  [p.  603. 
'  Lord  Elgin  would  faia  persuade  us  that  all 
the  figures,  with  and  without  noses,  in  his  stone- 
shop,  are  the  work  of  Phidias!  "Credat  Judcus.** 

/  leave  topography  to  elassie  GeU,  [p.  604. 
Mr.  Geirs  Topography  of  Troy  and  Ithaca 
cannot  fail  to  ensure  the  approbation  of  every 
man  possessed  of  classical  taste,  as  well  for  the 
information  Mr.  G.  conveys  to  the  mind  ot  the 
reader,  as  for  tho  ability  and  research  tho  re- 
spective works  display. 


POSTSCRIPT. 

I  have  been  informed,  since  the  present  edi- 
tion went  to  the  press,  that  mv  trusty  and  well 
beloved  cousins,  the  Edinburgh  Reviewers,  are 
preparing  a  most  vehement  critique  on  my  poor, 
gentle,  unretisting  muse,  whom  thev  have  already 
so  bedoiled  with  their  ungodly  ribaldry  i 

"Tantane  animis  cmlestibus  irm!** 

I  suppose  1  must  say  of  Jeffrey  as  Sir  Andrew 
Aguecheek  saith,  "an  I  had  known  he  was  so 
cunning  of  fence,  I  had  seen  him  damned  ere  I 
had  fought  him."  What  a  pity  it  is  that  I  shall 
be  beyond  the  Bosphoros  before  the  next  num- 
ber has  passed  the  Tweed.  But  yet  I  hope  to 
light  my  pipe  with  it  in  Persia. 

My  northern  friends  have  accused  me,  witli 
Justice,  of  personality  towards  their  great  Ilia- 
rarv  Anthropophagus,  Jeffrey:  but  what  else  was 
to  be  done  with  him  and  his  dirty  pack,  who 
feed  "by  lying  and  slaadering,**  nnd  slake  their 
thirst  by  "evil-speaking f**  I  have  adduced 
fiMts  already  well  kMWB«  aa4  of  Jeffrey*!  mind 


leu 
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I  have  atated  my  freo  opinioD,  nor  has  he  tbenee 
suatained  any  injury:  what  scavenger  was  ever 
soiled  by  being  pelted  with  mud?  It  may  be 
said  that  I  quit Sncland  because  I  have  censored 
there  ^^persons  of  honour  and  wit  about  town;** 
but  I  am  coming  bade  again,  and  their  vengeance 
will  Iceep  hot  till  my  return.  Those  who  know 
me  can  testify  that  my  motives  for  leaving  Eng- 
land are  very  different  from  fears,  literary  or 
personal;  those  who  do  not,  may  one  day  be 
con^incod.  Since  the  publication  of  this  thing, 
my  name  has  not  been  concealed;  1  have  been 
mostly  in  London,  readv  to  answer  for  my  trans- 
gressions, and  in  daily  eipectation  of  sundry 
cartels ;  but,  alas !  '*The  ace  of  chivalry  is  over,** 
or,  in  the  vulgar  tongue,  tnere  is  no  spirit  now- 
a-days. 

There  is  a  youth  yclept  Hewson  Clarke,  (snb- 
audl,  Esq.)  a  siser  of  Emanuel  College,  and  I 
believe  a  dcnisen  of  Berwick  upon  Tweed,  whom 
I  have  introduced  in  these  pages  to  much  better 
company  than  he  has  been  accustomed  to  meet: 
he  IS,  notwithstanding,  a  very  sad  dog,  and,  for 
no  reason  that  I  can  discover,  except  a  personal 
quarrel  with  a  bear,  kept  by  me  at  Cambridge 
to  sit  for  a  fellowship,  and  whom  the  Jealousy 
of  his  Trinity  -  cntemporaries  nrevrnted  from 
success,  has  been  abusing  me,  ana,  what  is  worse, 
the  defenceless  innocent  above  mentioned,  in 
the  Satirist,  for  one  year  and  some  months.  I 
am  utterly  unconocious  of  having  given  him  any 

E revocation;  indeed  I  am  guiltless  of  having 
eard  his  name,  till  it  was  coupled  with  the 
Satirist.  He  has  therefore  no  reason  to  complain, 
and  I  dare  sty  that,  like  Sir  Fretful  Plagiary, 
he  is  rather  pUated  than  otherwise.  1  have  now 
mentioned  all  who  have  done  me  the  honour  to 
notice  me  and  mine,  that  is,  my  Bear  and  my 
Book,  except  the  Editor  of  the  Satirist,  who,  it 
is  ft  gentlemaB,  God   wot!   I  wish  he 


eoald  Impart  a  little  of  hit  ceatiltty  to  K 
ordinate  scribblers.  I  hear  that  Mr.  Jersi 
is  about  to  take  up  the  evdgels  for  his  )fa 
Lord  Carlisle :  I  nope  not ;  he  was  one 
few  who,  in  the  very  ahort  iBtereeanc 
with  him,  treated  me  with  kindaess  vhei 
and  whatever  he  may  any  or  da,  ^*pa«i 
will  endure.**  I  have  nothing  further 
save  a  general  note  of  thankariviag  to  i 
purchasers,  and  publisher  i  and,  in  the  m 
Scott,  I  wish 

To  all  and  each  a  Ikir  good  night. 
And  rosy  dreams  and  alnndiers  light. 


foUomfng  Linen   mere  written  h§  H 
raid  in  a  Copy  of  SngHtk  Bards  md 


f%e 

Reviewera 


I  find  Lord  Byron  aeoma  my 
Our  fates  are  ill  acreed ! 
His  verse  is  safe— 1  can't  ahvae 
Those  lines  I  never  read. 


Lord  BfTOn  aeeidentalhf  m$et  with  the  Cm 
eubjoined  the  fotlowing  pungent  Rep^ 

What*s  writ  on  me,  cried  Pita,  I  never  i 
What's  wrote  by  thee,  dear  Fits,  none  will 
The  case  stands  simply  thus,  then,  honest  I 
Thou  and  thine  enemies  are  fairly  quits, 
Or  rather  would  be,  if,  for  time  to  come. 
They  luckily  were  deaf,  or  then  wert  da 
But,   to  their  jiens  while   scribblers  mii 

tongues. 
The  waiter  only  can  eaeape  their  laags. 


NOTES  TO  THE  CURSE  OF  MIKERVA. 

The  queen  of  night  aeaerte  her  •Hent  reign. 

[p.  605. 
The  twilight   ia  Greeen  la  much  ahorter  than 
in  our  country ;   the  daya  ia  winter  are  longer, 
but  in  aummer  of  leaa  duration. 

Theae  Ceeropo  plaetd    fhit  PericUe  ndom'd— 

[p.  M5. 

Thia  ia  apoken  of  the  city  In  general,  and  not 
of  the  Acropolia  in  particular.  The  temple  of 
Jupiter  Olympiua,  by  some  supposed  the  Paa- 
theon,  waa  fiaifhed  by  Hadrian :  aixteen  colnmna 
are  atanding,  of  the  most  beautiful  marble  and 
style  of  architecture. 

n*  ^nmlTed  isall  sasfoAM  hfs  hited  name, 

[p.  60&. 
ft  la  related  by  a  late  oriental  traveller,  that 
when  the  wholesale  spoliator  visited  Athens,  he 
caused  his  own  name,  with  that  of  his  wife,  to 
be  inscribed  on  a  pillar  of  ono  of  the  prindpal 
temples.  This  iascriptlon  was  executed  in  a 
very  conspicuous  maaner,  and  deeply  engraved 
in  the  marble,  at  a  very  aansiderable  elevation. 
Notwithstanding  which  praoaations,  some  person 
(doubtless  inspired  by  the  patron-goddess)  has 
beea  at  the  pains  to  get  himself  raised  up  to  the 
requisite  heiaht,  aad  has  obliterated  the  name 
of  the  laird,  but  left  that  of  the  lady  untouched. 
The  traveller  in  question  aecompaaied  this  story 
by  a  remark,  that  it  must  have  cost  some  labour 
and  coatrivance  to  get  at  the  place,  aad  could 
only  have  beea  clfeated  hy  mneh  seal  aad  de- 
terminal  iaa. 


••irhea  renas  hmif  avenged  Mineroefe  d 

His  lordship's  name,  and  that  of  oae  y 
longer  bears  it,  are  car^-ed  coaspicnoasly 
Parthenon  above ;  in  a  part  net  far  dfati 
the  torn  remnaats  of  the  basso-relievos,  da 
ia  a  vain  attempt  to  remove  them. 

Athene,  no .'  the  plunderer  woe  a  Scot  f 
The  plaster  wall  oa  the  west  side  of  th 
pie   of  Minerva   Polias   bears   the  followi 
acription,  cut  in  very  deep  characters  i 

Sued  Boa  fecerunt  Goti, 
[oc  fecerunt  Scoti. 


And  own  himself  an  infant  of  fo 


[] 

Mr.  West,  on  seeing  **the  EUln  cells< 
(I  suppose  we  shall  hear  of  the  Abershau 
Jack  Shepherd's  collection  next),  declare 
self  a  mere  tyro  ia  art. 

And  mantel  at  his  lordship's  sf  eae-shsp  f 

Poor  Crib  was  sadly  posaled  whea  ex! 
at  Elgiahouse.  He  asked  if  It  was  not  *% 
shop :  '*  he  was  right— it  is  a  shop. 

Some  oaim  spectator,  as  he  takes  his  m 

'^Alas!  all  the  moaumeats  of  Romaa  ■ 
ceace,  all  the  remaias  of  Grcciaa  tas'e,  i 
to  the  artist,  the  historian,  the  aatiqaa 
denead  on  the  will  of  aa  arbitrary  omu 
aad  that  will  la  lalaeneed  tea  alien  hy  1 
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•r  vmalty,  %j  m  ■•plew  or  •  tyeupkuit    ft  a 

.  asw  palace  to  he  erected  (at  Roae)  for  mm  up- 

'  start  faailj  T  the  Colisens   la  stripped  to  ftir- 

P  bUIi  aaterials.    Deet  a  forelga  niaitter  wUh  to 

» adera  the  bleak  wallt  of  a  aortkera  caftle  witk 

^•■tiqaraY   tke  teaplct  of  Tketeas   or  Miaer^a 

^  BMt  be  disBwatled,  aad  the  workii  of  Phldiaa  or 

.  Pra&iteleo   be  tnra  from  the  shattered    friese. 

'  That  a  decrepid  aacle,  wrapped   up   ia  the  relU 

.  gloas  datico  of  hb  age  aad  statloa,  ihoald  llstea 

'  ta  the  snirffettioas  of  aa    iaterested  aephew,  it 

■ataral :  aad  that  aa  orieatal  deopot  shoald  na- 

I  der«aliie  the  aiaoterpiecea  of  Oreclaa  art,  to  to 

,  hm  etpected;    though  la  both  cases  the  eaase- 

^aeaets   of  such  wealness  are  aiach  to  be  la- 

■eated.  Rut  that  the  aiiaister  of  a  aatioa,  famed 

far  Its  kaowledge  of  tke  laagnaae,  had  its  veaer- 

atioB    for    tke   aioaaMeats    of  aacieat  Greece, 

•honld  kave   beea  tke  proaipter  aad  tke  iastm- 

■leat  of  these  destrnctioas,   is  alaiost  iacredible. 

Buck  rapacltj   is  a  triaie  aaaiast  all  afes  aad 

all  geaeratioas :   it  deprives  the  past  of  the  tro- 

ahles  of  their  geaias  aad  the  title-deeds  of  their 

mae ;  the  preseat,  of  the  stroagest  laduceuieats 

to  eiertioB,   the   aoblest  exhibitioas  that  curio- 

•Itj  caa  coateaiplate  ;  the  future,  of  the  aiaster- 

liieces    of  art,    the    aiodels  of  daiiiatioa.     To 

nard  agaiast  the  repetitioa  of  sach  depredatioas 

to  the  wish  of  every  awa  of  gealns,  the  duty  of 

•%-ery  aiaa  la  power,  aad   the  coanaom  iaterest 

«f  every  ci«  ilised  aatioa."    ErsTACB*s  Classical 

Tear  throagh  Italy. 

''This  attenpt  to  traasplaat  the  tenple  of 
Taste  froai  Itely  to  Baglaad,  may  perhaps  do 
aoaoar  to  the  late  Lord  Bristol's  patriotism  or 
to  his  magaificeace ;  bat  it  caa'aot  be  coasiderod 
•saa  ladicatloB  of  either  taste  or  Jndgmeat."  IkM, 

^Bleat  paper-eredU"  mho  sAolf  doro  to  Mingf 

[p.  mr. 

Blest  paper-credit,  last  aad  best  supply. 
That  leads  eorraptioa  lighter  wiags  to  fly. 

POPB. 


NOTES  TO  THE  AGE  OP  BRONZE. 


fh  /srm,  Ukt  Gaeselte's  4u9t,  her  fattvaMa. 

[p.  8M. 

OaescllB   died  duriag  the  siege  of  a  city ;  It 

aarreadered.  aad  the  Keys    were   brought    aad 

Bald    apoa    als    bier,    so  that   the    place  might 

appear  readered  to  his  ashes. 

fhar!  hear!  Premetkeus  /rem  ki$  reek  mfpeal. 

[p.  «10. 

1  refer  the  reader  to  the  first  address  of  Pro- 

melhruf  ia  .Vschjlus,   whea  he  is  left  aloae  by 

his  atteadaats,  aad   before   the  arrival  of  the 

Chorus  of  Sea-ay mphs. 

Beeiee  tke  ere^**lmgef  aad  elo«e  Spain!' 

[p.  eii. 

''8t.  lago*  aad  close  Spaia!*'  the  old  Spaaish 
war-cry. 

l%e  km(fe  ef  Arragen,  IWedo's  eteei.       fp.  ill. 
llie  Arragoaiaas  are  peculiarly   dextrous  la 
the  use  of  this  woanoa,   aad  displayed  it  parti- 
ealarly  ia  former  Preach  wars. 


ntt  geed  eld  aioa,  a^hose  iporM  aos  att  isffhia. 

[p.  612. 
The  famoBs  old  ama  ofVeroaa.  SeeC&AuaiAN. 

JUttuy  an  eid  iremoa,  hut  ne  Caikerine.    [p.  611. 
The  deilerlty   of  Catheriae  extricated   Peter 

i called  the  Great  by  courtesv)  whea  ttiirronaded 
ly  the  Massalmaas  oa  the  haaks  of  the  river  Prath. 


flat  aos^,  f he  hooh  where  he  eutpende  the 
werld.  [p.  IIS. 

^IVaso  sBspeadit  aduaea.**— Hoaica. 

The  Romaa  aaplies  It  to  oao  who  Borely  waa 
imperious  to  his  acqualataaeo. 

There   Chateauhriand  ferme  aem  hooi^s    ef 
marturt.  [p.  •!». 

*  VIcomte  Chateaabrlaad.  who  has  aot  rorgot- 
tea  the  author  ia  the  miaister.  received  a  haad- 
somc  complimeat  at  Veroaa  from  a  literary  so- 
vereiga:  **Ah!  Moasleur  C— ,  are  you  related 
to  that  Chateanbriaad  who— who— who  has  writ- 
tea  somethAiJ[?"  (ecrit  quelqae  ehe^e.)  It  Is  said 
that  the  author  of  Atela  repeated  him  for  a 
momeat  of  his  logitfaaacy. 


NOTES    TO  THE  VISION  OP  JUDG- 

MENT. 

Revfewing  "the  mmgeutle  rra/ir,**  and  then. 

[p.  6S5.  St.  W. 
See  "^Life  of  Heary  Kirke  White." 

Like  King  Alfenae!  fp.  Oft.  St.  Ml. 

Klag  Alfoaso,  speakiag  of  the  Ptolomeaa  sys- 
tem ,  said ,  that  **had  he  beea  coasulted  at  the 
creatioa  of  the  world,  he  would  have  spared  tho 
Maker  some  absardities.** 


Like  Ugktning,  efjtem  hie  ''meledieme  t 


[p. 


ttfang." 
St.  Iff. 
See  Aabrey*s  accooat  of  the  apjiaritloa  which 
disappeared  **with  a  carious  perfume  aad  a  me- 
lodioBS  twaag ; "  or  see  the  Aaiiquary,  vol  i. 


NOTES  TO  THE  MISCELLANEOUS 

POEMS. 

Written  after  ewHnming  frem  Seetee  te  Ahndet. 

[p.  6S3. 
Oa  tho  3d  of  May,  1816,  wbHe  the  Salsette 
rraptaia  Bathnrst)  was  lyiag  in  the  Dardsaelles, 
Lientcuaat  Rkeahead  of  that  frigate  aad  tho 
writer  of  these  rhymes  swam  f^om  the  Europeaa 
shore  to  the  Asiatic— by-the-bye,  from  Abydiis 
to  Sestos  would  have  beea  more  correct.  The 
whole  dislaaee  from, the  place  wheace  we  start- 
ed to  oar  lauding  aa  the  other  side ,  iacludiag 
the  leagth  we  were  carried  by  the  curreat,  was 
computed  by  those  oa  board  the  frigate  at  up- 
wards of  four  English  miles  ;  though  the  actual 
breadth  Is  barely  oae.  The  rapidity  of  the  cur- 
rent is  such  that  ao  boat  caa  row  directly  across, 
aad  it  awy  In  some  measure  be  estimated  from 
the  circBBMtaace  of  the  whole  dtoteace  beiaf 
accompltohed  by  oae  of  the  parties  ia  an  hour 
aad  five,  aad  by  the  other  ia  aa  hour  aad  tea 
miautes.  The  water  was  extremely  cold  from 
the  meltlag  of  the  mouataia-saows.  About  three 
weeks  before,  ia  April,  we  bad  made  aa  attempt, 
but  kaviag  riddea  all  the  way  ft-om  the  Troad 
the  same  morniag,  aad  the  water  beiag  of  aa 
icy  chlllaess,  we  fouad  It  necessary  to  postpoao 
tho  completioB  til)  the  frigate  anchored  below 
the  castles ,  whea  we  swam  the  strails .  as  Just 
stated ;  eateriag  a  coasiderable  way  above  the 
Europeaa ,  aad  landing  below  the  Asiatic  fort. 
Chevalier  says  that  a  yonag  Jew  swam  the  same 
distaace  for  his  mintress ;  aad  Oliver  meatioas 
it  haviag  beea  doae  by  a  .\eapoliUa ;  but  oar 
ooBsul,  Tarragoaa,  remembered  arither  of  these 
circamsteaces,  aad  tried  to  di^suade  us  from  the 
attempt.  A  aumber  of  the  Salsette's  crew  were 
kaowa  to  have  aaaompliahed  a  greater  distaaao; 
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mil  lbs  nilr  thing  lh>l  anrnHwd  ««  ■«,  tt«t, 
m  doabli  hul  b«cR  entcruingd  of  Ike  Irntli  af 
>uil«r'a  ilorjr,  ■■  iravrller  b*l  n«r  emde.- 
roand  la  ■trorUiR  if  pnclicabllltf. 


Zu?  uoii,  Onf  fiya-TU)  [P-  •»»■ 

■  Honaic  einrcwio.  of  Uiider«»  ;  If  I  »•■■- 
Ule  il  I  ibHll  nffrnnt  ihc  gtBilcnw,  H  it  m»y 
wen  thU  I  •"W'™^  h^'L""' F  ""f;,"„f  M 
niacmMtrndiiiii  or  Ihr  put  .if  ih«  l«ier  I  ihrnll 
da  HI,  baniuc  piiriioii  of  ili«  learned.    It  meaai, 

lily  la  all  iao|[d«r".  "^  '■  •*  ""o".,'"  fartl" 
la  Omoii  al  Ihii  iiay  a.,  Jnvenal  telli  D)  ,  the 
e  aaoagit  He  Raiar-  '-■"- 


whoiic 

-™ric 

(■• 

■II  helle 

iaad. 

Bi 

out* 

!•*« 

Jtawr 

(Jkx  leU. 

lr» 

la   llie   Ra«   r»he 

re  lad 

aoKhl 

hey    • 

oold 

bble   aul 

flD»rri< 

eiade 

m,   pr 

ble>, 

ej  Ibo  le 

Hi  me 

oflbe 

parlie 

wah 

L  oai 

al   depatj 

of  M 

D    old 

n.     A 

la 

et  .ajt  , 

for  Ike 

of  K 

n   tied   w 

Ik  ha 

Take 

'«lJt\ 

"   bu 

pebbia   d 

tlarai 

what  a 

olhlDg 

bj  DrTdea,  Papa,  Prior,  ud  l.aafreie 

A]  Deatk'i  miBfuml  tmmd  mlikt  caaftaTd.      | 

Tba  baad  of  Death  I*  aald  ta  bf  aajH.  •  ' 
lafMiBal,  aa  VInil  *aa  eaxidanhlj  aWM  Oa 
ribSlIna,  M  lib  Sctnae. 

7b  lead  the  »■>•(  mkrri  gud-lOa  fcWaad  |i*  ^ 

Lnctni  Ran,  Lord  Vlannat  Falklwd,  ih>« 
Mooaiplliked  Biaa  of  kla  age,  «••  Wll<<  "* 
faille  of  IVrwborr,  oharRiac  IB  Ike  naitUlm 
Bfroa-i  regineai  of  caialrj. 

PialB  bCverae  (.-"Aad  I  aaid  .  Oh<  ital  , 
^»l  wlan  MbaadaTr,  lb«  woald  I  ■;  (^ 
aad  b«  at  ml.-  TfaU  ven«  alaa  aMalllMHt 
panof  thaaoai  hraailfaluthra  ia«nlaa;iv 


EXTRACT  FROM   THE    ISIKBL'a 
HKVIKW. 

No.  n,    FOR   JNAIMRT    IMtL 


Blrufajf  h{»  (hej  tereed  to  weO. 
"Al  Waiarloo,  one  aiaa  iraa  atoa, 
•rai  »a>  thallen.l  by  a 
II  off  wllk  Ibi!  olhrr  ,  an 

i.'.:'"  "■ ,"--  '-^"re" "we're  laaaj    otfier  la-      ,       ,., 


•  of  the 


md  tmilaltil.  Sa  Bfrgt  Gtrdum,  btt*  afM. 

a  MtwT.    B.O.  pp.  »«.— SbwbHi,  IW. 

?'"■   "  ■":?*       Ihr  pMaj  ol  Ula  Taoas  Irfir^  belaa|p  la  * 
riM  II  np  la  the      ,„   ^^^^^,   aaUker  |oda  aor    ara   are  >il  • 

MW.  I  R.Mrnr          ^^    i,jeod,  aa  da  am  mailed  ta  lBi»ie«   1 
■■aatilT  of  vena   wllh  ao    feir    deiUlMa  ia 
■    _   .r _l..t.-    r .1... .    — I..J     Mil    1 


I    friMt*   btlttr 


limfaf  rlten  till*  Uoo4.  .^tP"*-  om«7|ob*  oVtWi'off'rS^lh"  aahle   ulhar  b 

St»  Her.  chap,  vni,  «"«»-"■.  ""•.»"'  «™li»rlr   forward    la    pleadi^    "laorily.    »• 
aagel  louaded,  aad  ihsr«  followed  hall  aad  tin  „  |,  ,^^  mle-pace,    aad  db  ihe  teri  laA 

■tBf l«I  wilb  blood.  Aad  iha  tetoad  aapl  aoaad-  ,f  ,^^  lolaaie  i  It  follawm  hia  aaaie  like  a  la'-i 

•d,  aad  ■■  Il   acre   a   great   ■oBaUla    buraiaa  ^^       „  ,(  ^y  ,,^,      mmfc  itreaa    la  laid  ara 
with  Are   vai  rait   lata  the  Ha  ;   aad  the   third         ,;  ,^,  -nfMe,  aad  [he    paw  arr  cuaeflrd     | 

pan   of  thr   lea   bceaaio   blood.     Aad   the   third  ,,,^  ^„  nieral  Malaaeat  af  hia  aaae.  by  ft     I 

■agel  looaijed,   aad  there  fell  a  great  alar  fron  .(„|„  itini,  aabalaallBliag   Ihe    ace  at  abiik 

bcavea,  boruiag  ai  [I   were  a  lanpi   aad  It  fell  ^^  ^„  irritteB.     Saa  Ihe  law    apoa  ihe  p^ 

■pOB  a  third    pari   of  the  riven,  aad   npoa   the  ^  ,[,„i,,  „  bald  to  be  perfedlj  elear    It  a    ' 

faaalaia.  of  aalcr*.  And  the  aaaia  af  the  aUr  !•  ,      ,„    aTallabIa    oaly  ta    Iha     defradaMiaa     , 

eallod    »-oraiaewl:    aad    the   third   part    of  the  ,1.;.,;^  eaa  Bffei  It  u  a   aappleHealary  gnal 

aalora  heeane   Mnaaasit;  aad  aaay  aiea   died  r^  a,tlaa.     That,   If  aaj  IBlt   caald    be  bcaafU 

of  the  vatari,  becaan  they  were  laade  hitter.  ■  ,_,i„,[  i^ri  Bjraa,  for  Ik*  parpaM  af  aMfit 


ualatl  I-ard  Vyraa,  lor  u*  parpaM  b 
a  ta  have   beea  tori     |J^i, ''iighl j  — ■■-•■'-  •■■—    — ^ 


■rsi'JSi. 

delJTcr  for  paetr;  Ihe  aa- 

,Bti   of  tbi*  valine.    To   ihl*    he   ■ight  pM 
<Ai(rfl|i  hat,  aa  he  i 


irhtf  r—lm  rrfmtmt  the* 

Murat'i   reiaalaa  are  al 

ftem  the  grave  aad  baral 

leBtl    Dl    lai*    voiiiHV.      Kn    vai*    a-    _., —  ,- 

—  ■  .Aiarfla ;  hat,  aa  he  bow  aakei  valaanry  teafcr 
of  the  artlele .  he  balb  na  right  In  aae,  aa  M 
gronad,  for   tbo   arice   la   gaad   rannl  pfabe. 

NOTES  TO  THE   HOURS    OF  Aaald  tha  mod.  te  Da.arCelable.     Thiah .«    i 

inrRIVRSia  »!"»  of  the  la*  oo  the  poiat.aad.  iroareaaifT  ••    I 
IDLENtlSS.  „  .,„  ,1  ^  ,rted.     Perhapa,  hairrver.  la 

„ ,    -,  ,,   „  reillty  .  all  that  he  telli   aa  abeai  hIa  jaaAfc 

Oreor  •/  Mm.  [p.  K*  nA,:  with  ■  via*  to  lacreaae  oar  waadcr,  da 

Tha  oilaiiraphe  of  Ibli  tale  wai  noMted  b]  (^^^   „,  eeaiarea.     He  peaalbl*  Maaa  la   ' 

Iheaurj  of  "Joniaj.o  aad  Leroajo,-     la   thi  „    «m,e  io»  a  -laor  caa    irHio!   Thb  »•■    ' 

flr*tvalB»e  or"TheAnaeaiaa,orGbMl-8eer:-  ^'   ^,„|,    „.p„Md    by   a    yaaag    Ma  rf 

H  .l»  bear,    .o.e   rOM.blaaaa  to  a  .oeMi   11  ^J^,  ^  AU  ff  a«,  af  aal,  ll.to^ --•at. 

thr  third  act  of  MacbatL  ^,  ,;  ,||  TeneBhtr  tha  paa»r  of  CoafU  « 

lea,  aad  Papa  at  twelve;  aad  aa  lar  Inm  btat.    i 

nt  prfda  ./  Prteaai,  aad  Iha  t-tt  tf  -mg.  lag,  with  aay  degree  af  "Tri-Oilhat  varj  w*    1 

[p  IN  vmea  ware  vrlltea  h]r  a  Toatk  fraa  fah  keilif 

tbarlaa  Sachllle,  Bar!  of  Doml.  nteemed  Ihi  Kkaal  to  kl*  leavlag  callage,  iadaalve,  wo  naUf 

■o-t  accoaipliaked   aia*   af  hia  day,  waa   altk<  heltevo  Ihia  to  be  ikeMan  (M^  -f  all  a«ar 

dlxiagalaked  In  ike  valnptaam  eoart  of  Ckarle  reaua  i    Ual  It  happeaa  la  ihe  life  af  aiae  ari 

11.  ao.l  .he  nlooaiv  oae  of  Wlllia-  III.     U«  be  [«  leawhoara  adacaled  ta  BaglMd  ;  and  tW  tb<    . 

ka.<-.l     wilt.    griM    eallaairv     [n     Ihe    aeaSgb  Wath  Baa  wrtWa  better  "rae  ihaa  Lord  Hjna. 
Willi  Ihr  ItLtfli.  ia  Mm,  aa  the  day  prevlaaa  I  HIa  ether  ptoa  of  arlTtlege.  onr  aathH'  "Ibn 

whtah  ha    aiaipaH-d   hIa  celabiBled    laag.     HI  brlag*  brwBi4  laoHar  ta  walva  It.  He  ernaii 


OTBiSXT  FBOH   TUK   EDINBUBGH-HEVIEW. 


i.  howcvn,  domallnJa  fnqaeatljW  h]i  (aallj 

Iviag  ap  bia  cUIn   aa   ika  mrs  of  ruk ,   hs  , 

tkv*  EkN  [D  reBiiabar  oi  of  Dr.  Jobaian'a  wy-  I 

•K,  Ihat  vbaa  a  ■afcldaaa  appeanan  aaanlbar,  I 

1*   Birlt  ihoulil  ba  baadiiiiMljr  Bckaoirkilcril.  I 
B  Irutb,   It  la   lk[i  eoaaiditrallga   oalf ,  Ihat  la 
uc»  Di  In  gha  Uril  llfrna'i  pe«Bi  a  place  la 

tU  ke  da  iorlfawKk  sLaadaa  peetTf,   aad  tura 
ii  Mnait,  irhieb  are  caMlderable,  ud  hia  <is- 
DrlaailiH,  which  ars  (real,  to  bellat  accoual. 
Hilb  thti  view,    we  lanal  beg  Irave  aeriannlj 
I  ahiare  him ,   (hal   Ihu  mere   rhjuliu   sf  Iks 
■4l   ■yllable,    e\aa  vbea   aceoiapaaied   by    Ibe    , 
re.eaca  nf  a  oertaia   aamber  of  fuel;  aay.  al- 
wu(li(whlch  daei  agt  alwaji  happea)lkeH  Terl    ' 
baiilil  .can  regaiailj,  aad  k>%n  beca  all  ciniBt-    ' 
d  aceuralelt,  upen  ibe   flnceri',  — II  [■   ast  the    ' 
hrik  art  srpDelry.     Wc  Hould  ealraU  him  Is    I 


reatljr    in    lb«    Xlenpt.      If  a 


»i  .»d;. 

of  Ibk  cla; 

GO    ...    .[.( 

Ik}  diilaat 

e  wllh  woBM 

J  biiiMiir  p 

pallid,  cheer 

■xiuvar,  be  Ikiaaalt  may,  we  tear  hia  Itanj 
nai  aad  lallaliaa*  are  rrcal  ravnarlte*  oil 
i  Ujrea.     We  have  Ihem  ot  all  kiad>,  froi 

rciMw,  ihay  nay  paw.  Oal;,  why  priai  (he 
r  tkej  have  had    Ihalr  day  aad  tertrM  thr 


Nr  la  a  iiiile  decree  diirereal  fron  lie  ideaa 
r  farwer  wrlteri,  or  diffareatly  aipreaKd.  We 
at  II  In  hli  euileur,  wkelker  tkereli  aaj  Iklag 
I  dBieniag  Ike  aaiae  at  pnettj  la  vertei  like 
le  rnlinwlag,   writlea  la  ISM  i  aad  whelker,  IT 

-   ■■     ly  aay  Iklag  ao  oa 

•  yanik  el  alaclwa 


I    giwd  Jiidfei,  being,  I 


■ale  I 


b™i!^i 


la>  III  kia  a 
pakllah  II. 


■II  prababiiily,  be  crillciilai  d 
geaalae  Maepkenaa  llaeir,  wen  we  to  Pipnw 
aur  opiiloa  of  Lard  Uyma'i  rhapandlea.  ir.lkea, 
tlie  rallawlae  healaaiaii  uT  a  "  Saaa  of  llarda," 
la  by  hia  Lardaklo,  we  vealure  la  abjtel  In  it, 
aa  far  at  we  eaa  cDsprebrad  il.  "Wkai  rrnin 
riaea  oa  *e  roar  at  clouda  ,  whoao  dark  ihoal 
^he  red  altcan  of  tCBpeaU  t  Hia  i  elm 


rail*  I 


;  'Ha  I 


hadea   uf  hemei,    rareweil!    your 
drHrllaK 

Prea  ikcaeal  nf  hl>  aaeeilart,  hidi  . 
.broad,  orathnaar,  ynur  roaaMbraace  iaipartlaK 

New  courage,  he'll  ihlak  upea  glnry  aad  yeu. 
'haagb  aleardlD  hia  eye  al  tkia  aad  Kparaiina, 

Til  aalarr,  aat  feat,  thai  ricllca  ki>  rcgrPI: 
'ar  dlataal  he  gnea,  with  the  aame  emulatiua ; 

The  rase  »t  hit  falhera  ha  ae'er  eaa  rnrgcl. 
bifaae,  aad  ibatneaBry,  >t[ii  will  kectaeriah, 

Ha    vswa    that    ha   aa'er  will    dlipaca    ynar 


!Vaw    we  Mitively   dn   aaaarl,    thai  Ikare  fa 
•(klag  teller  Ikaa    iheM  alaaua   la    tke  wbale 

'Krd'Bjraa   ahaald   a"a 'bavcT^ure   nf  al 
lapllag  whal  Ihe  grcaleat  paela  have   diiae  be- 


ef Oilkoaa.--    After  delalalag  Ikia  "brnwa  rbirl" 

idail,    aome  llae,   Ihe  barda   enaelnde  by   ((Mag    hiia 

(kclr  advice  lo  "  raiae  kis  fair  leek*  :  "    Ikrn  in 


apread  Ikea  ai 

'1*  aaile  Ibraogh  the  leara  of  the  ■liirei.  "  III 
ikia  kiad  af  IklDg  there  are  an  Im  Ihaa  n.'ne 
page*  ;  sad  we  ua  aa  br  trature  aa  spiatBB  in 
tkeir  favour,  ikat  Ikoy  lank  very  Ilka  Macpbcr- 
soaj  aad  we  are  poaillre  Ikey  are  pretty  aeariy 

Il  la  ■  aari  ef  privllegg  of  poeu  tn  be  ogMlalii : 
bnt  they  akould  "aae  it  aa  aot  abaaiag  IT;"  aad 

Kniealaily  oae  who  piqan  kiaaelf  (thengk  (a 
ed  u  Ike  rlBo  oge  nf  alnetaaa)  of  balag  "aa 
iafaal-bard,"  ~  CThe  arllcia  Iteltcoa  1  boaal  in 
youth  ;")— ah oal<l  eilhar  aet  kaow,  orahaBldaepn 
aot  to  kaow,  as  muck  aboiit  kia  owa  aBcealry: 
Beaidea  ■  pMMi  akote  cited,  oB  Ike  faBlly-aeal 
of  tk«  Byroai,  webaveaaalbcroTalevfB  pBgn,  an 
Ike  aair-aaae  aabjoel,  ialradueej  with  BB  apolaKy, 
"he  eeiulBlj  bad  aa  iBlMllaa  of  laaertlag  il," 
bat  really  ■■tha  partlaalu-  rMaeal  of  aave 
frlead*,"  etc.  ll  cnBeiadea  with  Bto  alBBiai  oa 
hlauir,  "the  lait  aadyaoaaaai  of  a  bdMd  llae." 
'     -   good  dad   alas   abaa-    ' 


lea  hobbling   ilaaia*   "Ila  a    Baenion,  lo  a  pM* 
tillage  aad  .cboolof  llarrnw.    lala  wero  he  .pe.t  pa 

a  Utfala  J  Gair,  a  auiia 
1  «t  kia  youth,  aad   ai|;h> 

Vfldd'e""  '""''''''   "' 

■                    aebool  BBd  cnllega,  «. 

ediuled    ail  large   a  pail 
caaaol  pn-aibly  dlaai.a  11 

Whldi  reala  ta  iko  boaom.-thnigk  hape  ia  deaied. 
Ib  like  aaaae 

Sn  -«■  ■  I._   ,     _ 
I  aalkar  olf  Ibnaa   nremiara,   aad  apaml  a 
»bal*  doaea  lack  ataaiu  Bl  tke  fallowUg: 
Mild  Rharily'a  glow, 

SkBWi  the  aoBl  froa  barbBrlty  claari 

Caapuaioa  will  aell 

Where  thia  virtue  la  fell, 
Aad  ila  dew  la  dllfnaed  la  •  Tau. 

The 


The  caadldala  far  ealkm  prlvn 

Slta  pnrlag  by  Ike  aldalgkl  laap, 

Oooa  lala  to  bed,  yvt  early  riaea. 


n*  graaa  ifarklaa  bright 


'VGrrx, 


Prjf-rri^ 


•»«Ty  pIcaarBg  iwgr 

1  the  leller'd  aagc  ' 
e  of  lb«  kjpolhE'aaae. 


Ctanpo'i  DtUik  d«tfMH(fn  ■/  ■ 


I  will  tmimU  IB  Mr.  Bawln^  o  ,  , 
puHfe  froB  aBoikcT  prxm  M  Cawp«r'i,  la  be 
MMMnd  wiikths  MacHriisr'*  8jlvu8ui«I>r. 
!■  tVt  IU»  lo  M>rj, 

Tkr  ■radln,  okc*  ■  llilBtiiK  •lor*. 
For  ■>  wke  r»ll«i  hertnUn, 
Now  nil  dluHd,  BBil  ihlae  ■■  ■ore, 

Mr  Mirj, 
•MUla  m  liapla,  kauekalil,  "imA—r,"  •rilflcial, 
■■4  ■rdlury  raue.  I  rvfcT  Mr.  Bavin  to  lk« 
■tUH,  Hd  uk  Uthma  three  1Im«  kkovl  "nn- 
Mm-  are  asl  wBrih  all  Ika  huated  IwaJdliag 
aWal  (THi,  aa  IrlaBphaall;  ra^^uledf  aadjet 
la/aet  wkal  da  Ihaj  cmvejt  A  koMlf  eallat- 
lla>  aC  (■•(•■  aaf  Ideu  wiHUtad  with  Ihe 
daniu  af  lUcklan,  aad  Ike  kaaalaf  at  ihlrti. 
Bad  tk«  aeBdiag  af  kreeckei  i  kat  will  u;  aae 
dasT  >k«i  tkar  ara  BBiaeallj  poaUnr  and  pa- 
tball*  ••  addraaaed  kj  Cavper  la  kit  aarHl 
TW  Iraih  bT  traea  realadi  ne  df  ■  uviai  of 
Dheridaa'a.  Saaa  aftrr  Ike  "Rakoad  Addrau" 
■araa,  la  ISIL  I  mtn  flberldu.  U  tke  cnane  al 
diaaer,  ka  Mid,  "LardBtraa,  did  vaa  haaa 
IbU  aBSBOt  Ike  writen  af  addraaan  »ai  Wklt 
krrwl  Uwairi"  I  aaiwarad  bj  aa  lauutrr  af 
wkal  aart  ar  ■■  addreaa  ka  kad  Md«.  "Of  tial," 


rcpllad  Skaridaa,  " 
Ikare  «ai  a  ajMnfj 
bow   did   ke   deKri 


■d  blae:  ka  did  aa 
ler."  Ab.1  Jaaloack 
•  pkaaii.  la  Cv-wmt 
iroad,    vllk    all    Iia 

_._, .  jad  Iha  atbxr. 

Oaa  Bum  paelical  laalanca  al 
asd  evta  lii  Hper'arAa  aver  ■ 
Bad  I  bare  doae ;— Iba  but  of  . 
aar  tblaa  la  aataro  like  thia  1 
Ike  TcBBit  Caa  Ibara  be  Bar 
lata  eilHcase  IhsB  In  Ikal  i* 
af  perleel  beaalfl  Bat  tbe  p«« 


dolail  I 


ived  rraa  . 
aar  aaiaclallaa  af  aiaral  aiali 
la  ikere  la  eaonaa  with  Bars 
Bale  BiaiaB  of  Adtlaat  The 
■ar  aatarol,  bat  ■■per-wlaral 
mrtOttlmt,  for  aatiire  baa  aever 
AvBT,  Ihol,  oltb  Ihia  eaat 
"iaiarUbla  ■rlBcipiei  sf  Mrtr 
will  BBke  a  black  ef  aiaae  a*  ai 
Isia,  aid  a  (oad  poet  can  (Bbi 
with  Bare  paatrj  thaa  lahahi 
ABcrtea.     Il  !•  Ike  bulaea    ■ 


I   coBelade  vllh   BBelker 


W    A    L    T    Z    •) 
A\    APOSTROPHIC    HYMN. 


Qnalb  ia  BaroUB  ripb,  ant  per  Jags  Cyailii 
Kiercttt  Diana  choroa.  ViaoiL. 

f^aeli  OB  Emrtm*'  baakt,  or  Cyathla's  height, 
iHmnm  teeaM ;  aad  no  the  charau  the  tifht, 
Whea  la  the  dance  the  gracefal  goddett  leade 
The  ^tre  of  Kyaiph*,  aad  oYertopt  their  heads. 

DaY»Kii*t  Viiait. 


TO  THE  PUBLISHER. 

Sia, 

I  AM  a  conatry-geatleniaa  of  a  midlaad'Ooaaty. 
I  might  Iwve  beea  a  Parlianent-man  for  a  cer- 
taia  horongh ,  iMviag  had  the  olTer  of  as  naaj 
votes  as  Geaeial  T.  at  the  geaoral  election  (ia 
181S).  Bat  1  was  all  for  domestic  happlaess; 
■a  Ifteea  years  ago,  oa  a  vivit  to  Loadoa,  I 
Married  a  middle-aged  Maid  of  Hoaonr.  We 
lived  happil  V  at  Horaem  -  Hall  till  last  seasoa, 
whea  my  wife  sad  I  were  Invited  hy  the  Connt- 
MS  of  Waltsaway  (a  disiaat  relalioa  of  my 
ipoase)  to  pass  the  wiater  ia  towa.  Thiakiag  ao 
harm,  aad  onr  alrls  beiagcome  to  a  marrlMeable 
(or  as  they  call  it,  wmrhetakU)  age,  aad  havtag 
besides  a  Chaaeeiy  -  salt  laveterately  eatailed 
aaoa  the  femlly  estate,  we  came  op  in  oor  old 
caarlot,  of  which,  hy  the  hye,  my  wife  grew  so 
■■ch  ashamed  ia  less  thaa  a  week,  that  I  was 
obliged  10  bay  a  tecoad-haad  baroache,  of  which 
I  might  monat  the  bov,  Mrs.  H.  says,  if  I  conld 
drl«-e,  bat  never  see  the  Inside — that  place  belag 
reserved  for  the  Hoaoarable  Ancastns  Tiptoe, 
her  partaer-geaeral  aad  opera-knlght.  Heariag 
great  praises  of  Mrs.  H/i  daaciag  (she  was 
famous  for  birth  -  aight  -  miauets  la  the  latter 
ead  of  the  last  ceatnry) ,  I  uabooted ,  aad  weat 
to  a  ball  at  the  Toaatess's ,  eipectlag  to  see  a 
aaaatryndaace,  or,  at  most,  cotlllioas,  reals,  aad 
ftll  the  old  -  paces  to  the  aewest  taaes.  Bat, 
jadge  of  my  tarprise.  oa  arriviag,  to  see  poor 
dear  Mrs.  Horaem  with  her  arms  half  raaad  the 
lelas  of  a  hage  hanar-lookiag  geatleawa  I  aever 
aet  eyes  oa  before ;  aad  hifi,  to  say  trath,  rather 
■era  than  half  roaad  her  waist,  turning  roaad. 
•ad  round,  aad  roaad,  to  a  d— d  see-saw  ap  aaa 


dowa  sort  of  taae,  that  remladed  me  of  tha 
«'Black  Joke,**  oaly  more  ''affettit—,^  till  it 
made  me  quite  giddy  with  wondering  thry  were 
not  so.  By  aad  bye  they  ■topped  a  bit ,  aad  I 
thought  they  would  sit  or  fall  dowa:— bat,  aa; 
with  Mrs.  H.*s  haad  oa  his  shoulder ,  "^aaai 
fmmiiiariter'^  (as  Tereace  said  whea  I  was  al 
school) ,  they  walked  about  a  miaute ,  and  thaa 
at  it  agaia,  like  two  cockchafers  spitted  oa  tha 
same  bodkla.  I  asked  what  all  this  meaat,  whaa, 
with  a  load  laugh ,  a  child  aot  older  than  oar 
Wilhelmlaa  (a  aame  I  aever  heard  but  ia  tha 
Vicar  of  Wakefield,  though  her  mother  would 
call  her  after  the  Priacesi  of  Swappeabach),  said 
**Lord,  Mr.  Horaem,  caa*t  you  sec  they  are  valta- 
lag,**  or  waltiiag  (  I  forget  which ) ;  aad  thea 
up  she  got,  aail  her  mother  aad  sister,  aad  away 
they  weat,  aad  roaad-abooted  it  till  supper- time. 
Now  that  I  kaow  what  It  is ,  I  like  it  of  all 
things ,  aad  so  does  Mrs.  H. ;  though  1  hava 
brokea  my  shias,  aad  foar  times  overturaed  Mra. 
Horaem*s  BMid  la  practlsiag  the  prelimiaarj 
steps  ia  a  moralag.  ladeed ,  so  maeh  do  1  lika 
it,  that  havlag  a  tura  for  rhvme,  tastily  dla- 

Clayed  la  some  electioa-balWs ,  aad  soags  la 
oaoar  of  all  the  victories  (bat  till  lately  I  uva 
had  little  practice  In  that  way),  I  sat  dowa,  aad 
with  the  aid  of  W.  F. .  Esq. ,  aad  a  few  hiata 
from  Dr.  B.  (whose  reeitatioas  I  attead,  aad  as 
moastrons  foad  of  Master  B.*s  manner  of  da- 
llvering  his  father's  late  saccessfal  D.  L.  Ad- 
dress) ,  I  composed  the  followlag  hyma ,  whera- 
withal  to  make  my  seatimeats  kaow  a  to  tha 
Pablie,  whom,  aevertkaiesa ,  1  heartily  drsplaa 
aa  wall  aa  the  Critica. 


I  am,  Sia,  years, 
IIURACB 


hor:«bm. 


Mosa    of  the  OMay  •  twlakliag   feet!    whoaa 

charma 
Are  aow  oiteaded  on  from  l^s  to  arms; 
TaarsicBoaa! — too  loag  misdeem'd  a  maid— 
Reproachnil  term— bestow'd  but  to  upbraid— 
Heaoeforth  la  all  the  broase  of  brlghtaesa  ahiaa, 
Tha  leaat  a  vestal  of  the  virgia  Niae. 
Par  be  from  thea  aad  thiae  the  aame  of  arade ; 
Mock*d,  yet  triamphaat ;  saeer'd  at,  aasaldaad ; 
Thv  leas  mast  move  to  coaqaer  as  they  f  y. 
If  ant  tVy  eoals  are  reasoaahly  high ; 
Thy  breast— if  bare  eaongh— reqaires  ao  shield ; 
Daaaa  forth    saas  anaaar  thaa  ahall  take  tha 

field, 
Aad  owa— impregaable  ta  mosr  aaaaalta» 
Thy  aot  too  fawnilly  begattaa  ^Walts.** 


Hall,  aimbla  Nymph !  to  whom  the  young  huaaar, 
Tha  whiskerd  voUry  of  Walts  aad  War— 
His  aight  darates.  despite  of  spar  aad  boots, 
A  sight  namateh*d  sinee  Orpheus  aad  his  brataat 
Hail,    spirft-atirriag    Walta !  —  beaeath    whata 

baaaara 
A  madam  hara  Ibaght  far  aMdish  maaaara; 
Oa  Haaaa1aw*a  haath  U  rival  Wellealey'a  fhaM, 
Oook'd^flrad— aad  mlas'd  his  maa  — but  gaiiTd 

his  aim. 
Hall  movlag  Maaa !  ta  wham  the  fair  oae*a  braaat 
Olvea  all  It  caa,  aad  bida  aa  uke  the  reat. 
Oh!  for  the  flaw  af  Busbv,  or  of  Pits« 
The  latter's  lovalty,  the  former's  wits. 
To  "eaergiae  the  objeal  I  parsae,'* 
Aad  giva%oth  Belial  aad  his  daaca  thair  daa!*- 


*)  This  poem  has  beea  attribated  to  Lord  Bvroa :   tha  qaastioa  of  iu  aathaaticity  ramaialag 
aadecided,  it  ia  here  givea  by  way  of  appeadlx. 
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Imperial  Walti!  {nported  from  the  Rhlae 
(Famed  for  the  growth  of  pedigrees  and  wiae), 
Jioafi;  be  iliiae  import  from  all  dnty  free, 
A  ad  Hock  Itvelf  be  lemi  eeteem'd  Uiaa  tbee; 
In  Mome  few  qualitiefi  alilce— for  Hoclc 
Imprnvee  our  cellar — ikou  our  living  ttock. 
The  head  to  Hock  belongi— thy  vnbtler  art 
IntoxicateM  alone  the  heedleiN  heart : 
Through  the  fnllveinv  thy  gentler  poim>n  iwiaii, 
And  wakei  to  wantonnciw  the  willing  limbi. 

Ohf  Germany !  how  much  to  thee  we  owe, 
Aa  heaven -born  Pitt  can  testify  below; 
Bre  curacd  Confederation  made  thee  France'Sf 
And  only  left  us  thy  d~d  debts  and  dances ; 
Of  HubHidicH  and  Hanover  bereft 
Wo  bless  thee  still— for  George  the  Third  is  left! 
Of  kings  the  best— and  last,  not  least  in  worth. 
For  graciously  begetting  Georre  the  Fourth. 
To  Germany,  and  Highnesses  Serene, 
Who  owe  us  millionH — don't  we  owe  the  Qneeat 
To  Germany,  what  owe  wo  not  besides? 
Mo  ofl  bestowing  Brnnswickers  and  brides  ; 
Who  paid  for  vulgar,  with  their  royal  blood. 
Drawn  from  the  stem  of  each  Teutonic  stud ; 
Who  sent  us — so  be  pardoned  all  her  faults — 
A  doien   Dukes  — some   Kings  —  a  Queen — and 

Walts. 


Hnt  peace  to  her— her  Emperor  and  Diet, 
Though  now  transferred  to  llonaparto*s  **flatr 
Hack  to  my  theme — O!  Muse  of  motion  say. 
How  lirst  to  Albiok  found  thy  Walts  her  way? 

Borne  on  the  breath  of  hyperborean  gales. 
Prom  Hambnrg*s  port  (whilu  Hamburg  yet  had 

maiU), 
Kre  yet  unlucky  Fame — compoird  to  creep 
To  snowv  Gottenburg— was  rhiird  to  sleep; 
Or,  starting  from  her  slumbers,  deign'd  arise, 
Heligoland  !  to  stock  thy  mart  with  lies ; 
While  anbnrnt  Moscow  yet  had  news  to  send, 
Nor  owed  her  fiery  exit  to  a  friend ; 
She  came— Walts  came — and  with  her  certain  sets 
Of  true  despatches,  and  as  true  gasettes ; 
Then  flamed  of  Ansterlits  the  blest  despatch. 
Which  Monitevr  nor  Morning-l'ost  can  match; 
And — almost  crushed  beneath  the  glorious  nevi — 
Ten  plays,  and  forty  tales  of  Kotsebne's ; 
One  envoy*N  letters,  six  composers'  airs. 
And  loads  from  Frankfort  aad  from  Leipsigfiiiri; 
Meiner's  feur  volnmes  upon  womankind. 
Like  fjaplaad  witches  to  ensure  a  wind ; 
llrunck*s  heaviest  tome  for  ballast,  and  to  back  it. 
Of  Hevne,  such  as  should  not  sink  the  (tacket. 
Fraught  with  this  cargo— and  her  fairest  fi eight, 
DclightAil  Waits,  on  uptoe  for  a  mate. 
The  welcome  vessel  reached  the  genial  strand. 
And  round  her  flock'd  the  daughters  of  the  land, 
l^ot  decent  David,  when,  before  the  ark. 
His  nrnnd  pas-seni  excited  some  remark ; 
iVot  love-lorn  Quixote,  when  his  Sancho  thought 
The  knighrs  fandango  friskier  than  it  ought ; 
Not  soft  Herodlas,  when  with  winninc  tread 
Her  nimble  feet  danced  off  another's  nead ; 
Not  Cleopatra  on  her  galley's  deck. 
Displayed  so  much  of  leg,    or  more  of  meek. 
Than  thou,  ambrosial  WiJti,  when  first  tke  mooi 
Beheld  thee  twirling  to  a  Saxon  tune ! 

To  you— yehnsbands  of  ten  years !  whose  broirs 
Ache  with  tke  annual  tribatee  of  a  spouse ; 
To  you,  of  nine  years  less— who  only  bear 
The  budding  spronts  ef  those  that  yon  sAalf  wear. 
With  added  ornaaaBta  aronnd  them  roll'd. 
Of  native  brass,  or  law-«warded  gold; 
To  yon,  ye  matrons,  ever  on  the  watch 
To  mar  a  son's,  or  make  a  daughter's  match , 
To  yen,  ye  children  of— whom  chance  accords 
;i[lMiys  the  ladles,  and  se«el/Mes  their  lordi; 
Te  yen— ye  tingle  gcntlcoMB !  who  seek 


Torments  for  life,  or  |fflcaa«r8n  for  a  we«k 
As  love  of  Hymen  your  eadrmvoar*  gntdr. 
To  gain  your  own,  or  ■■atcii  aaocher's  brUe. 
To  one  and  all  the  lovely  etraneer  ^ 
And  every  ball-room  echoes  wita  her 


Bndearinc  Walts — to  thy  nwre  melting  isst 
Bow  Irish  Jig,  and  ancipst  rigadoon  ; 
Scotch  reels  avannt !  aad  conatrj-daaoe  fore|>    I 
Yonr  future  claims  to  each  fantastic  toe;  ' 

Walts— Walts— a loae  both  legs  and  arms  4immk 
Liberal  of  feet,  and  laviHh  of  her  hands ; 
Hands  which  may  freely  raag;e  in  pablic  Mgkt 
Where  ne'er  before— but — pray  '*putoat  the  Ii|ki 
Methinks  the  glare  ef  yonder  chandelier 
Shines  much  too  far~4»r  I  am  moch  tee  near; 
And  true,  though  strange — Walts    whispen  tts    ' 

remark, 
**My  slippery  steps  are  safest  in  the  dark*" 
But  here  the  Muse  with  due  decorum  halif. 
And  lends  her  longest  petticoat  to  Waits. 


Observant  travellers!  of  every  time; 
Ye  quartos!  publish'd  Hpon  every  clime  j 
O  sav,  shall  dull  Romaika's  heavy  round. 
Fandango's  wriggle,  or  Bolero's  bound; 
Can  Bgvpt's  Almas — taatalixiag  aronp— 
(/olumbla's  caperers  to  the  warlike  vhosp— 
Can  aught  from  cold  Kamtschatka  to  Cape  Hm 
With  WalU  compare,  or  after  Walts  be  bsrst t 
Ah,  no!  from  Morier's  pages  down  to  GsifN 
Each  tourist  pens  n  paragraph  for  "Walts." 


New  ornaments  for  black  and  royal  gaards 

'dferbi 


New  laws  to  hang  the  rogues  that  roar'i 
New  coins  (most  new)  to  follow  thoae  that  isd . 
New  victories— nor  ena  we  nrlsc  them  lets, 
Thongh  Jenky  wendera  at  his  own  snceesst 
New  wars,  because  the  eld  sncceed  ■•  wcIL 
That  aNMt  survivors  envy  those  who  fell; 
New  mistresaes    no    old— yet  lln  tfwe. 
Though  they  be  old,  the  tkimg  Is  oooMthing  new , 
Bach  new,  unite  new— (exceiit  some  ancient  trUs> ; 
New  whito-ntioka,  gold-otiokn,  hrgf  Hkfci.  aU 


Shades  of  those  belles,  whose  rein  began  ef  ysra. 
With  George  the  Third's— and  ended  lung  bcfsrs- 
Though  in  your  danghters'   daughters  yet  jm 

thrive. 
Burst  from  your  lead,  aad  he  yourselves  ali*«! 
Back  to  the  ball-room  speed  yonr  speetred  kstt ; 
Fool's  Paradise  is  dull  to  that  you  lost. 
^o  treacherous  powder  hide  conjecture  qsake; 
Mo  stiff  starch'd  stays  make  meddlinc  finger*  schs 
(Traasferr'd   to  those  ambiguous  things  thai  src 
Goats  in  their  visage,  women  la  their  sbaf«  i 
Mo  damsel  faints  when  rather  closely  pre»'d. 
But  more  caressiag  seems  whea  morn  cami'tf; 
Superfluous  hartshorn,  and  reviving  salit, 
Doth  banish'd  by  the  sovereign  curJial  '^Walti.*' 
Seductive  Walts !— though  on  thy  native  phsre 
Bvea  Werter's  self  proc&im'd  thee  half  a  wkMc; 
Werter — to  deceat  vice  though  much  inclisrd; 
Yet  warm,  not  wanton ;  dasxled,  hnt  not  blis4— 
Thonch  gentle  Genlls,  in  her  atrife  with  Surl, 
Would  even  proscribe  thee  from  a  Paris  ball; 
Thee  fashion  hails— from  Countesses  to  qaeass. 
And  maids  and  valets  walU  behind  the  scesct; 
Wide  and  more  wide  thy  witching  circle  spreedi. 
And  turns— if  nothing  else— at  least   onr  kemi»; 
With  thee  evea  clumsy  cits  attempt  to  boaase, 
And  cockneys  practise  what  they  can't  preneaacc. 
Gods !  how  the  clorious  theme  my  strain  exalts. 
And  rhyme  flnos  partaer   rhyme  la   prake  cf 

"Walta.*' 


Blest  was  the  time  Walts  ehoae  for  her  drftaf . 
The  Court,  the  Regent,  like  hemelf  were  new , 
New  fhee  for  friends,  for  foes  so«e 
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Vith  TMte  n  ribudi— ^eck'd  alike  U  hue, 
icw  troopon  itrat,  aew  tamcoaUi  blush  is  blue; 

o  laitb  tbe  Mnse— mj ,  what  My  yovl 

iich  wai  the  time  when  Welti  mif^ht  bent  maintain 
ler  new  preferments  in  this  novel  reif n ; 
nch  was  the  time,  nor  ever  yet  was  such, 
loops  are  no  more,  and  petticoats  not  much; 
forals  and  minuets.  Virtue  and  her  slays, 
knd  tell-tale  Powder— all  have  had  their  days. 
The  ball  begins — the  honours  of  the  house 
'irst  duly  done  by  daughter  or  by  spouse, 
»ome  potentate— or  royal  or  serene — 
Vith  K— t*s  gay  gr^ce,  or  sapient  O— st— r*s  mlea, 
jeads  forth  the  ready  dame,  whose  rising  flush 
(light  onee  have  been  mistaken  for  a  blush, 
'rom  where  the  garb  Just  leaves  the  bosom  free, 
That  spot  where  hearts  were  onee  supposed  to  be ; 
Innnd  all  the  conflnes  of  the  yielded  waist. 
The  strangest  hand  may  wander  undisplaced ; 
The  lady's  in  return  mav  grasp  as  much 
in  princely  paunches  ofller  to  her 'touch, 
'leased  round  the  chalky  floor  how  well  they  trip, 
>ne  hand  reposing  on  the  royal  hip; 
The  other  to  the  shoulder  no  less  royal 
iscending  with  affection  truly  loyal; 
Thus  front  to  front  the  partners  move  or  stand, 
rhe  foot  may  rest,  but  none  withdraw  the  hand ; 
%nd  all  in  turn  mav  follow  in  their  rank, 
The  Earl  of— AsteriHk— and  Lady— Blank; 
<»ir — such  a  one — with  those  of  Pashion's  host, 
i'or  whose  blest  surnames — vide  '^Morning-Post ;  ** 
Or  if  Tor  that  impartial  print  too  late, 
Search  Doctors*   Commons   six   months  front  my 

date)— 
rhui  all  and  each,  in  movement  swift  or  slow. 
The  genial  contact  gently  undergo ; 
Till  some  might  marvel,   with  the  modest  Turk, 
If  "nothing  follows  all  this  palming  worki" 
True  honest  Mirsa — you  may  trust  my  rhyme— 
^mcthing  does  follow  at  a  fitter  time; 
Vhv  breast  thus  publicly  resigned  to  man, 
In  pri%'ate  may  resist  him if  it  can. 

O  ye !  who  loved  our  grandmothers  of  yore, 
Pitspatrik,  Sheridan,  and  many  more ! 


And  thou,  my   Prince!  vhoM  toTerelgB  taste 

and  wni 
It  is  to  love  the  lovely  beldames  still ; 

Hon,  ghost  of  Q *   whose  Jndgfng  sprite 

Satan  may  spare  to  peep  a  single  night* 
Pronounce— if  ever  in  your  days  of  bliss— > 
Asmodens  struck  so  bright  a  stroke  as  this; 
To  teach  the  young  ideas  how  to  rise, 
Flush  in  the  cheek  and  languish  in  the  eyes ; 
Rush  to  the  heart,  aad  lighten  through  the  frame, 
With  half-told  wish,  aad  ill-dissembled  flame ; 
For  prurient  nature  still  will  storm  the  breast— 
Who,  tempted  thus,  eaa  answer  for  the  resti 


But  ye — who  never  felt  a  single  thought 
For  what  our  morals  are  to  be  or  ought ; 
Who  wisolv  wish  the  charms   you  view  to  reap, 
Say— would  you   make  those   beauties  quite   so 

cheap  % 
Hot  f^om  die  hand  promiscuously  applied. 
Round  the  slight  waist,  or  down  the  glowing  side ; 
Where  were  the  rapture  then  to  clasp  the  form. 
From  this  lewd  grasp  and  lawless  contact  warm  I 
At  once  Love's  most  endearing  thought  resin. 
To  press  the  hand  so  pressed  by  none  but  thine ; 
To  gaxe  upon  that  eye  which  never  met 
Another's  ardent  look  without  regret; 
Approach  the  lip  which  all,  without  restraint. 
Come  near  enough— If  not  to  touch — to  taint ; 
If  such  thou  lo\  est— love  her  then  no  more. 
Or  give — like  her— caresses  to  a  score ; 
Her  mind  with  these  Is  gone,  and  with  it  go 
The  little  left  behind  it  to  bestow. 


Voluptuous  Waits !  and  dare  I  thus  balspheme  f 
Thy  bard  forgot  thy  praises  were  his  theme. 
Tn-pairkore  forgive! — At  every  ball 
My  wife  now  waltses— and  my  daughters  ahaUt 
JVy  son  (or  stop — 'tis  needless  to  inquire — 
These  little  accidents  should  ne*er  traiispire; 
Some  ages  hence  our  genealocic  tree 
Will  wear  as  green  a  bough  for  him  as  ■«), 
Waltsing  shall  rear,  to  make  our  name  amends, 
I  OrandsoBS  for  me— In  heirs  to  all  his  friends. 


NOTES. 

A§  manv  votet  at  General  T. 
State  of  the  poll  (last  day)  6. 


[p.  nt. 


Quam  famiUoriter.  [p.  TTS. 

My  Ijatin  is  all  forgotten,  if  a*  man  can  be 
said  to  have  forgotten  what  he  never  remembered ; 
but.  I  bought  my  title-page-motto  of  a  Catholic 
priest  for  a  three  shilling  Bank-token,  nfter 
much  haggling  for  the  even  siipence.  I  grudged 
the  money  to  a  Papist,  being  sJl  for  the  memory 
of  Perceval  and  "%'o  Popery;**  and  quite  re- 
gretting the  downfal  of  the  Pope,  because  we 
can't  bum  him  any  more. 

Mtue  of  the  manif-twinkling  feet  f        [p.  TYS. 
'•Glance  their  many-twinkling  feet."— Geay. 

On  M»iiiulofl9'«  beaih  to  rival  ITeUeUe^'t  fame. 

[p.  Tn. 

To  rival  Lord  Wellesley*s,  or  his  nephew*s,  as  the 
reader  pleases : — the  one  cained  a  pretty  woman, 
whom  he  deserved  by  fighting  for  ;  and  the  other 
has  been  fighting  in  the  Peninsula  many  n  long 
dav,  '*by  Shrewsbury  clock,"  without  gaining  any 
thing  in  that  country  but  the  title  of  *'the  Great 
Ijord,"  and  "the  Lord,"  which  sat  ours  of  pro- 
fanation, hating  been  hitherto  applied  only  to 
that  Being,  to  whom  "fV  Deunu "  tot  carnage 
are  the  rankest  biasphemy.— It  is  tc  be  praaamed 


the  General  wUl  one  day  reton  to  his  Sabiae 
farm,  there 

To  tame  the  genius  of  the  stubbora  plain, 
jUmoet  ao  quickly  as  he-  eonqner'd  Spain ! 

The  Lord  Peterborough  conquered  continents 
in  a  summer;  we  do  more — we  contrive  both  to 
conquer  and  lose  them  in  a  shorter  season.  If 
the  "Great  Lord's"  CUteinnatian  progress  in 
agriculture  be  no  speedier  than  the  proportional 
average  of  time  in  Pope's  couplet,  it  will,  ac- 
cording to  the  fkrmer's  proverb,  be  "ploughing 
with  dogs/' 

By  the  bve — one  of  this  illustrious  person's 
new  titles  is  forgotten— it  is,  however,  worth 
remembering— "AMvstdor  del  Mundo!"^eredito 
potter i I  If  this  be  the  nppellation  nnnexed  by 
the  inhabitants  of  the  Peninsuln  to  the  name  of 
n  man  who  has  not  yet  saved  them— query — are 
they  worth  saving  even  in  this  world?  for,  ac- 
cording to  the  mildest  modifications  ofanv  Chris- 
tian creed,  those  three  words  make  the  odds 
much  against  them  in  the  next.— ^'Saviour  of  the 
World,"  quotha!— it  were  to  be  wished  that  he, 
or  any  one  else,  could  save  a  corner  of  it — his 
country.  Yet  this  stupid  misnomer,  although  it 
shows  the  near  connexion  between  Superstition 
and  Impiety,  so  far  has  its  use,  that  It  proves 
there  can  be  little  to  dread  from  those  Catholics 
(inquisitorial  Catholics  too)  who  can  confer  such 
an  appellation  oa  a  Rroiootaut.    I  suppose  aeit 
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rcu  he  wlK  h*  nlilM  tiK  "Vlrglm  Mint  " 


■BlIliBI  lO  oblM  1>  (HI 


leh  llbarai  twUrdi 


The   ■*all«,   ar   r«roeliii    i 

6mK  te  flcfr  Wm«,  mms  di  Itefr  iknrr.  Ike  l>li*k  M  ke  plcun— tker 

(Mrt  Kllmliit  »M"   u   U.  KrvlH    (bclBK  •ImJ'  ii   1 

It  twn<4  h«  MBplalaei  ■•*,  u   la  Ua  LaJj  Ike  RrKaii'i):    it  wimid  aat  be  fair  !■  kut  ■; 

BwHlere*   liae.   of  Ike   "81*ir   de   la  CraEi,"  >«:lllar  ialtlal   afafaat    ibc    ainhakri.   u  orf]     , 

Oal  tk*r«  ka"aa  vkiiLani"  bat  ka«  rar  IkeH  ■natk   oILI  add   lu  ihe    liat  Bn«  r.iried  r*t  m 

■ra  ladinlieu   -T  laioar   ia  ibe  fleid,   ar  alia-  iveepUakr.— «   dliilagaiibtd   r.aMaaal   it  lud 

»ker«,   ■»   •!£»   ba  qnetliaaakie.      Mncb    aiaj  (n  ba  Ika  Ikwiurlte,  nuck    ataiail    IbB  aitka  rf   i 

be  aaJ  kalb  be«a  avnuelird  n  balk  lidFi.  la  ike  (ke  hiaitAig  rua.  I 

oldea  Use  phllawpken   kad   Hktikrn,   aad  mo]-  I 

dien   aeae— Keipla  klxelf   iiai  ibaiea— llaaal-  Rat  •jMt  lakfra  httru  mtp  aitre  la^pavd  »  t>     I 
bai  ikiniKkl  hii  naeeje  iMaJiiDiae  eNoa(hi>ilkaHt  [•  ^    I 

■  beard;  but  Adtlaa.  IbeRnprrar,  ware  a  beard        "tVe  hart  skufcd   aU   that,"    •«;■ 


(bavlai!   warn   •■   kl>   cbla.    wbieh   RHthar   Ika    Dnrtar,  "lia  all   nae— Aaaodaur  kaa*.  -km.    I 

RBprrii  Rabiaa,   Bar   evea   the   eaartlara  caald    After  all,   tl  li   dTbo  gmt  iBMrtaacr  baa  ■*-     ' 

Je)— Tareaae  Ui  wkUkera,  Marlkeraifh  aaaa    aeai  kearli  are  diapHrd  af :  tkej  ba<  e  >bRr1 


•aae  Ui  wkifken,  Marlkerauh  aaaa  aeai  kearli  are  diapHi 
te  li  nawblikered,  IkcRnrat  vblik-  prMlesa  la  diBrikata 
*/"   n<«l**M  't  ■la'  aad  vhbkeri    poMlbla.     Bat   than   i 


ioaaparte  li  nawblikercd,  IbcReirrat  vblik-  pritllcn   la    diBrikata     ihea    . 

■- *■■   - f  nlad  aad  vhbkeri  poMlbla.     Bat   than   arc    Bl»   r 

r;   bal   cerlaiai*  iJw  kearti   aa   lhH«a|Ur   bad,    aa    t« 

I   Iba  irnwih   at  Iba  tbaaa   pkeaaaeaa    aClea    Beatlaa 


red:   "*rg»l"   (rMIBMa^af  nlad  aid  vhbkeri    poMlbla.     Bal 

nSbj  ('"'»-•■'  vhra  (lit  idrd,  3 


Bat  ar  maj  aat  ■>   (afelber ;   bal   cerlaiai*  iJw    bearti   aa   lhH«a|Ur   b 

direreal   arcurreacei,   alBaa   Ibe  irnwih   a?  Iba    tbaaa   pkeaaaeaa    aClea    BeatlaBcd     ia   auti*!    j 

iBil-BcaliaMd,  (•  tarlhar  la  bebair  af  wUibeTa    k'iilon ;   tIi.  ■   aaia  af  (slid  alaae— oali  u  M    ^ 


hair  iB  tke  rclaa  af  Heart  I 

Porarrlv   rti   waa   a   Avl 

Ladawlek  Hairej't  OaMdf  af  Has  Allej,  Ifll. 


irke   caloar 

Jf  "aatUan  fttttmi  mU  lUt  f  il  ffu^  a- 


7>iin:     1\'sw,   far   a    wafcr-What   Wlaarcd 

bearJ  eoaei  aeil  bt  (ba  vladaw  T  '  la  Tarbey   a   peniaaat-  brra   aa    iaprn 

jMrfaiM.    A  blaoli  aaa'a,  I  Ibiak.  aad   aaperflaan   i|BeMlaa— literal!*    pal,    > 

n/efa.    1   tblak   aat  Ml   I   iblak   •   rt4.  far  Ika  leil,   kj  ■  Peraiaa  la  Marier.    aa   arpi 

thai  It  aiaal  la  hibloa.  Wall  la  Para.— Tide  Haaiaa*  TraTab. 
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